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Part 1 — The Deception

Day One
11 May

Galle, Sri Lanka, 7:30 p.m.

Gabriel Tretjak was sitting in an English club seatching the waiter as he brought him a
gin and tonic. The waiter was dressed in blackseos, a black jacket and a neatly buttoned
white shirt. He was old, and there was somethirggiabim, probably his slightly bent,
upwardly protruding nose and the deep lines arduimdnouth, that reminded Tretjak of an
Indian rhinoceros he had seen a few times in HellaZoo. The zoo director had been
blackmailed by one of the keepers and had calletjakrin to put an end to the whole
unpleasant affair. It was all about illegal medmatfor exotic animals. Tretjak had waited by
the rhinoceros house where the zookeeper workad@oge their first encounter. He loved
rituals, and so they kept meeting up at the sarokeadfer that. Until the matter was sorted
out. That was how Tretjak had learned rather albout rhinoceroses. They were very
sensitive to even the tiniest changes in theirthghnstantly becoming suspicious and
unpredictable. That was something common to al@lbsnimals: changes meant danger.
Gabriel Tretjak knew it was no different for humagings. For people too, changes alerted
their senses, and he had often made use of th@plegon. But in contrast to rhinoceroses,
changes had to be larger for people to notice tlietimey were only minor things, slight
deviations from what they were used to that didegtly interrupt the flow, people remained
in a state of sleepy, docile naivety. They misinteted the minor changes, not understanding
their actual significance until later. Sometime$yanfew minutes passed between the false
perception and their understanding, sometimes @scad

The waiter asked him if he’d like anything to ebtetjak shook his head. He had a nine-o’-
clock reservation for the restaurant around the@oirom the foyer, its smart tables already
laid.



Tretjak was fairly certain that the man he was wwgifor in the hotel foyer had misappraised
a minor change that day: the fact that his wiferttachlled him yet. According to everything
Tretjak now knew about him, the man might not elvame noticed that their usual phone call
hadn’t taken place — although it was a long-essablil habit when he was away on business.
Well, it wouldn’t be long before he realized thgrsficance of that change.

Tretjak looked at his watch. It was a quarter gheiHe suddenly felt something that had
often come over him recently. A kind of tirednes$eeling of tedium. In the past he had
always enjoyed these very moments, these momefarelibings came to a head, this
approach towards a dramatic turning point in soreezse’s life, someone who had no
inkling of what was coming. But for a few weeks ndwe had been catching himself wishing
these moments could be over — without having tardahing.

Tretjak sat with his gin and tonic in the foyertoé New Oriental Hotel in Galle, a port town
in the southwest of Sri Lanka. He'd flown eleveruisto get there — Lufthansa LH 2016,
Munich-Colombo — and sat in a car for four hourse Bhort, taciturn driver had steered his
Peugeot as smoothly as a motorboat, around hupelpstand between donkey carts, swarms
of tuk-tuks and un-roadworthy trucks. In a few hotire driver would take him back the same
way, back to Colombo Airport in time for flight LB017, which took off for Munich in the
early hours of the morning. Tretjak had come sdiefhthis evening — to jerk someone out of
his state of sleepy naivety.

It was hot in the hotel foyer. The old wooden fanghe ceiling rotated in tired repetitions.
One of them squeaked, hanging directly above thekldrand piano on the left side of the
hall, where the bar was. A group of three Englishimere perched there, a cocktail in front
of each of them. Every now and then one of thenitechan odd burst of short hissing sounds
when he found something funny.

Then a brawny man in khaki trousers and a greeptRaduren polo shirt walked in through
the wide, open entrance door. He was sweatindgabesflushed, behind aviator sunshades.
He strode purposefully up to the reception desksaid in a deep, loud voice with a slight
German accent, ‘Room number seven, please.’

Tretjak had stood up and now stepped up to thefroamone side, keeping a six-foot
distance. ‘Congratulations, Herr Schwarz,” he sdddmber seven is the best room in the
house.’

The man turned around, pushing his sunglasses tgpart his head, and looked Tretjak up
and down with questioning blue eyes.

‘Are your enjoying your little holiday, Herr Schwe’ Tretjak asked.



