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Written by: Avgust Demšar 

Demšar’s detective opus is conceived as a stand-alone 

series in which the fates of the main characters develop 

while the detective stories remain independent – to be 

enjoyed on their own as a complete story. 

The Island is Avgust Demšar's ninth crime novel. For the 

first time in his literary career the writer doesn't follow his 

classical crime strategy of »who is the actor« used in his 

previous novels. This time he is following the idea of 

another sub-genre, this is the type of »the secret of the 

locked room« crime novel. In the first third of the novel 

the happening is put on an imaginery Island somewhere in 

Croatia, then it moves to Slovenia, to Maribor, where all 

his novels are taking place. The main emphasis of the text 

is given to the procedures, the criminalistic detection, 

offering the keys to the solution of criminal deeds. Again 

there are several murders involved as well as fake and 

crucial hints and sideway investigations. 

Format: 14.8 x 21cm, black and white print, paperback 

No. of pages: 276 

 

Avgust Demšar comes from Maribor and writes exclusively criminal novels. Stories are put in a real 

surroundings of Maribor and in real present time. They are based on detection, secret clues and 

hints, which are at reader's disposal all the time, so that he can compete with main heroes and even 

tries to solve the problem before them. The author is critical towards social differences, impatience, 

homophobia and xenophobia. Avgust Demšar is a pseudonym. The author has decided for it beacuse 

it somehow belongs to the genre he is practising.  
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EXCERPT 

 

Necrophilia  

Friday, 11th November 

The next morning chaos reigned in the police station by the park. Nika hadn’t slept a wink all 
night, a fact that was evident just from looking at her face. Every time she closed her eyes she 
saw Ana’s blank look in front of her. She tried to wake herself up using large quantities of 
coffee. She knew that Klavdija would have something to say about her coffee-drinking, but she 
had to get through the day somehow.  

Kralj wanted to be kept informed of everything that was going on and Nika was relieved that 
Miloš had stepped up and taken on this task. He keeps Kralj on a need to know basis. He still 
doesn’t mention Nika’s holidaymaking. Kralj wanted to know why all three responded to the 
call the day before, despite only him being on duty. Miloš makes up an excuse. 

By ten o’clock, the autopsy was completed. Vrenko was present during the process, the others 
arrived only later. Ana was lying on the metal table, covered up to her neck with a sheet. The area 
around the wound on her scalp was shaven. Her eyes were closed, her skin and lips a greyish 
colour. The forensic pathologist, someone unknown as yet by the detectives, gave his report. You 
could hear in his voice that he was trying to impress them. He was trying to be sparing with his 
words, precise, clear, methodical. He stated the cause of death to be a blow to the left temple with 
a blunt object, most likely a wooden object that knocked the victim out cold, which was followed 
by suffocation with a pillow, the one that had been lying next to her on the floor. Fibres from the 
pillow matched those found on her body. The cause of death was lack of oxygen. There were no 
signs of a struggle found. Except for the blow to her head, there are no other cuts or bruises on her 
body. Time of death: approximately twenty-four hours before her body was found. 

“And the rest?” asked Nika. 
“You mean if there was any other trauma?” 
“Why was she naked?” Miloš urged on the pathologist. 
“Aha. Yes, there are signs of sexual activity, internal genital bruising, nothing disturbing, but 

still.” 
“Any traces of material evidence?” 
“No, no semen, no hairs, no lubricants.” 
“Consensual or not?” asked Nika.  
The pathologist who had so far been sparing with his words, precise and clear became 

flustered.  
“Ah...well, she didn’t really care at that point.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Nika sharply. The detectives were already used to 

the cynicism of pathologists and tolerate it, but not in this case. 
The pathologist realised that he probably should have chosen his words more carefully. 
“It means that an act of sexual intercourse was performed on her when she was already 

dead.” 
Necrophilia, a sexual attraction involving the dead, is a rare phenomenon that people who 

do not share these tendencies find difficult to imagine, and in Ana’s case this was even more 
incredulous. Agreed, Ana’s body was by all means attractive, but the real sexual attractiveness 
that she radiated was tied up in her personality. The way she moved, the way she talked, how 
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she looked at you, her smell, her breath. Nika, who was the only one to know Ana personally 
and the only one to have seen her alive, tried to give as convincing description as possible.  

“I know what I’m talking about,” she said and gave a bitter smile. “This is why I’m sure that 
this is not a sexual crime.” 

“What is it then?” asks Vrenko.  
“I don’t know. A manifestation of their power, frustrations, hatred, insanity, revenge,” 

replies Nika. She got up, picked up the phone, called the lab and waited.  
“She recently got divorced,” said Miloš. “Should we go fetch the husband?” 
Miloš’s question was unnecessary. Of course the husband, ex or current, is the first to get 

questioned in such cases. 
Nika stood by the phone and thought about Boris. Primitive, sexist, voyeuristic, narcissistic, 

macho. Yes, all of these things, but still. Always guzzling down beer, he probably got drunk 
even more now after his divorce than when he was on the Island, but still. Pathologically 
jealous, consequently most likely difficult and rude in the privacy of his home, but still. No, 
however she put it, Nika could not picture Boris on the floor between the sofa and table in 
Ana’s parents’ living room having sex with his dead wife.  

