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Аннотация
An intricate psychological thriller from the master of Norwegian crimewriting � the latest in the Oslo Detective's series
A recovering drug addict, Katrine Bratterud, is almost finished with her time in rehab. One evening, contemplating her success at the shore of a lake, she senses that she is not alone.
The discovery of Katrine's corpse the following day brings detectives Fr�lich and Gunnarstranda onto the case and into a web of secrets and lies that stretches back generations.
K.O. Dahl weaves an intricate plot, juxtaposing the selfdelusion of drug addicts with the more complex self-delusions of the well-respected middle-class people treating them. Like Henning Mankell, Dahl manages to merge the suspense of the classical whodunit with the detailed precision of the police procedural novel.
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PART 1: THE GIRL ON THE BRIDGE


Chapter One

The Customer

Therewas something special about this customer, she was aware of that at once, eventhough he wasn't doing very much � that is to say she noticed the door open,but as the person in question went to the holiday brochure shelf instead ofwalking straight to the counter, Elise continued to do what she was doingwithout an upward glance. She sat absorbed in the image on the screen, tryingto organize a trip to Copenhagen for a family of three while the mother on thetelephone dithered between flying there and back or squeezing their car on toStena Saga and taking the ferry crossing so that they were mobile when theyarrived.
Eliselooked at Katrine and established that she, too, was busy. The headphones withthe mike held Katrine's unruly hair in place, although a blonde lock had fallenover the slender bridge of her nose, and she was concentrating on the computerscreen. Katrine had that characteristic furrow in her forehead, which shealways had when she concentrated. Her eyes shifted from keyboard to screen, herlong dark eyelashes moving slowly up and down. Like an elegant fan, Elisethought, studying Katrine's face as she bent over her work, her profile withthe somewhat pronounced nose above reddened lips, and that top lip of herswhich had such an effect on men because, on one side, it was a little swollen.
Nowand then Elise felt she could have been Katrine's mother. Katrine reminded herof her eldest girl, except that Katrine was much more spontaneous. She wasquicker to laugh than her daughter. Nevertheless every so often Elise felt itwas her daughter sitting there, and Katrine was probably aware of this, shethought. The unnecessary attention might even have annoyed her.
Asthe customer approached the counter a few moments later Elise put down thetelephone, looked up and prepared to greet him. But when the man ignored her,preferring to stand in front of Katrine, Elise returned to what she had beendoing, noticing that Katrine had sent the customer a friendly peek and utteredan automatic 'Hello' long before finishing her on-screen work. Elise also hadtime to think that she would have a word with her about that bad habit. Sheformulated the admonition in her head: Don't say 'Hello' until you have eyecontact with the customer. The customer always feels important. The customerperceives himself as the centre of the universe. If one divides one'sattentions, the customer will become annoyed. This is quite a normal reaction.
Fromthe corner of her eye Elise could see Katrine taking off her headphones andsaying something she didn't quite catch. What happened afterwards is whatstayed in her mind. The customer was a relatively tall man, equipped with whatElise liked to call vulgar 'totem signals'. He was wearing a black leatherwaistcoat over a sunburned bare upper torso. His jeans were worn and had holesin the knees. Even though he must have been over forty his long, grizzled hairwas tied up in a tasteless ponytail; he wore a large gold earring in one earand when he went to grab Katrine Elise saw an enormous scar on the man's lowerarm. In short, this man was a thug.
Thethug launched himself over the counter and made a grab at Katrine, who,panic-stricken, kicked her chair away from the counter, rolled backwards andslammed into the wall. 'Call the police,' Katrine screamed as the chair tippedup and she crashed down on to the floor with her legs in the air. Elise alsohad time to think how ridiculous she seemed � lying on her back in the chairwith all her hair in front of her face and her legs thrashing wildly, like adumb blonde in a 1960s romantic comedy. While she was thinking the wordsridiculous and comedy, Elise jumped off her chair and stared at thethug, an authoritative expression on her face which, afterwards, she could hardlycredit herself with having had the wherewithal to muster in such a situation.She had never been robbed before, and that was the thought that went throughher mind now: My God, we're being robbed. How will we survive thepsychological repercussions?
Atthat moment the brutal man seemed to sense Elise's presence in the room. Heflashed her a quick glance and then re-focused his attention on the blonde onthe floor. He seemed to take a decision, seized the counter as if intending tojump over it. Then Elise broke the silence. In a loud, piercing voice she said:'I beg your pardon, young man!' She was to smile at that line many times later.But however incongruous it sounded at that moment, it worked. The thug staredat her again and hesitated. In the end � it must have been after a few seconds,though it seemed like several minutes � he changed his mind and headed for thedoor with a wild look in his eyes as he shouted to the blonde girl strugglingto her knees and holding her head. 'You do as I say, right? Have you got that?'
Thedoor slammed behind him.
Elisestood gaping at the door. It looked no different from how it had been a fewseconds ago, it was the same door in the same room, yet it was being seenthrough different eyes, judged by a different consciousness. 'What was that?'she managed to exclaim, bewildered, numb and not entirely sure what had in facthappened.
Katrinehad risen from the bizarre position she had been in, swept back her hair, puther hands on her hips, brushed down her skirt and limped around the counter.She had lost a sandal, and staggered over to the door with one sandal and onebare foot. She locked the door and turned to Elise. For a few seconds sheleaned against the door, breathing heavily. She was wide-eyed and her hairdishevelled. A button on her blouse had come loose and she held the two sidestogether with one hand. Standing like that, leaning against the door with ashort skirt and untidy hair, Katrine looked more like a bimbo from a TV soapopera than the daughter about whom Elise liked to daydream. Elise was standingstock still, motionless, petrified. Not a sound could be heard in the room,apart from Katrine's heavy breathing and the telephone that had started to ringbehind the counter.
'Aren'tyou going to answer the phone?' Katrine asked at last.
'Ofcourse not. Are you crazy?'
Atonce Elise saw the comical side of the remark. They exchanged looks and Katrinebegan to laugh. Elise smiled at herself and asked again: 'Who on earth was thatman?'
Katrine,too, lowered her shoulders in the changed atmosphere. 'Oh, crap, I've gone andhurt myself.' She grinned. 'My bum hurts.' She turned and looked out on to thebusy street, pressed down the door handle, opened the door and peered out. 'He'sgone anyway,' she said, closing the door and limping back behind the counter.She slipped on the other sandal and picked up the chair. 'It's stoppedringing,' she confirmed and pulled a face.
Elise,curious: 'Is he someone you knew from before?'
Katrineavoided her gaze. She breathed in, arranged her blouse, sat down and adjustedthe back of the chair. It was obvious she was thinking feverishly, and it wasalso obvious she was struggling to decide what to say.
Elisewaited patiently with a stern look on her face.
Inthe end, Katrine said: 'I think it frightened him when I shouted to you to callthe police � and I don't think he'll be back.' Her face became more impassionedand desperate the clearer it became that the other woman did not buy her story.'Elise,' she drawled. 'It's true. I thought he was just a normal customer.'
Elisedid not answer; she observed Katrine with suspicion, feeling like a scepticalschool teacher.
'Idon't know what else to say.'
'Whatdo you mean by that?'
Katrineturned to her, and it seemed to Elise she could read a kind of genuine despairin her expression. But it was never easy to say with Katrine. At this momentshe reminded her of one of her own children on Sunday mornings when lies weretold about how long they had been out. Slowly Elise rose to her feet and tookplodding steps to the front door. It was her turn to lock up now. Broad andplump, she stood with her back to the door and leaned back hard, her armscrossed in an authoritarian manner.
'Katrine.'
'Hm?'Her blue eyes were innocent-blue and glazed, a child's eyes, ready for a fight.
'Isit safe to work here?'
Katrinegave a slow nod.
'BecauseI'm over fifty and would like to imagine I will be here until I'm sixty-seven. Ilike travel agency work. I like the fringe benefits. I like flying to Sydneyfor next to nothing. And I'm not interested in taking early retirement becauseyou're incapable of distinguishing between old friends and old lovers.'
'Elise
'Ihate to have to say what I'm going to say now,' Elise continued. 'I don't knowif I can express myself in a befitting manner, either. I thought we were goingto be robbed. I'm all shaky and my stomach hurts.'
Katrinetilted her head. 'I'm sorry,' she said. 'But I had no idea�'
'Theman who was here,' Elise interrupted with force. 'He's the nearest I have cometo what I would describe as a thug.' She didn't give Katrine, who had raisedboth palms in defence, a chance. 'You and I have never talked about the past,'Elise persisted, but she was full of regret when she saw the effect her wordswere having. 'We don't need to talk about the past, not even now, but I wouldlike to know whether I can feel safe working here. If not, I'll have to takefurther steps. Has this roughneck got anything to do with your past?'
Katrinesmiled with the same glazed, light blue, childlike eyes. And Elise could havebitten off her tongue. She should never have asked in that way. Katrine laugheda nervous, artificial laugh and reassured her: 'No, Elise, he has nothing to dowith my so-called past.' And Elise knew Katrine had lied. That was why sheblamed herself. Katrine had lied and now they were moving into terrain whereshe had no wish to be with this young woman. She felt she lacked words andcould see Katrine was aware of this shortcoming; from Katrine's face it wasclear she realized Elise had seen through the lie. Silence hung in the room.Katrine made no attempt to retract the lie, and Elise did not want to wait forthe sound of cars and trams to penetrate the window, making the situationworkaday and wearisome � for that reason she interposed: 'So next time he couldjust as easily come in and attack me?'
'Ofcourse not.'
Elisebreathed in. 'So he's only interested in you?'
Katrinelooked away. Elise waited.
'Yes.He is someone from my past,' she conceded at last.
Elisebreathed out and closed her eyes. In a way this admission was the mostimportant thing that had happened so far today; the admission was moreimportant than the incident with the man. The admission made it possible forthe balance between them to be re-established. More than that, the relationshipbetween them was no longer threatened by lies. 'Thank God,' she mumbled,unlocking the door and strolling back to her chair. 'Thank God.'
Thedoor jangled. The two women were startled. They looked at each other and Elisefelt her mouth go dry.
Butit was not the man returning. The customer who opened the door turned out to bea young woman wanting Mediterranean travel brochures.
Thenext few hours were hectic, and even though it was a quite normal Saturday withquite normal Saturday tasks, sluggish computers and indecisive customers, Elisefelt a little shudder go down her back every time the door opened. Every timethe familiar jangle sounded, she peered up at the customer and glanced over atKatrine who, irrespective of whether she was busy or not, was sitting ready tomeet her gaze with neutral, light blue eyes.
Itwas almost two o' clock before the room was quiet again. Elise swung her chairround to face Katrine, took a deep breath, but then paused.
'Iknow what you're going to say,' Katrine said, massaging her temples. 'You wantme to ring the police.'
'Don'tyou think you should?' Elise said in a low voice. 'He threatened you.'
Katrinenodded. 'I need to think a bit,' she said.
'Katrine�'Elise started.
'Please,'Katrine retorted. 'Let me have a think!'
'Whatdid he want?'
Katrinewent quiet.
'Ishe an ex-boyfriend?'
'Hemight have considered himself one once, a long time ago.'
'Sohe's jealous?'
'Believeme, this has nothing to do with love.' Katrine sighed. 'He and a load of otherpeople are just shadows for me now. It's funny, but until he walked throughthat door I had forgotten what he looked like.'
'What'shis name?'
Katrinehad to puzzle for a few seconds. 'Raymond,' she said at length. 'Just imagine,I had even forgotten that.'
'Butwhat did he want?'
Katrinestood up. 'I promise I'll tell you,' she said. 'But not this minute. I need tothink; I'll have to ask for some help to know how to tackle this. Then Ipromise I'll tell you.'
Elisenodded slowly. 'Fine,' she said. 'What are you going to do this evening?'
'I'mgoing to do something I have next to no interest in doing.'
Elisesmiled and at once pictured Katrine's skinhead boyfriend. 'Are you going tofinish with him?'
Katrinesmiled and shook her head. 'With Ole? It'll be him who does that with me, Isuppose. But he's accompanying me at any rate.'
'Whereto?'
'To aparty.'
'Itmust be quite a party if you're that keen to go.'
'That'sthe point,' Katrine said with a heavy sigh. 'I have absolutely no interest ingoing, but I have to.'

Chapter Two

The Afternoon Atmosphere

Olehad eased his body from a recumbent into a sedentary position on the sofa. It wasa terrible sofa to sit on, one Katrine had bought at a flea market, a 70s sofabed, with a solid, uncomfortable pine frame and a seat that was so deep it wasimpossible to sit with your back supported; you either had to lie you had tosit with your legs beneath you. It irritated him that she had this sofa. Itirritated him to think that all her visitors had to confront the same problem:Shall I lie down or what? When Katrine sat on the sofa she always drew her legsup beneath her � she invited a physical intimacy in everything she did. Hecould feel his irritation growing as he thought about this too, that Katrinewas a woman who invited a physicality in all situations. A pling sounded on theTV. Someone had put Stavanger Viking ahead. But he was watching Molde playingagainst Stab�k. Crap match. Frode Olsen, the goalkeeper, might just aswell have started doing gymnastics on the crossbar, and the cameramen seemed tobe more interested in the trainers on the Molde bench than the ball. Katrinesauntered by, not wearing clothes of course, her hair wet from the shower. Sheturned down the volume without a word to him.
'Whatis it now?' he asked.
'Nothing.'
'Butwhy can't I watch TV?'
'MyGod, you can watch TV. But you can manage with the volume down can't you? Ihave to make a call.'
Withthat she was gone, slamming the hall door behind her. The contours of her bodybecame a blurred, pale shadow behind the door's frosted glass. He could see hersitting beside the telephone. This was Katrine in a nutshell: sitting naked,phoning and making sure he couldn't hear. A form of behaviour and secrecy hecould not stand. But now he didn't know what provoked him more, her nonchalantnakedness or her slamming the door, as though he had no right to know what shewas doing. He felt a sudden fury surge up inside him; he got up and tore openthe door. 'You're the one who's loud!'
Shepeered up at him with the telephone receiver tucked under her chin. He stoodfollowing the line of the cable coiled around one of her breasts. It lookedlike a pose for a men's magazine.
'Andwhy aren't you dressed?' he barked.
'Mydear Ole, I've just had a shower.'
'Butyou could get dressed, couldn't you?'
'Ole,I live here. I do as I like.'
'ButI'm here now.'
Sheput down the telephone and leered. 'You're not usually that bothered whetherI'm dressed or not.' She rose to her feet, took the towel hanging from a hookon the wall, made a big show of wrapping it around herself, so that it half-coveredher breasts and reached mid-thigh.
Shesat back down beside the telephone, held it and looked up. 'Happy?' 'No,' hesaid, irritated, still provoked and aggressive because she had put on her cooltone � she seemed to be sitting there and making a fool of him.
Thenher eyes flashed. 'I have to make a call. Would you please go away and let metalk in peace.'
'Whoare you ringing?'
'It'sgot nothing to do with you.'
OleEidesen felt the blood drain from his face. 'It's nothing to do with me?'
Katrinesighed and crossed her legs before adjusting the towel. 'Ole,' she said, 'dropit.' 'I want to know who you're ringing.'
'Why?'
'Because.'
'Ole,I never ask you who you ring.'
'ButI want to know who you're ringing.'
Shetook a deep breath and closed her eyes. 'Why?'
'Ihave a right.'
Hereyes narrowed. He hated it when her eyes narrowed, hated the determination thatlay behind her cold, hard blue eyes.
'Ole.Don't start. You have to respect my wishes.'
Heclosed his eyes for a second. He didn't want to feel this. But it came. He wasunable to stop: 'Closing the door on me is not right.'
'Whatdid you say?'
'Don'tclose the door on me.'
'Idecide if I want to be alone,' Katrine said in a low snarl. 'And everyone hasto respect that. You, too.'
'You'renot alone if you're talking to other people.'
Katrinedug deep. She stared at the wall as though counting to herself. Then shegroaned and said in a low, imploring voice: 'Ole, don't. I've had enough ofjealous men!'
'Iwant to know who you're ringing. You have no right to be so secretive.'
Katrine,cool, almost in a whisper, 'Don't I?'
Oletook a sudden step forward. Before he knew what he was doing, he had grabbedher plait and pulled her into a standing position.
'Ow,'she screamed, tottering forwards. She lost her towel; a soft breast fellagainst his arm. 'Let me go!' she gasped.
Justas suddenly as he had grabbed her, he let go, his innards cold as ice. 'Sorry,'he stammered and moved to embrace her. But she was juggling with the towel andshoved him away with tears in her eyes. 'Out,' she said.
'I'mso sorry.'
Sheput a hand to her hair. 'You're completely insane.'
'Isaid sorry, didn't I!'
'AndI'm asking you to go,' she screamed. 'Out. I have to make a call.'
Stupefied,Ole backed into the sitting room. 'You have no right to keep secrets from me,'he mumbled. 'You have no fucking right!'
'Out!'Katrine hissed. And slammed the door again.
Olesat staring at the outline of her body through the wavy glass. Watching herpull herself together, get up and stand in front of the mirror with her back tohim. She paced to and fro. He followed the silhouette of her body as she satdown beside the telephone and took the receiver. He saw how her body languagechanged, how she flicked her hair and brushed it with long, casual strokes. Hervoice was low and tender, a voice talking to another person, a voicearticulating words he could not distinguish. He could hear her laughter,though. In the pit of his stomach, the embers of jealousy smouldered. He wantedto know who she was calling. She couldn't bloody do this. She would soonfucking see what happened if she went on like this.
Thecrowd cheered. Ole Eidesen watched the slow-motion replay. Frode Olsen,horizontal in the air, got three finger tips to the ball and pushed it over thebar. A blue Molde player clenched both fists in a demonstration to thespectators of how disappointed he was. Ole wasn't interested. He couldn't gethis mind off Katrine, who had now cradled the receiver and was about to callanother number. In his heart he was cold. She was cheating on him. She wassitting three metres away from him and cheating on him. Before his very eyes.

Chapter Three

The Party

Annabethand Bj�rn had set the table in the large L-shaped room. The table wasL-shaped, too. The longest part of the table had been placed in-the longestpart of the room. There was a neatly written place card on every plate. Katrinehad been given a seat at the rectangle forming the short end of the letter L.Most of the guests were unknown to her. The only ones Katrine knew were thosefrom the rehab centre; from where she sat, she could see just Sigrid andAnnabeth. Annabeth's husband, Bj�rn Gerhardsen, was opposite her. Thiscould become tricky, she had thought as for a few brief minutes they stoodfacing each other. This could become very tricky. But Ole was there too, in thechair next to him as it happened. Ole and a plump guy she knew from sight at thecentre; she had no idea what his name was � he may have had some function onthe administrative board. In addition, she had an inkling that he was gay. Hehad all the buffoonery and the feminine movements. Between Ole and the gay mansat a woman in her late twenties. She didn't know her, either, although Oleseemed quite taken by her; he was indulging in furtive sidelong glances. Thewoman for her part was encouraging him by playing coy. That didn't bode well,thought Katrine, who had been able to study the woman's figure for the briefmoments they had stood before taking a seat � she was not that tall, yet shehad endlessly long, nylon-clad legs. The legs took the focus off other details,such as lifeless hair with split ends and stubby fingers with nails chewed downto the stumps. However, the face, despite a few irregular features, bore a deepsensuality with two sensitive eyes and wonderful, golden skin. The fact thatthe chemistry between Ole and the unknown woman seemed to be working so wellled Katrine to examine her own feelings. She wondered whether Ole's undisguisedinterest in the other woman ought to have made her feel jealous. The strangething was that it did not. All she felt was irritation; she was irritated byhis clumsiness, irritated that he wasn't better at chatting her up. And thislack of jealousy frightened her. It made her think of her therapy sessions,what she had gone through with respect to her emotional life and the dangersignals. She speculated on how she should interpret this. In a way the factthat Ole only irritated her by showing interest in another woman made Bj�rnGerhardsen loom larger, seem more powerful and dangerous. It became harder toavoid his gaze. For this reason conversation around the table seemed to bedesperately sluggish. And, worst of all, she felt she was responsible for thissluggishness. Her irritability was putting a damper on others. The idea wassilly. She knew that, but was still unable to stop herself thinking it. She wassweating and wished she were anywhere but here. The hushed lethargy was brokenat various junctures by Annabeth standing up at the corner of the L-shapedtable and shouting 'Skеl'. They were doing a lot of toasting over wherethe table joined the second room. Katrine toasted with mineral water and heldher hand over her glass when Bj�rn Gerhardsen tried to fill it with redwine.
Afterthe main course the long-legged woman took out a cigarette. Gerhardsen fumbledin his jacket pockets. Ole didn't notice anything. But the plump gay man wasfirst out of the blocks and lit her cigarette with a gallant bow.
'Iwon,' he grinned at Bj�rn Gerhardsen.
Everyonelaughed. The childish outburst relaxed the atmosphere. Even Katrine laughed.The laughter was liberating.
Annabethsquealed from the corner with a raised glass. 'Skеl, Georg!'
'Goggen,'shouted the gay man. 'Everyone calls me Goggen�To the young woman with the longlegs he said: 'Did you see the new guy on TV on Saturday night? Do you rememberthe joke he told about the psychologist?'
Thelong-legged woman was already laughing. Cigarette smoke got caught in herthroat and she started coughing. Ole was staring down the gap between herpitching breasts.
Idon't belong here, thought Katrine.
'Sothe patient said: I'm not the one.�' Goggen sat up in his chair, puffedout his cheeks and put on a stupid face. Katrine realized this was meant to bean imitation. Goggen, in a lumberjack voice:'� he said to the psychologist.You're the one who's obsessed about sex. After all, you're the one doing theasking.'
Thewoman with the long legs screamed with laughter. Ole did, too. But Katrine felticy tremors run up her spine because a foot was stroking hers under the table.It couldn't be Ole's. She didn't dare to look up. Don't let it be Bj�rn's,she thought. Bj�rn could not be so revolting. There was no one else itcould be, though. It had to be Bj�rn Gerhardsen. She shivered andflushed; she was sweating. The foot caressed her leg higher up. Up and down, upand down, slowly.
Katrineclosed her eyes and kicked the foot away. And then there he was. The moment sheopened her eyes he was there, Bj�rn Gerhardsen, with a gentle,provocative smile.
Shefelt someone's gaze burning on her cheek and twisted her head. It was Annabeth.There was no mistaking where Annabeth was looking. For some reason Annabethmust have guessed something. The knot Katrine felt in her stomach went icecold. Annabeth knows, she thought. The bloody bitch. She knows. And Bj�rnknows she knows. So he must have told her. She turned her head and focused onAnnabeth's husband again. He smiled; he had been following her eyes and now hewinked at her without the slightest attempt at concealment. Who noticedanything? Annabeth, of course, and Goggen. The fat homosexual scented themagnetism in the air like a deer scents watchful eyes in the gloaming. Georgstudied her with renewed interest. And Gerhardsen kept smiling. She lowered hereyes and, at the same time, despised herself for having lost the battle. Shestared down at the table cloth and felt the perspiration trickling down herneck.
'It'sso smoky in here,' she exclaimed. 'I could do with a bit of air.' So saying,she got up and stumbled towards the veranda. A woman's hand opened the door forher. As she staggered on to the terrace she heard the company at the tablebreaking up. Annabeth's voice boomed: 'Coffee with liqueurs in the lounge!Please help yourselves! I have just put it out, and I don't have the energy toserve you� self-service!' The voice cracked on the last word.
Katrinebreathed in the fresh air. It was a grey June evening and she leaned againstthe terrace railing. She looked down at an illuminated swimming pool. Youcould dive in from here, she thought. The blue, luminous water formed thecentrepiece of what looked like a tiled courtyard. And beyond the tiles grew afew fruit trees.
Shecould make out a lit street lamp between the trees; it cast an orange light onthe pavement outside the fence. She let her eyes wander further afield andnoticed that the view of Oslo was blocked by a large canopy of trees in thedistance.
Sheknew he was there before he spoke. Knowing he was standing behind her causedperspiration to break out again.
'Isthis where you are?' the smooth voice whispered.
Thesound of his heels on the slate tiles was repugnant. She didn't turn. Shedidn't answer.
Hisreflection appeared in the pool below. 'Cognac?' he asked, putting a glass downon the broad balustrade. A square reflection of the light yellow veranda doorformed on the glass containing the brown liquid. His fingers were rough, theskin around his wedding ring seemed swollen. His wristwatch was a bluish watchface inside a thick metal chain; it was naff, something that would not look outof place in a James Bond film.
'No,thank you,' she said. 'Have you seen Ole?'
'Doyou like our garden?' Gerhardsen asked as though he had not heard the question.She observed her own reflection in the blue water beneath her. And she observedGerhardsen's. Naff man in naff clothes beside a blonde wearing make-up. Shit,it was just like a James Bond film. 'Big garden,' she said politely. 'Must needa lot of work.'
Hewas leaning back against the balustrade sipping from his glass. 'Couldn't youcome and help us from time to time?' he said with a smile. 'You're so good withyour hands, aren't you?'
Shestiffened. His smile was macho, self-assured.
Butthat didn't matter. These looks, these blatant advances were familiar territoryto her. I can overcome this, she thought; she concentrated, looked him in theeye without any emotion and felt her nerves relax.
'Youhave a good memory,' she said, regretting the words at once, they could havebeen easily misunderstood. It was like giving him rope which, of course, hegrabbed greedily.
'You,too,' he said.
Thesilence was transfixing. The sound of laughter and the usual drunken revelrycarried from inside the house.
'Ifyou want, I can show you round the garden now,' he said with a crooked smile.
Herface was numb. She could feel her mouth distorting into an artificial,transparent smile as she tried to stare him down. 'You are one big arsehole,'she said slowly and clearly so that he caught every single syllable. But itdidn't help. She saw that. This was his arena. His home. She was here at theirinvitation. She was a part of the decoration for the evening, something exoticAnnabeth and Bj�rn could show off: Would you like to see the house -the African vase, the carved masks on the wall, the Italian table and the poordrug addict Annabeth managed to get back on an even keel. Which one is she, doyou think? Yes, her over there, the blonde, and she's so good- looking, isn'tshe?
Atthat moment she felt his hand stroking her backside. 'Don't touch me,' shehissed as tears welled up, forming a humiliating, misty film across her vision.
Hecleared his throat. His hand slid between her thighs.
'I'llscream,' she said, despising herself even more for these stupid words. Had itbeen anywhere else, in the street, on the staircase in a block of flats, anyother place except for here, she would have kicked him in the balls and spat athim into the bargain. But she was a stranger here, and paralyzed.
Heremoved his hand. 'Just wait before you scream,' he said in a cool voice.
Sheturned and saw Annabeth through the glass door searching for her husband.
'Yourwife's looking for you,' she said.
'No,'he said with a sardonic smile. 'She's looking for us.' He raised his glass andsought her eyes. Katrine stared into space and heard herself say from a long wayoff:
'Youare nothing, nothing to me.' And sick of this game, sick of playing the role ofan idiot, she stormed towards the door and into the smoke-filled room.
Asshe made her way between the people she could feel their gazes burning into herbody. From the corner of her eye she saw heads huddled together. She lumberedacross the floor feeling like an orangutan on a stage set for a ballet. She wascompletely numb. At the other end of the room she saw Ole bending over thewoman with the long legs. He was whispering something in her ear. She wasgiggling and tossing back her hair. Apart from them, she recognized only thefaces of Sigrid from the rehab centre and Bj�rn Gerhardsen.
Sheappeared at Ole's side and he immediately lost his composure. He coughed andmumbled a forced 'Hi'. The stork woman fumbled for a cigarette. Katrine stoodher ground. The stork woman was professional, turned away and moved on.
Oletook her arm. 'Shall we mingle?' They entered the room with a piano whereGeorg, alias Goggen, was sitting. Ole held her back. 'Not that man,' hewhispered into her ear. 'He's a poof.' She sent Ole a weary smile and feltalienated, even by him. She said: 'Shout for me if he tries anything on you.'
Theytook their place in the circle around Goggen, who was talking about himself andan ex-lover � a waiter � and some fun they had had with a female TV celebrity.According to Goggen, the woman had thought it exciting to have been left alonewith two gay men. They had been drinking hard all night, all three of them. Inthe daylight hours they had become very intimate, and during a guided tourthrough her flat all three of them fell on to her large four-poster bed and'did it'. 'We had her, both of us,' Goggen wheezed. 'And I mean at the sametime.' He winked at Katrine and said to Ole: 'You know, he parked himself wherepricks prefer� (pause for effect, audience cheering) while I found a spot alittle further back.' (More cheering.)
Goggencontinued with a raised voice, at one level below shouting: 'I was very arousedbecause we could feel our pricks rubbing against each other all the time. Afterall, there was just a thin membrane between them!'
Katrinepeered up at Ole. Either he was embarrassed or he was furious. At any rate, hisface was red. As red as Goggen's. You're all the same, she thought, and hereyes wandered back to Goggen, who was now employing body language. He wasmiming, leaning backwards, overweight, flushed. With his face distorted into asick grimace, he puffed out both cheeks as though blowing a trumpet. Then hesat with his mouth open and revealed the white spots on his tongue. His eyes,dead and vacant, staring into empty space, Goggen said: 'She was screaming allthe time.' Saliva dripped from his full bottom lip as he imitated her. 'Aah�aaahhh.'
Olewanted to leave and grabbed her arm. She felt her alienation tip over intoaggression. A sudden fury that had been building up. But now it was beingreleased by Ole's smug self-righteousness. She stayed where she was. From thecorner of her eye she could see that he, too, had chosen to stay.
Thelaughter among the listeners died away, and the long-legged woman, who in somemysterious way had also appeared among them, whispered to the man next to herso that everyone could hear: 'Now that was a bit vulgar, don't you think?'
'Ohdear!' he said, miming a stifled yawn and patting his mouth with his hand.'Just so long as he doesn't tell the story about the piano stool. Whoops.' Herecoiled and added, 'Too late!'
'Iwas in Hotel Bristol,' Goggen said.'� I went in and saw a quite magnificentpiano stool in the bar, and I simply could not resist. I sat down and played alight sonata and I hardly noticed that I was playing until I sensed the silencearound me. But, by God, it was too late to stop then � so I kept going, andwhen
Ifinished I could feel there was a man standing next to me�'
'Aman!' Stork woman shouted in an affected voice. 'So exciting!'
Herneighbour: 'Yes, talking about piano stools and women, have you heard about thefat woman who's so good at playing she breaks two stools every concert!'
Olegrinned. He didn't mind joining in when Goggen was the victim. Ole's eyesshone.
Thestork woman winked at Ole. 'Breaks the piano stool?'
'Yes,of course, they're very fragile affairs!'
'Ifelt�' Goggen screamed with annoyance. 'I felt a hand�'
Avoice from the crowd: 'It's not mine!'
Laughter.
Goggenwas offended. 'Very droll, very droll. Well,' he continued with everyone'sattention back on him again. 'I was sitting there playing and I felt a hand onmy shoulder,' his voice entranced, his eyes half- closed, the pale whitesgleaming. 'I turned,' he said with dramatic emphasis, 'and I looked up� and wasstartled to hear a voice say: Nice!
Goggen,who had the audience with him now, paused. 'A beautiful, rounded, warm voice,'Goggen placed a hand on his own shoulder as though trying to feel the samepressure as he had long ago; he twisted in the chair pretending to hold thehand and turn to see who owned it� That was very nice, the voice saidand then this man let go and gave me�'
'Comeon,' one of the women at the table shouted. She turned round to make sure theothers were with her. 'What did he give you?'
Avoice from the table: 'Goodness me! With a hand, too!'
'Theman,' Goggen, undeterred, continued. 'The man was a venerable man of thetheatre. Per Aabel!'
Thewords had an impact. A wave of deep rapturous sighs passed around the table.Goggen surveyed those around him with a nod of triumph and repeated, 'PerAabel!'
Katrinenoticed Annabeth standing in the doorway. She was drunk as was everyone else.All those self-righteous people who dealt with others' drug abuse problems werepissed. Pissed and horny and old. She felt nauseous.
A manwho had not quite got the point of Goggen's story looked at the others with alittle grin. 'Christ, Goggen, isn't he the same age as you?'
Everyoneburst into laughter.
'Whosaid that?' Goggen stood up, raising an arm in the air, his bloated cheeksquivering with rage. 'Who said that? I challenge whoever it was to a duel.'
'Sitdown, you old goat,' a woman shouted. 'Sit down and tighten the truss!'
Morelaughter and raised glasses. Katrine turned because she sensed a movement bythe door. Annabeth was staggering towards her, and Katrine squeezed Ole's handand let him take her in tow.
Annabethblocked their way. She was swaying and struggling to keep her balance.'Katrine,' she called with warmth in her voice. 'I hope you're having a goodtime,' cutting off the ends of her words, because she was drunk. Katrine smiledbut felt sick. 'The food was lovely, Annabeth. Very nice.'
Annabethtook her hand. Katrine looked down at Annabeth's hand. It was the hand of anageing woman, pale brown skin, wrinkled fingers covered in rings. She lookedup. There was a lot of blusher on her cheeks. And dark shadows under thepowder.
'Welove you so much, Katrine,' Annabeth said and began to cry.
'Areyou crying, Annabeth?'
Eventhough Katrine wished she were many miles away, she managed to find the rightnote of sympathy. In front of her stood Annabeth, the director of the rehabcentre, completely pissed. The stab of discomfort she had felt in her stomachfrom the first moment she had set foot in the house, the little stab she hadbeen fighting to keep down freed itself now from the claws in her stomach.Katrine could feel the discomfort and disgust spreading through her body likewildfire, a numbing hot pain that started in her stomach and spread outwards.As her body gradually surrendered to the pain and repulsion, her mind was clearenough to remember the many times she had seen more wretched gatherings thanthis. She closed her eyes, opened them again and saw Ole. He was standingbehind Annabeth and staring at her, rapt. For a few seconds Katrine experienceddeep, violent contempt for him and all the people around her: Annabeth and hersmug acquaintances knocking back wine, beer and spirits to find the courage totell each other secrets, to slag each other off, to smooth the path forinfidelities and other hypocrisies. And there was Annabeth whispering secretsto her she didn't have the energy to hear. But the painful stabbing in herstomach also numbed her thinking. There was a rushing noise in her ears and shediscovered she could not hear what was going on in the room. Annabeth wasswaying and her lips were moving. Her teeth were long with black joins. Theywere the teeth of an old person. A person who has smoked too many cigarettesand uttered too many empty words. Annabeth's eyes were red, wet with tears,swimming with water. In her hand she was holding what looked like an openbottle of red wine. She waved the bottle and teetered again, took an unsteadystep to the side and the bottle exploded as it hit the door frame. In slowmotion a shower of red wine enveloped Annabeth; it was as though someone hadtorn off her skin, as though blood were spraying out, wetting her hair,streaming down her face and neck, a naked red wound that had once been a face.At that moment Katrine's hearing returned; it returned as the old woman let outa hoarse scream. The sound was just an undefined rush in Katrine's ears. Forone second she gazed into Annabeth's eyes; she stared into two dark, emptytunnels in a brain which was no brain, just a pulsating mass of white worms.Katrine's stomach heaved. She knew she was going to throw up, there was nodoubt in her mind; the contents of her stomach were on their way up right now.Her vision became even hazier. The white worms came closer, and the red liquidstreamed down Annabeth's neck, like blood, as though from a fountain of blood.
Someonewas supporting her. Katrine felt the cool tiles against her knees and knew shewas throwing up. She vomited into a toilet bowl. Sounds from the partypenetrated the lavatory door. She peered up. Ole was standing over her. Hisexpression was anxious. 'I want you out,' she groaned.
'Youfainted,' he said. 'The bitch smashed the bottle of wine and you passed out.Great party. You shouldn't drink so much.'
Shelooked up at him. 'I don't drink. I haven't touched a drop all evening.'
'Whywere you sick then?'
Shewas unable to answer before the cramps in her stomach started again. This timeit wasn't food; it felt like she was disgorging burning hot tea. She groped fortoilet paper. Her fingers grabbed some cloth. Ole had passed her a towel.
'Don'tknow,' she groaned. 'May have been the food.'
Heflushed the toilet. The noise drowned out the sounds of the party. She driedthe mucus, the snot and the tears from her face. 'Why are you still here?' sheasked. 'I want to be alone. I don't want you to see me like this.'
Hemumbled: 'Do you think I want to be on my own with that lot outside?'
Shenodded and had another violent retch. She brought nothing up. Yes, she did, adrop of caustic bile rolled off her tongue. She felt the draught of the door ashe opened and left. That was a relief. She felt better.
Olewas full of lies, too. This place suited him. He slotted in among these people.Ole could make conversation, he could drop small compliments to the ladies andengage in small talk with other men. Ole was at home. Only she was at sea. Shehad no business being here. And she wanted to go home. She should be withpeople who made her feel good. That was the solution. Go home. If home existed.
Sherecovered a little and dragged herself up by the toilet seat. She sat on thebowl staring at herself in a large mirror. In this house you could sit on thetoilet and admire yourself. Annabeth's husband, Bj�rn Gerhardsen, too.Perhaps he stood here in front of the mirror, jacking himself off before hewent to bed. She shook her head to remove the sight from her consciousness. Herstomach was empty. She was not nauseous any longer. But her stomach musclesached after the attack. She sat like a teenage prostitute after her first OD,before the darkness came. Knees together, mucus running down her chin, wateryeyes, sickly pale skin and vomit-stained hair hanging down in two big tanglesover her forehead. The tears that had been forced out as she spewed had madeher mascara run. She thought about the insane sight of Annabeth spattered withwine. And instantly felt sick again. She swallowed. Sat there with closed eyes,swallowing until the nausea subsided. Now she knew what she should not thinkabout. Slowly she opened her eyes and regarded herself in the mirror. Thesounds of music, laughter and screaming carried through the door.
Ifshe had not been a conversation topic for that lot outside before, she was now.Have you ever heard anything like it? The poor welfare case feels unwell andthrows up at Annabeth's party � have you ever heard anything like it?
Therewas a knock at the door.
Shewanted to be alone, quite alone. There was another knock. Banging,social-worker-type- banging. I-will-never-give-up-banging. Shall-we-talk-about-it-banging. Old-woman-banging. 'Katrine?' It was Sigrid. 'Katrine? Areyou OK?'
Katrinewanted to be alone. No, she wanted to be with Henning, to sit and drink teawith Henning and not to feel the quiver of expectation in the air, or thelooks.
'Katrine!'Sigrid kept on banging.
Katrinestood up and opened the door a fraction.
'MyGod, what do you look like, my little girl!' Sigrid was caring, as always. Shepushed her way into the room and began to wash Katrine's face. 'There we are,yes, are you better now?'
'Ithink I'm going home,' Katrine said, pulling a face at herself in the mirror.'Could you ask Ole to ring for a taxi?'
'I'lldo it for you. Ole's gone into the garden.'
'Inthe garden?'
'Yes,Annabeth wanted people to swim in the pool. And she has a new fish pond shewants to show off. Just wait and I'll find you a car or see if anyone can takeyou.'
'Thereisn't a soul here left sober.'
Sigrid,her brow furrowed: 'It might seem like that, but there are quite a few peoplewho don't touch a drop.'
'Justforget it,' Katrine sighed.
Theyobserved each other in the mirror. Sigrid, middle-aged, slim and grey-haired,attractive and educated, with soft, caring hands. Katrine, young with asomewhat weary expression in her eyes. 'You should have been a nurse,' Katrinesaid and put Sigrid's arm around her shoulder. Portrait of girlfriends in thereflection. 'I can see it now as large as life.'
'What?'
'Youwalking round in a white uniform on the night shift with several male clientswaiting for you in the dark, waiting for a glimpse of their dream womantiptoeing through the door.'
Sigridsmiled at Katrine in the mirror, flattered but still with a caring, concernedfurrow on her forehead. 'I'm old,' she said.
'Mature,'corrected Katrine, freeing herself, 'but I'm young and don't have the energyfor any more tonight. I'll ring someone to pick me up. You go back to theparty.'
Katrinefelt a sudden desire to have Ole with her, to have him holding her. She wantedOle to say: Stay here, with me. She stood in the doorway looking. Firstof all for Sigrid, who had disappeared into the crowd. She stood and watchedOle come in from the terrace. Ole and the long-legged lady from the dinnertable. Their intimacy had become more open. Katrine closed her eyes and couldsee them before her, naked in bed. She could imagine it quite clearly, but feltno jealousy, just a leaden despondency.
Whatdid she want Ole to say? I'm sick of this place. He could say that. Hecould come here, hold her and say he would take her home and stay with her. Shecould feel herself becoming angry. Why didn't he do that? Why wasn't he theperson she wanted him to be?
Atthat moment her eyes met his. He was walking towards her. She closed her eyes.She saw it vividly. The row that was coming. All the nasty things she wouldsay; all the nasty things he would say. She opened her eyes again. For everystep that Ole took, she wished it were Henning. Henning and no one else.
'How'sit going?' he asked.
'Better,'she mumbled. 'You're enjoying yourself too, I can see.'
Hefollowed her gaze, to the woman with the legs watching them. As soon as Oleturned, the long- legged woman left and was lost from view.
'Somepeople are going to hit town,' Ole said after a pause. 'Smuget. The queer and afew others. Do you feel like joining them?'
'No,'she said. 'Do you?'
'Notsure. Maybe.'
'I'mgoing home,' she said.
'Home?'
Shegave a tired smile. 'You don't need to join me. Relax, stay here. Or go withthe others to town.'
Hebrightened up. 'Quite sure?'
Shenodded.
Acrowd of noisy guests forced their way between them. Goggen patted Ole on thebottom. 'You going to join us, sweetie?'
Olegrinned.
Goggengrabbed his waist and swung him round in a slow waltz. Katrine retreated to thetoilet, locked the door and waited until she was sure the hall was empty.Voices and strident yells penetrated the walls. Someone was mistreating the piano.When she was sure that all those in the corridor had gone, she crept out,lifted the receiver of the telephone hanging on the wall and called Henning'snumber. She checked her watch. It was not midnight yet. At last she heard asleepy hello at the other end. 'Katrine here,' she said quickly. 'Are you inbed?' She couldn't restrain herself from asking, and then grimaced, as thoughfrightened he would say yes and be grumpy.
'Me?No.' Henning yawned aloud. So he had been asleep.
'Haveyou got a car?' she asked.
'Mybrother's, the big old crate.'
'Canyou pick me up? I'm at Annabeth's. Now?'
ThankGod for Henning, who never asked any questions. 'Start walking now,' he said.'And I'll meet you.'