The man was now clearly searching his memory. Ri#riow this stranger from somewhere?
‘Yes, | am,” he answered in the end. ‘Do you minel asking —’

‘We need to talk, Herr Schwarz,” Tretjak interrughtd’ve reserved a table in the restaurant.
Nine o’clock.’

‘I don’t know what...” The man shook his head. ‘I ddknow you, and | don’t know what we
might have to talk about.’

‘Oh, excuse me, my name is Tretjak. We have todhlkut your life, Herr Schwarz. I've

come to change it. With your help, of course.’

The man by the name of Schwarz, about whom Gabrétjak knew more than anyone else
in his life, was losing his patience. ‘Listen, thenust be some mistake. I'm not planning on
changing my life. And I certainly wouldn't talk t@u about it if | was.” There was an amused
glint in his eyes, a sign that he was regainingidence. He was dealing with some kind of
crank, nothing more. ‘There are plenty of attracsitnere in Sri Lanka but I'm not one of
them. Goodbye.’

With these words, he turned back to the recepteskdpicked up the brass key to room seven
and was halfway to the stairs on the left whenjaketaid, ‘If you don’t get the Union Carry
deal you'll lose your seat on the board. That’s tywaur supervisory board says, anyway.’
Schwarz stopped in his tracks, turned around aarédctat Tretjak.

‘Nine o’clock, Herr Schwarz,” Tretjak said. ‘Donitorry about a thing. We’ll get everything
regulated.” He turned to the receptionist. ‘Roormber five, please.’ Tretjak took the key,
cast a smile at Schwarz, still rooted to the spainfusion, and walked past him to the
staircase.

That went well, he thought. Schwarz was bewildeneough. Once he got to his room he’d
realize his wife hadn’t been in touch, and he’d bal. Or rather, he’d try to call her. That
would only intensify his bewilderment — under higeis cell phone number he’d hear the
message: ‘The number you have dialled is not asdigAnd nobody would pick up when he
called the landline.

Tretjak went to his room, put down his briefcaseyed a chair over to the window, sat down
and closed his eyes. The windows in the hotel lwaglass in them, only shutters with
wooden slats. You could hear the sounds from ceitsndects chirping, children calling. The
New Oriental in Galle was an insiders’ tip, an btatel in elegant colonial style. The large,

dark brown wooden bedstead must have been attVeas$tundred years old. It stood beneath



a high canopy of net curtains, reaching down tdlthe to keep off the mosquitoes. Tretjak
wouldn’t be needing it. He got up, went into théhbaom and took a long, cool shower.
Looking in the mirror, he decided it was time tordore sport. Now that summer was coming
he could start jogging straight from his apartmaritlunich to the Isar every morning again,
along the river, then across Montgelas Bridge éoBEhglish Garden and back past the House
of Art. Keeping in shape was important to Tretjdle. was 44 now and had been wearing the
same size of suits for the past 25 years. His bdiapkdidn’t yet show a sign of going grey,
and that would presumably stay that way. He gohhisfrom his mother’s side, where there
literally wasn’t a single grey streak in the enfaieily. Tretjak’s hair was thick and cut
relatively long. Now it was wet, and he combedatk out of his eyes.

He took a new pair of underpants out of his brisécand got dressed again. Dark blue
synthetic trousers, a beige long-sleeved T-shetslpped into his dark-brown shoes
barefoot. The scent of cut papaya had permeateddme in the meantime, from the fruit
arranged in a dish on the table. Tretjak sat bagkndon the chair by the window and thought
about how to start the meeting downstairs in timndiroom. He mustn’t lose the pace he'd
set at reception; he had to keep the tension gollinetjak decided to go down slightly late
and excuse himself with, ‘| was just talking to yeufe on the telephone, Herr Schwarz, and
you know what she’s like...’

A lot always rode on the first meeting for the nmossas a whole, as Tretjak knew from
experience. But in this case the matter didn’t sparticularly tricky. It was more of a routine
job. Tretjak had almost turned it down, not wantiogyet bored. But then his client, Melanie
Schwarz, said something that made him smile. Itdeasn to those words that he’d be
enjoying thethali in a few minutes’ time, the speciality in the N@®asiental’s restaurant. He
had ordered in advance so as not to lose any gadirg the menu and choosing the dishes.
The meal, he had been told, consisted of a largeeuof small dishes of the finest
vegetable, meat and fish curries and various saatiegery spicy and hot enough to bring
diners out in a sweat.