“That’s all well and good,” said Vrenko, “But we will still bring him in ASAP.” 
“Of course,” replied Nika. Someone answers her call and she turns and starts speaking.  
“Hi...yeah, that’s fine... Listen, Tone, about Ana Zupan, have you got anyone there now? ...No? 

...Ok, send a team, we’ll just extend the search area. The circle should be...let’s say at least two 
hundred metres... Yes, in all directions. Dark patches, skips, rubbish bins, thick bushes, 
ravines, drains, sewer pipes...as usual... Yes, I know how much it’ll cost. Ok, thanks.” 

Although they get to work quickly, it takes several hours for them to bring in Boris. A call to 
the fire brigade is followed by a call to Piran. There they have to get him out of the water back 
behind Piran’s peninsula, where Slovenian divers test equipment and its resistance to cold 
temperatures while performing various rescue procedures. Boris had to dry off, change 
clothes, chuck all his things into a duffle bag, get into the car that was sent for him and make 
his way first out of Piran and then up to the motorway where he then faced another two 
hundred and fifty kilometres. It got easier then, driving one-fifty according to the 
speedometer, in reality a little under one-forty, switching on his flashing lights if necessary.  

They only inform Boris about the news of Ana’s death after he arrives in Maribor. Standing 
in front of the police station are Nika, Miloš, Vrenko and Ivana on the one side and Boris, who 
just got out of the car, on the other. He wore a perplexed but inquisitive expression on his face. 
When the police abruptly pull you out of your job training on the other side of the country and 
want to talk to you without delay, it must be something serious. 

Nika walked up to Boris, “Thanks for being here. We called you because last night we found 
Ana dead. Everything indicates to her being murdered. It happened in her home.” 

Boris stared at Nika for a couple of seconds, before scowling and turning to Miloš, Ivana and 
Vrenko saying, “Can you repeat that?” 

Only then does the news filter into his psyche and he becomes properly aware of what has 
happened. He seems puzzled. They go to see forensics. Boris officially identifies the body. He 
asks about the cause of death. They tell him about the blow and suffocation, but keep quiet 
about her being naked and the necrophilia. Boris looked at the peaceful look on his wife’s face 
and the muscles around his eyes twitch, his lips pressing together into a thin line. On the brink 
of tears the entire time, he only manages to calm his shaking hands when he leaves the morgue 
and lights up a cigarette. Of course it’s possible that he has known about the death of his ex-
wife since the moment he suffocated and violated her and has simply prepped himself so well 
just for show, but Nika and Ivana got the sense that his emotions were not staged. The 
problem lies elsewhere. When Ana’s body was found she had been dead for around twenty-
four hours, therefore she had been murdered on Wednesday, 9th November, between eight 
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o’clock and twelve midnight or exactly in the middle of the week that Boris was spending in 
Piran. He had left on Monday morning and was constantly in the company of at least thirty 
divers. The man had an alibi two hundred and fifty kilometres long. However, despite this 
seemingly air-tight alibi, any little crack in it would show up immediately when the detectives 
examined it closely. While Boris was on his way to Maribor, the detectives called Piran and 
found out the following. Yes, everyone is here for the entire duration, they have a full 
programme throughout the day, their presence is recorded for each activity. Yes, they sleep, 
eat and shit together (obviously some kind of diver humour). Only in the middle of the 
gruelling week, on Wednesday afternoon, did they have time off. You have to understand that 
the divers really grind hard here. Since they spend all their waking hours together, they each 
like to go off on their own when they get the afternoon off. They are free from two o’clock 
onwards, many go off by themselves, at what time they return, their superiors don’t care, the 
divers already know that they have to be in good physical condition the following morning for 
the dive. They get breathalysed, if necessary. Miloš asks them if they can check out what Boris 
had been doing on Wednesday afternoon. It took a few minutes but he finally learns that Boris 
wasn’t with any of the guys, and no-one remembers when he got back. He attended the lecture 
on Thursday morning at eight in the morning, the sign-in sheet bore his signature, the 
breathalyser showed zero point zero. 

As he clearly doesn’t have a solid alibi, Boris becomes suspect number one. Nika explains 
this to him and tells him she would excuse herself from the case. Unfortunately, this means 
that they can’t speak to each other anymore. Boris wanted to know what this meant for him. 
Nothing much for now, he would be questioned, when his alibi is verified, he will be released. 
The best is if he explains exactly where he was and who he was with on Wednesday afternoon 
and evening. They will ask him every question possible about Ana, their relationship, mutual 
friends. He should answer in full, even if he thinks the questions aren’t relevant. Every little 
thing counts. Boris asserts that he has no clue who would want to murder Ana. He suggests 
that it could have been a robbery. I doesn’t sound probable, but the forensics back this claim. 
Although the rooms in the crime scene were not ransacked, there were signs that someone 
had rummaged through them. The drawers in the bedroom were open, the clothes inside had 
been rifled through, as though someone had reached under each pile and jumbled them about. 
And nowhere in the house could they find Ana’s wallet, cash, documents, credit cards or 
phone. 