Chapter Four

Night Drive

Twentyminutes later the house was a hundred metres away and she was alone in thedarkness. She strolled down the quiet road. It was grey rather than darkoutside, the murky gloom of a summer night. She felt a lot better, but herstomach and diaphragm were still taut. The fresh air caressed her face. Shepassed under a lamp post. The electric lamp buzzed and projected a pallidgleam, unable to illuminate better than the night itself. She continued on downthe road. Her heels echoed on the tarmac. The electric buzz was gone, soon tobe replaced by a mosquito next to her ear. Shortly afterwards she heard thedrone of a car. Next she saw the beam of headlamps behind the massive treesalongside the road. Oslo opened up far beneath her. The whole town smoulderedwith lights, like the embers of an enormous dying bonfire. The black sea of theinner Oslo fjord reflected and amplified the glow. The drone of the engineincreased in volume and soon she saw the reflection of car headlamps on thetrees and a line of cars rounded the bend. The first car was low with an opentop. Henning's long hair blew in the gusting side wind, and he had to brush itaway from his face. He pulled up and she jumped in.
Theysat looking at each other, smiling. 'What's up?' he asked.
Hersmile became broader. 'What do you think?'
'Haveyou won loads of money?'
Shegrinned. 'No.'
'Tellme what it is!'
Shecollected herself and closed her eyes.
'Somethingwonderful has happened to you,' he said.
Shenodded, unable to restrain her smile.
'Areyou going to tell me what?'
'Later,'she said, squeezing his hand. 'Later,' she repeated, stroking the dashboardwith her hand, and asked, 'Where did you find this?'
'It'smy brother's,' he said. 'I look after his car while he's abroad.'
'Doyou mean that? You've got a brother who just lends you this kind of car?'
Hegave a lop-sided smile and cocked his head. 'He is my brother after all.'
'Tired?'she asked.
'Notany more.'
'Whatdo you feel like doing?'
Heshrugged. 'How much time have you got?'
'Allnight.'
Heleaned his head back so that the little goatee stuck up like a tuft of moss onthe end of his pointed chin. 'Then it's as clear as the stars in the sky,' hemumbled. 'I know what we can do.'
'ButI want to eat first,' Katrine said. 'I feel like some really greasy, unhealthyfood.'
Herhair fluttered in the wind in the open-top car. Henning accelerated pastHolmenkollen hill which loomed up in the night like a huge mysterious shadow.They bumped into each other in the hairpin bends going down the ridge, and herhair became tangled and lashed at her eyes. Without hesitating for a second sheremoved her blouse and tied it around her head like a scarf. Henning glancedacross. 'This is like Fellini,' he shouted through the rushing of the air. 'Idrive my convertible through the night with a babe in a black bra!'
Sheleaned forward and turned on the car stereo. The music boomed out as thoughthey were sitting in a concert hall. Leonard Cohen first took Manhattan bystorm and then Berlin. They exchanged glances. She turned the volume up louder.
Henningchanged down and accelerated. The speedometer showed 130 km as the roadlevelled out. As the yellow street lamps flashed by like disco lights onHenning's face Katrine felt like they were in a tunnel. The wind against herbody, rock 'n' roll and the urge to cleanse yourself of educated manners, ofsocial graces, of double entendres and hidden agendas, of clammy hands andmiddle- class arrogance. If this party had taken place more than three yearsago, she thought to herself, she would already have been sitting on the floorwith a needle in her arm. She felt a faint yen for that kind of kick even now.But it was faint, like the longing for a particular kind of sweet you ate whenyou were young. And so it will ever be, she thought, but three years ago I hadno control over things, three years ago I wasn't even able to enjoy thepleasures of rejecting a man I didn't like, of not caring whether people saw meleaving a party alone, of not caring what others thought or of not caring whatclothes I wore, especially when sitting in an open car.
Threeyears ago the great secret was just a black, impenetrable void. If she thoughtenough about the great secret she might be re-born.
Shesmiled to herself. Re-born. Henning would call that kitsch. But then Henninghad never wished he had not been born.
Henningparked at the bottom of Cort Adelers gate. Aker Brygge, a shopping precinct,lay like a fortress in front of Honnor wharf, the City Hall square and AkershusCastle on the other side. Although it was around midnight, it didn't seem likenight. They strolled down the tramlines, passed a taxi rank, and two youngertaxi drivers whistled after Katrine who was walking by the broad displaywindows in Aker Brygge. She glanced at her reflection. It felt good to seeherself. It felt good to make faces at her reflection: to be saucy but nottarty. Confident, but not cheap. This is me, she thought. This is how I am. Notnaked, not dressed; not hungry, not satiated.
Theymade friends with a drunk in the queue at McDonald's. He grabbed Katrine's handand winked at Henning. 'Christ,' he said. 'I wish I was young like you.'Katrine bummed cigarettes off him. A street musician sitting on one of thebenches in front of the ferries to Nesodden began to play Neil Young's 'Heartof Gold'. The drunk asked Katrine to dance. She did. The guests at the cafetables along the promenade sat like dark shadows in the summer night, shadowswho might be friends, who might be enemies. She didn't care about the shadowsscowling at her, not understanding what was going on. Tourists in shorts andwhite trainers with purses on strings around their necks strutted past them inthe dark.
Afterwardsshe feasted on a double cheeseburger, chips with a dollop of ketchup and alarge Coke. Henning had a milkshake as always, a vanilla milkshake. That wasHenning.
'Didn'tyou get any food up on Holmenkollen?' he asked once they were back in the car.
'Ispewed it up. Guess why.'
'MrNice Guy?'
Shenodded.
'Hetried it on?'
'Asalways.'
Henningproduced a small joint from his shirt pocket, lit it and took a noisy suck.'It's what I've always said,' he gasped, holding his breath for a few secondsbefore continuing, 'The guy is enough to make anyone spew.' He was breathingnormally again. The smell of marijuana spread around them. Henning said: 'But Iwouldn't have thought you would chuck up. I thought you were normal.'
'Shit,I hate being normal.' Katrine grinned through a mouthful of chips and ketchup.
Henningtook another noisy suck on the joint.
'Wouldyou like to be normal?' he asked with tears in his eyes.
Shetossed back her head and screamed: 'No! And it's wonderful!'
Theydrove along Mosseveien to the sounds of a gentle night-time voice speakingthrough the car's speakers. Henning turned off on the old Mossevei by Mastemyr,passed Hvervenbukta beach and drove at a leisurely speed along the night-stillroad. Katrine switched off the radio and stretched her arms in the air. Thewind tried to flatten her arms; the verdant tops of the trees formed shadowsagainst the sky; there was a smell of grass, of camomile. The smell of summercame streaming towards them. Henning turned right, down the road toIngierstrand.
Hestopped and parked in a kind of gravel parking area, under some large pinetrees, with the bonnet facing the calm Bunnefjord and a narrow beach furtherdown.
Bothof them turned at the sound of another car. They were not alone. A light cameround the bend, a car braked and came to a halt further back.
Henningsmiled and started the engine again. 'Never any peace. I want us to be alone.'
Shesaid nothing. She was considering what he said and wondered whether to sayanything.
Henningreversed and drove back the way he had come. But at the crossing with the oldMossevei he took a right. They drove carefully round the bends and parked byLake Gjer. It was a wonderful undisturbed area. A table and bench and a fewbushes. Henning drove in between the trees. They could see across the lake; afew hundred metres away they could make out the silhouette of the gigantic cartyre marking Hjulet caravan site.
Henningswitched off the engine. For a few moments they heard the chirping of acricket. Soon it too was quiet. The quietness around them made them feel as ifthey had entered a void.
Shewanted to tell him how she felt, to communicate to him the trembling sensationshe had which was making her skin nubble, here and now. But she could not findthe words. They gazed at each other. In the end the silence was broken by theclick of the electric lighter. Henning's face glowed red as he lit hiscigarette.
Theleather seat creaked as she leaned back and peered up at the blue-black skywhere the stars sparkled, like the gleam from a lamp covered with a blacksieve. She said aloud 'Like the gleam from a lamp covered with a damn greatblack sieve.'
Theylooked into each other's eyes again, so long that she almost felt part of herwas drowning in his dark eyes. She wondered whether it would always be likethis for her, whether the boundary between friendship and love would always beconfused.
Hesaid: 'If we can move away, step back far enough, here on earth, we see a kindof system in what is only fiery chaos. We can see two stars, one may have diedyears ago, and been extinguished, and the other may be in the process ofexploding right now. We consider it a system, but everything is in constantflux. The earth falls, the sun falls, stars explode in the beyond and createtime!'
Thecigarette bobbed up and down in the corner of his mouth and his eyes shone withenthusiasm. He is a little boy, she thought, taking the cigarette from his drylips. She held it between her long fingers and kissed him tentatively. Hetasted of smoke and lozenges. The stubble of his beard rasped against her chin.He said something she didn't catch; the words caressed her face like silentbreaths of wind between fine beach grass. She opened her mouth as he went on,parted her lips to blow at the whispering voice.
'Imaginea woman,' he whispered. 'A beautiful woman a long time ago, one who is a bitwild�'
'Wild?'
'It'sa long time ago anyway, and one day she is walking along a path and comes to ariver. There's a bridge over the river, one of those old-fashioned ones madewith tree trunks, with no railing�'
'Isit spring or autumn?' she asked.
'It'sspring, and the river is running high and she stops to look down, into thefoaming torrent. She stands there playing with her ring, but drops it in thewater�'
'Whatsort of ring is it?'
'I'mcoming to that. The ring has been passed down through generations. And the ringfalls in the water and is lost. Many years later she meets a man. He's fromCanada�'
'Whereis she from?'
'Hm?'
Shesmiled at the bewildered expression on his face. 'You said he was from Canada.Where is she from?'
Hethrust out his hands. 'She's from� from� Namsos.'
'Yousee. It takes so little for you to lose your composure.' 'But you ask so manyquestions. You're ruining my story.'
Shesmiled. 'That's because you get so excited. Don't be annoyed. Go on.'
'Thetwo of them marry. But all his life he walks around with an amulet around hisneck. It's a small Indian box carved out of wood; inside he has a secret,something he found in the stomach of a salmon he gutted as a young man�'
'Thering!' she exulted.
Despairingintake of breath from Henning.
Shegrinned. 'Are you denying that the ring is in the amulet?'
He,also with a grin: 'The ring is indeed in the amulet. But that's not the point.'
'OK,get to the point.'
'Thepoint is that he dies.'
'Dies?Hey, you're evil.'
'�And when he's dead, the widow opens the amulet he wore around his neck all hislife� what are you grinning at?'
'You'resuch a hopeless romantic.'
Withanother grin: 'I'm never going to the cinema with you.'
'Yes,you will. Let's go to the cinema. Let's go tomorrow.'
'Butyou don't let anyone finish what they're saying.'
'Idon't go to the cinema to talk!'
'No,tut I'm sure you'll sit there commenting on the film. I hate it when peopletalk in the cinema.'
'Ipromise to be quiet if you come with me to the cinema tomorrow.'
'Whatwill Ole say if you and I go to the cinema?'
'Don'tbring Ole into this. I'm talking about you and me.'
'AndI'm talking about the system,' he insisted, remaining objective. 'My wholepoint is that it is not chance that made this man live his life with her ringround his neck. No two rings are identical; it's the same ring she lost beforethey met. He caught a fish with the ring in its stomach. However, the ring andthe man, plus her and the salmon, along with the ring, are all part of thesystem, a pattern which becomes logical if it is put in the right perspective.If you step back far enough.'
'Andyou're floating on a pink cloud,' she said, taking a last drag of hiscigarette. She held it out to him with a quizzical expression, then crushed itin the ashtray in the car door when, with a wave of his hand, he refused. Shesaid: 'The strange thing about this story is that she didn't know about thering the man had around his neck all his life. After all, they were married.'
Hesighed again. 'You're the one who's hopeless,' he whispered, and after a littlereflection went on: 'OK, but I think this guy had the ring in the amulet aroundhis neck because he dreamed about the woman who owned it, and I think he didn'twant to reveal the dream to his wife because he loved her so much. He didn'twant her to know about this dream he had about another woman.'
'Andin fact it was his wife who owned the ring. It was her he was dreaming aboutall the time.' She nodded deep in thought. 'In a way, that's beautiful.'
Henningleaned forwards, groped around the dashboard and pressed a button. A buzz camefrom the roof of the car as it closed above them.
'Wouldn'tyou like to see the stars?' she asked with sham surprise.
'I'ma bit cold,' he answered � as though quoting a line from a book.
Withthe roof over their heads and the windows closed it was like sitting in frontof a warm hearth. The car bonnet reflected the glow of the starry sky. An insectbrushed against her forehead, leaving her with a mild itch which she rubbedwith her index finger.
'WhatI am trying to point out is the pattern,' he continued. 'Imagine the hand thatgathers strength to cast the bait, a second in an ocean of seconds, but stillthis second is part of a system. It is at this second that the salmon takes thebait � so that the man can land the fish and find the ring in its stomach. Forone moment, imagine that moment � the sun reflecting on the drops of water andthe metal hook � a hundredth of a second that fulfils the fish's feeling ofhunger and its drive to swim up the river. This hundredth is one link in asystem. Everything is connected: fate, man, woman, salmon, time and the ringshe fidgets with on the bridge. Together they are points in a greater unity.Take us two. Or imagine two people, any two young people, two people who loveeach other without being aware that they do.'
'Butis that possible?'
Heshrank back, stole a glance and said: 'Of course it's possible. These twopeople see each other every day, they may meet every day at work � or not eventhat � for that matter they might see each other every day at a bus stop � oron a bus in the morning rush hour. She may run past a window where he isstanding and waiting every morning. Think about it: every morning she rims pasta particular office window to see him, and he rushes to the window to see her;this is a moment of contact neither of them can analyze or understand to anymeaningful extent until a lot of time has passed. Later, with more experience,with the passage of more time, they think back and know in their hearts thatwhat they had felt at that moment was a kind of love. They know that theyalready loved each other then.'
'But,Henning,' she said, stroking his beard with her lips. She placed a light kisson Henning's mouth and whispered: 'You can let them meet again because you'rein charge, you're telling the story.'
Hewhispered back: 'You have to remember that these two met in the way they didwithout knowing they were meeting. It was just something that happened. Pastmeetings of this kind are a source of the loss or the warmth they carry inside- for the rest of their lives.'
'Butyou can let them meet once more,' she insisted.
'OK,'he said.
'Tellme now they did,' she begged. 'Tell me they met again.'
'OK,'he repeated. 'The two of them met again. This is how it happened: he wassitting on a train going south. The train stopped at a station and he got up tolook out of the window. Then he saw her.
Becauseanother train was standing in the station too. She stood looking out of thetrain window � the train going north, in the opposite direction. A metre of airseparated them. Can you imagine that? Her standing with the wind playing in herhair. She was wearing a white summer dress which was semi-transparent; through twotrain windows he could see the dress clinging to her body � he could see theoutline of her stomach muscles under the dress. They saw each other for fiveseconds, looked into each other's eyes until the trains moved off. One trainwent north, the other south. And they were separated again.'
Shecaressed Henning's chin with her lips. 'What's her name?' she whispered.
Hegrinned and shook his head. 'This isn't about me. This is a story. This issomething that happens every day. To someone. The one thing you can say is thatthere is something beautiful about the moment the two of them experience.'
'Andyou're in a world of your own,' she whispered. 'Do you fantasize about her?'
'Ofcourse.'
Hissmile was sad: 'The only comprehensible thing you can take from the system thataffects those two is the poetry. The language, the words we say to each otherform a box in which we can collect the beautiful things in life and reveal themto each other at moments like now � here, you and I in this car, tonight.Language and poetry are our way of sensing the incomprehensible because wecannot step far back enough, outside ourselves, to a place where you can enjoythe logic and the inevitability of reality.'
Hewas breathless from all the speaking. Henning is actually very charming, shethought, Henning is naive, child-like and charming. She said:
'Idon't agree.'
'Eh?'
'You'regood at storytelling, but you don't know anything about reality.'
Hesent her a gentle, sarcastic smile. 'That's how easy it was to get off withyou.'
'Nowyou listen to me,' she said. 'Outside Krager� there is a little placecalled Port�r. It's not the name of the place which is important; thepoint is that you can see the whole horizon from there. It sticks out into thesea � all that is between you and Denmark is the Skagerrak. Once upon a timethere was a dead calm. Do you know what that is? Dead calm. That's when thewater is like a mirror, not a ripple. I was swimming, early in the morning, thesun was shining, the water was warm, not a breath of wind and the sea wascompletely still. I began to swim, towards the horizon. You know how I loveswimming. And I swam and I swam until I felt so tired I needed to rest. I layfloating on my back looking up at the burning sun. I could see my white bodyunder the surface of the water and I glanced around. And do you know what? Ihad swum so far out that it was not possible to see land anywhere. Whicheverway I looked there was just calm, black sea. I couldn't see anything, not aboat, not a sail, not a strip of land. And I lay there thinking about the blackdeep beneath me, thinking that I had no idea which way led back to where I hadcome from, and I closed my eyes. Lying there like that was the biggest kick I haveever known, before or since. I knew in my heart that this was what it is allabout. This is life; this is what actually happens every day. Every second ofthe day is like lying there, alone in the sea.'
'Butyou found the way back?'
Shesmiled. 'Of course I did. I'm here, aren't I?'
'Yes,I know, but how? Was it just luck that you swam in the right direction?'
'Maybe.It might have been luck, but that's not the point. The fact is that it was themost important experience I have had in my life.'
'Whydo you think that?'
'Itwas what made me decide to come off drugs. But perhaps even more important thanthat was the revelation.'
Shesmiled and whispered softly. 'My single thought while I was out there was thatnothing is predetermined. There is no system. You tell great stories, Henning,but this business about predetermined systems is just bullshit. My life beginssomewhere between me and the sea. I believe in myself and in reality. That'sit.'
Thefinal word hung quivering in the air. Neither of them said anything. They satclose together and Katrine could feel the heat from Henning's thighs againsther own. 'What kind of amulet did he have?' she asked.
'Who?'
'Theguy from Canada.'
'Oh,him�' Henning tried to force a hand down into his trouser pocket, but had toraise his bottom first. 'Here,' he said, passing her a beautiful, small, whitebox. She took it. There were neat drawings in gold on the lid. 'The kind weused to keep our amphetamines in,' she said, weighing the small box in herhand.
'Notlike this one,' he said, taking off the lid.
'Marble,'she burst out. 'Is it made of marble?'
Henningnodded. 'It's the same technique they use in the Taj Mahal. The mother-of-pearland the blue stone have been worked into the material. Feel,' he whispered,stroking the smooth surface of the lid with his finger. At that instant theireyes met. She slowly lowered the white box and put it in her lap. Then sheloosened the thick band of massive gold with two inlaid jewels she was wearingon the ring finger of her left hand. She dropped the ring in the box where itfell with a dry thud. She closed the lid and passed him the box. Henning tookit with a gulp.
Theyhuddled close together and the intimacy between them grew. She stared atHenning's glowing skin, at his black eyes shining in the dark. Sinews and veinsformed dark shadows in his skin. That's how I want him, she thought. And thatwas how she took him. She forced Henning under her and fucked him, there in thecar; she rode him until the constellations in the sky made small reflections inthe beads of sweat on his forehead. She could read in his dark pupils how hisorgasm was building up, and when he came inside her, she covered his mouth withhers and let him scream as much he was able, deep down into her stomach.

Afterwardsshe dozed off. Her body ached when she woke up; her right leg felt bloodlessand numb. That's the first time I've slept in a car since I was little, shethought. It was colder now. Henning was emitting low snoring sounds. Sheloosened her arms from around his neck and sat up straight. In the mirror shesaw that her hair had become tangled. She looked like a woman waking up in thearms of a man in a car in the middle of the night. My leg has gone to sleep,she thought, and began to massage her calf and thigh. And I am cold. Outsidethere were still stars in the sky. The tiny crescent moon that had hung overthe water had moved further south, and the sky, above the treetops on the otherside, was lighter, had a bluer tinge. 'Fancy that,' she said in a husky voice.Henning was mumbling in his sleep. She glanced at the clock on the dashboard.It was past two o'clock.
Sheshivered, put on her thin blouse and straightened her skirt. She examined herface in the car mirror and wished she had a comb. The inside of the car windowshad steamed up. She was hungry. And she needed a wash. She searched the glovecompartment for cigarettes, but it was empty apart from the log book and a fewpaper napkins. She dried the condensation on one of the side windows. Outsideit was dark behind the spruces. She rolled down the window. The air waswonderful, fresh, but light and cool to the face. Her upper arms began to getgooseflesh. She grabbed the gear lever, eased her leg across to find the clutchpedal. At last she got the car into neutral and manoeuvred her hand around thesteering wheel without waking Henning. Then she turned on the ignition. The carstarted, and she put on the fan heater. The white cone of the headlamps pickedout a tree trunk and a mass of green vegetation. Henning was still fast asleep.She thought about going for a wash in the water. It would be wonderful to rinseaway the taste of smoke from her mouth. But there didn't seem to be an obviouspath. The area between the road and the lake was a murky jumble of trees,bilberry bushes and sharp ends of bare branches. She shuddered. She thought ofsnakes, horrible coiled snakes slithering between the dead leaves on theground; she thought of spiders and huge anthills, crawling with millions ofants, and she shuddered again.
Inthe end she opened the car door and staggered out on stiff legs. She hoppedaround until the blood slowly returned to her sleeping leg. Ants in the blood.It hurt and she bit her lower lip. She brought her heel down on a sharp stone.It hurt so much she screamed 'Ow', then began to walk. She stumbled around thecar like an electric doll with stiff legs and limbs. Barefoot, she walked overthe cold, sharp stones and soon felt her circulation returning.
Allof a sudden she heard a sound and stopped to listen. She stood quite motionlessand a chill crept up her spine. She stood like this for a long time, listening,but didn't hear the sound again. At the same time she scanned her surroundingsto see what could have caused it. The night was grey, not pitch black, and inthe light from the moon and the stars she saw her shadow on the ground. Theonly sound to be heard was the low rumble of the idling car engine. What wastruly black were the trees and the surface of the water struggling in vain toreflect the stars.
When,at last, she was sure that she had imagined the sound, she decided to go downto the lakeside. She walked down the road with care, looking for a path. Andcaught sight of a wonderful flat stone she could stand on at the water's edge.A cool gust of air blew against her ankles and legs as she approached. Shestopped, bent down, put her hand in the water and felt the temperature.Lukewarm. In the dark she found the stone and went down on her knees. Shescooped up water and threw it into her face; it was not cold at all. She stoodup, peeled off her panties, kicked off her shoes and stepped into the lake bare-legged.Her feet sank down to her ankles in the mud which felt like cool, lumpy cream.It was unpleasant, but it didn't matter. It was only for two seconds. Sheraised her skirt to her waist, faced land, squatted down and washed herself.
Whatwas that?
Shesprang to her feet and listened.
Asound. But what kind of sound?
Shestood quite still listening. But now the silence was total, not even the soundof Henning's car was audible. Just the sound of insects fluttering their wingsagainst the water broke the frozen silence. She suddenly became aware that herskirt was bunched up around her waist, and she let go.
Somethinghad changed. There was something strange about the silence. She tried to workout what was different. She could not, but she didn't like standing there,alone and exposed in the water. The deep gloom and the unbearable silencecaused her to feel a clammy sense of fear spreading outwards from the small ofher back, a fear which numbed her fingers, which drained her arms of strength,which dried out her mouth and which stopped her breathing. As the darkness wasa summer darkness, she could make out the contours of rocks and branchesprotruding into the air. A clump of black, impenetrable spruce trees blockedher view of the road. It was not possible to see through the wall of sprucefoliage.
Walk,she told herself, wade to the shore and go back to the car. But for somereason she did not want to make any noise. Because, she thought, because� itwould drown the other sounds. Which sounds? She stood quite stillconcentrating, but she couldn't hear a single thing.
Shout,she thought. Shout for Henning\ But she couldn't make herself do that,either. Instead she waded to the shore. She tripped and almost fell, butmanaged to regain balance and scrambled on to the shore. She tried to force herwet feet into the shoes. It was difficult; her feet refused to go into hershoes of their own accord.
Onceshe was ready, she stood with her body tensed, listening. Not a sound to beheard, not even insects. Her eyes seemed to be drawn to the thick wall ofspruce on the right. There were spruce needles and tiny pebbles in her shoes.It was unpleasant, but she repressed the feeling. She was focused on the airand the dark wall of spruce. There. There was that sound again. And it camefrom somewhere behind the spruce trees.
Shewas breathing through her open mouth. Panicky breathing which she had to keepin check. She closed her mouth and held her breath. She stared intently at theclump of trees. There it was again. The rustling noise. She closed her eyes.
'Henning?'she whispered. Her voice didn't carry.
Therustling stopped. She cleared her throat to regain her speech.
'Henning?'she shouted and listened. A twig cracked. Other twigs stirred. 'Is that you,Henning?'
Asilhouette detached itself from the clump of trees, a white silhouette. Asilhouette that had been there all the time, but she had not seen it until now,when it started moving. It was in human form. White human form. With no clotheson.

PART 2: THE LITTLE GOLD RING


Chapter Five

Kalfatrus

PoliceInspector Gunnarstranda observed the shape of his face in the glass bowl. Thereflection distorted his appearance and made it pear-shaped. The mouth with thewhite, artificial, porcelain teeth resembled a strange, long pod full of whitebeans. His nostrils flared into two huge tunnels and around his face there wasthe suggestion of a grey shadow, no Sunday shave as yet. He searched for wordsto say to the goldfish. He was standing in front of the book shelf on which thegoldfish bowl was placed, looking at the fish and himself in the glass. Behindhis pear-face, the reflection caught everything in the flat: the book shelvesand the table with the pile of newspapers. 'Are you lonely?' he asked. Thequestion was ridiculous. He re-phrased it: 'Do you feel lonely?' And, as usual,he put words into the mouth of the red and orange fringetail swimming around inthe bowl with an air of leisure. 'Of course you feel lonely; I'm lonely, too.'Saying the words gave the policeman a pang of conscience. He ought to havebought more fish to give the fat red and orange goldfish some friends, tocreate a fish community in the bowl. However, at the same time he feared thatbuying more fish would mean he would lose contact with this one. It looked athim with its strange eyes, its beautiful tail flapping in slow motion. 'Yesindeed, we're both lonely,' he concluded, straightening up and ambling into thekitchen to brew up some coffee in the machine. Four spoonfuls of Evergood, fiveif it was a different brand. That's how it is; with some brands of coffee youneed to put more spoonfuls in the filter. Not something you can discuss. It's aquestion of taste. He hooked his braces over the shoulders of his vest. 'Do youknow what the worst thing about it is?' he said to the fish. 'It's that youcan't be alone with your loneliness any more. Now it's fashionable to belonely, now they have programmes about loneliness and everyone talks about it,and they broadcast programmes for the lonely.'
Heswitched on the coffee machine and leaned against the door frame. There was aportrait of Edel hanging over the fishbowl. What expression would she have onher face and in her eyes now? But why? Was it because he spent his timeconversing with a fish? Perhaps she's jealous, he thought, jealous because Idon't talk to her? But he did talk to her, in his head. The fish was different;the fish was like a dog. 'Yes,' he heard Edel chide him. 'But dogs have names,'she said.
Exactly,thought Gunnarstranda, trudging back to the bowl. He took the yellow packet offish food, opened it and tapped a bit out with his forefinger. Tiny flakesfloated on the surface of the water. Giddy with happiness the fish about-turned,swam to the top and nibbled at the food. 'Would you like a name?' he asked thefish and considered the three wise men in the Bible. The name of one of thewise men might suit the fish. If the Hindus' theories were right, if the fishhad high negative karma, it might indeed have been one of them. ButGunnarstranda could not remember the names of the wise men. Yes, he did, one ofthem: Melchior. Rotten name for a fish. One was called Balthasar. That wasbetter, but not very original. He kept thinking. 'You could be called� youcould be called�' This was not his strong suit. He had a sudden inspiration.'Kalfatrus,' he said aloud and straightened up with satisfaction. 'Good name.Kalfatrus.'
Themoment the word was spoken the telephone rang.
Gunnarstrandachecked his watch and met Kalfatrus's eyes. 'I don't think we'll be seeing eachother so often in the future,' he said to the goldfish and turned towards thetelephone. He padded across. 'It's Sunday morning,' he continued. 'I haven'tshaved, and, in fact, I had a few plans for today. If the phone rings atmoments like these it can mean only one thing.'
Heplaced a hand on the telephone, which continued to ring furiously. The two ofthem looked at each other across the room for two brief seconds. A policemanand a goldfish exchanging glances. Inspector Gunnarstranda cleared his voice,snatched at the receiver and barked: 'Please be brief.'