Melanie Schwarz felt trapped in a life she wanteddcape but couldn’t. A tangled web of
her own conscience, responsibilities and lack ofage kept her from leaving, plus her fear
of failure in a new life of her own. She had beeniaor pop star in her younger years,
recording two chart hits\low you're aloneandThe truth hurtsBut her career had been short.
She soon disappeared from the limelight, once ngatk@adlines with an alleged suicide
attempt and then vanishing from the public eyegaitioer. Then she met Peter Schwarz, who

built up a safe fortress around her, made up ahaly and a high standard of living. By now



their daughter was grown up, training as a dancéondon. They lived in a magnificent
rooftop apartment at an exclusive Berlin addressaasmall restored estate outside of town,
equipped with riding stables. Melanie had alwaygtbhorse riding, even as a child. Peter
Schwarz had made her dream come true. But nowaha hew dream. At the end of their
meeting she had stared at the sheet of paper ahwhetjak had sketched out the plan,
saying, ‘I don’t have any money of my own. | cgpéty you.’ Tretjak, a moment ago just
about to turn down the job, pricked up his earshkig looked at her and seen her muster all
her courage for her final words: ‘In the end yobdlve to persuade my husband to pay for

your work.’

The lentils were the hottest. Even Tretjak, usesbioy food from a young age, had felt tears
in his eyes as he ate them. After a cautious tiltarminy amount on the prongs of his fork,
Schwarz hadn’t touched them.

The waiter with the rhinoceros face was clearingyatthe many dishes. All that remained on
the table was a carafe of mineral water, an alfuisbottle of Haute Medoc and a few
glasses.

‘Would the gentlemen care for a dessert?’

Tretjak looked quizzically at Schwarz.

Schwarz shook his head. ‘Coffee. Espresso. Dolggeesso.’

Tretjak nodded at the waiter, signalling he warntexlsame. Then he reached for the briefcase
placed on the floor next to his chair, rested ibh@lap, opened it and took out a single sheet
of blank paper and a dark blue Parker ballpoint p&ated them both on the table and
returned the briefcase to the floor.

‘So she wants to start a new life,” said Schwaratenio himself than to Tretjak. ‘But she
can't tell me so herself... She needs someone liketgalo it for her. How did she come up
with you?’ He looked Tretjak in the eye. ‘Are ydeeping with her?’

Tretjak didn’t bother answering. He gave Schwaratime. Some people clammed up
when they received bad news. Others had to pujshinto words and repeat them over and
over to help them understand. Schwarz was oneedftter. He was upset, that much was
clear. His hands trembled as he poured himselassghf water. The brawny manager was
swaying in the unexpected wind.

‘Spread her wings, | see... Was that how Melanigtpot did you think of that? An amicable
divorce... a small apartment... just a small sum of ey start her off with... Start off with

what? And I'm supposed to talk it all over with yoWhat’s your part in all this anyway?’



The coffees arrived and both men let them go aokllence, their cups facing each other on
the table. Apart from a table in a distant corttee, restaurant was empty by now. The elderly
lady sitting over there was immersed in a bookn¥tbe kitchen came quiet a clatter, the
sounds common to all the world’s restaurant kitsha&tthe end of a long day.

Tretjak was pleased. All he had to do now was erjlee rules as clearly as possible to this
man in this restaurant in Sri Lanka, a man who @w@alon be disappearing out of his life
again. All he had to do was make it clear thatelveouldn’t be any talking with his wife for
the time being. That his wife had gone away angt ®nétjak knew where she was. That she
wouldn’t come back until everything had been aregthgxactly the way she wanted it.
Another hour, Tretjak guessed, and then he’d watkoato the terrace and wave over his
driver.

