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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. Although the novel is categorised as a political crime story, it could just as easily be 

labelled as a psychological detective novel. What is more, the adjective political adds an element 

whereby a typical detective story becomes intertwined with the world of politics in which the 

investigation takes place. 

A up-and-coming politician is accused of three murders. All of which took place within two weeks of 

his high school graduation reunion. Since all clues point to him, he finds himself imprisoned. But that 

is only the beginning of his story. 
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Reading Sample 

 

April 

The rain was coming down like crazy. It began on Wednesday evening and continued steadily all day 

long and into the night. It was said to only begin easing up on Friday afternoon, first in the east, later 

towards the evening also elsewhere. A north-easterly wind was forecasted with the Bora blowing 

down by the coast. Due to the heavy rainfall, increased flow in watercourses and possible flooding of 

Karst rivers, the Slovenian Environment Agency had already issued an orange warning.  

Around midday, four men met for a secret meeting at a modern hotel on the outskirts of Ljubljana. 

The waiter at the bar where the men sat, soaked from the short run across the parking lot, and each 

started by tossing back a cognac would remember them as two Zeniths, a Rolex and something not 

even worth mentioning. 

The waiter’s hobby was expensive wristwatches. He himself was wearing an unassuming TAG Heuer 

from the lower end of the price bracket, chosen for its exceptional movement and for which he paid 

more than he could in all honesty afford. Almost three whole monthly wages is hardly a little, but he 

hadn’t regretted it for even a second. Knowing what was encircling his wrist gave him a warm 

sensation and the knowledge that his customers generally wore more expensive watches, however 

not necessarily better ones, soothed him. The waiter noticed the watches they wore, yes, but that 

was all. Even if he did notice anything else he forgot it immediately. Just in case anyone started 

asking questions. He carried out his work professionally and responsibly. 

Once they warmed up, the men went into the dining room and sat down at a reserved table in a 

quiet corner. The dining room was discretely lit and the barely audible voice of Leonard Cohen 

coming from hidden speakers drifted over the people sitting there. The waiters would enter and 

leave the room ever so discretely. When they were not needed they did not linger around the table 

trying to overhear what was being said, and when they were needed they appeared as though out of 

nowhere. 

Outside the windows an increasingly heavy rain lashed down onto the patrons’ cars, two dark blue 

BMWs (a five series and a seven), a silver Audi A6 and a smaller, unremarkable Renault. The sky 

darkened and the day became even more gloomy and sinister. The perfect backdrop for ominous 

conversations. 

“So you ratted us out because of Skaza if I understand correctly?” asked one of the two Zeniths (the 

El Primero model). 

“No names,” hissed the man with the mediocre thing on his wrist, looking over his shoulder. 

“Okay, okay.” 

“And why do you need me for these intrigues of yours?” asked the Rolex. 

“You never know.” 
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“Forget it now, it’s good that you’re here,” said the second Zenith (the Captain model), turning to the 

Rolex, “It was my idea.” 

The Rolex pulled back. Alright, he’s the boss, he signs the bills, who cares about the rest. If they want 

to fuck someone up, so be it. 

Interesting fact: although this man is used to all sorts of despicable things, he still reaches for his 

beautiful Rolex several times while talking, lustfully swivelling the bezel round and round and then 

does the same with his wedding ring. This is not necessarily a sign of unease, but it sometimes can 

be. 

“Apropos, I think it’s time we made our way,” said the Zenith Capitain. 

“Things take time, we can’t just set them into action when we feel like it, we have to act in 

accordance with the context and wait for the right opportunity to take advantage of. We can’t afford 

to plot too much this year in particular. If we’re not careful, the elections will be here before we even 

get a chance…” 

“I agree, as far as I’m concerned…” Zenith El Primero interrupted. 

The Rolex looked at him with interest. Hmm, nobody usually interrupts the boss. Or do they? Who 

knows. Apparently he doesn’t know absolutely everything about what goes on between them. Or 

maybe he does...money makes this world go round as well. This will be interesting he thought as he 

reached for his Rolex’s bezel and began playing with it again. This time it was a conscious action, he 

simply enjoyed doing it. It made no noise, but that just made the slight clicking of the miniature teeth 

feel even more luxurious under his fingertips. 

“…as far as I’m concerned every minute counts and I could desperately use a cooperative person in 

the Štajerska area right now. If it was up to me we would have got rid of him ages ago. His bloody 

idealism is costing me, big-time.” 

“You’ll figure out a solution, even if it doesn’t include him,” said the Zenith Captain. “Don’t forget the 

big picture. From a party perspective he is still useful and there mustn’t be any slip-ups in this 

context. The thing is, we have to take advantage of his popularity and use him to get all the way to 

the elections.  

He’s like a sail that catches people’s wind and drives the party ship forward, if you get me. That could 

be our campaign slogan, the sails, the wind that propels the country ship forward and so on. We’ll 

get rid him at the right moment after the elections…and I agree, there’s no room for political idealism 

in this context.” 

“Of course I’ll resolve this even if I have to go round him,” said Zenith El Primero reluctantly. He 

leaned on the table and looked into his companion’s eyes. “Don’t you forget about the big picture 

either. The party profits from this at least as much as I do, and as the boss you profit from this at 

least as much the party. Are we clear?” 

The boss gave a nod. Very well, we’ll leave this matter for now.  
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The man with the cheap watch chimed in. “All I have to say about the idealism of that Štajerc guy is 

that there isn’t much of it left. He knows damn well what he’s trying to achieve with his popularity. 

He’s a threat to you all.” He gave a meaningful look to all three, stood up and walked towards the 

toilets. 

“You’re setting Elvis on him?” asked the Rolex and gestured with his head towards the man leaving. 

“We won’t be setting anybody on anyone, and in any case, that’s his job. And he doesn’t like being 

called Elvis.” 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” 

When the man who didn’t like being called Elvis returned from the toilet, the boss beckoned to the 

waiter. He came to the table. And then they ordered. And ate. And discussed this and that. They took 

their time, the whole thing lasting for over two hours. The boss increasingly emphasised the need to 

be careful, move gradually and warned against any rushed moves, while Zenith El Primero wanted to 

speed everything up and put things into action as soon as possible. As usual, Elvis didn’t weigh in 

with an opinion and Rolex didn’t in fact care. 

When, at two in the morning, full of food and slightly drowsy from the wine, they stood under the 

eaves of the hotel roof looking up at the raging sky, one of them asked, “So, we’re agreed?” 

“I suppose so.” 

“How are we going to take him out, any ideas?” 

“You leave that to me,” Elvis replied coldly as he made his way through the rain to his Renault. 
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