Chapter Six

Vinterhagen

Neitherof them had much appetite after the autopsy. They stood outside in the carpark, gazing pensively into the air. It had stopped raining, Frank Fr�lichconfirmed. The wind was making the trees sway and dispersing the clouds; thehot sun was beginning to dry the tarmac. He considered what they had found outand wondered how to tackle the case, or to be more precise: how Gunnarstrandathought the case should be tackled. In the end, the latter broke the silence:'Did you see the news last night?'
'Missedit,' answered Frank Fr�lich.
'Quitea big deal. Pictures of a helicopter and the whole shebang. But they had apretty good portrait, a facial composite. I suppose that gave them the lead.'
'Sure,'Fr�lich said, uninterested. The problem was matching them, matching thelifeless flesh on the table with a name, with a living woman. 'Katrine,' hesaid with a cough. 'Wasn't that the name?'
Gunnarstrandarepeated the name as though tasting it on his tongue. 'Lots of women calledKatrine Bratterud. Unusual tattoo on the stomach, so it looks as if we've gotsomething to go on. But having something to go on is not enough.' Gunnarstrandastudied his notes and pointed to the car. 'To S�rkedalen.'
Theydrove in silence with Fr�lich behind the wheel. Gunnarstranda satcrouched in the front seat with his light summer coat pulled tight around him,mute. Fr�lich was still searching for music he liked on the radio. Everytime the voices in the speakers turned out to be commercials he changedchannel. He kept clicking until he found music he liked. Gunnarstranda lookeddown with annoyance at the finger pressing the search button. He said: 'I'veheard that voice three times now. If you click on that station again, I'm goingto demand to know what she's talking about.'
Fr�lichdidn't answer. There was no point. He continued to search until the husky voiceof Tom Waits emerged through the speakers.
Theypassed Vestre cemetery and drove from Smestad up Sorkedalsveien pastcamouflaged houses and protected conservation areas. For a while they weredriving side by side with a train on the Шsterеs Metro line. Two small childrenin the front carriage were banging their hands on the window and waving tothem. The radio was playing quiet blues music as they passed Roa; they went onto S�rkedalen through a June-green cornfield caressed by the gentlebreeze and glistening like velvet in the sun. Fr�lich switched off theradio when the commercials returned. 'This is Oslo,' he said, opening his palmswith passion. 'Five minutes by car and you're in the country.' The road had afew tight bends, and on reaching the top of the hill, they could see blue waterbetween two green mountain tops, large-crowned deciduous trees growing along awinding, invisible stream and in the background the fringe of the massiveOslomarka forest. Fr�lich slowed down. 'Should be somewhere round here,'he mumbled, hunched over the steering wheel.
'Thewhite arrow over there,' Gunnarstranda said.
Thearrow was a sign pointing to Vinterhagen. Fr�lich turned into a gravelcar park. There were big holes in the gravel after the heavy torrents of rain.The car bumped along and pulled up in front of a green thicket. They got out.The air was fresh and a little chilly. The holes in the gravel were still fullof rainwater. Fr�lich peered up. The sky seemed unsettled. Right now thesun was shining and was very hot, but all around clouds were gathering for whatmight be a sudden downpour, perhaps accompanied by thunder. Fr�lichstood next to the car for a moment before taking off his jacket and hanging itcasually over his shoulder. They walked down a narrow pathway with agreyish-black covering of compressed quarry aggregate and past a greenhousewith a door open at one end. Someone had painted Vinterhagen on theglass in big, fuzzy, yellow letters. A woman in her mid-twenties, wearingshorts and a T-shirt, watched them through bored eyes.
'Isuppose this must have been a folk high school at one time,' said Fr�lichas they strolled between a large, yellow building and a piece of ground thathad been cleared for an allotment. There were attractive vegetable patches withtidy rows of new shoots.
'Idyllic,'intoned Gunnarstranda, looking around. 'Idyllic.'
'Andthis looks like an accommodation building,' Fr�lich said with whatseemed to be genuine interest, causing his partner to frown with suspicion.Climbing roses attached to a trellis ran along the wall. Frank pointed to anofficial-looking redbrick house. 'I suppose the offices must be over there.'They walked on towards a group of young people standing around an old, redtractor. 'A red devil,' Fr�lich exclaimed with enthusiasm. 'An oldMassey-Ferguson.' At that moment something soft smacked on to the ground. Theystopped. Then another tomato spattered against one of the windows in the yellowbuilding, right behind them. The tomato disintegrated, leaving behind a wet,reddish stain on the dark glass. Fr�lich ducked, but not quite fastenough to avoid being hit in the face.

InspectorGunnarstranda turned and regarded the woman who had been following them fromthe greenhouse. She had another tomato at the ready. When Fr�lichstarted running towards her, she dropped the tomatoes she was holding andsprinted like a gazelle across the vegetable plot and jumped with consummateease over a fence. Fr�lich lumbered like a wounded ox. His massive uppertorso rocked from side to side and the flab bounced up and down. His whiteshirt detached itself from his trousers and his tie fluttered over hisshoulder. After a few metres he came to a halt, gasping for breath.
Ahint of a smile could just be discerned around Gunnarstranda's thin lips. Thecrew around the tractor were roaring with laughter. Fr�lich waved hisfist after the receding tomato-thrower, turned and plodded back, rummagingthrough his pockets for a handkerchief. 'Now and again I ask myself whetherwe're in a real profession,' he sighed, wiping tomato juice off his hair andbeard.
'Whatwould you have done if you had caught her?'
Fr�lichglanced at his boss, but didn't reply.
Gunnarstrandapatted the corner of his mouth. 'Here,' he said. 'Tomato seeds.' Fr�lichwiped his mouth and glared at the youths by the tractor who were still amusedby the incident. 'I don't understand them,' he said. 'Why does anyone who hasbeen on drugs hate the police so much?'
'Perhapsbecause the police have a tendency to run after them,' suggested Gunnarstrandasuccinctly.
'Reflexaction,' Fr�lich said.
'Yourun, they flee. The game is that stupid. Look at them.' Gunnarstranda pointedat the group around the tractor. They were making pig-like snorting noises. Hetook a roll-up out of his pouch, lit it and headed for the office building withFr�lich trailing after him. Fr�lich shook his jacket which hadfallen on the ground. They stopped when Gunnarstranda had a coughing fit.
Fr�lichlooked back at the kids around the tractor.
'Theyremind me of the time when Eva-Britt had two kittens. She had been given themby a farmer who brought them in a wicker basket. But they had had very littlecontact with people and had gone feral. They hid under the sofa in her livingroom, came out some time during the night, ate the food she had put out andshat and pissed all over the furniture. I was staying there and went to pickone up. Christ, that cat was wild. It clawed my hand and tore my shirt.'
Gunnarstrandahad his breath back. 'Kittens?' he mumbled without much interest and stopped infront of the entrance to the office building. He had two more drags beforepinching the glow of the roll-up and putting it into his coat pocket. The floorinside was laid with large flagstones and the ceiling fans whirred. A young manwith a goatee and long hair held in a ponytail was sitting behind a table,talking on the telephone. A dog, a boxer, lay on the floor beside the desk. Ithad placed its head on the floor as though it were holding the stones in placewhile scowling up at the two men approaching.
Theyoung man on the telephone apologized and put down the receiver.
'Annabeths,' Gunnarstranda said with an irritated glance at Fr�lich, who wasstill drying his beard with a handkerchief.
Atall woman wearing a wide tartan skirt appeared from behind a partition. Sheproffered her hand to Fr�lich. 'Gunnarstranda?'
'FrankFr�lich,' he said, lightly squeezing her hand.
Theboxer stood up too, stretched and gave a cavernous yawn before padding over tothe three of them, looking up with anticipation.
'Thenyou must be Gunnarstranda,' said Annabeth s,proffering her hand. Thepoliceman shook hands. 'Process of elimination,' she said with a nervous smile.She had rather short, spiky, brown hair and a lined face, but her smile wasfriendly, though rehearsed, and her teeth were long and discoloured bynicotine. The yellow fingertips also revealed a heavy smoker.
Thetwo policemen were silent.
'Well,'she said with a questioning look at Gunnarstranda. 'Should we go into theoffice perhaps?'
'Wewould like you to come with us,' Fr�lich said, clearing his throat. 'Wewould like you to help us.'
'Whatwith?' asked Annabeth, alarmed.
'Weneed you to identify who it is we're dealing with,' Fr�lich said, andadded: 'The deceased�'
'Hm�'Annabeth hesitated. 'You mean to look� at� her?'
Fr�lichnodded.
'Ihad been hoping I wouldn't have to.' Annabeth s sent a quick glance at the manwith the goatee. The latter returned a stiff glare, then lowered his eyes andconcentrated on the papers on the desk in front of him.
'ButI suppose it is best if I do it,' Annabeth concluded, stroking her chinthoughtfully. 'Give me a couple of minutes,' she said, disappearing behind thepartition again.
Thetwo men left. The sun was strong and Gunnarstranda produced a pair ofsupplementary sunshades from a case he kept in his inside pocket. They clippedon to his glasses. 'Trouble in paradise,' he muttered. Through the glass doorsthey could see Annabeth s and the man with the goatee in lively discussion. Thelatter was gesticulating. Both stopped the moment they discovered they werebeing observed. The policemen exchanged looks and ambled back the way they hadcome.
'Whatdid you do in the end?' Gunnarstranda asked standing by the parked car.
'Eh?'
'Whatdid you do with the kittens?'
'Oh,them�' Fr�lich said, lost in thought. He was searching through hisjacket pockets for a pair of designer reflector sunglasses. He put them on,checked the reflection in the side window of the car and pulled a face. 'Thekittens? They're dead. Eva-Britt got fed up with them, so I shot them.'
Gunnarstrandahad time to light the old roll-up and take five long drags before Annabeth camewalking between the trees. There was something rustic about the way she walked,the long dress and the flat shoes, plus the way she stepped out, with suchenergy. Even her short hair bounced in rhythm. On her back she was carrying asmall, green rucksack. She shouted to the youths by the tractor and waved herarms. She was wearing a shawl over her shoulders, tartan too; she gave the impressionof being the arts and crafts type. Gunnarstranda held the rear door of the caropen for her.
'MyGod,' she said. 'The back seat. Like a criminal.' But she got in, a little morereserved, and waved to the tomato-thrower who was back by the greenhouse doornow.
'Shejust hit me in the face with a tomato,' Fr�lich conversed cheerfully ashe turned out of the car park.
'Ibeg your pardon?' Annabeth said with deliberate hauteur. 'My dear man, I hopeyou weren't hurt.'
Fr�lichobserved her in the rear-view mirror and looked across at Gunnarstranda, whohad half-turned in his seat to say: 'There was something else I was wonderingabout. This young man in the office, is he a patient or an employee?'
'He'sdoing social work for his military service, so in a way he's an employee.'
'What'shis name?'
'HenningKramer.'
'Andthe missing girl. Why do you think her parents have not reported her missing?'
'Ourpatients very often do not have much contact with their parents. Or they comefrom other parts of the country.'
'And?'
Annabethwound her arms round her rucksack. 'Isn't that answer good enough?'
'Imean in this case. What happened in this case?'
'Gunnarstranda,'said Annabeth, leaning forward. 'We in social welfare are very well versed inmatters concerning professional oaths of client confidentiality.'
Fr�lichsearched the rear-view mirror for her face. His sunglasses straddled his noselike a hair slide. You could see he disapproved of the woman's answer by theway he examined the mirror. 'This is a murder investigation,' he emphasized.
Annabeths cleared her throat. 'And I am entitled to exercise my discretion,' she saidcoldly. She cleared her throat again. 'What's going to happen now?'
'Wewould like you to come with us to the Institute of Forensic Medicine,'Gunnarstranda said. 'There we would like you to answer yes or no to onequestion.'
'Andwhat is the question?'
'Isthe body you see in front of you that of the girl you reported missing, KatrineBratterud?'

'Yes,'said Annabeth s. She looked away as Gunnarstranda pulled the cloth up over theface of the dead girl. 'That's her. The air in here's making me feel sick. Canwe go out?'
Outsideon the grass they found a bench, one of the solid kind, a combination of a seatand a table that you find in lay-bys in Norway. Annabeth slumped down withoutremoving her rucksack. She breathed in and stared into space, her eyesglistening. 'That was that,' she said. 'Almost three years fighting for herlife, all for nothing.'
Theysat in silence listening to the cars rushing past some distance away from them.An acquaintance strolled by and waved to the two policemen.
'Doyou know what it costs to rehabilitate a drug addict?'
Thewoman's question was a reaction; the two men both understood that she was notinterested in an answer.
'MyGod,' Annabeth repeated. 'What a waste, what a dreadful waste!'
Thefollowing silence lasted until Gunnarstranda prompted her: 'What is a waste, fru�s?'
Annabethstraightened up. She was on the point of speaking, then paused and insteaddried her eyes with the back of her hand.
'Tellus about the three years,' Fr�lich interjected. 'When did you first meetKatrine?'
Annabethsat thinking for a while.
'Whydo you think�?' she began at length. 'Was it assault? Rape?'
'Whendid you first meet Katrine?' Fr�lich repeated patiently.
Annabethsighed. 'It was a few years back. It was in� 1996. She came to us of her ownunfree will, as we are wont to say, referred to us by Social Services. Shewavered for a bit, by which I mean she absconded several times. They often do.But then up we went into the mountains to see how invigorating life can bewithout any artificial stimulants. She became more motivated, agreed totreatment and followed a three-year course. We divided it up into stages � shewas in phase four � and would have been discharged in the summer. She tookadvanced school-leaving examinations while she was with us and finished lastyear. Brilliant exam results. God, she was so intelligent, so smart,lightning-quick at picking things up. She got three damned As. She rang me up.Annabeth, Annabeth, she screamed down the phone. I got As. She wasecstatic, so happy�'
Annabethwas becoming emotional and stood up. 'Excuse me� I'm just so upset.'
Gunnarstrandalooked up at her. 'I suppose that patients do sometimes die,' he commented.
'What?'
'Don'tdrug addicts sometimes die?'
Annabethstared at him, speechless. Her mouth opened and shut in slow motion.
'Andafter school,' Fr�lich interrupted in a composed voice. 'What did she dothen?'
Annabethglowered at Gunnarstranda, closed her eyes and sat down again. 'She got a jobin no time at all,' she said. 'Well, I think she should have aimed higher,started at university, taken an honours course. She could have done politicalscience. She could have become a journalist. With her looks she could havewalked into any job she wanted. My God, she had so many options!'
'Butwhere did she get a job?'
'In atravel agency. I can give you the phone number. Such a ridiculous young girl'sdream. That's such a bitter thought, too. Here we have this delicate soul who Iassume � I say assume because it was impossible to get anything out of her, asis so often the case � and this poor soul goes and gets abused by some man orother while still a child. Please don't misunderstand me. There are some drugaddicts who just want their kicks in everyday life. I mean, some patients can'tseem to live intensely enough in the world we call normal. But�'
'�but Katrine wasn't the type?' Fr�lich suggested.
'Katrinewas so full of� what should I say?� she was so vulnerable. And girls like heroften start taking drugs at the age of twelve, with hash anyway. Start smokingreefers, as they call them, then it's glue-sniffing and alcohol and the firstfix when they're fifteen. Then they drop out of school. It's the usual story:leave school, leave home, then start picking up punters on the streets. Thesepoor young people have no childhood. They don't have the ballast that you andI�'
Shepaused for a few seconds while Gunnarstranda, still thinking, sprang up andplaced one foot on the seat to roll himself a cigarette.
'Goon,' Fr�lich said in a friendly voice.
'Wherewas I?' she asked, disorientated.
'Youwere talking about drug addicts who lose their childhood.'
'Ah,yes. And what do you do when you haven't had a childhood? You catch up ofcourse. That was what was so bad about Katrine. Good-looking girl, attractivefigure, intelligent, quick. But just a child, just a child� what was your nameagain?'
'Fr�lich.'
'Achild, Fr�lich. This child in a woman's body could sit down and stuffherself with sweets � watch cartoons, read rubbishy romantic magazines like atwelve-year-old girl � with stories about princes who ride away with Cinderellainto the sunset � blow out candles on her birthday, wear a crown on her head -she always wore a crown on her birthday. She loved it. Writing her boyfriend'sname on her hand. Spur of the moment wheezes like having a bread-eatingcompetition or making paper boats. She revelled in these things.
'It'soften like that. Young girls in women's bodies, experienced in life and sodriven that they can wriggle their way like eels around men and authorities.This dual nature is perhaps the biggest problem of all. Women like this canseem like wounded animals grabbing whatever they need at any particular moment,without any scruples, while still being children with dreams of the bold braveprince who will ride away with them, take them on trips around the world.Katrine was no exception. Imagine, with all the talent she had, she preferredto sit at a computer in a travel agency! What about that? A travel agency!'
Fr�lichnodded his head gravely and watched Gunnarstranda flick a strand of tobacco offhis lower lip while staring into space. A magpie stalked across the grassbehind him with purposeful intent. The bird was like a priest, thought Fr�lich,a stooped priest, dressed in black with a white collar, his hands behind hisback. In fact, the two of them, the magpie and the vain policeman, were verysimilar.
'Yousaid she wrote her boyfriend's name on her hand. Did she have a boyfriendbefore she died?' Fr�lich asked.
'Yes,she did. A bit of a strange choice. I'm sure you know the type. Looks like acar salesman or a football player. Goes to a tanning salon and watches karatefilms.'
'What'shis name?'
'Ole.His surname's Eidesen.'
'Whatsort of person is he?'
'Runof the mill� a young� man.' She shrugged.
'Butwhat's the link between them? Why did they become a couple?'
'Ithink he must have been a tennis coach or something like that,' she said with aresigned grin. 'No, I was joking. He was a driving instructor or a languageteacher. I haven't a clue really, but it was something as banal.'
'Whatimpression did you have of Ole?'
'Hewas an ordinary sort of chap, superficial� in my opinion, and hence boring� andvery jealous.'
Thetwo detectives looked at her.
'Althoughhe wasn't brutal. Just jealous. I don't think he ever did anything�'
'Justa boring, jealous man?'
'Yes.'
'Howdid the jealousy manifest itself?'
'Dearme, this is just what I've heard. I don't actually have any impression of him.'
'Whatdo you think Katrine saw in a man like Ole?'
'Status.''What do you mean by that?'
'Imean what I say. This chap looks like one of those models in a deodorantcommercial � you know, shaved head and trendy clothes. For Katrine he was astatus symbol she could show off to other women. Meat.'
'Meat?'
'Yes,that's what our young people are good at, pairing up, and I assume this chapwas well-suited for that.'
'Shehad a large tattoo around her navel. Anything symbolic in that?' Fr�lichasked.
'Noidea,' Annabeth answered, adding, 'I would guess not. It's part of the tawdryart that characterizes our patients. Something erotic, I would guess, a sexthing.'
'Doyou know if she had a past in prostitution?'
'Theyall do.'
Fr�lichraised both eyebrows.
'Mostanyway.'
'ButKatrine? Did she?'
'Shehad also experienced that segment of reality, yes.'
Gunnarstrandacoughed. 'When did you last see Katrine?'
Annabethlooked perplexed. 'On Saturday.' She cleared her throat and took the plunge.'At a party at our place. She became ill and then just left.'
'Inother words, you were one of the last people to see her alive.'
Annabethstared into the policeman's eyes for a few seconds and lowered her gaze. 'Yes�I was, with several other people.'
'Yousaid she became ill.'
'Shehad a bit of a turn and was sick. I was very shaken because I thought she wasdrunk and it would not have looked good if our patients were seen to bedrinking and spewing up at my house.'
'Butshe wasn't drunk?'
'No,she hadn't touched a drop of alcohol all evening. And it can't have been thefood either because no one else was ill.'
'Soit was a turn,' Gunnarstranda said. 'And she left the party with herboyfriend?'
'No,she must have taken a taxi on her own.'
'Musthave taken? You don't know if she did?'
'No,to be honest, I don't know how she got home.'
'Shenever did arrive home.'
Annabethclosed her eyes. 'Don't make this worse for me than it already is,Gunnarstranda. I don't know how she went off. All I know is that someone wastaking care of her. I know she left the party and I assume they put her safelyinto a taxi.'
'Butdo you know when?'
'Iwould guess at around midnight.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Fru �s,' he said, 'we have now reached a point in theconversation where I have to explain that the parameters have changedsomewhat.'
'Oh?'
Gunnarstrandadid not reply at once.
'Changed?Surely you don't think�? Oh, my goodness, what�?'
'Wedon't think anything,' the policeman said gen- dy. 'The change is that you areno longer required to protect client confidentiality. If you are not alreadyaware, I can release you from any professional oaths with immediate effect, ifnecessary, with authority from the highest�'
'Thatwon't be necessary,' Annabeth assured him. 'Should there be any problems we candiscuss them as they occur.'
'Verywell,' said Gunnarstranda. 'Earlier today a post-mortem was carried out onKatrine Bratterud.' He tossed his head to indicate where it had taken place.
'Yes,'said Annabeth.
'Fr�lichand I were present.'
'Yes.'
'Itis very important for us to have this vomiting business clear,' the detectivesaid. 'Are you positive she was sick?'
'Ididn't stand watching, if that's what you mean.'
'Whatfood did you serve at the party?'
'Whyis that?'
'Iwould like to compare it with what we found in her stomach.'
Ashudder went through Annabeth. She said: 'Filled mussel shells as a starter.After that it was a buffet: salads, cured meats and tapas � you know, marinatedolives, artichokes, that sort of thing, because it's easy, then a bit of cheeseat the end� red wine� beer� and mineral water for those who wanted it� coffeewith cognac.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'We found fragments of skin under her nails,' he continued. 'This and anumber of other details suggest she defended herself.'
'Youmean she scratched?'
Thepoliceman nodded.
'PoorKatrine,' Annabeth muttered to herself, and as neither of the policemen saidanything, she added: 'Well, I haven't run into anyone with a scratched face, ifthat's what you're wondering.' 'Why do you think Katrine's parents didn'treport her missing?'
'They'renot in a state to miss her.'
'Andwhat do you mean by that?'
'Itmeans that fru Bratterud, who lives like a gypsy, either at home in her hovel -excuse the expression; some might call it a house � or sharing a bed with anyone of a variety of men, is an alcoholic and hardly knows how old Katrine is. Idon't think her mother remembered a single birthday while she was with us.'
'Andthe father?'
'Hedied when she was ten or eleven. Originally she came from a foster home and wasadopted.'
'Afoster home,' Fr�lich said. 'So Katrine was adopted by a drunk?'
'Ipresume the mother was not a drunk when she adopted Katrine.'
'Nevertheless.'
'Mistakesare made by all public authorities, Fr�lich. For all I know, there maybe people doing twenty years in prison because of your mistakes.'
Theyounger detective was about to contradict her, but she swept him aside: 'At thecentre we have a girl of fourteen who lost four teeth as a result of policebrutality.'
'Fourteen?Rubbish.'
'Thepeople who beat her up were more concerned with the fact that she was takingpart in an anti-racist demonstration than her age. The point is that mistakesare made everywhere, Fr�lich. And I have dedicated half of my life totrying to correct such mistakes. Care for drug addicts is a continual processof repair. One shot of heroin for a thousand kroner in the street can be thestart of a slow suicide or several years of fighting against addiction, costingsociety ten million kroner. Even if Katrine does end up as a statistic at somepoint, you don't need to rush to put her on the list. It would be better tofind out who killed her.'
'Wheredid she grow up?' Gunnarstranda intervened.
'Infact, I'm not sure, but I think it was Krokstadelva or Mjondalen, Stenberg,somewhere around there, in one or other of the innumerable clumps of housesbetween Drammen and Kongsberg.'
'AndKatrine's biological parents?'
'Katrineknew that her real mother died when she was very young and that was all. Ididn't talk with her about that much.'
'Whatdid you talk about?'
'Alot about her father. She really loved him. The father who died when she wasten or eleven. That may be a possible explanation for her syndrome, feelingdrawn to a father figure, but all that is just speculation.'
Gunnarstrandanodded slowly. He said: 'There's one thing we need to know. You said somethingabout sexual abuse in childhood years. Does that apply to Katrine, too?'
'Idon't know.'
'Whatdo you mean by that?'
'Katrinewas inscrutable in this respect. I have my suspicions, but I don't know forsure.'
'Whatdo you base your suspicions on?'
'Ihave my own ideas. There are often such stories behind a great many cases likehers, as I said. These symptoms of hers � prostitution, withdrawal, drugaddiction � they can be explained by a variety of factors. But picture a girlwith a strong attachment to a father, then the father dies, the mother turns todrink and strange men wander in and out of the house� I don't know. As I said,she was inscrutable.'
'Isthere anyone who could help us clear up this point? Someone who wasparticularly close to her?'
'There'sOle, of course. They were together for quite a while, even though it wassporadic.'
'Sporadic?'
'Yes,he wanted a closer relationship than she did. You have to understand� Katrinedidn't like people getting too close� then there's Henning, the conscientiousobjector you met at our place. He spent a lot of time with Katrine. There'sSigrid, a social worker with us. Sigrid Haugom. Katrine often confided in her, butI doubt Sigrid knows any more than we do. It is not our practice to keepsecrets about our patients � amongst ourselves, I mean.'
Gunnarstrandareacted. 'But isn't that what all confidentiality is based on? Do you mean thatthe patients at Vinterhagen cannot rely on the employees' ability to keepsecrets?'
Annabethstared at him in bewilderment.
'Youwere very quick to hide behind client confidentiality,' the inspectorcontinued.
'Successfultreatment depends on openness, Gunnarstranda.'
Thepoliceman glared at her.
'Infact, that is part of our ideological platform. Complete openness,' sheexplained in a gentle voice.
Gunnarstrandadropped the subject. He said: 'As far as her male circle of acquaintances wasconcerned� was there any competition? Did Katrine's boyfriend have rivals?'
'Tobe honest, I have no idea,' Annabeth said. 'Don't take too much notice of me. Imay have imagined this jealousy of Ole's. I know very little about thesethings.'
Gunnarstrandawas making motions to return to the car.
'Youdon't need to drive me back,' Annabeth said. 'I need some fresh air and it'slate. I'll stretch my legs.'
'Beforethat I need the names of everyone at the party on Saturday.'
Annabeths reflected. 'Is that really necessary?' 'I'm afraid so, fru �s.'
Shetook a deep breath and met Frank Fr�lich�s eyes. 'Come on then,' shesaid. 'Take notes.'

Theysat watching her. She could have graced an illustration in a Norwegian fairytale. The long skirt, flat shoes and a small square rucksack on her back. Kjerringamed staven. The Woman with the Walking Stick. Except that this woman had nowalking stick. 'Do you know why all women teachers walk around with a rucksacklike that on their backs?' Fr�lich asked with a thoughtful air.
'Forbooks,' Gunnarstranda suggested.
Theother man shook his head. 'It fits exactly into the kitchen sink,' Fr�lichsaid.
'Therucksack?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Yes,so they're firmly in position when their old man wants to give them one.' Fr�lichlaughed at his own joke.
Gunnarstrandapeered up at him with disgust.
'Therucksack on the woman's back,' Fr�lich explained, 'is stuck in thesink�'
'Iunderstood,' Gunnarstranda cut in. 'I don't think being single is doing you anygood.' He stood up. 'You'd better check out the travel agency. And now we havea few names to be getting on with.'
'Andyou?'
Gunnarstrandalooked at his watch. 'I have to go home. Change clothes. Go to the theatre.'
'You?'Fr�lich burst out in dismay. 'To the theatre?'
Gunnarstrandaignored the comment. Instead he perused Fr�lich�s notes. 'I'll take inthis Sigrid Haugom on the way there,' he said. 'See you.'

Chapter Seven

Domestic Chores

Shemust have been a nice sort of girl, thought Frank, pondering what the tattooaround her navel could have meant. It didn't have to mean anything. Eventeenage girls had tattoos these days, around the tops of their arms, on theirshoulders, buttocks, breasts. People had tattoos everywhere. But, he went on tothink, that special tattoo still suggested that he might never have beenparticularly close to her. He had male friends with tattoos; Ragnar Travis hadtattoos all over his upper torso. However, since he did not know any women withtattoos he automatically assumed it was probable that he would not have got toknow this woman.
FrankFr�lich found a gap between two cars and parked the police vehicle a fewmetres away from the drive to the block of flats in Havreveien. Standing alonein the slow lift up to the third floor, he was still wondering about thetattoos. Ragnar Travis considered tattoos attractive. But as for me,
Frankthought, I could never look at a tattoo and see only that. After all, a tattoois part of the body on which it is tattooed. Thus, Frank had to conclude, heregarded the body as part of the very decoration. Any body art that cannot beremoved becomes part of the person. Or the person becomes part of the tattoo.And in that case the motif is pretty important, he thought. Thank Godshe hadn't chosen something banal like a cat or� Katrine Bratterud had hada kind of flower pattern with lots of flourishes tattooed around her navel.Irrespective of whatever stories Annabeth s and any of the others served up tohim Katrine would stand out as the woman with the embellished abdomen � a deadbody with a painting on her stomach; this painting would stand out and be aninseparable dimension of Katrine B whenever he thought about her as a livingperson. But that's my problem, he thought. I see Katrine's decision to adornher stomach as one of her dominant traits, and that's where my assessment ofher breaks down, he thought, opening the lift door to his floor. Because thiswas not just any flower. It was a lush, ornate flower � with two narrow butequally luxuriant petals licking their way down to her groin. Odd, he continuedto think, that my mind is on the tattoo rather than all of the other stuff: thedrug addiction, her childhood�
Frank'sshoulders sank as he stopped in front of his own door. It was open. He knewwhat that meant. From inside he could hear the sound of the vacuum cleaner.This was the last thing he had wanted today. The day had been too long, therehad been too much hassle and there had been too little food for that. He stoodin front of the door for a few seconds thinking. He could cut matters short,flee into town, have a beer first and then work on the theory that she wouldhave left after a couple of hours. No. Not now, not when Gunnarstranda couldring up any moment to discuss details. He pushed the door open and stepped overthe yellow vacuum cleaner blocking the way.
Shestood in her usual energetic pose, shouted a brief greeting over the noise butmade no move to switch off the machine. 'There's food on the kitchen table,'she yelled.
Frank'smother had two children she looked after very well. For Frank's sister thissacrifice was a welcome relief. Two small children and a husband doing shiftwork meant that you appreciate a helping hand. It was different for Frank. Hewas annoyed by her reproaches regarding the mess in the flat and the beerbottles in the fridge, and her fussing.
So heflipped off his shoes and walked into the sitting room without paying anyattention to her remark about the untidy shoelaces. The TV was switched on, butthere was no sound. Floyd, the English celebrity cook, was cutting ginger intolong strips and throwing them into a casserole before focusing his attention ona bottle of wine.
Fr�lichslumped listlessly on to the sofa, put his legs up and rested them on the tablethat was not in fact a table � it was an old sea chest made of unplaned wood -but a multi-purpose piece of furniture: footstool, table and a perch for handyobjects like a remote control and a mobile telephone.
Helooked at the TV screen. Floyd, with his red- wine nose and red-wine smile,smelled the casserole and then straightened up, poured red wine into a glassand knocked it back in one almighty swig. Frank raised the remote control andswitched off the television.
I mayhave seen Katrine in town, he mused. I might have turned my head for a secondlook� thought that she� or stolen a glance on the tram, noticed her profilewhen she was sitting with her nose in a magazine or a newspaper�
Hisline of thought was broken when the hall door was opened with a bang. Vacuumcleaner first, Mum next. That was how she was. Unstoppable, like the dentist'sdrill in Karius and Baktus.
'Takeit easy!' he growled in a fit of irritation. But she ignored him as always andpersevered with clenched teeth. The mouthpiece of the vacuum cleaner wasalready under the TV.
'Careful,'he shouted.
'Eh?'
Mumpushed the mouthpiece between the cables, the DVD player and the TV.
'Don'ttouch anything!' he roared, jumping up and over to the yellow vacuum cleanerand pressing the off button. The motor died with a slow whine. His motherstraightened up and put her hands on her hips. She said nothing; she stoodthere with her stomach jutting forward, a pose which expunged all opposition.
'Ican manage this myself.' he ventured � in a meek voice. 'Christ, I've got myloose hackle flies here.' He pointed to the feathered trout flies on one cornerof the table. 'The bloody vacuum cleaner might have sucked up my flies.'
Shesent him a stern look.
'I'mtrying to think,' he ventured, in an even meeker voice.
'Sothink somewhere else!' Stomach first � out you go. 'Now I'm here, I'm going tohelp. Go into the kitchen and get some food down you.'
Hewas beaten; he padded out of the room, closed the kitchen door and sat by thewindow looking out on to Europaveien � E6 � and stared down at the queue ofcars crawling its way past.
Acorpse. A woman's dead body, with no clothes on, no jewellery, nothing. Justthe eye-catching tattoo around her navel. Until the pathologist had cut openher stomach and folded the skin neatly to the sides.
Butit wasn't her lying on the table. It was something else. It wasn't herthoughts, her terror as she felt the cord around her neck tighten � until sheblacked out. It's the other her we have to deal with, he thought, and visualizedthe dead body someone had tossed away � tossed away like a used item, like somuch rubbish, like an empty shell. The lack of respect appalled him. Of all theacts the unknown perpetrator had committed against this poor woman, none was asgrotesque as tossing her away, leaving her to lie there without dignity.
I'mbecoming soft, he said to himself. Tonight I'm going to sleep badly; I'm goingto think about her.
Frankchewed at a piece of bread covered with salami and a thick layer of prawnsalad. Then he got to his feet and opened the fridge. He took out a litre ofmilk, checked the date, ripped open the top and quenched his thirst from thecarton.
Atlast there was silence in the sitting room. He could hear her reassembling thevacuum cleaner in the cupboard in the hall. 'No wonder you're not married,' sheshouted to him. 'The way this place looks!'
Hefound some cups and poured coffee that she had brewed in the machine. Heobserved the polished sheen of the kitchen window. At once he regretted hisrecent aggressive tone. 'Thank you,' he whispered, somewhat ashamed, as she satdown at the kitchen table. 'I'll drive you home afterwards.'
'Youwon't ever get me on your motorbike again,' she swore and stood up to find somesugar cubes. Frank smiled at the memory of the time she had sat in the sidecargoing down Ringveien. Mum holding on to her hat while being thrown around likea nut in a shell.
'I'vegot a car,' he assured her.
Sheshook her head. 'Then I'd rather take the
Metro.'She smacked her lips as she chewed the sugar cube and took a mouthful ofcoffee. 'No one in the street is going to be able to say I was driven home in apolice car!'
Frankcut himself another slice of bread. 'It's a civilian car,' he said. 'No policesign or anything.'
'Ohyes,' she said, indifferent. 'How's Little Napoleon?'
'Asalways.'
'Ihope someone puts that little bugger in his place one of these days.'
'He'sa good policeman.'
'He'swhat your father would have called a right basket.'
'You'reonly-saying that because you don't know him.'
'Yes,thank God.'
Franksighed. 'He's a widower. He hasn't got enough to do. That's the whole problem.In a way he's married to the job.'
'Youare, too,' she said.
'Youget hooked. You can't avoid it.'
'How'sthat?'
'It'slike this murder. It's a crazy thing to happen but it's impossible not to becaught up. Nor to want to sort it out.' 'That's all, is it? Or is it becauseyou daren't come to grips with other things in your life?'
.There she went again. Frank shook his head in despair. Before he managed to sayanything the telephone rang.
'Talkof the devil�' Frank's mother muttered. 'There he is, Little Napoleon ringingfor his foot- soldier.'
'Areyou alone?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Likea mackerel in Drobak Sound,' Frank said, taking the cordless telephone into theother room.
'Tellme when you're alone.'
'Now,'Frank said, sinking into the sofa again. 'I thought you were going to the theatre,'he continued.
'I amgoing to the theatre. Soon. I want you to go out to the rehab centre tomorrow.Talk to the lad with the goatee and ask him if he had anything going with thegirl. If you can find anyone else who knows her, talk to them, too. Will youshut up!'
'Ididn't say a word,' Frank said.
'Iwasn't talking to you. I was talking to a woman grumbling away outside. That'sdone it. Now she's as mad as hell. Good, that's made my day. Well, see you.'
'Seeyou,' Frank said, staring at the telephone.