At that moment, he saw the man from the hotel recemt their table. It was the moment that
Tretjak was to keep recapitulating later. He haattepl the man out of the corner of his eye,
crossing the foyer briskly, stopping to look arouhd restaurant and then heading straight
towards them. In retrospect, Tretjak was even geh@'d seen him putting the telephone
receiver down behind the reception desk beforeeheus. In retrospect, Tretjak knew very
well that he’d reacted impatiently to the seeminginecessary disruption.

‘Mr Tretjak, there’s just been a call for you,” ddhe receptionist.

The human brain is a decision-making machine.dt@sses huge amounts of data without
interruption, constantly making decisions literadlye second after another, at lightning
speed, for one sole purpose: securing our survival.

‘A call? For me? Are you sure?’

‘Absolutely. The caller said they had an importar@ssage for Gabriel Tretjak. They didn’t
leave a name.’ The man looked at a piece of papénner in the fourth race, horse number
6, Nu PagadiThat’s the message.’

Even just crossing a road, the human brain perf@gesnuine feat of strength. It estimates
the distance from one side of the road to the athdrthe time needed to cross it, including
stepping down from one kerb and up to the otheasstimates the distance and speed of the
approaching car, calculates the time needed forrggach its own position, taking in the state
of the street surface and two cyclists approacfiimm the right — and then decides: walk or
don’t walk? If a single one of these calculatiomgicorrect, a human life is lost, and the brain
ends up spread across the asphalt in a sticky mess.



In the New Oriental in Sri Lanka, Gabriel Tretjaksain decided at that moment that the
phone call presented no threat, that it must haes Isome kind of mix-up. Nobody knew
where Tretjak was at that moment. And he’d nevenlie the races in his life.

So all Tretjak said was, ‘Thank you,” and he waibedil the receptionist had left, reached for
his pen and leaned forward to put a stop to tlemed between Schwarz and himself.

‘Listen very carefully, Herr Schwarz,” he begaknbw you’re planning to fly on to Mumbai
in two days’ time. You want to seal a deal betwgemr company and the Indian chip
manufacturer Union Carry.” Tretjak waited a briebmment. ‘I also know that there’s a plot
going on in your own management board. The prajdttall through, and the course is set
in the supervisory board for your failure to costiyour job as CEO.’

Schwarz stared across the table at Tretjak, atrgplete loss. Three hours ago his life had
been clear to him, simple, lit up all the way itlie remotest corners, a good life with no
major problems on the horizon. He had taken a tripathat 11 May, with a guide of course,
who had paddled him inland along a river in a cahteed been for a walk beneath mango
trees on a little island, he’d seen alligatorstenriverbank. He had sent a text message from
the canoe to his daughter in London, who had ghrenthe stay at the New Oriental for his
birthday. She’d stopped off there on a trip aroBnd_anka, and when she heard her father
had a business trip to India coming up she thougihduld be the perfect opportunity for him
to take a four-day break. Something a bit differ&#d, not like the air-conditioned,
anonymous hotels you usually stay at, something semething just for you... He had
returned to the hotel in the best of moods.

Now he was sitting with a complete stranger, whao tevealed to him that his wife wanted to
leave him, or rather that she already had left-hiamd that he was about to lose his job. The
company he ran made cooling units. The deal witlokJ€arry was for an electronic
regulation chip that would help make the coolingsimore compatible and competitive
around the world. That was what his experts hadradshim, at least, in an impressive
presentation. There had used to be a special seaeananagement board for international
collaborations. But during cutbacks on personnelntanagement had wanted to set a good
example, and subsumed the post into the CEO’sghiartivho now had to rely on his experts.
What did this Tretjak know about cooling units?

‘I have a number of documents in my case thatpvdve what I'm saying,” Tretjak
explained. ‘Emails, notes, telephone protocolsppod secret meetings. I'll leave them here
with you so you can read them in peace. Not veeedil reading. I'd like to suggest a very

clear arrangement, Herr Schwarz.’



Tretjak pushed the tablecloth aside a little, thiel sheet of paper on the wood as a solid
writing surface, and drew a line precisely downrhddle of it. ‘On the left hand side I'll

write whatyou’re going to do,’” he said. ‘On the right hand sidéwtite whatl’'m going to

do. Let’s start with your jobs.’

Tretjak was speaking very urgently now, not leavang pauses between his sentences, not
taking his eyes off Schwarz. Once he’d finishedi@xjng each point he made a few notes on
the paper.