The morning search led by Ivana and accompanied by Breznik and a trio of police officers 
resulted in a two developments. First was a police file on the neighbour that found the body, 
called the police and then, instead of waiting for them by the door, entered the house and 
wandered about inside. His explanation of what he had been doing by the back door of the 
victim’s house at quarter past ten at night was also flimsy. 

“I saw that her light was on and I went to say hello.” 
“At half past ten at night? Isn’t that a little late for neighbourly visits?” asked Ivana. 
“No, why? I’ve known her since we were children.” 
“At the back door?” 
“I was on my way home from a walk.” 
“Why did you enter the house if you could already see from the outside that Ms Zupan was 

dead?” 
“Because I hoped that she wasn’t entirely dead yet and I might have been able to help her. It 

could have been too late before you arrived.” 
Ivana stopped herself from asking him what the difference between someone being a little 

dead, quite dead and entirely dead was.  
“But on the phone you said that you were standing in front of the door and that the person 

on the floor was definitely dead as they were staring at you?” 
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“I can’t remember saying exactly that.” 
“We can listen to the tape.” 
“I don’t know, I was confused, I may have thought that she was moving.” 
“And you didn’t hear the emergency call operator ordering you to stay where you are until 

the police arrive?” 
“I did.” 
“They meant exactly where you were, that means outside.” 
“Mhm.” 
“What did you do in the house, what did you touch?” 
“I only touched Ana, I think, I felt for the vein in her neck to see if she really was dead. That 

was it.” 
“And then?” 
“I stood there and waited for you to arrive.” 
“You didn’t touch her anywhere else?” 
“What?” he exclaimed, looking horrified, “What are you insinuating?” 
“I want to know if your touched her genitals?” 
“Are you insane, how can you even ask that?” 
“You have been convicted of sexual harassment.” 
“What? That? That was ten years ago and it wasn’t harassment but a paranoid nut case that 

got it into her head that I was peeping at her through her bathroom window.” 
“The court issued a restraining order against you.” 
“Give me a break. Listen, a woman’s naked body is a nice thing, I’m not ashamed to admit 

that. But what you're suggesting is disgusting. I could never do that, not in a million years.” 
“And why not? Ms Zupan was also lying in front of you naked. You bent over towards her, 

you wanted to see if she was still alive, you touched her neck, then your hand moved down...” 
“No! I could never touch her.” 
“Why not?” 
“She was cold as ice.” 
The second development came in the form of a statement from one of the residents. On 

Friday, when Marko Breznik started going door to door and asking whether anyone had seen 
anything suspicious the day before yesterday, that is on Wednesday evening, between eight 
and midnight, he wasn’t holding out much hope. The street wasn’t lit, only one yellowish lamp 
flickered at each end of the street, this is clearly a place where people hit the hay pretty early. 
He could do nothing but hope that there was someone here who liked to keep a close eye on, 
spy on and keep track of their neighbours.  

In the house that stood on the other side of the road, two lots down from Ana’s towards the 
beginning of the street, Breznik happened upon an older man that gave him a glimmer of hope. 

“Yes, on Wednesday I came home quite late. I had been visiting friends in Ptuj, that’s why I 
remember. Yes, it must have been just past nine. When I came up my driveway and stopped 
in front of the garage, you see, you have to wait for the automatic door to lift up, I saw in my 
rear view mirror that someone was just leaving her house across the road.” 

Breznik tried to picture this and it didn’t add up. If this man was standing in front of his 
garage, he would see the house directly opposite his in the rear view mirror. The Zupan house 
was the second house to the right and behind it, in front of the woods, was another house. 

“How did you know the person was coming from the Zupan house, there are three houses 
there?” 

“Ha, ha, that’s because the people at the end are away on holiday until the twentieth and the 
house in front of the Zupan house has been on sale for over a year now and is empty.” 

“Can you describe the person you saw?” 
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“No, like I said, I only saw them in the mirror for an instant. Something passed through the 
red glare of the car’s lights. It wouldn’t have caught my eye, but it’s always pretty quiet on our 
street. This road is a dead end and leads nowhere, anyone that passes by here is either coming 
to visit one of us or leaving. That’s why.” 

“You say that it was only one person and they were on foot?” 
“Yes.” 
“Was it a man?” 
“I can’t say for certain, sorry. I think they were wearing trousers, if that helps at all.” 
“Yes. Where could a person walk to from here? Was there any car parked out here?” 
“No, not in the street. They may have gone to the shopping centre.” 
Breznik nodded. By shopping centre he most probably meant the Aldi shop that was located 

on the main road. 
“Why there? It closes at eight and you saw the person after half past eight.” 
“I think that they may have parked their car there.” 
“Why is that?” 
“Because there was a car parked in the parking area that is usually always empty after the 

shop shuts.” 
“Do you happen to know what make it was?” 

“Mhm, I think it was a Mercedes.” 
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