Chapter Eight

A House in Town

Thewoman who opened the door was closer to fifty than forty and had at one timebeen very attractive. She was slim, of medium height, dressed in a nice greysuit with a skirt reaching above her knees. She regarded Gunnarstranda withexpectation and mild interest, like a nurse.
'MayI come in?' he asked straight out.
'Ofcourse, my dear. Please excuse me,' she said, beaming a broad smile which madeher even more attractive. Her hair was completely grey, like silver, andGunnarstranda guessed it was dyed. He assumed she had been blonde once.
'Annabethhas told us everything. It has hit us hard. But I didn't expect a visit fromthe police so quickly.'
Shewas bare-legged and moved with grace, without a sound. She showed him into aliving room and invited him to take a seat. 'Back in a moment.'
Thesound of classical music could be heard through concealed speakers. It wasThe Magic Flute, Mozart, one of the few pieces the policeman knew well. Thesinging made him sentimental. It made him think of Edel. And as he pursued thememory, the man and the woman in the opera were singing in unison: 'AufWiedersehen, auf Wiedersehen.'
Gunnarstrandalooked around. The CD cover lay with today's newspaper on a coffee table infront of the suite. Otherwise the room was dominated by tables: small antiquetables in elegant mahogany, one table in each corner, one alongside each wall,several bearing antique lamps, American-looking Tiffany lamps with shades ofcoloured mosaics.
Gunnarstrandastood on an oval rug with an oriental pattern. The rug lay in the middle of thefloor and softened the sound of his shoes which had made such a hard, formalclick on the oak parquet flooring. He stood on the rug, rocking on the balls ofhis feet. He listened to Pamina warbling her way through an aria as SigridHaugom was rattling cups in the kitchen. On the edge of his awareness he couldhear water running from a tap. He ran his eyes along the walls. A room of goodtaste, he thought, more taste than function: no books, no TV, but a suite ofcomfortable furniture, tables, lamps and pictures on the walls. His interestwas caught by a potted plant on the window sill and he strode over. It was abonsai tree and it was not thriving. He lifted up the pot and studied the plantwith interest. His conclusion was that the poor tree was dying. He stoodlooking outside, lost in thought. The window was south-facing and the gardenstretched gently down to a green hedge concealing a pair of tramlines behind.But over the hedge you could see the classic outline of the inner part of Oslofjord, the islands, Bunnefjord and Nesodden. One of the blue Color Lines shipswas rounding the headland towards Drobak and into the Skagerrak.
'Sugaror milk?' came a voice from behind.
Heturned and saw that the reason he had not heard her coming in was that she wasbarefoot. 'I take it black, thank you.' He put the plant pot back in its place,crossed the floor and sat down in one of the stylish chairs around the low ovalcoffee table whose wood gleamed wine-red.
Shesat down on the sofa diagonally opposite him. After a moment or two she grabbedthe remote control from the table and cut off the man's song. Tamino hesupposed. They exchanged looks as the silence enveloped them.
'Gunnarstranda,'Sigrid said as though tasting the word. 'Unusual name.' She squinted at himwith a cheeky smile playing on her lips: 'Do you like the name?'
Thepoliceman examined the elegant porcelain cups for a few seconds, considered thequestion, scented the atmosphere in the room and noted his surprise that shehad asked such a personal question without any unease. He stroked thegilt-edged plate, then looked her straight in the eye and smiled. 'What sort ofquestion is that? No one likes their name, do they?'
Shecocked her head, satisfied with the answer: 'I suppose you're right.'
'Yes,'Gunnarstranda said, sampling the coffee and informing her with a tiny nod ofthe head and an appreciative pursing of the lips that it was good. 'In our cultureit's the women who have been obliged to change their names; man's lot has beento accept his identity and to perpetuate the name.'
Shestared into space for a second before gathering herself. 'But if you didn'tlike your name you could have changed it, I suppose. It's possible.'
Gunnarstrandaleaned back in the chair. 'I didn't come here to talk about me,' he mumbled,crossing his legs. 'But now that we're on the subject, I disliked my name as achild. And for a long time I thought everyone did � dislike their name. Butthat's not the case. And as I grew older I realized that I disliked peopletaking pseudonyms and aliases even more.' Taking in the room with a sweep ofhis arm, a gesture that was intended to include the splendid view, the lavishinterior and her general social affiliation, he continued: 'Well, what is alady like yourself doing in a place like�'
'� arehab clinic for drug abusers? Nothing could be more normal,' Sigrid said. 'Ibelong to the mediocre majority of women in West Oslo. I am one of those whohave tired of shopping and housewives' holidays on the south coast and havedecided to go back to work now that their children rate friends higher thanhome.'
'Whenis that?'
'Whenchildren enter their teens, or the child, in our case. We went to school at thesame time: Joakim to senior high school, me to Diakonhjemmet University tostudy social work. I've been working with Annabeth for three years now.'
'Joakim- is that your son?'
Shenodded.
'Whatdoes he do now?'
'He'sin the US, studying economics at Yale.'
'Notbad.'
'Veryright and proper, you mean, for herr and fru Haugom of Grefsen.'
'Soyou're a little critical of the boy's choice of education?'
'Let'sjust say working with drug addicts puts Western capitalism and financialpolitics in perspective.'
'Interesting.'
'Why'sthat?' She curled her legs up under her on the sofa.
'Becauseyou appear to be middle-class, but you choose to work with drug addicts and arecritical of�' He searched for words.
'Ofour official drugs policy,' she completed, pensive and focusing in front ofher.
'Howdo you get on with the patients?'
'Prettywell actually. I would say I'm doing a good job.'
'You'rethriving?'
'Yes,and the patients with me.'
'AndKatrine?'
Shenodded. 'Katrine was the young, silly type. Excuse my language. I liked hervery much; she had looks, style, a future and all that, but at the same timeshe was envious of me.'
Gunnarstrandasmiled in acknowledgement.
'Shewas envious of my life, house, money and the car I drive. Please don'tmisunderstand me. Such envy is healthy. That type of girl, however, needsclear, specific models; their personality is too fragile and their self-imagetoo vulnerable to come to terms with the fact that life can be hard. Theirwhole problem is that when they come face to face with reality, when they areconfronted by adversity and the going gets tough, they resort to drugs. That isa world they can control; the drugs milieu is full of clich�s, as youknow. Not even the worst soap opera on TV can be as superficial or hollow or asfull of vacuous phrases as a conversation between two addicts.'
Gunnarstrandasipped his coffee and was on the point of saying something.
'I'msorry,' Sigrid said, suddenly seeming depressed. 'It's just that I can't takeit in that I'm talking about Katrine. Of course I know she's dead, but it'sstrange anyway�'
'Ifshe had died in a different way,' the policeman said, 'let's suppose, of theclassic overdose, for example, I daresay we would not have been sitting herediscussing her.'
SigridHaugom closed her eyes and let out a deep sigh. Silence fell over the room.*Gunnarstranda leaned back and watched her from beneath half- closed eyelids.She shifted position, cleared her throat and said: 'Death is not so unusual inthis job, of course. We've had several patients who have died. Death andoverdoses are daily topics of conversation � in fact. But addicts are neverkilled by someone else; they tend to kill themselves.' She looked down.
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'What did you think about fru �s inviting her to a party at herhome on Saturday?'
'Iwas against it, and I definitely thought it was premature.'
'Whatdo you mean by premature?
'Thedifficulty for our patients is that they often have to be fundamentalists tosurvive. They have to be off all drugs, off alcohol and off former friends. Doyou understand? But the world isn't like that. The world is full of overlappingnetworks. Reality consists of people who build alliances. The world is full ofdouble standards and territorial battles. At the Centre we do have occasionalparties. Everyone does. But I didn't like Katrine being there. For our patientsit's tough to face the fact that the very people who work every day at riddingthem of their addictions turn to alcohol when they want to enjoy themselves.Everyone drinks with moderation. Well, maybe not everyone. Some drinkthemselves legless. The difference between an addict and a so-called normalperson is that the latter can adapt their lives to the demands of everydayliving. They go to work sober, drink a beer in the sun � but they stop there.In my opinion, the kind of party Annabeth has is a revolting ritual.Revolting is my word and I am against that kind of ritual. When a patientlike Katrine takes part, the party changes character; it becomes a sort ofconfirmation ceremony, with the patient showing us that she can deal with thelife to which she has to return.'
Asort of initiation test into the normal world?'
'Notmy words, but you've got my point.'
'Butweren't you worried when she fell ill?'
SigridHaugom sighed and stared out of the window, sunk in her own thoughts whileabsentmindedly running a hand up and down her leg and scratching herself. Theroom was silent except for a wall clock and its hollow, raindrop-like, tickingsounds. Gunnarstranda peered up at it: old-fashioned craftsmanship with a dialmade of matt porcelain, covered in stains. The Roman numerals were neatlypainted and the same neatness was visible on the clock hands. A carved eagleadorned the wooden clock, and the pendulum that hung next to the wall swungfrom side to side between two weights, much like fir cones in appearance.
'Nowshe's dead of course, but as a rule we would have been worried, yes,' thesilver-haired woman said.
'Butat the time, during the party?'
'Itried to talk to her, but then she seemed to recover. She must have eatensomething she couldn't stomach and then it passed�'
'Soher behaviour didn't give cause for alarm?'
'Nowthat you ask, I think perhaps we should have taken the whole affair moreseriously.'
'Hasthis sort of thing happened before? I mean that a patient is sick in this way?'
Aneloquent smile played on Sigrid's lips. 'It was the first time I'd been to thatsort of party. For the Centre, that is. Such parties are not that usual.'
'Whatwas the occasion?'
'Itwas a party for the staff � an end-of-summer celebration. I suppose Katrine hadbeen invited because she was leaving us for the big, wide world. Her treatmentat the Centre would have been finished in the summer.'
'Arethere many patients you can declare drugs- free?'
'Ourstatistics are not very good, no.'
Gunnarstrandasat looking at the floor. 'Are anyone's statistics good?' he asked at length.
'Yes,some are. Nothing exceptional, but there are better statistics than ours.However, even if Katrine was the patient who had achieved most, that doesn'tmean that we don't have a lot to do. Some of the blame for the bad figures hasto lie with the legislators. Patients come to us as a result of compulsionorders, but they only last for a little time, and if we don't have theauthorization to hold them, they often go. It's the same as with many so-callednormal people: they take the path of least resistance.'
'Whydo you think she was ill that night? Do you think it had anything to do withthe food?'
'Ihave no idea.'
Gunnarstrandawaited while Sigrid reflected. She was sitting with her legs folded beneath heron the sofa, holding an ankle with one hand and supporting herself with theother. 'I remember Katrine and Annabeth were in conversation, and that I walkedtowards them. Her boyfriend, who was there, did the same. He caught her whenshe fell.'
'Shefainted?'
'Idon't know.'
Gunnarstrandawaited.
'Shemight have fainted.'
'Whatdid you do?'
'Ifollowed the two of them, her and her boyfriend, to the bathroom and, after awhile he came out, leaving her inside. He said she felt better and would be outin a while. I waited for a bit, and after a few more minutes I knocked on thedoor. But she wouldn't open up. A little later she shouted to me thateverything was fine and opened the door. Then I went in; she was sitting on thetoilet lid. I remember I washed her face. She seemed fine, but was a littleshaky. I remember she asked me to call a taxi, but then didn't bother, that isto say she told me not to bother. She said she would come out of the toilet,but that she might leave the party early. So I went.'
'Didyou say anything else to her?'
'No.Some time later I asked Annabeth, but she thought she had gone home earlybecause she was ill.'
'Whatdid you think then?'
'Iwas nervous. She was upset because of an incident that took place earlier inthe day and -'
'Whatsort of incident?' Gunnarstranda interrupted.
'Ithink someone from her former life had appeared in the travel agency where shewas working.'
'Who?'
'Idon't know the name. But she rang me a couple of hours before we left forAnnabeth's. It must have been about five o'clock, I think, so it was after shehad finished work. She said something had happened.' Sigrid frowned. 'The wholething was a bit incoherent, but I think she said someone from the drugs milieushe had been part of turned up at her workplace. That was why she had to talkto me. She insisted on it.'
'Whyyou?'
'Because�'Sigrid searched for words.
Gunnarstrandaleaned back in the chair, silent.
'Becausewe talked a lot. We got on well.'
'Butwhat did she want to talk about?'
SigridHaugom deliberated. 'I asked if we couldn't talk on the phone, but she said no.I remember I looked up at that clock.' Sigrid pointed to the wall where theclock in the brown box was ticking loudly. 'It was past five and we had to beat Annabeth's for half-seven. And I was working out how much time I would needfor a shower and the other things I needed to do. I� well� I tried to make itall fit, let me put it like that, and asked if I should pop by before we wentto the party, but she said no.'
'Andhow did she go on?'
Sigridshrugged. 'Words to the effect of� then we can chat later, or something likethat. I wasn't so happy with that because I knew she was very touchy in thatarea, about being rejected, so I asked: Are you sure? And once again Ioffered to drive down to hers. But then she asked me if I had time tomorrow,that is, the day after, on Sunday. And I said yes, but, well, that didn'tmaterialize.'
'Canyou remember what she said had happened, the precise words she used?'
Thewoman on the sofa turned this over in her mind. Gunnarstranda sipped his coffeeand sent her another complimentary glance.
Sigridclosed her eyes. 'She said:I've had a visit� or: Something happened atwork� I've had a visit from the past. I have to talk to you or I'm going tosnap. Something like that � I can't remember the exact words.'
'� orI'm going to snap?'
Sigridnodded.
'Howdid you interpret that expression?'
'Notin any special way. As a way of speaking, like: I think I'm going to faintor: I think I'm going to die, as some people say.'
'Andwhat did you answer?'
'Isaid:Who was it then, my love? Or:My dear, who was it then?'
'Youwere so intimate? My dear? My love?'
'Yes,in fact we were.'
'Doyou address other patients in the same way?'
'Igenerally get on well with patients.'
'Butyou address them all in the same way?'
'Youcould say that Katrine was� I suppose it is true to say there was somethingspecial about our relationship.'
'Whywas that?'
Sigridtook her time. In the end, she said: 'Because it was her, and it was me.' Shethought a bit more. 'Maybe Katrine was different, yes, I think she was. Katrinewas special.' Sigrid seemed to be clarifying her thinking to herself. She satstaring into space, lost in thought. 'There was something about Katrine,' shesaid at length, and added, 'Oh, I don't know. When it comes to the crunch itmight just have been the chemistry, but on top of that she had confided in meover a long period.'
'Confided?'
'Yes,it wasn't perhaps very therapeutic, but she preferred me to many others.'
'Butshe didn't say who it was that had visited her or what had happened?'
'No.The conversation turned into a discussion of when to meet.' 'Did you try tocontact her on Sunday?'
'Irang her in the afternoon, but got no answer.'
'Howdid you interpret that?'
'Ithought she had forgotten or she would get back to me later. After all, wehadn't made any specific arrangement.'
Gunnarstrandacoughed. He considered his next question. 'What sort of person is herboyfriend?'
'Anempty shell.'
'Shell?'
'Ithink so. There's a lot of facade, but not much in here.' She tapped her templewith her middle finger. 'He was also jealous, not very mature� yes, in factthat covers it� not very mature.'
'Ishe violent?'
'Idon't think so.'
'Doyou think he hit her?'
'No.'She shook her head. 'No, I would have known.'
'Howdid the jealousy manifest itself?'
'Iguess he was afraid she was intimate with other men.'
'Wasshe?'
'Ihave no idea.'
'Shedidn't take you into her confidence about everything?' 'It would be morecorrect to say I wasn't interested in that type of confidence.'
'Didanyone at the party make advances to her?'
'Advances?'
Gunnarstrandalooked her straight in the eye. 'I think you understand what I mean. Did anyoneat the party "follow her, have sexual intentions, that is?'
'Idoubt it.'
'Why?'
Sigridstared into space. She was thinking. 'Then the individual concerned must haveleft the party,' she said at last. 'And�' She continued to think. 'And so asnot to be found out this individual must have returned�'
'Yes,that's a possibility.'
'No�'she took her time, staring upwards. 'That seems quite unlikely.'
'Butdoes it seem impossible?'
'Whatdo you mean?'
'Well,'said the policeman. 'You knew her, she confided in you some of the time andthere is a good chance someone followed her. Whether it was feasible is anothermatter. Can you say, with your hand on your heart, that everyone at the partystayed in the house all that evening and night?'
'No.''Why not?'
'Somewent into town. After all, the meal was over. Some were upstairs, some weredownstairs, some were at the bottom of the garden or behind the bushes. Whoknows.'
'Doyou remember who went into the city centre?'
'Agang of them went to dance at Smuget� there was a man we called Goggen who wasthe leader and desperate to go � he's an ergonomist � his real name is GeorgBeck. I know Bj�rn Gerhardsen left�'
'Thehost, Annabeth's husband?'
'Yes,he's just an overgrown schoolboy. He wanted others to join them. Quite a few ofthe younger ones went along. I don't know how many there were. At any rate,Goggen and Bj�rn Gerhardsen. Plus a few others. Katrine's boyfriend, OleEidesen, may have been with them.'
'Whydo you think that?'
'Icouldn't see him or Katrine anywhere. Either he went with Katrine or he wentwith Goggen and the others to town.'
'Andyou?'
'Me?I went hither and thither.' She put on a tentative smile. 'Do you think I�?'
'Wedon't think anything, but we may need to hear some of the confidences.' 'Howso?'
'Shemay have said something that has a connection with the case. So I would likeyou to contact us if you remember anything.' He rose to his feet. Sigridfollowed suit. 'Of course,' she assured him.
Gunnarstranda:'How did you hear about her death?'
'Well,at today's morning meeting I brought the issue up as I hadn't heard fromKatrine, and someone had seen the news last night, an item about a dead womanbeing found in Mastemyr. I don't know why but suddenly everyone was frightenedit could be Katrine. Henning,- a social worker with us, was given the task ofringing her at work to check.' Sigrid's smile was weary. 'And I don't know ifthat was before or after you were contacted,' she added.
'Andyou have no idea why she fell ill at the party or where she went after leavingyou?'
'Nota clue.'
'Whendid you leave the party?'
'Iwas picked up by my husband.'
'When?'
'Late,very late, it was beginning to get light.'
'Youhave a nice husband.' 'He's always there for me. When we were younger I thoughtthis self-sacrifice was a bit wearing. Now it's just great.'
'Butwhy did you stay so long?'
'Wekept going. I talked to Annabeth for a long time. It was a cross between asewing circle and a business meeting. The last guests left at around half pastfour, I think. Afterwards I helped Annabeth to tidy up. Before I left, Bj�rncame back from town.'
'Whattime was that?'
'As Isaid, it was beginning to get light, so I would guess it must have been aroundfour in the morning.'
'Wasthe party a success?'
'Yes,I think so.'
'Wasthere anyone in particular Katrine spoke a lot to during the evening?'
'Well,that's hard for me to say. She left the party early and I sat quite a distancefrom her during the meal. I saw her with her boyfriend having coffee. That wasall I noticed about her � until she was ill.'
Gunnarstrandagot to his feet and walked to the door.
'Verynice to meet you,' Sigrid Haugom said to his back. The detective inspectorturned in the doorway. He stood thinking.
'Yes?'Sigrid said.
'Doyou know anything about her background, her childhood?'
Sigridshook her head. 'I went home with her once.'
Gunnarstrandawaited.
'Itwas very sad.'
'Why'sthat?'
'Hermother lives in a pretty derelict house. She was living with a man, but she wasalone when we arrived. It was Katrine's birthday and she hadn't remembered. Thewoman hadn't seen Katrine for two years, and she served up tinned spaghetti onpaper plates.'
Gunnarstrandapulled a face.
Sigridsaid. 'Katrine couldn't cope. She ran out and I think that was the last timethe two of them saw each other.'

Chapter Nine

The Soir�e

PoliceInspector Gunnarstranda was sitting in his office. He had taken his placebehind his cramped desk on which there was a black computer, an electrictypewriter, a mug jammed with biros, a pile of periodicals, a hole punch, anempty, faded red ash tray inscribed with cinzano in peeling white letters onthe side and a great many loose sheets of paper.
Heundid the buttons of his blue blazer and loosened the tight knot of thetramline-blue tie over his shirt. The chair creaked as he leaned back and crossedhis legs, forcing the trouser material up and exposing one unusually white legover the edge of the sock. One angry black shoe bounced up and down in the air.
Thetelephone rang. He lifted the receiver. 'And thank you, too,' he said. 'I'vejust arrived. Yes, it was great. I seldom go to the theatre. But that's whatit's like being a policeman. I have to sort out a few things here even thoughit's late.'
Onehand rested on the typewriter. The other pulled out the report he had justpounded into shape. He read through it as the voice continued to speak into hisear.
'Theless we say about that the better,' he said, listening for a while, then hegrunted a goodbye and cradled the telephone. He sat gazing out of the window.It was beginning to get dark outside. So it was very late. Nevertheless it wastoo early to see stars in June; all he could see was the flashing green lightof a plane flying so high no sound could be heard.
Therewas a knock at the door. Frank Fr�lich stuck his head in. Gunnarstrandanodded.
'Likeit?' Fr�lich asked, closing the door behind him. He lumbered over andslumped down in his chair, which groaned under the weight. He was wearing bluejeans, trainers and a T-shirt with a Friends of Beer logo beneath a blue denimjacket. His wavy, grey hair was in a mess and so long that it was growing overhis ears. He needs a haircut, thought Gunnarstranda, a haircut and to go on adiet. Fr�lich�s stomach bulged out beneath his ribs, and, sittingupright in a chair, as he was now, it was only a question of time before hewould be able to use it as a coffee table.
'Likewhat?' asked Gunnarstranda;
'Theplay.'
Gunnarstrandatook his time and looked down at himself. He straightened his tie and cufflinks. 'No,' came the conclusion. 'I didn't.'
'Whatwas wrong with it?'
'Thecrowd who took me there.'
'Butthey have nothing to do with the play. What did you see?'
'Faust.'
'I'veheard it's supposed to be shit-hot.'
Gunnarstrandaconsidered this. 'Well, I liked the play. The text is good apart from thesetemptations to which he's exposed. I mean, they were so banal: young women insuspender belts and all that. I had expected a bit more from Goethe, not tomention Mephistopheles!'
'Whodid you go with?'
'Falk-Andersen,his wife and his sister.'
'Properbit of match-making, eh?'
'Properpains in the arse more like. Of course, they enjoyed the play.'
'Andwho is Falk-Andersen?'
Gunnarstrandasighed. 'A botanist. Retired academic. Even if I'd tried I'm not sure I couldhave offended any of them.'
'Verygood,' Fr�lich said. He sat back in his chair with a glazed look, thensaid, 'I've been talking to the people at the travel agency where KatrineBratterud worked.'
Gunnarstrandaraised his arm and checked his watch. He realized he should have eaten a longtime ago and tried to work out if he was hungry.
'Fristadrang,' mumbled the detective inspector. 'Director of Public Prosecutions.'
Thencame the cough. He put his feet on the floor and succumbed to it heart andsoul. Pains shot through his chest, his breathing was like a rotten elasticband and he knew he looked dreadful.
Afterthe attack had finally abated, he swung round his chair, opened the window wideand took out a short, fat stump of a roll-up from his pocket.
'Don'tthink that's very healthy,' Fr�lich ventured.
Thepolice inspector waited until his breathing was normal before answering.'Nothing's healthy. Working's not healthy, sleeping's not healthy, even thefood we eat makes us ill.' He stuck out his lower lip like a monkey as he litthe roll-up, so as not to burn his lips.
'Whydon't you roll a new one?' Fr�lich exclaimed in disgust.
'If Ilight them several times, 1 can reduce my smoking to eight a day,'Gunnarstranda retorted. 'Eight a day.'
'Soyou think it's healthier to smoke that tarry goo than to have a few puffs at afresh one?'
'Yousound like Falk-Andersen's sister!' Not to burn himself Gunnarstranda washolding the tiny dog-end with the nails of his thumb and first finger. Thefingers formed a circle and he pursed his lips as he blew the smoke out.
'Idon't give a damn if you smoke yourself to death,' Fr�lich said indesperation. 'It's the aesthetics of it that I find distasteful.'
'OK,OK,' mumbled the inspector, swinging round and dropping the extinguished, browntobacco-corpse in a long-necked ashtray behind him. He wore a lop-sided smileand fetched a new roll-up from his pocket. 'Nine a day,' he grinned, and litup.
FrankFr�lich shook his head.
'You'reright,' Gunnarstranda said, inhaling. 'This one's better; this one won't makeme ill. By the way, Fristad was wondering why we didn't trot out the standardphrases to the press � mutilated body, vicious rape, the worst I've seen in mypolice career and so on.'
'Andwhat did you answer?'
'Nothing.'
'Butwas it rape?'
'Lookslike it,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Wehave to find out what she was doing after midnight,' Fr�lich said.
'Shewent to a fast food place.'
'Isthat right?'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'They have identified the food we saw in her stomach as minced meat,bread and potatoes, most probably fast food. So it seems as if it was rightthat she brought up Annabeth s's fine supper. Our problem is to find out whenand where she ate the meal.'
'Iwas talking to her colleague,' Fr�lich said. 'A lady of about fifty, theaunty-type, you know, with grownup kids, liked to keep an eye on the girl� shesays she was good at the job and attractive and cheerful and happy and allthat.'
'And?'
'Well,she knew the girl was undergoing treatment, off drugs and off bad influences.The lady at the travel agency says something odd happened�'
Thetelephone rang. Gunnarstranda sent it an angry glare. It continued to ring. Fr�lichasked, 'Aren't you going to answer it?'
Histooth enamel glistened and the lenses of his glasses flashed as Gunnarstrandasnatched the receiver and slammed it down straightaway.
Fr�lichstared at the dead telephone.
'Goon,' said Gunnarstranda.
'Onthe day she disappeared a guy entered the shop and went for her.'
'That'sthe second person who's told us about the incident,' Gunnarstranda said. 'Thegirl rang Sigrid Haugom on the Saturday and said the same. What does she meanby� went for her?'
Fr�lichread his notes. 'A roughneck, about forty years old with salt and pepper hair,pony tail, earring and an ugly scar on his arm. The man threatened Katrine andtried to attack her but gave up when Katrine asked� Katrine asked me� asked meto call the police.' Fr�lich peered up.
'Thislady,' Fr�lich said, 'was left in shock. She asked Katrine who he wasand why he had flown at her. She says Katrine admitted she had known the manonce, but she had not seen him for many years.'
'Whatis salt and pepper hair?'
Fr�lichreflected. 'Salt-and-pepper colour.'
'Blackand white?'
'No,more grizzled, a bit like me.'
'You'regrey, not grizzled.'
'Somesay I'm grizzled.' 'How did he threaten her?'
Fr�lichread from his notebook. 'You do as I say, or: You bloody do what Itell you.'
'Soshe had refused to do something for this man?'
Fr�lichnodded. 'Sounds possible.'
'It'snot much of a lead, of course.' Gunnarstranda pulled a face. 'So we're lookingfor someone from the drugs scene who recently threatened our girl. The womanfrom the travel agency had better have a look at the rogues' gallery. And youcan check with the boys in Narcotics if this salt-and-pepper roughneck ringsany bells with them.'