‘Your wife comes from Heidelberg, and she wantgdadoack there. You'll open a small
bookshop for your wife in Heidelberg, specializingesoteric literature. The shop will
presumably never make a profit, but you'll suppatir wife financially and make sure she
has a basic income. That and a small apartmeheatentre of town, one bedroom, balcony,
she doesn’'t want anything more than that. You3batalk to your daughter and explain to her
that you and your wife are separating, that ifsvaty amicable, no hard feelings. Your
lawyers will prepare the divorce proceedings. Aod’ly write a letter to your wife. You'll

tell her you’re not angry, not even about her cirgpthis way of getting what she wants.
You'll tell her she’ll have a friend in you for threst of her life. You'll sell the two horses, but
make sure they’ll be comfortable and your wife gasit them; you know how fond she is of
them. You'll talk to Melanie’s parents, and youdlk to your own parents. You'll start
planning a family Christmas right away. Perhapyaur beautiful estate by the lake that your
wife loves so dearly. Everyone will come over fdriStmas Eve, everyone will get on fine.
Should you come up against any problems with arti@ge plans, which | don’t suspect you
will, you'll contact me.’

The left-hand side of the sheet was full now. Thies were lined up neatly one above
another, with a dash in front of each one. Treliganed back down to his briefcase, removed
a brown folder tied with a strip of leather, and pulown on the table. ‘These are the
documents | mentioned,” he said, reaching for bis @gain.

‘My part of the arrangement: I'll save your jobll hake sure your adversaries on the
management board leave the company. That the sspgrboard gets back behind you. Of
course, that will only work if you do exactly asdy.’

On the right-hand side of the paper he wr&leninate enemiesAnd underneath that, with a
new dashTurn supervisory board aroundhen he added a third dash bel@wouble annual
bonus ‘You ought to have slightly more money in youcagnt at the end of it all. Partly

because you'll have to pay my fee.’



Tretjak was back on the back seat of the Peugeat]ihg for Colombo. The drive was even
more adventurous in the dark, but the short, tacitiiver gave the impression he knew
exactly what he was doing. It was now just beforémght. He calculated the time difference
to mainland Europe; it was only afternoon there rédehed for his telephone and dialled the
number of a hotel near Sintra on the Portuguesanfit coast. Called thealacio de Seteajs

it was a small converted palace, delightfully sitabon a hill between ancient trees with a
view of the sea. Melanie Schwarz wasn't in her roemhe left a message. ‘Made good
progress towards your bookshop. T.’

Later, on Lufthansa flight 2017, first class, freotv, he leaned back and thought about Peter
Schwarz, who must have read the documents by thiatt. pHe’d found him rather likeable
somehow, although it was one of his business giesinever to think in those kind of
categories. ‘You used to be an excellent squastepl&lerr Schwarz,” he’d said at the end of
their meeting. ‘So you know you have to occupyrttiddle of the court, you mustn’t
surrender it at any cost.’

There was only one really sensible direction wheaine to manipulating a person for the
future: backwards. You had to go back to his pastjak had learned that from a CIA
psychologist. ‘If you fly to Mumbai you'll be a wetong way from the middle, in the
outermost corner of the court,” he’d told Schwafhe way the game’s looking, you mustn’t
do that. You have to go back to your HQ first thiaghorrow...’

Tretjak turned down the snack he was offered, dnmbknly a glass of water, adjusted his seat
to the horizontal position and fell asleep with tlmenforting feeling that things would
develop just as he’d planned.

When he unlocked his front door in Munich in theghours, he noticed a minor change.
The pile of last week’s newspapers on the floah&hallway was still there. That meant his
cleaning lady, good old Mrs Lanner, hadn’t turngd But there could be thousands of
reasons for that. Tretjak didn’t attribute any #igance to this minor change in his everyday

routine.



A 8 Autobahn, Berlin — Munich, 6 p.m.