Chapter Ten

Freedom is Another Word

Itwas Frank Fr�lich�s second visit to the Vinterhagen centre; this time hewas not pelted with rotten tomatoes. He was sitting with Henning Kramer in whatappeared to be a classroom. Beside the board hung a poster with the legendSay No to Drugs - and a picture of an athlete, presumably a sports star.Frank was not sure who it was. Her face meant nothing whatsoever to him. Tofill the time, he let his eyes wander through the window where there was littleto attract his attention except for the yellow accommodation building. Theplace seemed quite dead. There was no visible activity to be discerned at all.Not so strange perhaps, he thought. They must be affected by what had happened.Almost three minutes had passed since he asked a simple opening question to theman sitting on the dais. From that moment Henning Kramer had been studying acorner of the ceiling with his first finger resting against the tip of his chinas he ruminated. 'Feel free to answer,' Fr�lich said to Kramer.
'I'mthinking,' he said.
'Fromwhat I've heard you spent a lot of time together. You must have known what shewas like.'
'Whoshe was or what she was like?'
Fr�lichsighed and faced the intense man who was still staring at the ceiling with thesame concentration. 'Is there any difference?' he asked with a yawn.
'Perhapsnot,' Kramer mused.
Fr�lichrealized he had before him a man who weighed words and therefore he essayed alinguistic compromise: 'What sort of person was she?'
Kramerclosed his eyes. 'Katrine was carrying a dream,' he said, opening his palms,'the dream of being crazy, the dream of standing on the motorway andhitch-hiking and feeling free, jumping into a car and saying or doing somethingwhich would amaze the driver. Bobby thumbed a diesel down just before itrained and took us all the way to New Orleans. That's it, isn't it? Thepoint, and Katrine didn't realize this, is that drivers are no longer amazed.You can't say anything that hasn't been heard before. There is nothing that hasnot been said before, or done for that matter, and the poor kids with flaredpants and headbands hitch-hiking by the roadside or those rolling naked in themud at the Roskilde festival, they might think they're demonstrating a counter-culturebut they're just a tourists' sideshow, which for some people might be a nicereunion with another time. It's a bit like seeing those keyrings with the imageof Jerry Garcia, the ones you can buy at Fisherman's Wharf in San Francisco.You don't believe it until you see them, but when you do, it's proof that theso-called youth revolution has finally been absorbed into history and canonizedby the middle classes. So it's sad for those who still believe they're livingin the sixties or the seventies because what they believe they're part of isnothing!'
Kramerjumped down on to the floor and strolled over to the window where he stood withhis back to Fr�lich.
'Katrinenever understood that it is pointless to escape into freedom,' Kramer said, and,roused, turned around: 'Freedom is not a state of mind or somewhere you canescape to. Freedom has to be grasped; it's here, inside yourself, and you findit in the things you do and think. It's about being your own master and masterof the situation you find yourself in. You can't escape to freedom, only fromit. It's only when you stand up and accept the world as it is, place yourselfin it and grasp your own reality that you are free.'
Fr�lichstifled a yawn. Then he glanced up from his notepad. Kramer was out of breath,excited. Fr�lich looked down at the blank page in his pad and jotted inhis neat handwriting: Remember to ring Eva-Britt before four. Julie,Eva-Britt's daughter, had a place in an after-school care centre in Majorstuen.Eva-Britt had a special meeting on Tuesdays and they had a tacit agreement thatFrank would collect Julie on these days. But the timing was bad. He would haveto send her a message.
AsFrank couldn't think of any other things he needed to remember, he cleared histhroat and asked in a toneless voice, 'But that's what Katrine was doing,wasn't she? From what I've understood she was ridding herself of illusions, shewas officially clean and had a job with a travel agency.'
'Shecouldn't cut the mustard though because she couldn't be with normal people.'
'Whatdo you mean?' Frank asked, elated to have steered the conversation away fromabstractions.
'Shecouldn't be normal. She wasn't capable of it. It made her feel sick at thatbloody party of theirs; she couldn't take the reality they had to offer.'
'Soyou don't think she was really ill at the party?'
'Shewas no more ill than I am now!'
'Youmean she threw up because she could not take their reality?'
'Yes.'
'Butwhat was it that she couldn't take? In concrete terms.'
'What?'Henning's smile was sardonic, caustic. 'She didn't want to be like them!'
'Them?'
Kramer'seyes flashed. 'She hated the thought of signing up to a culture where youchange your personality as you change your clothes. These so-called modelsthat Vinterhagen serves up, they waltz off from a job where theypreach for a natural release of endorphins in the brain, where they repeattime after time how dangerous drugs are, how empowering it is to tell thetruth, to admit to your own mistakes and to recognize that life in itself isone long intoxication, then they waltz off and don another dress, orsuit, or hat, and instead of evangelizing that same claptrap they getplastered over supper before daring to say a few words of truth to each otherand drink even more so that they can shag each other behind the bushesand blame the booze afterwards. Don't you see?'
'Aren'tyou one of these models yourself?'
'Ihope not.'
Fr�lichwatched him, unsure about how to continue. 'I understand what you're sayingabout seeing through double standards,' he said. 'But this person was an adult,academically bright by all accounts and she had a past on the streets. She musthave known what the world was like, how it worked. She can't have thrown upbecause her hypotheses proved to be correct.'
'You'remistaken there,' Kramer said in a gentle tone. 'That is the precise reason whyshe spewed up. She spewed up the two of them: Bj�rn and Annabeth.'
'Why?'
'Because�'Henning Kramer hesitated and fell silent.
'Tellme.'
'Onceupon a time she screwed Bj�rn Gerhardsen while she was whoring to getmoney for dope.'
Frank'sbrow furrowed with scepticism. That particular piece of information stank. Heunderlined his own perception by pulling a face and shaking his head.
'It'strue,' the other man retorted � before continuing in a calmer key: 'Well, Idon't give a shit whether you believe me or not. The point is that sherecognized the guy from the past, and that's fine. Annabeth s is not that sexy,I suppose, so her old man rents himself a tart now and then. He's not alone indoing that. But the problem was that the guy didn't appreciate that he had tokeep a low profile. My God, it traumatized her. She did have sex on the oddoccasion, but it was a difficult thing for her. And then the guy turns it onand wants her again, right, for nothing, behind one of the bushes in the garden.'
'Thatnight? At the party?'
'Precisely.'
'Areyou sure about that?' the policeman snapped.
'Shetold me.'
'Whatdid she say? Her exact words.'
'Hetried it on. Mr Nice Guy. Those were the words she used. And that was allwe said about the matter.'
'Thatwas all she said. Mr Nice Guy?'
'Wehad talked about this business before, that she had, well� recognizedGerhardsen and so on. Both Annabeth and Bj�rn are pretty pathetic,right, in their way, and when we talked about them� well, from then on wecalled him Mr Nice Guy. It was a bit like an internal code between two people.We joked about it because during the day he's the Vinterhagen chairman andduring the night he buys himself a chunk of potential patients. We dubbed himMr Nice Guy. Ironic, of course.'
Fr�lichstudied his notes. 'And when did she tell you this?'
'Afterthe party.'
Fr�lichstraightened up in his chair.
'Therewas something special about that night, you see. I drove up to collect her. Shecalled me.'
'Shecalled you? When?'
'Saturdaynight. Around twelve. I was sleeping in front of the TV. She woke me, called meon my mobile.'
Fr�lich,excited: 'And you drove there to collect her?'
'Yes
'Whatmake is your car?'
'Idon't have a car. It was my brother's. He's abroad at some seminar. In thePhilippines. I'm allowed to borrow his car when he's off on a trip. An Audi.She came to meet me in the road, wearing the same gear, right, provocative -her skirt was transparent with the street light behind her � her dream clothes.At that moment she saw herself as some chick in a promo video and she jumpedover the car door. She didn't open the door � it's a convertible, you see, andthen she tied her blouse around her hair, no, that was afterwards, but what I'mtrying to say is that she got off on the car trip, on the night, on-being in anopen car with me. Her hair was blowing into her face, right, round the bendsdown Holmenkollen, and she cast around for something to tie her hair with, butshe had nothing, so she took off her top, with just a black bra underneath, andthat gave her a kick, sitting there in her bra. That was the dream. Likefeelin' free. We drove down to Aker Brygge, to the McDonald's. It was heridea, and we ate there. She wanted a cheeseburger and stood there dressed asshe was. It was like the fulfilment of this dream. Like� like� Christ, someoneshould have strung up that word like. I am so sick and tired of sayingit. Anyway, I'm pretty sure she was a millimetre away from shooting up thatnight. She was high, really high, and when I asked, before we took off fromAker Brygge, what had happened like, or why she was so high, she ignored me,just for a second. I could see she didn't want to talk about it because shedidn't want to come down from the clouds she was on, if I can say that. Shelike saw me for a second and said: Mr Nice Guy. He tried it on� And Ijust stood looking at her.'
'Andthen?'
'Thenwe took the E6 � the old Mossevei � almost as far as Ingierstrand.'
'And?'
'Iparked there.'
'InIngierstrand?'
'No,I stopped there at first, but we weren't on our own. After a while another carparked in the large car park there, so we drove on to the Mosseveien crossingand turned right, out towards Lake Gjer, past Tyrigrava. We stopped in a carpark not far from the E18, facing the lake, very nice spot.'
'And?'
'Thenwe talked.'
'Whatabout?'
'Lifein general.'
'Notthe party?'
'Nota word.'
'Nothingabout her, about what had happened that day?'
'No,just about dreams.'
Andthen?'
'Thenwe had sex.'
'Ithought she was with a guy called Ole Eidesen.'
HenningKramer shrugged.
'Wereyou jealous of Eidesen?'
'Notin the slightest, more the other way around � he was jealous of me� perhaps.' v'Why should he have been?'
'Katrinewas more open with me, I suppose, and he suspected us of sleeping together nowand then.'
'Didyou?'
'Nowand then.'
Fr�lichchewed his biro and waited.
'Notthat often, only when she wanted it. The last time was a long time ago now,many weeks ago.'
'Didyou think of the relationship as love?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Letme be precise,' Frank said, sitting up erect. 'I'm asking you if you wanted aso-called official relationship with her, just the two of you.'
'Itwas just the two of us. She always came back to me. But I was the one whodidn't want her so close. In that way we were closet on a soul level.'
'On asoul level?'
'Yes.'
'Witha bit of body now and then?'
'Yes.'
'Butthat night who took the initiative? Who suggested intercourse?'
'Shedid.'
Frankwas silent.
'It'sincorrect to say suggested. It was in the air.
Youcould say that we like had sex from the moment she sat in the car. Making lovewas just a kind of conclusion � the final bit that was missing.'
'Didyou use contraceptives?'
'No.'
'Wheredid you make love?'
'Inthe car.'
'Thatnight you say she was wearing a black bra and a top?'
'Ablouse, black, and a skirt.'
'Wasshe wearing anything else?'
'Notas far as I know.'
'Nopanties?'
'Ididn't see her taking them off.'
'Soshe was walking around naked under her skirt?'
'No,she was wearing them. She pushed them to the side� if we have to be technical.'
'Soshe was dressed when you were having sex?'
'Yes,that is, she was wearing a skirt and I folded down her bra.'
'Andthe blouse?'
'Sheput that back on later.'
'When?'
Kramerfrowned as he deliberated. 'When I drove her home,' came the eventual answer.*- 'Was that long afterwards?'
'Maybean hour or two. We slept for a while, at least I did.'
'Howlong did you sleep?'
'Iwoke up at just after half past two. She had left the car. She woke me up asshe got back in.'
'Andyou're sure it was half past two?'
'02:37.1looked at the clock in the car.'
'Andshe'd been out?'
'Yes,I heard the car door slam and she was inside and I looked at the clock and sheteased me because I was asleep. She asked if I had a cigarette. I did and so weboth smoked a cigarette, and then she asked me to drive her to Ole's place.'
'Whatclothes was she wearing?'
'Thesame.'
'Jewellery?'
'Assumeso.'
'Whatdo you mean by that? Did she have any jewellery or not?'
Kramerdidn't speak for a few seconds, as though thinking. 'Katrine always worejewellery: gold rings� bracelets� rings with twisted snake patterns and bigstones, and chains round her neck.'
'Andwhat was she wearing that night?' 'Most of it, I assume. Rings. Yes, she alwayswore rings. That night, too.' Kramer shifted, ill at ease. The policemanwatched him in silence.
'Yes?'Kramer coughed, changing position.
Fr�lichstudied the man for a few more seconds. 'And you're sure she was wearingjewellery that night? Would you swear to it?' he asked.
'Ofcourse.' Kramer's eyelids moved slowly up and back down� up�
'Whenshe came back to the car, was she wearing jewellery?'
'Ireckon so. But I didn't check her over.'
'Soyou're not sure if she was wearing jewellery when she came back?'
'Ican't swear to it that she was.'
'Butdid you ask her what she had been doing outside?'
'No.'
'Whynot?'
'Itdidn't occur to me.'
'Itdidn't occur to you?'
'No.'Henning Kramer shrugged. 'She might have been for a pee or perhaps she had justbeen stretching her legs.'
'Didshe have anything else with her? A handbag?'
'Yes,she did. Not a handbag, but a small shoulder bag with a long strap that shewore across her back. I remember that well.'
Fr�lichnodded. 'When did you set off back home?'
'Itmust have been just before three or just after. I can't remember. I was shatteredso I wanted to get home as fast as possible.'
'Wheredid you take her?'
'Notso far. She wanted to get out at the roundabout over the E6 � the one byHvervenbukta where you turn off for Holmlia.'
'That'sless than a kilometre from where she was found murdered,' the policeman said.
Kramernodded.
Fr�lichcleared his throat. 'I have to ask you once again,' he said slowly. 'Are youpositive you dropped her at this place?'
Kramercleared his throat. 'Yes,' he answered.
Fr�lichscrutinized him again. 'Why did you drop her there of all places?'
'Shewanted to walk to Ole's place. Ole lives in Holmlia. Not sure what the addressis. But she wanted to go to Ole's and walk the last bit on her own. She saidshe didn't want him to see me, if he was waiting for her.'
'Whynot?'
'Hewould have made a scene, I suppose.'
'Andthen?'
'Idrove off.' Kramer paused. All of a sudden he seemed overcome by emotion. Fr�lichtried to imagine how he would have behaved in a situation like this. Regardlessof whether the young man was telling the truth or not, it was clear that thisconversation was a strain. It had started off quite light, with philosophicalbabble about the dead girl's attitude to life. Even the conversation about theirlove-making had gone smoothly. One thing was certain, though. It wasn't smoothany more. Kramer seemed very moved; his lips were quivering. 'She waved.' Hefell silent again; his lips were still quivering. Fr�lich studied hisface and said: 'Did you notice any other cars when you dropped her? Was thereanyone following you?'
Kramerconsidered the questions, then shook his head slowly. 'I may have met the oddtaxi down on the motorway. No, I don't know. It all seemed very quiet, but whenI set out I'm sure I met a number of cars.'
'Butyou can't remember anything else about them?'
'No,I just drove, listened to music and drove.'
'Andyou didn't see her again?'
'No.'
'Didshe stand waving to you as you drove off?'
'Shewasn't standing. She was walking and she waved.' Kramer's lips quivered again.'And I didn't see her again,' he concluded.
'Tellme the exact spot where you dropped her.'
Kramercleared his throat and closed his eyes. 'We passed the car park byHvervenbukta, the one on the left hand side as you're driving into town.'
'AlongLjansbrukveien?'
'Yes,I suppose that's what it's called� We went on, towards the roundabout and thebridge over the E6, and then she said: I'll jump out here. And then�' Kramercleared his throat again.'� then I drove around the roundabout and across thebridge over the E6�'
'Yes�'Fr�lich said patiently.
'Istopped at the end of the bridge where I would turn left to get down on to themotorway. She got out there.' Kramer went quiet.
'Goon,' Fr�lich said.
'Well,I joined the motorway and didn't see her again.'
'Yousaid she started walking up�'
'Yes.''When you last saw her she was walking up the Ljabru road towards Holmlia?'
'Yes.'
'Butthen she would have had to go through a long tunnel, wouldn't she?'
Kramerlooked up. He weighed the possibility and gave a slow nod.
'Yes,she must have done.'
Frankshifted his sitting position. 'It's quite a long way to Holmlia from there. Shemust have gone through the long tunnel and then up Holmliaveien. Now I don'tremember whether there's a pavement in the tunnel, but it sounds veryimpractical to be dropped off before the tunnel�'
'Idon't know the area,' Henning Kramer interrupted.
'Butnevertheless,' Fr�lich said. 'It's two to three kilometres from theroundabout up to Holmlia. Why didn't you drive her all the way?'
'Sheasked to be dropped at the roundabout.'
Fr�lichsat observing him for a while.
Kramerstared back and coughed. 'Perhaps she went through the woods,' he suggested.'Perhaps she took a short cut.'
'ButI thought you said she started walking up the Ljabru road?' 'Yes, I did, butthere must be a short cut through the woods.'
'It'spossible, but did you see her walking through the woods?'
'No,all I know is she insisted on being dropped at the roundabout.'
Fr�lichdesisted with that line of enquiry and checked his notes. 'A car followed youto Ingierstrand, is that right?'
'No.'
'Ithought you said you couldn't be on your own in the car park.'
'Thatwas just a car parked there. A couple out for a drive, like us, I would guess.'
'Sothere were two people in the car?'
'No.No idea. I didn't see if there were two or five people in the car. I didn'tlook.'
'Didyou see what kind of car it was?'
'Don'tremember. Ordinary car, saloon, Japanese or Ford or Opel, just a bog-standardcar.'
'Colour?'
Kramershrugged. 'No idea, dark, it was night � not much light.'
'Thecar didn't follow you from Ingierstrand?'
'Don'tthink so. We were alone in the car park anyway.'
Fr�lichran this through his mind again. 'When you drove back from the place where youhad intercourse, what did you talk about?'
'Nothing.'
'Nothingat all?'
'No.'
'Youdidn't even discuss where she was going to go or what she would say to herboyfriend if he asked?'
'No.'
Fr�lichgave a slow nod, regretful that he had done this interview on his own. He letout a deep sigh.
'What'sthe matter?' Kramer asked innocently.
'I'mafraid your status has changed. You were a witness, but now you're a suspect.'
HenningKramer said nothing.
'Didyou hear what I said?' Fr�lich asked.
'Katrinewas the only person I have loved�'
^That'snot how it works,' Fr�lich said, wearied. 'Katrine was found murderedand in a condition that suggests the murder was sexually motivated. In nine outof ten such cases the murder is committed with the intention of concealinganother crime, in other words, rape. And now you claim that you had consensualsex a few hours before she was found murdered.'
'Wedid.' 'Well, that's possible, but the public prosecutor, the judge or the jurymay not see that in the same way.'
'Butwhat should I do?'
'Atany event you will have to sign a statement and give a DNA sample. And thenyou'll have to think about all the exact timings. They have to be as precise aspossible because we will have to cross-check your statement with those of otherwitnesses. So if you can remember anybody or cars with passengers or anythingthat would corroborate what you have said to me, then things would look a bitbrighter.'
Kramerstared darkly into the distance.
'Wheredid you go after dropping her off?'
'Home.'
'Where'sthat?'
'InHolmen, Stasjonsveien.'
'Isthat your brother's place?'
'No,I live there with my mother.'
'Isit your mother's or your place?'
'Mymother's.'
Fr�lichnodded and made a note. 'Was there anything Katrine said that night, anythingat all, that made you uneasy or that you wondered about or you didn'tunderstand�'
Kramersat with his eyes closed. He was sweating.
Onceagain Fr�lich rued not having a partner with him.
'Therewas one thing�' Kramer began.
'Yes?'
'Shehad a secret.'
'Uh-uh.'
'I'mtrying to think. There was something about the electricity in the air when wemet that night
'Whenyou picked her up?'
'Iasked her if she had won at bingo because she seemed so high and, like, happy,but she hadn't. She said something wonderful had happened.'
'Somethingwonderful?'
'Yes,and so I asked what it was, but she just shook her head and said she would tellme later.'
'Later?'
Kramernodded.
'Wasit your impression it was connected with the party?'
Kramershook his head.
'Haveyou any theories as to what she might have meant?'
'Notan inkling.'
Fr�lichheld out his hand peremptorily.
'Eh?'
'Thecar keys,' Fr�lich said in a gentle tone. 'You may not remember a lot ofwitnesses, but you do have one � the most important one for us in such cases.And that's the car.'

Chapter Eleven

Naming the Thug

EliseHermansen was obviously flustered when she came in. She stood in the doorwaypeering around. 'I've never been inside a police station before,' sheapologized in an anxious voice, stroking her newly coiffured hair.
'You'llbe fine,' Gunnarstranda said. He took her elbow and guided her towards thetable in the middle of the floor. 'Please take a seat. Is there anything youwould like? Coffee, for example?'
'No,thanks,' she said, sitting down. 'Do I really have to go through this?'
Gunnarstrandaconsidered the question. 'You don't have to, but it would be nice if you wouldtake the trouble.' He walked over to his desk, opened a drawer and took out apile of photographs. He stood by the desk in silence for a few seconds, butwhen she showed no intention of answering, he continued: 'From your descriptionthe man who entered your agency was about forty years old, five-foot-eleven,wore an earring and was well-built, not fat.'
EliseHermansen nodded.
'Well-built,but not fat,' Gunnarstranda repeated, looking her in the eye. 'Like thepoliceman you spoke to first � Frank Fr�lich?' Gunnarstranda gesturedtowards Fr�lich, who had just entered and was closing the door behindhim.
EliseHermansen blushed, gave a nervous smile and fluttered her eyelids.
Fr�lichgrinned. 'Do you think I'm fat� rather than well-built? Was he slimmer thanme?'
EliseHermansen was reassured by Fr�lich�s smile. 'I like men to be more thanskin and bone,' she said with more relaxed intonation. 'Let's say he wasnarrower round the waist than you.'
'Great,'Fr�lich said, winking at her. He turned to the other policeman: 'I'dlike to discuss a witness. I'll be outside.' He pointed to the other door andmade a move to leave.
'Comparedwith you, he was slim in fact,' Elise Hermansen said to Fr�lich as hewas leaving.
Fr�lichclosed the door. The lady turned to Gunnarstranda. 'I didn't mean it likethat,' she said.
'Theman was good-looking in a brutish sort of way,' Gunnarstranda read aloud.
Elisenodded again.
'Whenyou were asked what you meant by the expression "good-looking in a brutishsort of way" you answered that his face was a bit like an Italian actor's,such as Marcello Mastroianni or Sylvester Stallone.' She looked up again.
Elisenodded.
'Couldyou expand on that?'
'Therewas something about the mouth and the chin. But to be specific�'
Gunnarstrandanodded.
'Abit ravaged� masculine.'
'Isee. And when you were asked what colour his eyes were you answered that youcouldn't remember. Can you remember now?'
Eliseshook her head in regret.
'Yousaid he had salt and pepper hair, a pony tail and an ugly scar on his rightforearm.'
Elisenodded.
'Butyou can't remember his name? Did Katrine Bretterud mention the man's name?'
'That'swhat I'm not sure about.'
'Mhm?'
'Ithink she may have mentioned a name.'
'Whenthe two of you were talking?'
'No,when I was asking her questions afterwards she told me his Christian name, Ithink, but I'm sorry, I can't bring it to mind.'
'Nevermind,' Gunnarstranda said in a friendly voice. 'I've passed on your informationabout this man to the archive ladies at Kripos, the Serious Crime Squad, and Iasked for photos of people born in 1955 through to 1964. That's an age range of35 to 45. Some people look older than they are, and some look younger, don'tthey. It depends on hair, clothes and so on�'
'It wasa sort of thug's name,' Elise interrupted.
Gunnarstrandastraightened his glasses. 'Thug's name?'
'Yes,the sort of name those brutes often have: Stig, Ronny
Gunnarstrandasat nodding. He mumbled. 'Bird maybe? Roger? Jim?'
Eliseshook her head in despair. 'I might remember�'
'Inthe meantime,' the policeman said, 'I'd like you to take your time and have agood look at the pictures. You don't have to be a hundred per cent certain. Youcan tell me if you see a trait that rings a bell and Frank Fr�lich or Iwill discuss it with you afterwards. And you don't have to be afraid you'regoing to hurt anyone. If you recognize someone, what happens is that we talk tothe respective person to try to clear up whether he could have had any connectionwith Katrine � or just eliminate him from our enquiries. All right?' Elisenodded.
Gunnarstrandahad to fight to suppress a coughing fit. He smiled in apology and went on: 'Ishould point out that even if a person has a photo in the police archives itdoes not necessarily mean he is a criminal. I say this so that you don't jumpto any conclusions if you see someone you know in this pile. Still all right?'Elise Hermansen nodded.
'Let'sroll,' Gunnarstranda said, placing the pile of photographs in front of her onthe desk.

'Wonderwhether we'll be lucky,' Gunnarstranda said, closing the door behind him.'There doesn't seem to be much wrong with the lady's memory. What did you wantto talk about?'
'Theyoung man with the goatee. We may have to consider Henning Kramer a suspect,' Fr�lichsaid, swinging round in his chair.
'Isee,' said Gunnarstranda. He took Fr�lich�s report and began to read itwith interest.
'Hesays he picked up Katrine from Annabeth s's party, drove round with her andended up on the old Mossevei � in Oppeg�rd, almost right over byTusenfryd amusement park � where he claims they made love. She was willing.'
'Isee,' Gunnarstranda said, reading on. Fr�lich swung gently to and fro onhis chair while his partner read.
Atlength Gunnarstranda raised his head and said, 'What do you think about this?'
'Ithink I�' the younger policeman began, but paused because Gunnarstranda washaving one of his terrible coughing fits.
'Ithink�' Fr�lich held his breath as a series of new jerks ran throughGunnarstranda's lean body. The man was trying to suppress a cough that wouldnot yield. That's no twitchy nose or the start of a cold, thought Fr�lich.The boss's cough was hollow, asthmatic and bronchitic, a cough that rumbled andhacked from a foothold deep and entrenched in the man's lungs. Like arockslide, thought Fr�lich, trying not to show that he had noticed thestubborn muscular convulsions in Gunnarstranda's face. But it was not easy topretend when the man's eyes were bulging and his lips pressed together so tightthat his head went a deep burgundy colour as the air from his lungs pushed athis cheeks and mouth from inside. The detective inspector was beginning toresemble a frog. The rocks in his lungs were waiting to pile down the side ofthe mountain; it was just waiting for the first one to come loose. 'You shouldsee a doctor,' Fr�lich said when he could stand it no longer.
'Wh�wh� hm� hm� why's that?'
'Itcould be emphysema. Heavy smokers get emphysema.'
Thefit began to subside. The boss sent him a stiff glare until his breathingbecame more regular and the rocks inside had settled. 'It's not emphysema,' heanswered with suppressed anger. He cleared his throat as if to confirm that thefit was over. The detective inspector mopped his brow. 'It's a smoker's cough,'he mumbled 'A bog-standard smoker's cough.'
'Isthat what the doctor says?'
'Yes.'
'You'vegot to give up smoking!'
'Ofcourse. But I've got the cough under control now. I don't inhale so deep.'Gunnarstranda was already fidgeting with another cigarette. 'Besides, smokingis one of my pleasures.'
'But
'Shutup about my smoking! Talk to me about Henning Kramer. Is he a rotten apple?'
Fr�lichflinched at the other man's outburst. Then he hurriedly continued: 'Maybe.There's a flaw in his story. He seemed quite credible until the bonk in thecar, but then he began all this weird stuff about driving her to the roundaboutjust by the crime scene.'
'Ishe lying?'
'Idon't know. It might have been nerves. Just suppose he was telling the truth inthe first part; in other words, he drove her out there to have a love-in, butthen� '
'�then she didn't want to, you mean?' Gunnarstranda nodded and went on, 'Supposehe tried it on, was rejected � after all she had a boyfriend. He raped her,left loads of sperm on her clothes. She resisted, tore his hair, scratched him.That would be a logical train of thought.' He nodded.
Fr�lichsat in silence for a few seconds.
Gunnarstrandacrushed the cigarette between his fingers.
'Iwasn't happy about doing the interview on my own,' Fr�lich said.
Gunnarstrandagrimaced. 'What's done is done.'
'Buthe could be the killer.'
Gunnarstrandatook a deep breath. 'Now I'm intrigued,' he grinned, pointing the glow of thecigarette in the air and watching it. 'Let's say Kramer raped and killed her.Tell me what he did afterwards.'
Fr�lichleaned forward in his chair. 'You said it yourself,' he acknowledged. 'That'sthe most logical conclusion. He removed her clothes; they were covered in hishair and sperm and bits off his clothing. He knew that one stain, one singlehair was enough for DNA profiling to identify who had committed the rape. Thatexplains why his powers of persuasion failed when he was talking to me. Afterall, he had to cobble together a plausible explanation for what he was doing.He may well have dropped her off in Mastemyr. The difference is that she wasnot alive. The truth may be that she was dead and that he pushed her over thesafety barrier and into the ditch.'
Gunnarstrandawaited.
'Thatmust have been how it happened,' Fr�lich concluded.
'Andnow?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Whatdo you mean?'
'Shouldhe be arrested?'
'That'swhat I don't know,' Fr�lich sighed. 'That's why I would have liked tohave you along. Anyway, we're checking his car over now. So we'll have to waitand see.'
'Youdon't think there's a chance the evidence may have been destroyed?'
'Ofcourse there is. He could have hidden her clothes and�'
'Butthere is reasonable cause for suspicion?'
Fr�lichhesitated.
'Well,let me ask again. Should he be arrested?'
Fr�lichstood up, annoyed: 'If you want to bring him in, for Christ's sake go and doit!'
'Butwould you?'
'Whatdo you mean Would I?
'Well,should he be arrested or not?'
'That'syour decision!'
'ButI have only your report to go on,' Gunnarstranda fumed, waving the papers hehad just read.
'Don'tyou think it's good enough?'
'Ididn't say that. But there are two factors which would hold me back fromarresting Kramer!' Gunnarstranda stood up as well. He barked: 'First of all, wehave to check out Kramer's story. Right now. We have to keep several optionsopen, particularly because of one thing Kramer said and which I am surprisedyou didn't pick up on yourself!'
'Andwhat's that?' Fr�lich asked.
'Thefact that the man has already admitted sexual congress with the murder victim.'
Onappreciating the full force of this piece of information, Fr�lichslumped into the chair and realized what Gunnarstranda meant. 'OK,' he said. 'Iwas too keen.'
'Kramermust be dealing from a straight deck,' Gunnarstranda continued, without showingany mercy. 'Because he admitted having had intercourse with her. Admittingintercourse with a rape victim is a logical strategy for an assailant if, but,only if, the parties are due to meet in court. Then the question of guilt isdecided on the credibility of the parties involved. But here there is adifference, and that is that Katrine is dead. If the motive for the killing ofKatrine Bratterud was to conceal a rape, with the intention of silencing thevictim, why would he admit intercourse afterwards? That's the same as puttingyour head on the block, isn't it!'
'Soyou don't think Kramer killed her?'
'Ididn't say that. But if he did kill her, he must have had other motives thanwanting to conceal a rape.'
Fr�lichsighed.
Gunnarstrandacontinued. 'It would be totally illogical of him to admit to sex with Katrineif he had killed her to cover up a rape.'
'Sowe don't arrest him,' Fr�lich said.
'Whatdo we know so far?' Gunnarstranda asked with a show of impatience.
'Weknow she was alive at three o'clock in the morning.'
'IfKramer is telling the truth.'
Fr�lichnodded. 'If he's telling the truth, she was alive at three in the morning. Wehave to assume she was killed soon thereafter because she was found five to sixhundred metres from where she was last seen by Kramer.'
'Butshe wasn't killed where she was found,' Gunnarstranda said. 'She was moved.'
'Soit might have been a random encounter,' Fr�lich said. 'Any nutter mighthave bumped into her. In the tunnel, for example, which she had to walk throughto reach her boyfriend's flat. Anyone could have picked her up, dragged her offsomewhere and strangled her.'
'Butthere has to be a crime scene.'
'Sowe ought to look for the place where she was murdered?'
'Ofcourse. We have to check all the places Kramer mentions in his statement, walkthe route she is supposed to have taken to Holmlia and comb these areas for acrime scene. We also have to check Kramer's story and try to find witnesses toconfirm what he has said. However, we also know that a group of guests left theparty at more or less the same time as Katrine. We also know that a carfollowed Kramer and Katrine to Ingierstrand � is that not correct?'
'Hedidn't think anyone was following him.'
'Butsomeone might have been. Let's say that someone was following him. The two ofthem in the car may not have seen the car until it drove into the car park inIngierstrand.'
'Isn'tthat a bit far-fetched?'
'Idon't care whether it is far-fetched or not; the point is that it is feasible,'snapped Gunnarstranda. 'Someone might have been following them. Or,' hecontinued, 'someone in this car in Ingierstrand can confirm what Kramer says.My personal opinion is that the attacker is a stranger. Someone who is turnedon by this girl walking alone in the middle of the night.'
'Wealso have the guy who went for her at her workplace,' Fr�lich said in alow mumble. 'That is a specific violent incident. We have to find out whathappened and hope that madam in there,' he nodded in the direction of theclosed door, 'recognizes one of the faces.'
Thepolice inspector nodded. 'If this man had a score to settle he might havefollowed Kramer and her in his car. He might have spied on her all day, allevening and all night and struck when she was alone.'
'Butthen you're presupposing that they were followed?'
'Let'sfind out. Put out a search for the car that drove into the car park inIngierstrand. The best would be if it turned out that it was driven by loverswho didn't want to waste a summer night sleeping.'
'Threelines of enquiry,' Gunnarstranda concluded at last. 'It could have been astranger who assaulted Katrine as she was walking on her own to Ole Eidesen'sflat. It could have been someone who knew her: to whit, the man in the travelagency and others � for example at the party�'
'Andthe third?'
'HenningKramer. He could have killed her.'
'Ithought you just rejected that possibility.'
'Wrong.I said he can't have done it to cover up a rape. That's quite different. Wehave only his word for what happened between midnight and three o'clock in themorning.'
'Whatdo we think about the murder victim's secret? Is that worth following up?' Fr�lichwondered.
'Nota lot to get our teeth into there, but I suppose there's nothing wrong withasking people.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Make time in your programme to check out Kramer's statement � try AkerBrygge and Oslo Taxis. Dig up as much dirt as you can.'

Chapter Twelve

The Green Exercise Book

KatrineBratterud's flat was small but very appealing with bright wallpaper on thewalls. The main furniture in the living room was a sofa bed, a TV and a desk.In front of the window there was a flower rack with three levels � a kind ofpedestal on which some house plants had been arranged in a very refined way.There was a strawberry begonia, a large aloe vera and a very vigorous hoya thathad coiled itself around the wooden frame and formed an impenetrable tangle.Gunnarstranda stuck a finger in the soil in the pot. It was dry, but it hadn'tdried out.
Hewent over to the desk. There was a pencil case on top. Beside it a littlewooden box. He raised the lid. Inside there were coins, badges, a few hairpins,a tampon in plastic packaging, a couple of lighters, buttons and other odds andends. He replaced the lid.
Gunnarstrandaopened the bedroom door. A broad double bed took up most of the floor space. Itwasn't made. Two duvets lay entwined. The bed sheets were rumpled. A yellowbath towel lay strewn across the bed.
Heopened the wardrobe. The clothes inside were hung in order. He closed thewardrobe and turned to the dresser under the window. There was a can ofhairspray on the dresser. It stood on top of a small white cloth in which hername, Katrine, had been embroidered in red cross-stitch.
Hebreathed in before opening the top drawer. It was crammed full with lacy thingsfor women � bras and panties. The next drawer was the same. On the left of thebed there was an old bedside table made of high-quality wood. The top was dusty.On it was a novel. The God of Small Things by Arundhati Roy. The novellay on top of a magazine. Tique.
Gunnarstrandaopened the bedside-table drawer. A pen rolled around inside. It was a shinysilver Parker. Under it an exercise book. Gunnarstranda took it out. It was anA4 format notebook. He opened it. There were pages of neat looped handwritingin blue ink. He read.
Idrove down a straight road with green trees on both sides. Now and then Ipassed huge fields of yellow sunflowers nodding their heads to greet the sun.The road stretched on into eternity. But the car went slower and slower. It wasrunning out of petrol. I didn't want the car to stop. I wanted to keep going,to be moving. However, in the end the car stopped all the same. I felt heavy,as always when things go wrong. I looked around. The car had stopped at acrossroads outside a wooden shed. It looked like some sort of garage; it wasabandoned with smashed window panes and a crooked roof that someone had triedto repair with multi-coloured corrugated iron and faded green pieces ofplastic. Beside the shed stood an abandoned car. It was an elegant red sportscar, a Porsche. The contrast between the stylish red car and the derelict shedwas beautiful, almost a pleasure to see. My gaze wandered to and fro betweenthe shed and the car. It was as though I had to convince myself it was thecontrast I wanted to see, not just the car. Yellow cornfields with the greenmarble effect of as yet unripe corn stretched along both sides of the road.Dark green spruce trees formed a threshold to the forest beyond and enclosedthe field in the distance. Behind the field the mountains towered up towardsthe sky. On the road to the right a cloud of dust rose behind a car. The carcreated movement in a painting of a blue sky, white cauliflower clouds, loomingmountains and the delicate colours of the terrain. I turned up the volume ofthe radio and lit a cigarette, not because I felt like one but because thesight of a woman smoking in a car with the music pounding through the speakersmade me part of the picture. It was confirmation that I existed.
Bj�rnSkifs was singing 'Hooked on a Feeling'. The car coming closer was a rusty,beat-up Opel, an old model. The car didn't slow down for the crossing. Itsmashed into the side of the sports car, knocking the door into the passengercompartment and pushing the light Porsche across both carriageways and into theditch. On the radio a male voice choir sang 'oggashakka oggashakka' and thedriver of the Opel seemed to have his mind set on escape. The rear wheels werespinning, sending up a cloud of grit and road dust into the air. Then the carjumped backwards as it freed itself from the Porsche. Another cloud rose as itcame to a halt The red Opel shot forward and rammed the side of the Porsche forthe second time, like an angry billy-goat. The sound of splintering glass waslike a tiny rustle of paper against the roar of the music through the speakers.The Porsche rocked; it took the blow like a severely wounded stag. For a fewseconds the music was all there was to hear, until the sound of a screamingstarter motor rent the air. The Opel started up again. The same thing wasrepeated.
Anothercrash. The Porsche was rocked again by the bang and slipped further into theditch. At some expense to the Opel. It was stuck too. I switched off the radio.The silence was deafening. I crushed my cigarette in the ashtray and looked atthe weird sculpture of two entangled cars as a transparent, sun-glitteringcloud of dust fell to earth and cleared the air. The derelict shed wasunchanged. The corn swayed in the light breeze and there was not a sign of lifeanywhere.
Suddenlythe Opel moved. The window was rolled down on the driver's side. Something wasthrown out and fell to the ground. It looked like two crutches. I opened thecar door, put one foot on the ground and straightened my skirt. It was cooleroutside than I had expected. The light wind was chilly. The gravel on the roadcut into my bare feet. I stopped, unsure of myself. Then a foot appeared out ofthe Opel window. A black shoe, a leg. The leg with the shoe fell on to theground with a thud. Another foot appeared in the car window. Another leg with ablack shoe fell to the ground. The next thing to be seen in the window was aman's bald head. The man had a wreath of curly hair over his ears and woreglasses. After the head came his upper torso. Finally, the man tumbled to theground head first. I closed my eyes because I didn't want to see him break hisneck and die. On opening my eyes I saw him roll around and then lie still. Buthe was not dead. He soon crawled into a sitting position and wiped his facewith both hands. The man had no feet and no legs. His legs had been amputated,and his thighs were two short stumps under loose trouser material. 'Can Ihelp?' I asked, feeling stupid. The man didn't seem to hear me. He rolled uphis trousers and attached the two prostheses lying on the ground. I wentcloser. I froze. 'Can I help you up?' I repeated and heard my voice crack.
Thesight of my shadow made the man stop and look up. He was bleeding from themouth and nose. 'I can't hear you,' he muttered and patted his ears. 'I thinkI've gone bloody deaf'
Ipicked up the crutches and passed them to him. The look he gave me was one ofsurprise. He tried to stand up, but toppled over. I didn't know what to do,except to grab his arm. By supporting himself on the crutches as I lifted hemanaged to stand up. 'Thank you,' he mumbled and hobbled off. Soon he was gone.He looked like a clown swinging on a trapeze in a rat's cage. Click, clack,click clack.
Iwalked back to my car and got in. The hobbling figure was approaching theforest at the margins of the picture. I felt cold and lonely. The cripple hobblingaway on his crutches became smaller and smaller. He didn't look back once.
Gunnarstrandalowered the notebook and looked up, deep in thought. He discovered that he wassitting on her bed. He hadn't noticed that he had sat down. On her bed. A long,blonde woman's hair lay looped on the sheet. He jerked around sensing thatsomeone was looking over his shoulder. But no one was there. He sighed andflicked through the rest of the notebook. It was filled with writing. The sameneat, light-blue handwriting, page after page. Just the last four or fivesheets were blank. The policeman closed the notebook and put it back in thedrawer. Then he stood up and slowly made his way back to the living room. Hestopped at the front door and looked back at the attractive flat that had oncebelonged to Katrine Bratterud. Leaving the place felt different from enteringit. It felt quite different. Closing the door and locking it, he wonderedwhether it had been a stupid idea to undertake this visit. I don't know, hesaid to himself. I don't know.

Chapter Thirteen

Mr Nice Guy

FrankFr�lich saw the man sitting on the chair outside number 211 as soon ashe turned into the corridor. It had to be Bj�rn Gerhardsen. He waspunctual but still appeared impatient, with his arms folded in front of hischest and one foot bouncing up and down in annoyance. Fr�lich lookedahead, passed him without a nod and continued on to the next door. Here heturned and glanced at Gerhardsen before entering.
Thefigure reminded him of one of the boys you find in the back row of theclassroom, the type with ambitious parents and no spine. He seemed to begenerating an image of himself from those times � rocking the chair, wearingdesigner clothing and puffing himself up with arrogance.
Fr�lichclosed the door behind him and crept back to room 211 to write up his notes.Gerhardsen could wait a bit longer.
Tenminutes later there was a ring from reception.
'Hi,Frankie. There's a man standing here, name of Bj�rn Gerhardsen. He wassupposed to appear in front of room 211 at half past three.'
'Askhim to take a seat outside 211 and wait,' Fr�lich said without mincinghis words and went on with the report.
Thenext time he looked up it was ten minutes to four. Gerhardsen was a patientman. Five minutes later there was a knock at the door.
Fr�lichswung round in his chair and watched the door. The handle went down slowly.
Thepoliceman pretended to glance up from his papers as the door opened.
'Hello,I'm Bj�rn Gerhardsen,' the man in the doorway said, unsure of himself.
Fr�lichlooked up at the clock on the wall. Then, with raised eyebrows, he looked atGerhardsen.
'I'vebeen waiting since half past three,' the man said.
'Isee,' said Fr�lich, getting up. 'I thought you would never come. Well,take a seat,' he said, pointing to an armchair beside his desk. 'Frank Fr�lich,'he went on, proffering his hand.
Gerhardsensat down. He was business-like, but at the same time casually dressed in a darksuit jacket and lighter slacks, chinos, an expensive brand.
Beneaththe jacket he was wearing a garish yellow shirt and a tie that created anatural transition to the colour of the jacket.
'I'msure you understand why we would like to talk to you.'
'Yes,indeed.' Gerhardsen cleared his throat. 'Do you mean� you've been waiting forme since half past three?'
Fr�lichglanced up from his papers, indifferent to his question. 'You are married toAnnabeth s?'
'Yes.'
'Andon the Saturday Katrine Bratterud disappeared you had both invited a great manyguests to a party. Could you start by telling me your experience of thisparty?'
Gerhardsenfixed him with a glassy look indicating that he was not used to being insultedin this way. The look also said that he was not sure whether he would toleratethe insult. In the end he made a decision, closed his eyes and swallowed hard.Then he cleared his throat and said: 'There isn't much to tell. It was asuccessful party, easy-going, nice atmosphere. I think that was true for mostpeople, at any rate.'
Fr�lichnodded. 'What sort of party was it? What was the occasion?'
'Justa private party. Annabeth and I invited good friends over for some food andwine.'
'Butmost of the guests had some kind of connection with the Vinterhagen centre,isn't that correct?'
'Yes,it is. In that sense I suppose it marked summer � it was a kind of summerparty.'
'Butnot everyone was invited?'
'No,I guess it was the inner core. All that side of things was Annabeth's domain.'
'AndKatrine Bratterud.'
'Yes,as you know, she had completed the programme at the rehab centre. She was dueto be formally discharged, if that is the term they use. In fact, I don't knowmuch about the details of these procedures.'
'You'rethe chairman there?'
'Yes,but not a therapist. I trained as an economist and economics is my professionalfield.'
'Isee. You're the CEO of a financial institute?'
'Geo-InvestA/S.'
'Katrinewas not a close friend?'
'Yes,she was, a good friend. That was one of the reasons she was invited. She hadbeen a part of Annabeth's working day for years. And� ' He opened his palms.'What is there to say? She was attractive, she� had style, was talented� wasintelligent� and had the best references from the travel agency where sheworked.'
Fr�lichnodded to himself and scratched his beard. 'We can come back to that,' hemumbled and asked, 'Did you notice anything in particular about Katrine thatevening?'
'Shewas ill.'
Fr�lichlooked up.
'Yes,she felt sick and threw up, I believe� there was a bit of a hubbub around thisIncident. My guess is it happened at around eleven. At any rate, it was a whileafter we had left the table. We always stay at the dinner table for a longtime� I didn't see what happened, but I understand that Annabeth spoke to her�'
Gerhardsenstopped as the door behind him opened. He turned in his chair. Police InspectorGunnarstranda came in and stood in front of the mirror on the wall arranginghis comb-over. 'Bj�rn Gerhardsen,' Fr�lich said to Gunnarstrandaand to the man: 'Police Inspector Gunnarstranda.'
Thetwo of them shook hands. Gunnarstranda sat on the edge of the desk.
Gerhardsenasked: 'Should I continue?'
Asthe other two made no attempt to answer, he said: 'Annabeth had been talking toher when someone came from behind. Anyway one or two bot- des of wine weresmashed. As I said I didn't see anything but Annabeth was covered in�'
'Youdon't know who it was?'
'Pardon.'
'Theperson who collided with your wife, you don't know who it was?'
'No.'
Fr�lichmotioned for him to go on.
'Well,there was a lot of mess, and then Katrine must have fainted, I suppose. Herboyfriend was there and helped her into the bathroom. Then I heard she had leftafter the incident because she didn't feel well.'
Gunnarstrandawas fidgeting with a packet of chewing gum. The packet wouldn't open. With anirritated yank he broke the packet in two and put two pieces of gum in hismouth. He leaned over, rested his chin on one hand and listened with interest.His chin rotated like a sheep's lower jaw.
Fr�lichto Gerhardsen: 'But you didn't see this happen?'
'No.'
'Wherewere you?'
'Iwas round about, somewhere or other. I was the host after all.' 'Did you noticeKatrine leave? When did that happen? How did it happen?'
'No.That is � I did register that she was quarrelling with her boyfriend.'
'Quarrelling?'
'Yes,that was after the wine incident, or the fainting or whatever I should call it.I passed them in the hallway. Needed� well, I needed� a pee. They were having arow.'
'Arow?'
'Yes,or so it seemed, but they went quiet as I passed them, and then I heard themstart up again as I closed the door. But I have no idea what they were rowingabout.'
'Didyou talk to Katrine at any point during this party?'
'Alittle. We sat together at table, or opposite each other, so we talked or to bemore precise, we made conversation.'
'Howlong did the party last?'
'Untilabout four o'clock in the morning. That was when the last guests left.'
'Canyou remember who the last ones were?'
'Therewere quite a few in fact. Some were being picked up. There was a lot of fusswith taxis and so on. Some had to wait for taxis. But there were some who wentbefore, earlier in the evening, though I certainly didn't notice who wentwhen.'
Fr�lichconferred with his notes. 'How can you know that when you weren't there?' heasked breezily.
Gerhardsengave him a hard look. 'I was there in fact,' he answered.
'Wehave heard that you left the party soon after coffee was served, with a certainGeorg Beck and a number of others.'
'Yes,indeed, that is correct. But I was back before four.'
'Bytaxi?'
'No,I drove one of the company cars.'
Thetwo policemen exchanged glances. Gerhardsen noticed and coughed. 'We have twocars belonging to Geo-Invest, a van and a smaller saloon � a Daihatsu. SinceI'm the CEO I can use the cars on the odd occasion. That night I took one todrive home � so that I didn't have to queue for a taxi.'
Hecoughed and continued as the two detectives still made no move to interrupt.'We have offices in Munkedamsveien. These two cars are in the garage and Icouldn't bear the thought of waiting for several hours in the taxi queue, so Iunlocked the garage and drove the saloon car home.'
Fr�lichcleared his throat. 'Were you intoxicated?'
Gerhardsenshrugged. 'I presumed I was not over the limit.'
'Butyou had been drinking alcohol and continued drinking all night.'
Gerhardsenreturned a flinty stare. 'I presumed I was not over the limit.'
'Wholeft the party earlier in the evening?' Gunnarstranda interrupted. 'Who elseapart from you?'
'Therewas Goggen, Georg that is. Then there was his boyfriend � a man whose name Idon't recall, but Annabeth knows him through some connection or other. Thenthere was another woman who was a temporary teacher at the centre during thewinter at some point. Her name's Merethe Fossum. And then there was Katrine'sboyfriend � Ole. Can't remember his surname.'
'Whendid you leave?'
'Atmidnight, more or less.'
'Wheredid you go?'
'Wewent to Smuget.'
Gunnarstrandasent an inquiring look to Fr�lich, who explained: 'Restaurant at thebottom of Rosenkrantz gate.'
'That'sjust by Aker Brygge, isn't it,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Walkingdistance,' acceded Gerhardsen. 'Right across from the City Hall square.'
'Whathappened then?'
'Well,we went to Smuget. And split up.'
'Splitup? What do you mean?'
'Mm,there are several rooms there. In one of them there was a blues band, inanother disco music. There were all kinds of music and it was packed. We wentour own ways.'
'Andwhat did you do?'
'Icirculated a bit, had a few beers and a few mineral waters, talked the usualrubbish to whoever was at the bars.'
'Whydid you leave the party you yourself had organized and hosted?'
'Iusually do.' Gerhardsen sat up straight in the chair. 'I know this may soundstrange to some people,' he began, 'but Annabeth and I have no children. We'vebeen married for sixteen years. We know each other so well and accept thatwe're different and we like to amuse ourselves in different ways. Annabeth isthe kind of woman who likes objects, by which I mean she collects RoyalCopenhagen porcelain � the seagull series. She likes antiques and is very keento have a home that is modern and reflects good taste. I'm not like that.
I'm asimple man with a stressful work pattern, a tough job. When she invites peopleback they tend to be from her circle of friends and if I see that there areother things I can do� Well, we all know that some guests come out ofloneliness, some because they feel they have to come, some to be with goodfriends whose company they enjoy. People's needs vary and that applies to meand Annabeth, too. That is where we are today. At least Annabeth and I have cometo terms with it and we are pretty happy living in this way�' He grimaced andweighed his words before continuing. 'In practice this means that a party likethe one we held on Saturday often ends with Annabeth sitting and chatting withother women about interiors and�' He extended his arms to show the range oftopics in his spouse's conversation.'� about� about the job, the centre andwallpaper patterns too, for all I know. But I�' He tapped his chest with hisfirst finger. 'I prefer to hit the town and have fun.'
Fr�lichnodded to himself. 'What's your impression of Ole Eidesen?' he asked.
Gerhardsenshrugged. 'Common sort of young man.'
'Common?'
'Yes,usual.'
'Butyou used the word common.'
'Yes.'
'Didyou mean anything derogatory by that?'
'Notat all. He seems like a decent sort. We were on the same wavelength, anyway.'
Fr�lichmade a note. 'And afterwards? Did you see him again in Smuget?'
'Theodd glimpse. We were spread out, the music was too loud and the room was toocramped to enjoy any conversation. I guess he was dancing and enjoyinghimself.'
'Whendid you leave the place?'
'Ataround three.'
'Andwhat did you do then?'
'Therewere no taxis around, just long queues, so I strolled up to the garage inMunkedamsveien and fetched the car and drove home.'
'Andafterwards?'
'Afterwards?You mean after I arrived home? Well, I helped to empty ashtrays and dispose ofthe bottles and then I went to bed.'
'Withyour wife?'
Gerhardsennodded.
'Whattime would that have been?'
'Aboutfour maybe. Can't say when.'
'Andthen you slept?' 'I slept sweet, dreamless sleep until late in the morning.'
'Cananyone vouch for that, do you think?'
'Thatwould have to be Annabeth, but I assume she was asleep, too.'
'Soyou don't have a witness?'
Gerhardsen,annoyed now: 'Ask Annabeth. I haven't asked her if she lay awake watching overme that night. But let's stop beating about the bush. Why don't you ask me if Ikilled her and get it over and done with?'
'Didyou kill her?'
'Ofcourse not.'
Fr�lichfell silent and looked across at his colleague, who after fiddling with hiscomb-over took the chewing gum out of his mouth and glowered at it.
'Wasit your idea or your wife's to invite her?' asked Gunnarstranda, continuing tochew.
'Itwas Annabeth's idea.'
'Canyou remember the first time you met Katrine?'
Bj�rnGerhardsen groaned with irritation and looked up at them. They said nothing.Gerhardsen deliberated. In the end he made a decision.
'I mether first a few years ago in a brothel close to Filipstad, on the corner ofParkveien and Munkedamsveien. I paid her fifteen hundred kroner forintercourse. I had not seen her before. I didn't know who she was until shecame in to massage me. She was a screw, if I can put it like that. I am sure Iwould have forgotten her had it not been for�'
Heclosed his eyes as though searching for the right words. And pulled a face. Thetwo policemen watched him in silence. Gunnarstranda blew a bubble which burst.Gerhardsen took it as a signal to go on.
'Whenshe was offered treatment at Vinterhagen, Annabeth brought her home. I didn't recognizeher, but I think it is highly probable that she recognized me. She abscondedfrom the centre soon after meeting me that afternoon, you see. When Annabethbrought her home and I greeted her, she was a skinny little drug addict, afragile wreck who had been helping Annabeth with the shopping. That sameevening she ran away from the block she was in. They didn't find her�'
'Andyou interpreted this disappearance as a reaction to her recognizing you?'
'Yes.'
'Whendid you come to this conclusion?'
'Later,but I'll come to that.'
'Goon.'
'Iwas the one who found her. I was in town for a meeting and went down toBankplass to find a prostitute. That was about three weeks later. I didn't knowit was her until she got into the car. We had agreed a price through thewindow�'
'Soyou picked her up?'
'Yes�She sat next to me in the car without saying a word and I had no idea who shewas. I drove across Bispekaia to find somewhere to park where we wouldn't bedisturbed. At some point I glanced across and recognized her. She laughed outloud and enjoyed the shock I had. She also reminded me of our encounter at themassage parlour. There were a number of other things she said � I don'tremember what � but the essence was that I was a bad person. I countered that Ihad never claimed to be any better than anyone else. I also said that Iwouldn't be buying any sexual services off her after all. And I asked her if Ishould run her up to the rehab centre. Then she asked me if I had thought aboutwhat I would say as an explanation of how I came to find her. I said it wouldnot be a problem; I would say I had bumped into her in town. She asked me if Iwas wondering what her version would be� to Annabeth. I stopped there and then,and said I had no'-more to say. She could leave and keep all the money she hadbeen given. I also gave her a bit more. Then she sat in the car staring at mewithout saying anything.'
Gerhardsenpaused again, as if he had reached a difficult point, then went on:
'Iasked if I should drive her back to the city centre, but she said no and addedthat she didn't want to owe me anything. She repeated that twice. Used exactlythe same words: I don't want to owe you anything at all! Then sheperformed oral sex and got out of the car.'
Thesilence hung between the walls.
Bj�rnGerhardsen cleared his throat after a long pause. He said, 'I ought to add thatshe turned up at the rehab centre a few days later and from that momentfollowed the full course until she was declared clean, had caught up on herschooling and was rehabilitated. From my knowledge of her over recent years shewas resourceful and excellent in all ways.'
'Haveyou had sexual intercourse with her since?'
'Never.'
'How
Gunnarstrandainterrupted Fr�lich by bursting another bubble and said: 'There's onething I was wondering regarding the car ride.'
Gerhardsenraised his head.
'Ivisualize a number of shifts of mood here,' Gunnarstranda said. 'You driveround in the red light area, you pick up a prostitute who takes your fancy andthen you have a shock when you recognize her. Following that there's a kind ofdiscussion between you� a discussion that has overtones of� shall we say�morality. At that moment you become a representative of what we might callNorwegian respectability. At least you play the role of a representative ofnormality, the model that your wife also represents when she meets herpatients Gunnarstranda formed inverted commas with his fingers.'� The normalworld� whether you like it or not. So you and your wife become the modelthat patients have to imitate!'
'Ofcourse,' Gerhardsen interrupted. 'But you don't need to moralize to me in thisway!'
'I'mnot moralizing,' Gunnarstranda stated. 'I was merely wondering what shifts ofmood there were in the car. I'm trying to imagine the signals that you senteach other during the conversation you had. In other words, you were lustful,you wanted a quickie and you went about this by driving up to someone youregard as an anonymous whore in Bankplass. You agree a price through the opencar window, she gets into your car, but you have a shock when you recognizeher. You then have a sort of morally indignant discussion with her which endsup with you buying yourself a pardon by letting her keep the money withoutrendering any services. But in the end you experience the sexual climax youwere in fact after as she, to your surprise, supplies a sexual service. Have Iunderstood you correctly?'
'They'reyour words. It's not my version,' Gerhardsen answered in an aloof tone.
'Butyou agree that it can be described in that way?'
'Icannot refute it.'
'Andtwo days afterwards she goes to your wife of her own accord and submits tolong-term treatment of a social and medical nature?'
'Yes.'
'Whatwas your experience of the relationship between you two in the car, from apsychological point of view?'
'Whatdo you mean now?'
'Well,what roles did you play? Were you the dominant male buying a quick blow-job offa down-and-out junkie in need of money for a fix?'
'I'venever thought about it like that.'
Gunnarstranda:'Are you sure? Which of you had the upper hand, in a psychological sense,during the car ride?'
Gerhardsen:'I've never thought about it like that, but I would guess that she did. I, formy part, was keen to get away.'
Asthe two policemen were silent, he continued. 'Or� maybe at the beginning� whenI didn't know her, she was expecting me to recognize her. She must haverecognized me when I stopped the car and rolled down the window. I assume shefelt she had�' He coughed. It was his turn to use his fingers to expressinverted commas: '� the upper hand psychologically, as you call it�because she had recognized me, I suppose. I can tell you with absoluteassurance that I felt pretty small when I realized who she was�'
'Butafterwards?'
'Idon't understand what you mean.'
'Youmust do. She humiliates you by revealing that she knows who you are and therebyexposes your misery. What has the psychological balance between you been like sincethen?'
Gerhardsenclosed his mouth and kept it closed.
Gunnarstrandabeamed a white teeth smile. 'It's not dangerous to tell the truth, Gerhardsen.You've been very good so far. It's very understandable, very normal to want totake revenge for the little humiliation in the car.'
Gerhardsen,stiff: 'I have never taken revenge for anything.'
'Fine,but you did take your revenge,' the policeman smiled. 'You have madeapproaches, haven't you? We know that you even tried it on during the party.'
'Ididn't try anything on during the party.'
'Ourwitnesses tell us something different!' Gunnarstranda snapped. 'Don't startlying to me. I know you made advances and suggestions to Katrine Bratterudduring the party!'
'Andso what if I did?'
'Sowhat?' Gunnarstranda's smile was white again. 'If it happened that night, itcould have happened before, couldn't it?'
'Butit didn't happen before.'
'Howcan we know that? How can we know that she didn't feel she was being sexuallyharassed by you the whole time?'
'Talkto her therapists.'
'Yourwife?'
'Yes,do that. I don't keep any secrets from her.'
'Doyou mean to say your wife knew you had bought sexual favours from one of herpatients?'
'Yes.'
'Excuseme,' said Gunnarstranda, exasperated, 'but you're the chairman of the VinterhagenRehabilitation Centre, aren't you?' He didn't wait for an answer, but ploughedon. 'Have you never had the concept of ethics on the agenda?'
Bj�rnGerhardsen, eyes closed: 'I have a vague feeling this conversation should notbe about Vinterhagen's ethical foundations.'
'No,let's return to the night in question,' Gunnarstranda said in a calmer frame ofmind. 'Quite a number of professionals would, however, frown on key drug-rehabstaff inviting addicts to royal piss-ups.' He raised his voice as Gerhardsentried to interrupt. 'But we can leave that for the time being. My problem isthat I have to imagine what happened the night the girl was murdered. I have tofind out exactly what happened that night.'
'Ofcourse,' Gerhardsen said with indulgence. 'That's why I am sacrificing myvaluable office time and trying to tell you what happened.'
'Didyou meet Katrine Bratterud in Oslo city centre after getting out of the taxi?'
'Katrine?In the city centre?'
'Answerthe question.'
'No,I didn't meet her.'
'Didyou see her?'
'No.'
'Letus imagine what you have said now is not true,' Gunnarstranda said gently.'Let's say you met her in Aker Brygge that night�'
'Icertainly did not!'
'Letme finish,' snapped Gunnarstranda. 'We know that you tried it on with her atthe party. We know you took a taxi to the City Hall square. We know youregarded her as another screw. That's your word. Let's imagine you followedher, repeated your advances, she resisted and you found some string to tieround her neck to make her more compliant�'
Thepoliceman's eyes flashed white at Gerhardsen who was cowering in his chair.
'You'rebarking up the wrong tree,' he said at last.
'Sotell me what happened!'
'Ihad a party at home. I was host to lots of nice people. I went to the centre todance and have a good time�'
'Notto look for another screw?'
'No.'
'Canyou prove what time you took the company's Daihatsu that night?'
Gerhardsenlowered his head to think. 'No, I don't believe I can. It's a normal garage ina basement you open with a key, and I have no idea if anyone saw me�'
'Canyou prove what time you left Smuget?'
'Idon't know. Someone must have seen me.'
'Therewas no one in your group who spoke to you before you left?'
'No.'
'Butthat's very strange, isn't it?'
'Youmight think that, but�'
'Butwhat?'
'Idon't think so.'
'Doyou know if any of the guests at the party that night had a score to settlewith Katrine?'
'Icannot imagine that.'
'Whatabout your wife?'
'Annabeth?What would she have against Katrine?'
'Shemight be jealous,'
Gerhardsenangled his head. 'Yes� well� but not jealous in that way.'
'Inwhich way was she jealous?'
Gerhardsenheaved a weary sigh. 'Listen,' he began, raising his palms as if in an attemptto calm troubled minds. 'Listen,' he repeated. 'I was forced to tell Annahethabout my relationship with Katrine. There was no alternative. When Katrine startedtreatment it was only a question of time before she said something about me tosomeone at the centre. I had to pre-empt her � not with everyone, of course -but with Annabeth. I couldn't walk in dread day in day out that
'Whendid you confess to your wife?'
'Idon't remember.'
'Along time afterwards?'
'Well�a while. I told her when it was clear that Katrine was going to stay atVinterhagen and had stopped doing bunks.'
'Soit's a number of years since you told her?'
'Yes.'
'Soyour wife has treated Katrine for several years knowing that you paid for herservices as a prostitute?'
'Yes.'Gerhardsen seemed tired.
Thetwo policemen exchanged glances. Fr�lich cleared his throat and raisedhis eyebrows as a signal to his boss, who nodded in return. 'Do you think thisaffected the relationship between the two of them?' Fr�lich askedcautiously.
'Annabethis very professional,' Gerhardsen answered. 'With patients she wasprofessional, but this matter triggered a crisis in our marriage of course.''What sort of relationship did the two of them have? Was it warm?'
'No,but I don't think that had anything to do with me. A lot of water has passedunder the bridge since I told her, you might say. The reason the relationshipbetween Annabeth and Katrine was not warm was more to do with chemistry.'
'Butyou just said your confession triggered a marital crisis.'
'Yes,but that was between Annabeth and me.'
'Neverthelessit was Katrine who caused the crisis. It would be surprising if your wife didnot take out her emotional response on her, wouldn't it?'
'Itmay sound strange but I don't think she bore a grudge against Katrine.'
'Areyou on first-name terms with all the patients at Vinterhagen?' Fr�lichinterjected.
'Heavenforfend, no.'
'WhyKatrine?'
'She'dbeen there for quite a few years. She was a success. She was rehabilitated.That's quite an event of course.'
'Butthat doesn't make it natural for you to be on first-name terms with her.'
Gerhardsensighed. 'She was a special patient for 'So you made advances during the yearsshe was there.'
'No,'Gerhardsen said in desperation. 'But this girl had a position of trust. I readreports, I interviewed her�'
Gunnarstrandabroke in:'� without your pasts as punter and prostitute colouring thesituation?'
'Yes.How much more are you going to hassle me about this?'
'Untilwe find out something important we can use,' Gunnarstranda said, taking out hischewing gum, grimacing at it and flicking it into the wastepaper basket besideGerhardsen's right leg. 'Could your wife have left the party that night?'
Gerhardsenstared at him in silence.
'Comeon, answer the question.'
'Forhow long?'
'Foran hour.'
'Idoubt that very much.'
'Whydo you doubt it?'
'Becauseshe would have been missed by the guests at the party. Annabeth loves havingthis kind of get-together. She loves being at the centre of things and she wasthe one who sent out the invitations. Her leaving the house while there werestill guests would have been inconceivable.' 'Were there any others who wentmissing for shorter periods?'
Gerhardsendeliberated. 'It's possible,' he said at length. 'But who�?' He shook his head.'You'll have to ask Annabeth. As I said I wasn't there for a few hours.'
'Didanyone else at the party have a grudge against Katrine?'
'Idon't know anyone who did.'
'Butnow you're contradicting yourself,' Gunnarstranda said with a smile.
'Icertainly am not.'
'Youclaimed just now that Katrine had been arguing with her boyfriend.'
'ButI don't suppose he would have killed her. My goodness, I can assure you, such adecent man
'Whatwere they arguing about?'
'Noidea.'
'Soyou didn't see an argument?'
'No,but� it was more that they weren't speaking. I could sense an atmosphere.'
'Yousaid they were having a huge row.'
'Iretracted that.'
'Hasit occurred to you they may have been arguing because of you?' Gunnarstrandaasked.
'Me?'
'Youhad just tried it on with her. Perhaps he was jealous?'
'Hewouldn't have been able to hide that from me when we took the taxi to town. Theatmosphere in the car was terrific.'
'Hemay have taken his anger out on Katrine,' Fr�lich said. 'Have youthought about that?'
Gerhardsenpuffed out his cheeks and closed his eyes. His brow was sweaty. 'No,' he said,his eyes still closed. 'I didn't think about that. Is there going to be anymore of this?'
Fr�lichsent an enquiring look to his boss who waved his hand in a deprecatory manner.'Not for the time being,' Fr�lich said. 'But we will contact you toclear up some of the points in your statement.'
'Surprise,surprise,' Gerhardsen said, getting up.

Thetwo policemen sat staring at the walls after Gerhardsen had gone. Gunnarstrandaproduced a box of matches and tried to make a toothpick from a match.
'Bl-oo-dyhell.'
'Yes,so much crap you need a spade,' Gunnarstranda replied, fiddling with hismatch-cum-toothpick. 'Geo- Invest, what's that?'
'Offshore,'Fr�lich said. 'Some oil guff to do with arbitration � it's the kind ofjob you need to have trained for to understand what it involves.'
'Havewe got any interviews this evening?'
'Eidesen- the boyfriend.' Fr�lich flicked through the blank sheets of paper onhis desk. 'What do you think?' he asked. 'Could it have been Gerhardsen � orhis missus?'
Gunnarstrandashrugged. 'There's no doubt he must have been in real torment when she turnedup at the centre for the second time.'
'Doyou think he's lying?'
'Whyshould he lie? The whole prostitute business is very delicate, isn't it? Hemust have known or assumed our girl would have confided in someone and that insome way or other we would find out about his blunder. That's why he takes theplunge and admits everything here. It suggests he has nothing to hide as far asthe murder is concerned.'
'Buthis wife?'
Gunnarstranda'sface distorted � he seemed to be in great pain. 'Mmm,' he mumbled. 'But whywait for so many years?'
'Mighthave been the last straw that night. Kramer said Gerhardsen had been molestingKatrine B that night at the party. His wife might have noticed�'
'Yes,and then?'
'Shesees it and loses her temper and� well� and so on.'
'Yes.'Gunnarstranda nodded. 'But Kramer claims he looked after Katrine until three inthe morning. We'll have to check the arrangements with this car Gerhardsen tookhome. But it's an incredible coincidence that Henning and Katrine drive down tothe same part of town where the gang of party-goers leaves the taxi. It seemsquite extraordinary that none of them saw any of the others!'
'Henningand Katrine went to McDonald's in Aker Brygge. The others are on the other sideof the City Hall square outside Smuget. They wouldn't necessarily have seeneach other.'
'Butif they did� ' Gunnarstranda said with a meaningful look. 'Gerhardsen and/orOle Eidesen see Katrine in a clinch with Henning Kramer�'
'Gerhardsenis the only one with access to a car,' Fr�lich added. 'Kramer claimedthere had been a car following them on to Ingierstrand beach.'

Chapter Fourteen

Old Acquaintances

Gunnarstrandaflicked the tiny cigarette end into the long-necked ashtray as he heard theknock at the door.
'Comein,' he shouted and picked up the photograph attached with a paper clip to thefile on the table.
Fr�lichcame in. 'You saw it?' He nodded towards the picture the inspector was holdingbetween his fingers. 'The travel agency lady came up trumps. She named thethug.'
'RaymondSkau.' Gunnarstranda pulled a face as if the name had a sour taste. 'Sounds likea character from the Olsen gang films.'
'That'shis name anyway,' Fr�lich said. 'The lady's a hundred per cent positive.This guy visited Katrine in the travel bureau the Saturday she was killed.'
Gunnarstrandastudied the photograph again. 'Never seen him,' he mumbled and as he put itback he felt his fingers begin to tremble. v'
'Small-timecrook,' Fr�lich said. 'Done time for receiving stolen property, androbbery. Known to hang around strip joints and that sort of area. May be apimp, in other words. Been arrested a few times for selling hash to teenagers.But the most interesting bit is a case from a few years back � March 1995.'
'Isee,' said the inspector, bending over the photograph. He interlaced his handsto keep them still. The man in the picture looked like hundreds of others inthe same category. Prison mug shots. A man with a haggard face, a vacantexpression beneath half-closed, almost sleepy eyelids, and dark or grey hair. Aglimpse of a very uneven row of teeth was visible in the murky hole thatconstituted the open mouth. 'Has he broken a tooth?'
'Couldhave done,' Fr�lich said. 'But at that time � I mean in '95 � he wasreported to the police by one Katrine Bratterud.'
Gunnarstrandawhistled. Fr�lich�s smile widened into a broad beam. 'The report camefrom the Centre for Battered Women. Bugger me if our friend there hadn't beenliving with our girl. And charges were brought against him for beating her upand trying to run her over with his car!'
'Runher over?'
'Yes,'Fr�lich said. 'Jealousy drama de luxe. And the case was not shelved, ohno. Froken Bratterud presented herself in person at the police station andwithdrew the charges.'
'Andhe was waiting outside?'
'Wedon't know, but it's possible.'
'Howwas she? After the car incident?'
'Sheescaped with a fright. I can't remember the pathologist mentioning any lastinginjuries anyway.'
'Jealous,'Gunnarstranda mumbled as he sat flicking the photograph. 'We like that word.'He stood up and strolled over to the window.
'Therewas no one at home,' Fr�lich said.
'Wherewas that?'
'Gronland,council flat, one of the old blocks in Gronlandsleiret.' Fr�lich noddedand studied the photograph as well. 'Raymond Skau,' he said. 'What a name.'
'Hedoesn't have to be ashamed of his name,' Gunnarstranda said. 'He can't doanything about it anyway.' He sat staring into the distance. Fr�lichstood by the door.
'Mm,'Gunnarstranda said, rapt in thought.
'Theboyfriend,' Fr�lich said, pointing to the door. 'We agreed we would seeOle Eidesen together.'