Max Krug had been on the road for almost eight faaw. He’d covered precisely 611
kilometres so far with his black horsebox. Krug hadight the most state-of-the-art version
on the market, a double cabin with electronicallgutsed doors and inside walls that could be
adjusted at the touch of a button. To the leftisfdteering wheel was a small screen so that
he could see what was going on inside the box.ddeinstalled the highly sensitive webcam
himself. It was a kind of high-security horsebomgadhat was just what Krug wanted. He was
driving an absolute golden goose around, aftePalsibly the best racehorse in Europe, and
only four years old. What a future this horse héglhame was Nu Pagadi, a Russian saying
meaning something like ‘Just you wait’. Krug hadnsoup with the name himself. He’'d
studied at a military academy in Leningrad manyyeao, as a soldier in the East German
army. He'd liked the phrase even then, often usmdally by the Russians: ‘Nu Pagadi.’
The horse had won Krug half a million euro alreddg.was too superstitious to think about
how much money might follow. Anything could hapgera horse. That was why he’'d had it
insured for a large sum of money, just in case,ianeisted more than 100 000 euro in his
horsebox.

Ni Pagadi always travelled alone; the left-hand ivas empty. The camera only filmed the
right-hand box. So Krug didn’t see the thick grégniixet lying on the floor since the last stop
at a service station, with something concealed unedeh it. Something large that didn’t

move.

It was about twenty kilometres on that Krug firstined Nu Pagadi getting nervous, restless.
The horse snorted, scraped its hooves againsioibre $curried slightly. That made Krug
nervous too; Nu Pagadi was usually as cool as ansber, even on journeys. Was this one
simply too long? Or was something else the matter?

Krug knew all the stories about cranky racehorsethe road, of course. The French super-
stallion Ourasi would only get into a horsebox litde white goat went first. Others were
only calm if a certain other horse went along wviftém, their best friend, so to speak. Was Nu
Pagadi starting to get fussy? Krug could see frioenstreen that his horse was getting more
and more restless by the minute. It was obvioud have to stop the van. The next car park
was coming up in five kilometres. Perhaps Nu Pagedi just hungry. Krug had everything
he needed in that case. He had all the horse’sifsgdood with him: carrots, bananas, his

sweet milk mixture.



The car park Max Krug pulled into was precisely@@lometres north of the centre of
Munich. He was never to forget what happened thidreee months later he would go to a
psychologist, a trauma specialist, to try and Ib@nimages of these few moments in the car
park from his brain, stop them from stealing hesegl ever since.

Krug entered the security code, the rear dooretriick opened, and he instantly spotted the
blanket that didn’t belong there, that he hadnitthere. No one could get into the truck apart
from him. Krug lifted up the blanket and saw thengia a brown suit, white shirt, no coat.
The man was lying on his stomach, not moving. Astian with a bald head. Krug instantly
thought, | don’t know this man, he’s a strangerh@ps that's what people always think when
they see dead men. Dead men always look like stranBead men are supposed to look like
that.

Krug tried to feel for a pulse. But there was néspuany more. Then Krug made the mistake
of turning the man over. There was only a small amof blood to be seen, an insignificant
amount. But something had happened to his facee8uwng terrible. Krug went over and

over this scene with his therapist, later. He wagpssed to go through the moment over and
over again. That was the only way, his therapist, 4a get rid of the images one day.

Krug could barely remember anything else that hapgen the car park in the hours that
followed. The police came at some point, of coufsel a second horsebox at some time too,
which he led Nu Pagadi into by the reins. He masthmade a pretty poor impression, Krug
thought later, explaining to everyone in sight Hawtastic and valuable his horse was. And
that when they had a dead man to deal with... Notling he could remember was the name
of the detective inspector who questioned him. Mgtimuch about his appearance — except
that he had a prominent scar on his cheek — bug Kad remembered his name. The
detective was called Maler, August Maler, and Malas the name of a famous racehorse
that had won the German Derby many years ago. Kaidyto his therapist later that he really
hoped he hadn’t told the detective that, too.

The whole thing made no lasting impression on Ngala Krug had him examined; you
never know. But everything was fine, physically amentally. Only two days after the
horrifying incident, Nu Pagadi won his next raceManich, by at least a length as usual. It
was the fourth race of the day. Krug'’s therapistilddater say there must be a reason for that

German saying that a very insensitive person hiasaskthick as a horse.