Chapter Fifteen

A Man with Cuts

Awoman jogged up the stairs in front of them. Frank Fr�lich kept a closeeye on her. Her face and hair were masked by a veil. However, what nourished Fr�lich�simagination were the nicely shaped hips and breasts whose contours he couldmake out beneath her ample and airy clothes as she rounded the bend in thestairs.
'There,'Gunnarstranda said, pointing to a door with ole eidesen printed in white on ared plastic strip beneath a bell.
TheMuslim woman lived on the same floor. She stood fumbling for her keys, letherself in and took off the veil before closing the door. Fr�lichcouldn't believe his eyes. 'Did you see that?' he asked.
'What?'Gunnarstranda rang Eidesen's bell.
'Thewoman. Her hair was blonde.'
'Sowhat?'
'Butshe was wearing a veil!'
'You'reallowed to be a Muslim even if you are Norwegian.'
'But�'Fr�lich swallowed and cleared his throat. At that moment the door toEidesen's flat was opened. Ole Eidesen appeared to be around thirty years old.He was slim and of medium height. There was a conspicuous ring in his lefteyebrow. He had tried to disguise a growing bald spot on his crown by shavingoff all his hair. A dark shadow across his skull revealed the growth pattern ofhis hair. But the most noticeable thing about him was a series of scratches andred marks down his face.
'Eidesen?'Gunnarstranda asked.
'Yes,'the man said, looking serious. His eyes wandered from one policeman to theother.
Gunnarstrandakept both hands in his jacket pocket as he introduced himself.
'Comein.'
'Thisis Frank Fr�lich.'
Eidesenhad long, slim fingers. His handshake was light but firm.
Thesitting room they entered was light and smelt of perfume. There were severalwindows, the hessian wallpaper was painted white and the room was spartanlyfurnished. A stereo system stood on the floor against the wall. A white leathersofa and two manila chairs encircled a glass table. One chair creaked as Fr�lichtook a seat.
Eidesensat down on the white sofa; under his shorts his legs were tanned and muscular.He looked nervously at Gunnarstranda who stood thinking and biting his lowerlip.
Fr�lichsorted out his notepad on his lap before focusing on the man on the sofa. 'Thisis about Katrine Bratterud,' Fr�lich said.
Eidesennodded.
'You'vehad an accident?' the policeman asked.
Eidesenshook his head. 'I fell flat on my face.'
'Fellon your face?'
Eidesenfidgeted. 'I can't keep still. I think about her all the time. It's worst atnight, so I run.' He stretched his face into a tired, apologetic smile. 'I ranlast night and�' The smile broadened into a nervous, sardonic smile. 'I trippedover some scrub and fell flat on my face with a bang.'
Fr�lichnodded slowly. 'Has the priest contacted you?'
Eidesenbecame serious and shook his head. 'I heard yesterday.'
'Whatdid you hear?'
'Thatit was Katrine they were writing about in the newspapers.' 'Who did you hear itfrom?'
'Someonecalled Sigrid who works at the rehab centre.'
Fr�lichconsulted his notes. 'Sigrid Haugom?'
Eidesennodded. 'I rang them.'
'Whatdid Sigrid Haugom say?'
'Irang and she said Katrine had been killed. That it was Katrine they had founddead by Hvervenbukta.'
'Didshe say how Katrine was killed?'
Eidesencoughed and, unsure of himself, shook his head.
Theart is to be patient, thought Fr�lich. Always be patient, he thought,oblivious of why the boss was letting him run this show, but there would besome plan behind it. That he did know. 'How long did you know her?'
'Hm?'
Fr�lichrepeated the question.
'Afew months. I knew who she was long before that. We met on a course. Spanish.'
'Youcan speak Spanish?'
'Yes.'He added, 'My mother is Spanish. I teach Spanish in the evening. Adulteducation at the folk university.'
'AndKatrine was a student there?'
'Yes.'
Fr�lichwaited. Eidesen cleared his throat. 'I asked her out,' he began and cleared histhroat again. 'On the third evening we ate at the Spanish restaurant inPilestredet. I just don't remember�'
'Doyou remember what clothes she was wearing at the party on Saturday?' Fr�lichasked. 'Try to give me an exact description.'
'Ablack top with buttons and sort of� sort of� transparent sleeves,' Eidesensaid, thinking carefully. 'Over a sort of grey skirt, dark grey, light andsummery, not one of the shortest, it reached down well over her knees and theshoes I'm not sure� They were black, I think, or grey, bit of a heel on them.'
'Lingerie?'Fr�lich asked.
Eidesenrolled his shoulders. 'I have no idea. She got dressed in the bathroom aftertaking a shower. We were at her place � then we took a taxi to the party.'
'Butwhat lingerie did she wear as a general rule?'
Eidesenshrugged again. 'The usual stuff � both bits, if I can put it like that.'
'Colours?'
'As Isaid, I don't know. I would guess it was something dark because she was wearinga black top. She was precise about things like that� I mean nothing vulgar.'
'Anythingelse?'
Thequestion came from Gunnarstranda. The man's sensitive lips were trembling. Healways had this expectant expression in his eyes. An expression that did notinvite a head-on confrontation, but still presaged something undetonated.
'Abag, a little shoulder bag�' Eidesen fixed his gaze on Gunnarstranda, who tookoff his coat, walked a few paces over to the free manila chair, placed itopposite Eidesen and sat down. He then rested his head on his hands and said ina low voice, 'I always lay my cards on the table and I never lie.'
'Isthat right?'
'ButI'm a real bastard, Eidesen, a real bastard. Did you know that?'
Eidesen,puzzled, shook his head
'Butthat's how the game's played,' Gunnarstranda said. 'Now and then there arecertain advantages to being a bastard. From what I understand you were, or hadbeen at some point, Katrine's boyfriend. Right now I cannot make allowances forthat. The most important thing is to find out who killed her and, for all Iknow, that could have been you. I don't know. No one knows except the killer.'-�-
Eidesennodded again. He was ill at ease.
'Didyou kill Katrine Bratterud?'
Eidesenwinced. 'No.'
'Shedied what pathologists here call a gruesome death,' Gunnarstranda said.
Eidesenlooked up.
'Wedon't know why the killer did what he did. The conclusion, however, is that shetook a very long time to die. A very long time.'
Eidesenwas breathing with his mouth open. There was silence in the flat; onlyEidesen's heavy breathing was audible.
Inthe end Gunnarstranda broke the silence again. 'The fact that it took a longtime means that the killer had time and the opportunity to stop and let herlive. So what, one might ask? Does it matter when she's dead anyway? Well, thetime it takes to kill her suggests two very important pieces of information. Itmeans we're talking about malice aforethought.' He stared at Eidesen in theensuing silence.
'And?'Eidesen asked with face raised.
'Ifsomeone is hellbent on eliminating a threat someone poses, there can be two causesfor what happens. Two causes that seem feasible. The killer may be trying toprotect his own life. But I don't believe that to be the case here. Evenstrangulation must have taken several minutes, which means she put up someresistance. She must have been lashing out with her arms and legs. So we have asituation in which the assailant is waiting for her to die. This killer wasn'tdefending himself, which may mean that he was blinded by fury � or quiteunemotional at the time of the crime.'
Fromthe kitchen they heard the refrigerator switch itself on. Fr�lich alsoheard a hollow ticking sound in the silence. It was a small table clock on topof the television � a new black Philips.
Eidesenstroked the cuts on his face. 'I would imagine she resisted,' he mumbled.
Thepoliceman nodded without saying anything. He looked into Eidesen's eyes andsaid: 'Were you and Katrine having some disagreements?'
Eidesenshook his head.
'Pleasearticulate your answers.'
'Hm?'
'Answermy questions with words not body language. Frank Fr�lich, in the chairover there, will note down your answers.'
'No,we didn't argue very often.'
'OnSaturday 7th June you both went to a party held by Annabeth s. Isthat correct?'
'Yes,it is.' 'Is fru �s a friend of yours?'
'No,the invitation came via Katrine. Annabeth is the boss of the rehab centre whereKatrine was a patient, a part-time patient.'
'Howlong did you stay at the party?'
'Ileft at about midnight.'
'Did youleave alone or with someone else?'
'Alone�that is there were several of us splitting the taxi fare.'
'AndKatrine?'
'Shewas ill and went home.'
'Beforeyou?'
'Ithink so.'
'Whydo you think she left the party before you?'
'Shewas in a bad way, throwing up.'
Gunnarstrandafurrowed his brow; his interest was caught. 'Did she have a habit of throwingup?'
Eidesen:'A habit? She was ill.'
'Butdid she suffer from an eating disorder? Did she often throw up?'
'Notat all.' Eidesen continued in a dry voice, 'After we had eaten, a good whilelater, she went to the bathroom and threw up. She said she didn't feel well.'He fell silent.
'Soyou interpreted this behaviour of hers as a case of illness, gastric flu orsomething like that?' 'Yes, that is, at first I thought she might have beendrinking.'
'Butshe hadn't been?'
'No.She said she hadn't touched a drop all evening.'
'Butdid she seem drunk?'
'No.'
'Whatdid you do? Ring for a taxi?'
'No.'
Gunnarstrandawaited. Eidesen cleared his throat again. 'I think she did that. She said shewanted to go, and a little later she was nowhere to be seen.'
'Butyou didn't see her go?'
'No.I didn't see her anywhere, so I presumed she must have left.'
'Didyou have a row?'
'No.'
'Whydidn't you say goodbye or make sure she found her way home OK?'
'Therewas a bit of tension between us.'
'Soyou did have a row?'
Eidesenshrugged.
'Shewas ill, wanted to go home. You wanted to stay. You couldn't agree. You had arow?'
'Wedidn't have a row.'
'If Iwere to say a guest at the party saw you involved in a loud altercation beforeshe left, what would you say?'
'OK,that's true. But I don't remember it being loud. It was more the atmospherethat was unpleasant. She didn't want me to stay.'
Gunnarstrandawas quiet. The sunshine broke through the large south-facing windows and specksof dust danced in the air. 'Ole,' he said. 'May I call you Ole?'
Eidesennodded.
'Incases like these, out of self-respect, you must stick to the truth from thevery first moment. Otherwise you'll get into a lot of trouble. Do youunderstand?' Without waiting for a response he went on: 'Well, Ole, did youhave a row or not? If you did, what did you row about?'
'Shewanted to leave the party because she was ill, but I didn't want to go. It wasfun there so then she got, well, she got� annoyed with me. That was what itwas. She was annoyed that I wouldn't accompany her home.'
'Didshe say that? That you should accompany her?'
'No,but I interpreted her annoyance in that way.'
'Tellme about her illness.'
'Well,she just fainted, sideways. We were standing and chatting to some women fromthe centre, including the one whose house it was, Annabeth s. All of a suddenKatrine collapsed, towards me, with her eyes rolling. Out cold. There was a bitof a palaver and I went to the bathroom with her. She had just fainted for asecond or two, then she threw up in the toilet bowl.'
'Didshe give any explanation for this attack?'
'No.'
'Hadthis happened before?'
Eidesenjutted forward his lips and considered the question. 'Not like that. I don'tthink I'd ever seen her faint before, but she had been really dreading thisparty.'
'Whywas that?'
'That'show she was. Couldn't quite manage social gatherings with people she didn'tknow. And she was dreading spending a whole evening with these particularpeople. She felt she was on display because she was a patient.'
'Butdid she express her terror that day?'
'Notin so many words. But�' Ole Eidesen pulled a face. 'She had been very bitchyearlier in the day. Argued with me a lot.'
'Arguedwith you?' v
'Yes,we were at her place. I was watching football and then we started arguing. Thatis, she started.'
'Whatabout?'
Eidesenshook his head. 'She wanted to use the phone and I wasn't allowed to watch TV.She turned down the sound and we had a row. It was the Saturday afternoonfixture for the pools coupon, wasn't it. She was in a real state!'
'Andyou interpreted this as a bout of nerves?'
'Yes.'
'Andwhat was she nervous about?'
'Goingto the party. She didn't want to go, but felt she had to.'
'Backto the party. What were you talking about when she fainted?'
'Idon't remember. It was just chat. I think Annabeth was complimenting her onbeing so clever and all that. I don't remember her exact words.'
'Wereyou drunk?'
'Iwas in a good mood. There was wine with the meal and brandy afterwards, quite alot of brandy.'
'Haveyou ever used any other intoxicating substances?'
'Eh?'
Gunnarstranda:'You were in a relationship with a drug addict. You must understand what Imean. Did you consume other substances apart from spirits and wine thatevening?'
Eidesen'sface went rigid. 'She was not a drug addict. In a few months she would havebeen regarded as fully rehabilitated. And I do not use other intoxicating substances,as you put it!'
'Soyou didn't take any other substances apart from alcohol that night, is thatwhat I am to understand?'
'Yes.'
'Youeach have your own flats. Had you thought about living together?'
'No,it was still early in the relationship. But we stayed over at each other'splace now and then.'
'Andyou were considered a couple?'
'Bysome perhaps.'
'Andyou?' Gunnarstranda said sardonically. 'Did you consider this a relationship?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Didyou leave the party alone?'
'No,I took a taxi with some of the others after Katrine left.'
'Whowas that?'
'Theguy who lived there, Bj�rn, and a gay man called Goggen with his partner- a guy whose name I don't remember � and a woman called Merethe Fossum.'
'Whenwas this?'
'Aroundmidnight.'
'Butyou had just told your girlfriend that you didn't want to leave the party?'
'Yes,but there was this group of people in party mood. Goggen, he's such a funnyman, and Bj�rn was all right.'
'Thelady?'
'Yes,she was all right, too.'
'Didyou already know Merethe Fossum?'
'No.'
'Youmet her there for the first time? At the party?'
'That'scorrect.'
'Wheredid you go?'
'Tothe city centre, to Smuget, a restaurant.'
'Thetaxi dropped you off outside the restaurant?'
'Yes.'
'Then?'
'Wepaid and went in.' � 'Everyone?'
Eidesenthought about this. 'I think so. I mean three of us did. The two gay men wantedto go to another place. We three went into Smuget.'
'Youand the lady and Gerhardsen?' 'There was a bit of a queue outside. I stayedwith Merethe. Gerhardsen went off on his own, but I would guess he paid andwent in.'
Gunnarstrandaglanced at Fr�lich. 'Do you often go to restaurants where you have topay to go in?'
Fr�lich:'Smuget is not a restaurant in its normal sense; it's more a club with dancefloors and stages for live music�'
Gunnarstrandaturned back to Eidesen.
'Didyou see any of the others as you went in?'
'Isaw Merethe mostly.'
'Whatdid you do?'
'Wedanced a little, listened to music, had a few beers� and�'
'AndGerhardsen?'
'Ihave no idea.'
'Youdidn't see him in there?'
'Wewere together in the queue, but after that�' Eidesen shook his head.
'Whattime did you return home?'
'Ididn't look at my watch, but it was late. It was light and I was worried.Katrine was not here and we usually spent the weekend together � the nights. SoI had somehow expected to find her here.'
'Didyou see any signs that suggested she had been here?' 'She may have been, but Idon't think so.'
'Whynot?'
Eidesenrolled his shoulders. 'How could she have been here? I mean no one had made anyfood, no one had touched anything. If she had been here I would have noticed.'
'Soyou came back, but she wasn't here. What did you do then?'
'Irang her place.'
'Inthe middle of the night?'
'Ofcourse. It was crazy that she wasn't here, with her being unwell and all that.'
Gunnarstrandagot up and walked to the window. 'But suppose you had been ill,' he said.'Suppose you had felt nauseous and had thrown up and hadn't felt like beingwith other people, wouldn't it have been natural to go back to your own place,go to bed and hope you woke up fit and well the next day?'
'Yes,it would, but I would have left a message on the answer machine of the personwaiting for me.'
'Andthere weren't any messages on the machine?' Gunnarstranda lifted up a blackobject beside the white telephone on the window sill. 'On this?'
'Therewasn't a message, no.'
'Andshe usually left you messages?'
'Yes.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Did she pick up the phone when you called?'
'No.'
'Whatdid you do?'
'Iwent to sleep.'
'Yes,and then?'
'Well,I slept.'
'Ithought you ran into the forest and got scratched by thorns. Wasn't that whatyou said?'
'No,that was last night. I couldn't sleep after I heard what had happened.'
'Butthat night you slept?'
'Yes,like a log.'
'Eventhough she had vanished without a trace?'
'Shehadn't.'
'Hadn't?'
'Imean I wasn't aware she had vanished. I thought she was asleep.'
'Butshe didn't answer the phone.'
'No,but she had been ill and had gone home. I assumed she was sleeping.'
Gunnarstrandanodded slowly. 'Can anyone confirm that you did not have the cuts on your faceon Sunday?'
Eidesenshrugged. Silent. 'Maybe.'
'Name?''If you like I'll write down the names of the people I met on Sunday.'
'Fine.You slept. How long did you sleep?'
'Untilnine, more or less.'
'Didyou try to get in contact with her?'
'Yes,several times. On the phone.'
'Whatwere you thinking?'
'Howdo you mean?'
Gunnarstranda,irritated: 'Well, you were anxious. What were you thinking? What hypotheses hadyou formed in your mind after your girlfriend had stayed away all night and wasill?'
'None.'
'None?'the policeman gasped.
Eidesenstood up and walked around the table. He was two heads taller than the short,lean policeman with the comb-over and the anthropoid jaw. 'I don't know how youare supposed to behave in cases like this,' he said in a tremulous voice.
Fr�lichdidn't move as his boss still seemed to be in control.
Eidesen:'I'm no expert at reactions and feelings, but I have just lost a person of whomI was fond and if you had any respect left in�'
'Areyou thinking these thoughts now or did you fear these things on that morning,too?' the small policeman barked, moving two steps closer to the athlete whoinvoluntarily retreated. The policeman repeated, 'Did it occur to you on thatmorning that something might have happened to Katrine? That she might have beenhurt?'
'No.'
'Andwhy not?'
'Because�' Eidesen was quiet, thinking, it appeared.
'Why?'Gunnarstranda barked.
Eidesensat down on the sofa with a deep sigh.
Gunnarstrandasat down too, took out his packet of roll-ups and found a cigarette for nervousfingers to fidget with.
Eidesenseemed drained, but said nothing.
'Didyou think she was with someone else?'
Eidesenstared out of the window.
'Comeon,' Gunnarstranda said. 'Your girl stayed out all night. She may have been sickor unwell and you do nothing, not even check out the people you must have knownwere closest to her. You don't report her missing. Even when the news on Sundayis full of stories about a dead young woman found in Mastemyr, it doesn't ringa bell with you. It's so obvious why you didn't do anything. You must havethought she was with someone else, unless you killed her.'
'Whatdid you say?' Eidesen's reaction was perhaps divided between shock at thequestion and annoyance at Gunnarstranda's aggression.
'I'mnot saying anything,' the policeman explained, unruffled. 'I'm weighing theoptions. Either you were at ease that morning because you knew how things stood- that she was dead � or you were unconcerned because you had a good reason toassume nothing had happened. In which case, if you assumed everything was finewith Katrine, you must have assumed she was elsewhere. Both options arepossible. You look as if you have been fighting with someone with claws�'
'Anaccident,' Eidesen interrupted.
'Indeed.And, off the top of your head, you cannot tell me the names of anyone who couldconfirm your assertions. But let us suppose you had nothing to do with themurder. Well, you say you were not concerned about Katrine that morning. So myquestion is: Where was she? Or to be more precise: Where did you think shewas?'
Eidesenstood there with his head hanging. He was considering the situation. That muchwas obvious. When he finally straightened up he did so with a worn, somewhatresigned expression on his face. 'Henning Kramer,' he mumbled.
Fr�lichcoughed and took notes.
Gunnarstranda:'Why did you think she was with the conscientious objector?'
'Shespent a lot of time with him.'
'Aboyfriend?'
'Accordingto Katrine they were� ' Eidesen curled both index fingers,'� just goodfriends.'
'Butyou didn't believe that?'
'Areyou starting again?' Eidesen looked tired.
Gunnarstrandashook his head. 'I would like to know your opinion. What kind of relationshipdid the two of them have? It makes me especially curious when you assume shehas spent the night with the man. What kind of person is Henning?'
'Whatkind of person?' Eidesen shrugged. 'A skinny guy, long hair, bit of fluff onthe end of his chin, grins a lot, obsessed by philosophy.'
'Philosophy?'
'Yes,philosophical questions, sitting and thinking, writing poems, likes cooking,obsessed with Buddhist tosh � every woman's dream guy.'
'CanI take it that you neither like cooking, writing poems nor debating philosophicalquestions?'
'Youcan take whatever you like. But I do not like and have never liked HenningKramer. That's no secret.' v.
'Butyou believe he and Katrine were having a relationship.'
Eidesentook his time. 'Relationship,' he mumbled. 'I would guess they were very goodfriends, as they say. In any case Katrine claimed Henning was a friend and nota lover. Nevertheless, now and then I did wonder. They seemed to know eachother so well.'
'Explain.'
'Theywere very intimate with each other, the way married people can be. They didhave something private going between them.'
'Andyou thought she was with Henning that night?'
'Yes.'
'Youmust have thought there was something going on between them.'
'Sheclaimed Henning was like a girlfriend.'
'Agirlfriend? Is he gay?'
'Don'tthink so, but they were friends.'
'Shedidn't have any girlfriends?'
'No.'
'Noneat all?'
'Nonethat I know of.'
'Isn'tthat strange?'
'Maybe,I didn't think about it. She may have had female friends, but I don't know ofanyone close anyway.'
Gunnarstrandalooked down. 'All right,' he mumbled, then homed in on the young man's eyesagain. 'Were you jealous of Henning?'
'Ihave been.'
'Wereyou that night?'
'No.'
'Whynot?'
'Noidea.'
'Butyou come home at night expecting to find your girlfriend there. She isn't andyou conclude as a matter of course that she is with another man. Yet you arenot jealous?'
'I wasn'tjealous.'
'AndI find that a little hard to believe!'
'Fine,'snapped Eidesen. 'You want me to be jealous so what the hell does it matter? Ifyou want, I can say I was. If that makes you feel better. Yes, I can say I wasjealous. Are you happy now?'
'No!'
'Andwhy not?' Eidesen stood up and screamed the word into the face of thepoliceman, who calmly said, 'Sit down.'
Eidesensat down and Gunnarstranda cleared his throat in a formal-sounding manner. 'Iwant to know what happened,' he said in a quiet voice. 'As I mentioned before,I don't bluff and I don't tell lies. I am a civil servant, that is all, andhave nothing to gain by either bluffing or lying. I only want to do my job,which is to discover the truth. You have confronted me with two possiblehypotheses. Either you were jealous or you were not jealous. Let's imagine youwere jealous that night. She was found murdered two to three kilometres fromhere. Let's say she was on her way here that night. What are the consequences ofthis hypothesis? Suppose we say you met outside or that maybe you went out -restless because she was not here waiting for you. It was beginning to getlight and you met her on the way here. Perhaps you asked where she had been.Perhaps she admitted what you suspected, that she had been with Kramer. Perhapsthat started a row with a fatal conclusion. That fits the facts of the casevery well � the killer must have been furious with the victim. If the victimhad cheated on or deceived the killer you can understand the fury. Do youunderstand? Was that how it happened'
'No,'Eidesen said in a resigned tone.
'Shecould have come here,' the policeman continued. 'For all I know, you may havekilled her here, in this chair.'
Gunnarstrandasat watching Eidesen running two fingers down the sides of his nose. Thesilence persisted.
Fr�lichcould feel that he was hungry. As if on cue his stomach rumbled. Both Eidesenand Gunnarstranda glared at him. Fr�lich cleared his throat and changedsitting position.
'Whydid you let her leave the party so early on her own?' Gunnarstranda asked atlength.
'Theparty? She felt unwell and I was enjoying myself.'
'Butyou were a stranger there, weren't you?'
'Nomore of a stranger than Katrine was.'
'Abit more of a stranger than Katrine was. She knew the hosts. You knew no one inthe house.'
'Iwas a guest like everyone else and it was a good party.'
'Goodin what way?'
'Therewere some good stories told. They were good people.'
'Youleft with, amongst others, this woman, Merethe Fossum. She's about your age,isn't she?'
'Abit younger.' Eidesen's eyes were now those of someone who was concentrating onnot looking away. v 'You had a good time. I mean it was just youtwo, wasn't it?'
'Itwas packed with people, but we danced a little, chatted a little.'
'We?So you were a couple?'
'Wewere not a couple. I was with Katrine!'
'Butyou and this Merethe got on well, had good chemistry even before Katrine leftthe party, didn't you?'
'No.'
'Thatwasn't why Katrine left, was it? Because you were coming on to other women?'
'Idid not come on to anyone.'
'Butyou danced with her. And you admitted you had a row with Katrine.'
'Wedidn't argue about things like that.'
'Wheredoes she live?'
'Who?'
'MeretheFossum.'
'InGagleberg, on the bend at the start of the road up to Ryenberget, Vеlerenga.'
'Howdo you know?'
'Wesplit the fare home. She got out there.'
Gunnarstrandamotioned to Fr�lich, who stood up and went to the door. But then heremembered something. 'One last thing,' Fr�lich said as his colleagueunbuttoned his jacket and rolled himself a cigarette.
Eidesenraised a weary head. 'Yes?'
'Weknow the clothes she was wearing, but this was a party. What jewellery was shewearing?'
'Jewellery�'Eidesen mused. 'A thin gold chain around her neck. Maybe a couple of bracelets.She had an incredible eye for bracelets. Always wore some round here.' Heillustrated by holding his wrist. 'They jangled. She thought it was cool ifthey jangled.'
'Anymore?'
'Nothingstands out.'
'Norings?'
'Yes,of course, she always wore a lot of gold.'
'Andin her ears?'
'Yes.I bought them myself. A present. Two cannabis leaves � in gold, one for eachear.'
'Ithought she was clean.'
'Shewas.'
'Butcannabis leaves�?'
'Yes,what about it?'
Fr�lichwaved him away. 'Nothing,' he mumbled, waiting for Gunnarstranda, whoshouldered his way past the much taller and stronger Ole Eidesen. 'You areinstructed to attend the Institute of Forensics within the next twenty-fourhours,' said Inspector Gunnarstranda, putting a cigarette in his mouth. 'Thereyou need to give a DNA sample. You have twenty-four hours. Good evening.'

Chapter Sixteen

Discussions in the Rain

Therain was attempting to wash away a small, narrow biro mark on Fr�lich�sleft thumb. A raindrop struck the line about every third second. He hardly feltit; he was about as wet as it was possible to be. The material of his rainjacket was as stiff as cardboard, and the water trickled down his sleeves anddripped off both hands. The blue line contrasted with the summer-brown skin ofhis hand.
Hewent into a crouch and checked around the area of the trodden-down raspberrybushes. He examined the ground and tried to trample as little vegetation aspossible. Whether the flattened edge of the ditch had been a crime scene or notwas of less importance now as the pouring rain was washing away any clues theremight have been. His green jacket hung down to his hips. On his legs he waswearing dark jeans and high green waders. He had tried to fold the stiff rainjacket at the bottom so that not too much rain would trickle down on to histhighs. But it was no use. Both his trouser legs were dark blue with the rain,and every time he moved he had the unpleasant sensation of his trouserssticking to his skin. His hood fell forwards like a helmet and obstructed hisvision on both sides. Every time he turned his head, he had to pull back thehood with his right arm in order to be able to see anything apart from theinside material. Fr�lich stood up and headed for the other crime sceneinvestigators.
'Idon't know,' he said.
Hedidn't need to say any more. The others understood what he meant. Someone mayhave committed a murder in this place, but it could equally well have been deermoving around and trampling scrub and thicket.
'Noclothes anyway,' said Yttergjerde, the oldest policeman in the group, abow-legged man with a powerful, almost barrel-shaped upper torso, long upperarms and a stooping posture.
'Haveyou been on leave yet, Frankie?'
Frankshook his head inside the hood.
'Youhaven't been out to catch the great pike?'
Frank,who knew of Yttergjerde's passion for pike fishing, said, as was the truth, 'Itend to concentrate on trout.'
'Pikehave never turned you on?'
'No,'said Fr�lich, staring into the rain. 'Fly fishing is an art form all itsown � finding out what's in the area, making up the right fly and holding onwhen you have a bite.'
'Pikesare toughies,' said Yttergjerde. 'On Sunday I caught one weighing four kilos.'
'I'mnever allowed to go away at the weekends,' Fr�lich responded. 'Mypartner isn't at all interested in fishing.'
'Fourkilos,' Yttergjerde repeated. 'I had to kill it with a hammer axe, bang away atthe head until it cracked, and afterwards I put the pike in a black bin bag atthe bottom of the boat while I tried for a couple of hours to catch a few more.When I arrived home the missus wasn't in, so I put the pike in the utility sinkand wrote a message to Mum to scrape it and make fishcakes for supper! Thatevening the missus came home and went looking for a knife. The pike flapped itstail and jumped into the air. Yup, it had been lying there, drying out andbreathing air for half a day, but down on the floor it wriggled over towards mymissus snapping its jaws like a hungry croc!'
Fr�lichgave a weak smile. 'Must have been one of the ones that eats kiddies swimmingin the river,' he said drily.
'Youthink I'm bull-shitting, don't you,' Yttergjerde said. 'But it's almostimpossible to kill them. They're jungle creatures. Bury themselves in the mudwhen it's dry season. As the pools dry out in July you can see them buryingthemselves with their eyes poking out. The good old boys take time off to goand kill pikes day in, day out, but the buggers are hard to kill! Then therains come and they smack their tails on the surface of the water like smallwhales and swim off.' He was not smiling. There were deep furrows in the man'sface. He had long, narrow teeth he hid by pressing his lips together, whichgave him a surly expression � and which gave even the tallest of fisherman'stales an appearance of credibility.
Fr�lichnodded. 'Long time yet to a dry summer,' he said looking up at the sky. 'Whathave we found so far?'
'Acrushed, empty can of Coke,' Julius read from a list he had made. 'A usedcondom � washed out and rotten, several bits of paper that were once packets ofcigarettes� a load of rusty beer-bottle caps� and an electric motor, a waterpump at a guess.'
'Whowould throw away a water pump?' Fr�lich asked.
'Anyone,if it was knackered,' Yttergjerde said. He nodded towards the water's edgefurther down. 'Just wait until you deploy the divers. We'll be wallowing instolen cars and caravans.'
'We'reonly looking for fresh clues,' Fr�lich said in a tired voice, rubbingthe blue biro mark on the back of his hand. 'Clothes, a woman's party frock, Isuppose nylons with lace, that sort of thing� underwear� and jewellery.'
Yttergjerdeshook his head in despair. At that moment a young constable came round the bendwith an object in his hands. Both Fr�lich and Yttergjerde turned to facehim. Rain was dripping from the shadows on the young constable's police cap;there was one drop hanging from the underside of his nose. The policeman heldout what he had found. It was a woman's high-heeled shoe soiled with mud anddirt. 'That must have spent at least three winters in the woods,' Yttergjerdesaid gloomily. He focused on Fr�lich and heaved a wordless sigh, whichexpressed what they all felt, all of those who were searching the area in thetorrential rain. 'Shall I put the shoe on the list?'
Thepoliceman who had made the find was standing in the same military posture as Fr�lich,at ease, so as not to feel the soaked clothes on his skin. 'There were a coupleof empty plastic bags, too,' he commented.
'Shewas last seen on her way up to Holmlia,' Fr�lich said. 'And she wasfound less than five hundred metres from here.'
Hepointed past the white bathing hut and across to the other side of the inlet.'There,' he said, 'where the road bends and there is just the safety barrierleading down to the beach. Someone tipped her over the barrier. She wasstrangled somewhere close by.' He looked at his watch. 'Hope you can stand abit more,' he mumbled. 'I have�' He cleared his throat as he searched for theright word. 'I'm afraid I have� an interview with a witness.'
Heleft them and strolled over to the car. They could think what they liked. Therewere more useful things he could do elsewhere.

Hefound an old plastic bag in the boot of his car and put it on the seat beforegetting in. He needed dry clothes and so drove home first. As he was unlockingthe door he heard the telephone ringing in the sitting room. At once heremembered he had promised to phone Eva-Britt. He took the call on the cordlessand continued to search for dry clothes while talking. Eva-Britt reminded himof the arrangement they had on Friday night. That was just what Frank had beendreading. 'I may be able to make it on Saturday instead,' he answered airily,taking a pair of dry jeans out of the wardrobe. The silence on the phone didnot bode well. 'I know you don't like that,' he mumbled, wondering whether hehad an ironed shirt. Doubtful. 'But I can't say no to Gunnarstranda, not onthat day. When the man asks me to his mountain cabin, it's not a cabin, it'sthe Holy Grail.'
Hefound socks in the drawer and a pair without holes in the heel while Eva-Brittwas gasping for air, wherever she was. Holy Grail or not, that was not thepoint. The point was that he was a past master in putting her in second place.It was humiliating and it made her doubt his feelings � it was the usual story.He put the cordless down on the window sill, lay on the bed and peeled thesaturated trousers off his thighs as her voice cut through the room: 'Are youlistening to what I am saying?'
Frankgrabbed the phone. 'Oh shit,' he said.
'What?'
'Idropped the phone. Can you repeat the last thing you said?'
Hewrenched off his trousers as her voice crackled like a radio. Eyed himself inthe mirror. Too fat, too white. He picked up the phone again and raised it tohis ear. 'I see that,' he said as she paused for breath. 'And I am reallysorry. But can you do Saturday or not?'
Shewas stuttering with anger. This was the phase before she began to lay into him.He had to interrupt: 'Then I'll buy a bottle of red wine for you and some beerfor me. I'll invite you to salted cod, bacon and mushroom ragout, which you canmake � and I won't start work on Sunday until ten, I promise.'
Heheld the phone away from his ear before she progressed into mid-rant.
'Well,'he repeated. 'I'm afraid appeals won't help. I have to work on Sunday.' He putdown the phone again, pulled on his dry trousers and buttoned up the fly. Thenhe lifted his trousers from the waistband and studied his stomach side on.
Thetelephone! He put it to his ear. It was dead. He hunted through the wardrobe,found a drip-dry shirt and inspected it � bit of a wrinkle on the breast pocketbut it would have to do. He rang her and pulled faces at himself in the mirroras the phone rang. He let it ring forever. 'We must have been cut off,' Franksaid before she could get a word in.
'Attimes you don't seem at all interested,' she bawled.
'Don'tstart all that again,' he parried. 'I promise to be here all Saturday evening.I promise not to be late. I promise to switch off the phone. I promise not towatch TV. I won't put on any 70s music. I will be fascinated by all the problemsyou're having at work. I won't hire a film. I promise to drink red wine withthe meal. I will think up at least five compliments and I promise to lightcandles on the table. All right?'
'Mygoodness, you're such a romantic, aren't you,' her voice groaned.
'Ican be if I want to,' Frank grinned, pulling faces at himself in the mirror. Hewas dry, and ought to be presentable enough for the force now.

Chapter Seventeen

Out of Shape

GeorgBeck worked at the Nydalen Skills Centre, a kind of institution where most ofthe patients seemed to be psychologically handicapped. Fr�lich entered,but couldn't catch anyone's eye in reception. The young man sitting there waschewing gum and disappeared without bothering about the approaching policeman. Fr�lichventured further into the low-ceilinged building and stopped a man in hisforties coming out of a door. Frank assumed he worked there since he wascarrying a file under his arm. A man with a short brown beard, a crooked mouthand a crooked fringe. An eloquent smile played on his lips at the mention ofGeorg Beck's name. Then he showed him the way through the corridors to a reddoor inscribed with activity room n in white letters.
Fr�lichknocked and went in. There were two people inside. A thin elderly woman wassitting in a wheelchair by a table. Georg Beck was leaning over her. The two ofthem were trying to glue together two pieces of cardboard. Beck was plump,medium height, with brown hair and a fine middle parting and kiss curls overhis forehead. 'That's it, Stella,' he said in an amicable tone and with a winkto Fr�lich. Beck camouflaged the flab well with loose clothing: a blueV-neck jumper, baggy white cotton pants and sandals. He guided the elderlywoman's hands towards one of the bits of the egg box on the table. 'Hold this,Stella,' he said with infinite patience. 'You've had your fingers in lots ofthings over the years, Stella. Grip this, that's it, yes. And now the tube of glue.'
Theageing woman in the wheelchair sat with her mouth half-open and concentrated.The egg box in one hand and the glue in the other. A drop of saliva gathered onher lower lip, stretched into a long, viscous thread of slime and slowlyreached her lap before she had taken the decision to cast off.
'No,no, dear Stella!' the man said in an affected voice, wiping her mouth withpaper and gently closing her mouth. 'We don't sit like that, do we?' Georg Beckwinked at Fr�lich again. 'Not when we have strange men here!'
Theold woman shrieked with laughter and a smile revealed bluish-grey false teeth.Her arms were so thin that the skin hung off her forearms. Her lined fingerswere splayed out and she was staring at a point in the far distance.
'Now,now,' Beck reproved in a gentle tone. 'That's how to squeeze the tube. You cando it, Stella. Squeeze the tube! Not so hard, Stella! Not so hard. You'vesqueezed tubes before, Stella!'
Hewinked again at Fr�lich, straightened up and stood for a few secondslooking at the woman in the wheelchair. Her hands with the egg box and the tubeof glue sank into her lap and stayed there, immobile. She sat unconcerned, withher mouth half-open staring ahead of her.
Beckshook his head in despair and turned to Fr�lich. 'Right, handsome, fireaway!' he said producing a grin that exposed a large gap between his frontteeth.
'It'sabout the party at Annabeth s's house.'
'Oh,my God, what a dramatic end!' Beck put on an affected expression. 'Come withme,' he exclaimed and wiggled his way to some free seats beneath the window.'Don't bother about Stella. She can't hear anyway. I was there and, with mysense of timing, I left before it happened. That's what I call being off-form,not smelling a scandal when the word is written in capital letters and flashingneon lights.'
Beckgave the policeman a cool once-over and held out a chair for him. 'Whatever youdo, Chief Inspector, don't rattle the handcuffs here or we'll all swoon!'
'What'syour connection with Gerhardsen and s?' Fr�lich enquired.
'Oh,I just cast a bit of glamour over the gathering,' Beck said with a giggle. 'ButAnnabeth is so lovely. She's the one who arranges for me to go there.When she asks it's simply not on to say no. I only work freelance� forVinterhagen; I don't have the energy for any more. But I do enough to beinvited to parties. Then he brings out the best cognac, Bj�rn does � thegood-time Charlie.'
'Thegood-time Charlie?' Fr�lich asked.
'Whoops,'Beck exclaimed, putting a hand to his mouth. 'Have I said too much already?There you see � me and good-looking men, not a good combination.'
Fr�lichstared.
'Imean Bj�rn's feelers were out for the poor girl, or his hands might be amore apt expression,' he said with a meaningful glance. 'My goodness, wherethat man has had his hands. It doesn't bear thinking about.'
'Youmean he�'
'Yes,he was playing footsie under the table. What do you say to that? During themeal. With that poor girl, not that I am a complete innocent, and she wasn'teither, I'm led to believe� ' Beck laughed out loud and winked. '� Not that weneed to go any deeper into that side of the case, eh? Anyway, Bj�rn wassitting at the same table as Annabeth, wasn't he. Not that that made anydifference. On the terrace he had one hand up her skirt.'
'KatrineBratterud's?'
'Yes,I suppose that was her name.'
'Yousaw that?'
'Notonly me. Annabeth did, too. She was grinding her teeth so hard we werebeginning to think there were mice behind the walls.' He laughed again. 'Andperhaps that turn of phrase says it all.'
'Howdid the girl react?'
'MyGod, I have no idea. I retreated � at once because Annabeth was clenching bothfists and on her way to the terrace. I hadn't come to the party to ring for anambulance. Anyway I sat down and started chatting to some other people.'
'Buthow�?' Fr�lich searched for words. 'Were they being intimate? On theterrace? I mean Katrine and Gerhardsen � or did she seem to be rejecting him?'
'Ihave no idea. Maybe, maybe not. They didn't meet much resistance anyway � hishands I'm talking about.'
'Butdid you see how it finished up?'
'Look,handsome�'
Fr�lichcleared his throat. 'I mean, did you see what happened when fru �s joinedthem?'
'No,and thank God I didn't. I would guess Annabeth made Bj�rn controlhimself.'
'Butif something had happened on the terrace, something scandalous� Ipresume you would have known?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Butyou think the advances Gerhardsen made to the murder victim led to an emotionalresponse ' from Annabeth s?'
'Lordie,the way you speak. The murder victim. I'm all on edge.' He gesticulatedand put on a serious face. 'But yes, she was affected by the situation, thereis no question.'
'Wereyou aware that the girl became ill during the party?'
'Iheard about it and that is what I cannot forgive myself for. The scandal wasalready in full flow. I left straight afterwards.'
'Youleft the party alone?'
'No,there were five of us. It was so boring there. We went to Enka.' Beck winked.'That is, we dropped three of them off at Smuget. Lasse and I went on. Lasse,he's my man of the moment.' He smiled.
'Whowas in the car?'
'Therewas Bj�rn, well oiled as always�'
'Annabeth'shusband?'
'Yes,and there was the boyfriend of the girl we're talking about� a cutie withparticularly attractive legs, and a woman who was clinging to him.'
'Youdropped these three off at Smuget?'
'Yes,Bj�rn and the woman and the athlete� Ole. Nice name, isn't it? I alwaysgo very solemn when I hear that name. I think of the violinist, Ole Bull, youknow, the piece of music The Herb Girl's Sunday.'
'TheHerd Girl's Sunday.'
GeorgBeck gasped and patted his forehead. 'There you see. This is putting me all onedge.'
'Whydidn't you and Lasse go to Smuget?'
'Wewanted to go to Enka, but the others, above all Bj�rn, wanted to go to aplace with more of a hetero feel. So we dropped them off. Lasse and I went toEnka where we met another couple and we went back to my place at half pastthree, all four of us. I suppose, that's what you call an alibi, isn't it?'Beck put on a roguish smile and leaned forward. 'Would you like me to go intodetail?'
Fr�lichsighed and tore a sheet from his notebook and passed it to Beck. 'Could you jotdown the names here, please,' he said, and stood up.

Chapter Eighteen

Directions

Thetwo policemen sat comparing the various witnesses' statements. Fr�lichfed all the material, about the murder victim's movements into the computer.Gunnarstranda Bad been sitting and looking at the prison photo of Raymond Skaufor a long time. 'This man is central,' he concluded.
'He'snever at home, anyway,' Fr�lich remarked over his shoulder.
Gunnarstrandastood up. 'We'll have to try his door several times and if that does notproduce results we'll ask someone to batter it down,' he continued, and wentquiet when the telephone rang. A few seconds later he put down the receiverwith a grunt and got to his feet again. 'That was Yttergjerde,' he mumbled inhis excitement.
'Whathappened?' Fr�lich asked.
Gunnarstrandafumbled with his coat. He couldn't get it on fast enough.
'Theclothes. They've found her clothes,' the police inspector said. With that heabout-faced and went off in a flap. His coat fluttering behind him. His armsoutstretched. Nose bent over like a beak. He resembled a hungry seagullfloating on an up-draught behind a ferry, cheerfully pensive and excited at thesame time.

Fr�lichturned off the road, drove into the gravel car park and came to a halt. The twodetectives walked the last part, the older one a good two metres ahead.Yttergjerde and his men had blocked off the area beneath the road.
'Thisis not far from where she was found,' Fr�lich mumbled.
Yttergjerdemet them. 'Floated along in a plastic bag,' he said. 'That is, it was bobbingup and down in the water between the rocks over there.' He pointed.
Thetwo of them followed. The items of clothing lay on the ground packed intransparent plastic on which big puddles had collected in the drizzle. Fr�lichcould make out a black bra, black panties, a grey shirt, a blouse, but only oneshoe.
'Theother shoe?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Thisis all there was,' Yttergjerde said. 'And the bag, of course.' He pointed to awhite plastic bag advertising the supermarket chain Joker in green writing. Thecolour was faded.
.'And the bag was found there?' Gunnarstranda pointed to some large rocks at thewater's edge. They jutted out into the water beneath the trunks of two enormouspine trees.
'Yes,and it was knotted, so I suppose it will go to the lab?'
'Didthe bag float there or was it thrown?'
'Hardto say, if it wasn't thrown from up there�' Yttergjerde nodded towards the roadwhere an ageing blue Volvo full of inquisitive youths was slowly trundlingpast.'� It can't have happened very far from here.'
'Nojewellery, handbag or personal effects?'
Yttergjerdeshook his head.
'We'dbetter have a look around,' Gunnarstranda said, walking up to the motorway.'How far away are we from the place where the body was found?'
'Twoor three kilometres.' Fr�lich, turning, nodded towards the west. 'Andabout the same distance to the area where Henning and Katrine were parked.'
'Thekiller threw the clothes first, then the body?'
'That'spossible,' Fr�lich mused. 'Depends which way the car was going.' Helooked up and down the road. 'The plastic bag on the right hand side of theroad, the body on the left�'
'Ifthe car was going west from here towards Oslo city centre,' Gunnarstrandaadded. 'Henning Kramer said the girl walked up towards Holmlia, and if she waspicked up there, the car must have been on its way out of Oslo. In that case hegot rid of the body first and then the clothes?'
Theygot into the car. Fr�lich started the engine. 'Did you notice theclothes?' he asked.
Gunnarstranda:'What do you mean?'
'Isit significant? I think it looked as though she had undressed herself.'
'Disagree,'said Gunnarstranda. 'The clothes didn't seem to have been ripped to shreds,which is quite another matter. We'll have to see what the lab people say.'
Fr�lichnodded, drove out of the car park and headed back towards Oslo city centre. Asthey approached Hvervenbukta Fr�lich slowed down and pulled into theside. On the left they could make out the white bathing hut on the jetty, thegreen lawns leading up to the car parks and the pine-clad ridge of Ljanskollen.
'Noproblem at all,' Fr�lich said. 'If the killer drove as we have just doneand pulled in where we are now, he must have carried her across the road andthen thrown her over the safety barrier.'
'Thatsuggests then the car was going in the opposite direction,' Gunnarstranda said.'So the killer drags Katrine into the car, rapes and strangles her, strips her,drives seven or eight hundred metres down the road, stops, lifts her over thebarrier, gets back in, drives on and�'
'Inthat case the driver would have had to stop in the middle of the bend,' Fr�lichinterrupted. 'There is nowhere to pull in,' he pointed. 'Would you have stoppedin the middle of the carriageway to get rid of a body?'
'Maybein the middle of the night,' Gunnarstranda said, but was sceptical, and added:'There's something not right with this.'
'It'smuch more likely that he parked here,' Fr�lich opined. 'On this side ofthe road.' He glanced at his boss. 'Kramer came this way,' he stated withemphasis.
Gunnarstrandareturned a cryptic smile. 'Whichever way the killer was going, this is theplace to stop,' he concluded. 'If he was driving towards us, towards Oslo, ifhe swung over on to this side of the road and pulled up, why did he carry herover to the other side of the road?' Gunnarstranda wondered aloud. 'He couldhave dumped her here in the ditch. No,' he decided. 'The killer must have beencoming from the other direction, from Oslo � and stopped in the bend.'
Theygot out of the car. They crossed the road and looked over the barrier and downon to the crag where Katrine Bratterud's body had been found a few days before.
Gunnarstranda:'If the car came from Oslo, that may fit with Kramer's statement. On the otherhand, the killer may have disposed of the body and the clothes in this way soas to confuse us.'
Fr�lichshrugged. A car passed them and he had to shout to be heard over the noise. 'Itall depends on when and where she was murdered. If she was picked up while shewas walking up towards Holmlia and was murdered somewhere between there andthis place, I assume she would have been killed in the car park up there.' Henodded towards the other side of the inlet where two cars were parked. 'Thenthe same car kept going and the driver threw the body out here first and gotrid of the clothes later where Yttergjerde found them.'
Gunnarstrandaleaned over the barrier and peered down. 'But no attempt was made to hide thebody.'
Hethought aloud: 'The body was found without any jewellery, but there was nojewellery in the bag, either. So�'
'Thekiller seems very cold-blooded,' Fr�lich concluded. 'Cold-blooded with asingleness of purpose. Clothes separate, jewellery separate and the bodyseparate.'
Hecast a last glance over the fjord and followed Gunnarstranda, who was alreadyon his way to the car.
'Thereare a couple of things I don't like about this theory,' the police inspectorsaid as they drove on.
Fr�lich:'Which theory?'
'Thatthe killer was coming from Oslo. The problem is that we seem to be groping inthe dark. If the car came east from Oslo the killer might be in Sweden now andwe would be none the wiser.'

Chapter Nineteen

Foreground � Background

Shewas sitting and waiting at their usual table at the back of the restaurant. Shemust have been sitting there for a while because there was a half-empty bottleof Farris mineral water beside her. The sunlight from outside made her thick,dark hair shine. She was reading, and had already seen him because she waspacking away her papers. He gave the cloakroom attendant his denim jacket,having put his wallet in his back pocket first.
Theygazed at each other. She was wearing a light summer dress. It was different.She tended to dress more formally on weekdays. He stood for a couple of secondsand studied her; her shoulders were tanned, summer-brown, golden.
'Theusual?' she asked.
Henodded and sat down.
'Good,'she said. 'I've already ordered.'
'Whatdo you think of tattoos?' he asked.
Sheraised her eyebrows in query. 'You're not telling me you have�?'
'No,I mean for you. Have you ever thought about it? Having a tattoo?'
Sheshook her head. 'Me with my job?' She pushed out one shoulder and peered downat it as though there were a design there. 'Me with my image�'
'Themurdered girl had a tattoo, a big tattoo on her stomach.' His hand circled hisstomach.
Eva-Brittlooked at him sideways. 'Do you think it's sexy, Frankie?'
'Maybe.But not on a dead body. But what do you think? Could it be tasteful?'
'Ifyou're a stripper, maybe.' She made room for the waiter to place the food onthe table. 'But I'm not,' she added and began to sprinkle parmesan cheese overthe spaghetti.
'Lenahas a tattoo, I gather,' Frank reminded her. Lena was Eva-Britt's girlfriendfrom way back.
Eva-Brittreconsidered the idea. 'It might be tasteful,' she decided.
'BecauseLena's got one?'
'No,Lena has quite a tasteful motif. It's a comic figure. The little yellow birdwith the big head�'
Frankhad no idea who she meant.
'Inthose old Daffy Duck comics,' Eva-Britt said. 'The bird that always fought withthe cat.'
'Tweetyand Sylvester,' Frank said.
'Mm,'Eva-Britt nodded. 'Tweety'. She pointed to her bare shoulder. Lena has a tattooof Tweety here. It's quite tasteful because it's a bit downmarket. And thenit's quite funny. Roses and birds and that sort of thing are worse because theyare supposed to be sexy. It means you have to think about what clothes youwear. In my job you can't walk around with a cartoon on your shoulder. As awoman�'
'What'sso special about your job?'
'Areyou being sarky?'
'No,'Frank assured her. 'I'm curious. I'm thinking about this girl with the largeflower on her stomach.'
'Well,she could always cover that one up,' Eva- Britt nodded. 'But being the managerof a medium-sized company with many male colleagues�' She threw him a lopsidedsmile and shook her head. 'I can't provoke men into fantasizing about my body,Frankie. A tattoo is downright unthinkable.'
'Soyou have considered having one?'
Sheglanced up, but ignored the question. 'And that's without even mentioning thefact that tattoos are hard to remove. I just consider them ugly. I once saw ayoung woman in Felix. She had a snake tattooed over her leg, a python wrappedaround her thigh going down under her knee. Every single man she meets will befantasizing about where the rest of the snake is. Do you understand? I'm sureit's fun for her when she is young and crazy and attractive. But she won't everbe able to last a day in a serious job that demands respect and professionaldistance.'
'NowI don't understand what you mean,' Frank said. 'I thought you were for women'srights and against sexual harassment.'
'ButI am!'
'Butshould it count against her that she's got a snake tattoo that excites men'sfantasies?'
'Listento what I'm saying. It should not count against her, but she sidelines herselfbecause every man will focus on her sexuality more than her other qualitieswhen he meets her.'
'Hm,'Frank said.
'Haveyou learned something new?'
'Don'tknow,' Frank said. 'You have a point.'
'Justimagine,' Eva-Britt went on. 'I can also feel sexy, feel like being sexy
'Bringit on,' Frank said contentedly.
Sheignored him. 'But why should I paste it all over my body and never be able tofree myself from it again?'
Frankgrew serious. 'What I'm wondering is whether the tattoo says anything abouther.'
Eva-Brittsmiled. 'And what do you think?'
Hedeliberated. 'I think she was trying to create a new life for herself. Everyonesays that. She was trying to find freedom.'
'Butthen a symbol of that kind can be interpreted in a great many ways,' Eva-Brittsaid. 'If the tattoo is old, she may have regretted ever having it done. But itcould also be a useful reminder.'
'Useful?'
'Akind of stigma, the symbol of something that should never be repeated.'
Heabsorbed her comments. 'You're on the ball today,' Frank said. He started toeat as well, but was soon lost in thought again.
Eva-Britt:'What are you thinking about?'
'RagnarTravis says you can become addicted to tattoos, like cigarettes.'
'Cigarettes?'
'Yes,he says one tattoo is fine, two is OK too, but three � then you're hooked. It'sjust a question of time before the whole of your body is decorated.'
'Thatis definitely grim. People like that look as though they have been made in afactory.'
Henodded.
'Talkabout something else, Frankie,' Eva-Britt said with raised fork. 'Just don'ttalk about going to the cabin with that mad boss of yours.'
Frankgulped. 'What do you feel like doing afterwards?' he asked at length.
'Cinema,'she said.
'Tosee what?'
Eva-Brittput on a mischievous smile. 'It doesn't matter so long as it's sexy.'

Chapter Twenty

Dust Thou Art, and to Dust Shalt Thou Return

Theprevious day might have been wet, but this day was drier than white wine.Police Inspector Gunnarstranda rolled down the car window and watched thesturdy figure of Frank Fr�lich approaching. The car park was empty apartfrom the odd car frying in the sun. Through the opening in the cypress hedgethat divided the car park from the cemetery came a female gardener. She waspulling off a pair of filthy gardening gloves and plodding around in shorts andheavy boots covered in soil and clay. Clumps of earth fell off, leaving a trailbehind her. She wiped the sweat off her brow and lit a cigarette which shestood smoking while staring pensively at the ground. A minibus trundled intothe car park, passed the gardener, and Fr�lich too, before parking. Alogo with the name of the rehab centre was painted in large, hazy, colourfulletters on the side of the bus: vinterhagen. A crowd of well- dressed youngpeople piled out. They seemed fragile in their fine clothes, almost as thoughthey had been rolled in starch to ensure that they remained erect. Fr�lichgave them a nod. The youths looked around with their hands buried deep in theirtrouser pockets before ambling off to the chapel where a gentleman in darkclothes from the funeral parlour was waiting for them. Ole Eidesen was theretoo. He stood with his nose in a booklet for the funeral ceremony. He wasdressed in black.
Fr�lichgot into Gunnarstranda's car bringing with him a strong smell of deodorant andsweat. 'Those are the VIPs,' he mumbled, nodding towards the youths in front ofthe chapel. 'Shall we go in?'
Gunnarstrandashook his head. 'Let them have half an hour to themselves.'
Fr�lichrolled down his window. 'Christ, it's hot,' he groaned. 'And now I have donemost of this area, but there's still no sign of Raymond Skau.'
Theyouths from the minibus stood hanging around the entrance to the chapel.
'Loadsof bloody great gravestones here,' Fr�lich said at length.
'Youdon't say!'
'Yes,obelixes and stuff.'
'Obelisks.'
'It waswordplay. A comic series.'
'Really?'
'AGaul, a fat guy who carries around obelisks on his back � called Obelix.'
'Well,I never.'
'Yes,indeed.'
'Well,well.'
'Haveyou seen anyone?' Fr�lich asked.
'HenningKramer, Annabeth s and the crew you saw from the centre. Ole Eidesen isaround�' Gunnarstranda motioned towards the entrance where Eidesen had gone in.
'Talkedto anyone?'
'No.'
'Perhapswe ought to give Kramer another grilling?'
'Nottoday. Besides, we'd better find holes in his statement first.'
'Seenanything of Gerhardsen?' Fr�lich asked.
Gunnarstrandachecked his watch. 'He's still got a couple of minutes.'
'Doyou think her mother's here?'
'Iwould assume so. After all, she is the next of kin.'
'Terriblebusiness,' Fr�lich mumbled. 'Terrible business.' * 'I suppose we shouldgo through the park grounds again,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Shouldwe go in and say hello to her mother?'
'Iwould like to, but this is not the time or place to do aggressive police work.'
'Right,'Fr�lich said, wiping the sweat with a tissue he produced from his jacketpocket. 'Right,' he repeated. 'I suppose that means I'll have to drive to herplace.'
'Forthe time being the grounds seem quite appealing,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Idon't think so.'
'ShouldI interpret that as a no to searching the grounds again?'
'Needlein a haystack.'
'Doyou have any ambitions to be a public prosecutor at some point?'
'Andthat's why I should sweat in the grounds?'
'Notnecessarily, but if there's any point in checking anything to do with this poorgirl, there must be an underlying theory that the assailant is sneaking aroundin the bushes here or is sitting in the chapel listening to what a wonderfulperson he has destroyed. Look at Silver Fox�'
Gunnarstrandastopped talking and both policemen followed Sigrid Haugom with their eyes. Sheclosed the door of a parked Mercedes. Fr�lich whistled. 'Jeez, what abody,' he mumbled.
'She'stoo old for you, Fr�lich. That's Sigrid Haugom. Katrine's confidante.The one who asked me if I liked my name.'
'Whodo you think the old codger is?'
Gunnarstrandarolled his shoulders. 'Tax inspector from the outer isles � who knows. But theodds are it's her husband. In which case his name is Erik Haugom.'
Bothmen followed the couple with their eyes. She was graceful, with an hourglassfigure, cultured and suitably dressed for the occasion; she even wore a blackshawl over her shoulders. He seemed like a good-looking guy, straight back,firm backside with a sullen grin on his ruddy face.
'Guesswhat his job is,' Gunnarstranda said.
Fr�lichtook his time to answer. Both policemen were following the couple with theireyes. As they passed the last parked car before the chapel, the man stopped,took a comb from his back pocket and combed his hair back in the reflectionfrom the car window.
'Noidea,' Fr�lich concluded.
'Theylive in Grefsen in an architect-designed house full of old junk they haveaccumulated from antiques auctions here and in London. The son studies at Yaleand they each have a car of their own. He has a Mercedes; she has a BMW.'
'Supposeshe must be trying to put something back,' Fr�lich mumbled. 'Since sherehabilitates drug addicts.'
'Buthow do you think he earns his living?'
'Noidea.'
'Doctor,of course.'
'Doctor?'Fr�lich sneered. 'I know who the bugger is!'
'Youdo?' Gunnar said, uninterested.
'Yes,Erik Haugom? Doctor? He's a bloody celeb. The guy has his own column in severalnewspapers!'
Gunnarstrandastared at Fr�lich. His expression was reminiscent of someone who hadjust sampled tainted food. 'Did you say celeb? Do you use such words?'
Fr�lichwas not listening. His face was one big, moist grin. 'I still read Haugom'scolumns. He calls himself a sexologist. The guy knows everything that is worthknowing about anal sex, group sex, urine sex� you name it.' He paused as thoughremembering something. 'They look quite respectable,' he mumbled. 'I mean�she's�'
Gunnarstranda- who was still observing the other policeman as if he were an object he wouldhave to tolerate for the time being, but which he had high hopes would soon beoff his hands � opened his mouth and said in a toneless but earnest voice,'Don't come out with any more idiocies now.'
'No.'Fr�lich went quiet.
Theysat watching the couple greet the man from the funeral parlour. A gust of windcaught Sigrid Haugom's silver hair and she reacted with an elegant toss of thehead. They went inside.
'Comeon then,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Eh?'
'Saywhat you have to say.'
'Youdon't like me saying these things.'
'Butsay it anyway, for Christ's sake.'
Fr�lichcleared his throat. 'Well, she's a cracker, despite being fifty-something,isn't she? With that ass, I mean, she's a cracker.' He paused.
'Well?'
'Well,just imagine all that guy knows about sex�'
'Shutup!'
'Itold you you didn't like the comments I make.'
'I'mgoing for a walk,' Gunnarstranda said, and got out. He crossed the car park andfollowed the female gardener who was strolling towards a grave. She knelt downand began to remove stubborn blades of wheat grass and goutweed from betweenthe low-growing asters and sea lavender. Gunnarstranda threw his jacket overhis shoulder and breathed in the perfume of freshly mown grass and sweet summerflowers mixed with the faint stench of.decomposition. The silence surroundingthe graves made him think of Edel. He strolled down to her grave. On the way hepassed an open grave and a pile of earth covered with a tarpaulin. He went onto the area where Edel's urn was kept. The mauve carpet phlox he had plantedthe previous year had grown so big that it had spread across the little bed infront of the gravestone and on to the lawn. There were still a few small mauveflowers glistening between the seed pods against the green background. Hecrouched down and closed his eyes for a few seconds. He saw her in front of awindow watering a potted plant. He opened his eyes and tried to remember whenthat had been and why he could visualize that particular image. But once it wasgone, he couldn't picture it as clearly. He was unable to say how old she hadbeen then or what clothes she had been wearing. Nor could he recall the type ofplant she had been watering.
Heturned away from the grave and strolled back towards the chapel, walked past itand by the south side where another funeral had just finished; grief-strickenmourners were observing each other, relaying their condolences and holding eachother's hands. Gunnarstranda felt out of place and withdrew. A thin man infilthy jeans was sitting beside a mower on a lawn some distance away.
Gunnarstrandapaused in the middle of one of the gravel paths that ran as straight as anarrow up to the huge cemetery. The path was broken by numerous other smallpaths crossing it and creating small squares all over the grounds, plots fencedoff by tall, green cypress hedges. Some elderly women were walking down; atractor crossed the path right in front of them, then re-crossed the path,closer this time. Gunnarstranda could see the hopelessness of the task oflooking out for suspicious persons in the grounds. He walked around the chapel.In the east wall of the crematorium there were the urns of the first members ofthe Norwegian Crematorium Association. He stepped closer and tried to decipherthe inscriptions on the urns. All of a sudden he recognized a name, an elderlyneighbour from his boyhood days in Grunerlшkka. He read the man's name oncemore and experienced a strange feeling of awe.
Sothis was where he had ended up. Gunnarstranda was reminded with a smile of theold crackpot in the window at the top of Markveien shouting propaganda for thecrematorium. I'm telling you, you young whippersnappers, the crematorium isthe future! he had screamed � and earned himself gales of laughter. Now hewas here on the stand of honour � a handful of ashes in a clay pot.
Gunnarstrandakept walking and rounded the corner just in time to see Bj�rn Gerhardsensneaking in through the chapel door.

Chapter Twenty-One

Mental Arithmetic

FrankFr�lich found a gap for his car in Torggata between a kebab house andone of the greengrocers with a better selection of exotic vegetables. Heremembered he should have gone shopping, but resisted the temptation, crossedthe street and continued down the opposite pavement. A young man wearingcolourful shorts and a helmet on his head was slalom-cycling betweenpedestrians. Fr�lich wormed his way through a group of Africans inexpensive leather jackets embroiled in a heated discussion. A parked van wasblocking the traffic. It was a clapped-out Toyota Hiace with large rusty holesin the sides. The rear door was open wide and the back of the van was crammedfull with slaughtered animals. Arab-looking boys lifted the meat up on to theirshoulders and ran a shuttle service between the van and one of the shops.Smuggled meat from Sweden, Fr�lich reckoned, and stood watching theunloading for a few seconds. In the end he tore himself away and walked upBernt Ankers gate to the specialist publishing house where Merethe Fossumworked. He came to a general office with a central switchboard on the groundfloor. The man in the office wore a uniform and belonged to a security service witha handcuff as a logo. He grabbed a telephone and asked Fr�lich if he wasexpected. Fr�lich took a risk. 'Yes,' he said. The man in the uniformrang through and passed the receiver to Fr�lich who put it to his earand heard a phone ring twice. Merethe Fossum's voice was deep and a littlehusky. Sexy, thought Fr�lich, and asked if he could go up. She said itwas time for lunch anyway and suggested he found himself a seat in the canteen.
Hewas shown to the basement by the guard. The company canteen was of theself-service variety with a long counter where you could help yourself toslices of bread and dry, dense rolls with traditional Norwegian pеlegg:dark mutton sausage, liver paste and curved cuts of cheese garnished with redpepper. With your coffee you could have chocolate cookies in a plastic wrapper.A fat matronly type wearing a white apron asked for five kroner for a cup ofcoffee which looked as black and impenetrable as used oil from an old tractor. Fr�lichpeeped into the milk jug beside the cash desk. It was empty. He coughed. Fattyknew what was required without turning. She took a red carton of milk from thebench behind the counter and placed it in front of him. He poured in asubstantial quantity of milk but did not discern a hint of greyer tones in theblack liquid.
Itwas clearly a kind of lunch break. A steady flow of people came down the stairsand the canteen began to fill up. Fr�lich found an unoccupied table bythe entrance so that Merethe Fossum would not have any problems identifyinghim. As soon as she appeared he knew it was her. The woman cast tentativeglances around the room until they found eye contact. She was delicate, slimand spry, not over one-sixty in height and dressed smartly in a black skirtwith matching jacket. She put a pack of open sandwiches on the counter andpoured herself a cup of coffee. He got up and cleared his throat. She spunround and her hair whirled around her head like in a commercial.
Hersmile was inquisitive, almost quizzical. Then she sat down, slunk on to thechair and lazily arranged her elegant legs, revealing a generous strip of fleshabove the knee. Her long fingers with red nails opened the sophisticatedwrapping around the sandwich. She had fine, narrow hands with white, plump skinaround the wrists She studied the sandwiches beneath lowered eyelids, insecret. A lock of hair fell from over her ear and in front of her sensitiveface.
FrankFr�lich was in raptures. He couldn't take his eyes off her. Such pureand sensual features. Her face was oval, her eyes almond-shaped and ice-blue,her nose straight, her mouth broad and formed like Cupid's bow. The skin on herneck was more golden than white.
'Youmet Katrine Bratterud at a party in Annabeth s's house, I believe? Fr�lichstammered, feeling like an overgrown gorilla beside this delicate, feminineapparition. He was sweating because she was sitting so close.
Sheglanced up and gave a quick nod. Hot energy poured out of her. The heat wasabsorbed by his jumper; that was what was making him sweat, he thought.
'AndOle,' she said with some reluctance.
'OleEidesen?'
'Yes,I didn't talk much to her; she left early on. But Ole is fantastic.'
In Fr�lich�smind her points tally sank from 99 to 89. He pretended to be studying hisnotes, but stole furtive glances as she raised her coffee cup and waved to acolleague.
'Towhat did you owe your invitation?' he asked, clearing his throat again. 'I meanwhy were you invited?'
'Ihad a few hours there, of teaching at the rehab centre. Most of them in thewinter.'
'You'rea teacher?'
'Mymajor was in literary science. That's what I would really like to do.' Sheembraced the room with her glance. 'Began here in March, but I had a few hoursof Norwegian, English and Social Studies at Vinterhagen in the winter.' Shesmiled.
'Didyou teach Katrine?'
'No,she was working, of course, in the last phase. I had only seen her on the oddoccasion before, from a distance. Don't think she knew me.'
Thesilence came between them.
'Nicecanteen,' he said in panic, looking around.
'Idon't like it,' she laughed. 'But I love the coffee.' Fr�lich tookanother ten points off for her remark about the coffee, but put her up fifteenpoints for beautiful teeth in an enigmatic smile. He loosened his tie, breathedin and braced himself to meet her sparkling blue eyes. She was holding a sliceof bread between her slim fingers. For a few seconds she looked around for hercolleagues who had gone to the back of the room. Then she turned back to thepoliceman and raised the sandwich to her mouth. Fr�lich looked up thesecond she opened her mouth and crushed the slice of bread into a lump ofdough, and grey mutton sausage and green gherkin oozed to the side. She didn'ttake a bite, she stuffed the whole lot in and chewed it so that saliva andbreadcrumbs seeped out between her lips. This was soon slurped back in, and themoment their eyes met she began to speak with her mouth full of food. Shetalked about Annabeth s and her house, about what wonderful people she andGerhardsen were, and then she began to talk about the weather, the rain and howdreadful it was when your legs were sodden. Fr�lich�s eyes hung on herbroad mouth. His hands were trembling, but he couldn't quite tear his eyes awayfrom the wet, open mouth. Her right cheek stretched like elastic. She hadanother open sandwich ready; she folded it like the previous one, stuffed it inand kept talking. Something about an umbrella, yes, it must have been somethingto do with an umbrella. Her slim fingers kneaded more bread; she shoved it in,to join the rest of the food creating a bulge in her cheek. She took a drink.Slurped the coffee. And then it was over. She folded up the greaseproof paperand licked her fingers clean. Fr�lich breathed out, through his nose. Hedidn't quite know what he had been through, he just knew that it was over � andhe did not want to go through it a second time.
'Youleft the party early,' he said quickly.
'Who?'
'Youand some others.'
'Yes,we went to the city centre.'
'Who?'
'Oleand I.'
'Anyothers?'
'Yes,there were five of us in the car. But the two gay men wanted to go to a gayplace, and neither Bj�rn nor Ole wanted to go there. I think that'sfine, I do � gay bars and all that sort of thing. All the gay men I know aresuper.'
'Sothere were you, Ole, Bj�rn Gerhardsen and two other men?'
'Yes,Goggen and Lasse. They're an item.'
'Sowhat happened?'
'Wewent to Smuget. That is, Ole and I did.'
'Gerhardsen?'
'Ihave no idea.'
'Didn'the go into Smuget with you?'
'I'msure he did. But I was with Ole and it was packed in there. I didn't see anyoneI knew.'
'Butyou're not sure if Gerhardsen went in with you?' 'Why wouldn't he have done?'
'We-e-ell,'Fr�lich said. 'What happened then?'
'Weleft a bit later. Went back to my place.' She winked. 'Don't tell anyone. Ipromised I would keep my mouth shut.'
'Youand Eidesen went back to your place, and he stayed with you?'
'Yes.'
Fr�lichstared and could feel his cheeks burning. Merethe Fossum picked her teeth withthe nail of one of her slim fingers. She didn't manage to get hold of what shewas looking for straightaway. So she opened her mouth and buried her finger inthe recesses of her mouth, stretching her lips into a grotesque grimace.
'At whattime?'
Sheshrugged and broke off from her excavations so that she could speak. 'It waslight anyway. Maybe four o'clock.'
'Areyou sure of the time?'
'No.'She sent him a vacant grin and, when she saw the policeman's face, added: 'I'msorry. I don't know.'
'Doyou know what time it was when you got to your flat?'
'Abit later. I'm so sorry, but I didn't look at my watch at all.' 'How long didhe stay at yours?'
MeretheFossum peered at a chunk of food on one of her red nails. She licked it off.'Until eleven, or twelve, in the morning. Don't remember. Is it important?'
Fr�lichjotted down words, hardly knowing what to write, and made a private mental noteof minus a hundred points.
Helooked up. 'This is pretty important,' he said. 'Ole Eidesen was with you frommidnight until eleven o'clock the next morning. Have I understood youcorrectly?'
Shenodded.
'Andhe didn't leave the flat during that time?'
'Iwould have noticed.' She spoke with a faint, dreamy smile.
'Hesays you did not spend the night together.'
'Oh,God, poor boy.'
'Ibeg your pardon.'
Shelaughed. 'I suppose he's sticking to our agreement. We agreed we would keep ita secret. Well, now she can't find out anything anyway. She's dead, isn't she.The poor thing. It's a terrible business. But you have to think of those leftbehind. Ole has not had an easy time, either, has he? When the person you'rewith ends up like that.'
That'strue.'
'Indeedit is!'
'Haveyou kept in touch since?'
'DearGod,' Merethe sighed.
'Sorry?'
Shewas grinning, but caught herself.'� I mean, do I look like a one-night stand?'
Fr�lichregarded her in silence.
'Ihave talked to him, once. Forgive me if it is wrong to do that, but this is notso easy�'
'Haveyou at any time, in any form or manner, discussed with Die what you should sayto the police about your movements that night?'
Fr�lichmade a note before she answered. 'No,' she said. 'Not at all.'
'Well,that's a bit strange.'
'Whyis it strange?'
'Hisgirlfriend has been murdered, the police are investigating, what on earth didyou talk about if this case did not feature in your conversations?'
Shestared at Fr�lich with big eyes. 'Is that wrong too? To invite a guy tothe cinema?'
Strollingpast the uniformed receptionist a little later Fr�lich checked hisjacket pocket for his mobile. It wasn't there. He stopped. Could he have leftit in the canteen? Either there or in the car. He turned and looked at thestairs. In the car, he thought. It could be in the car and, if it is, I won'thave to go down there again. He winked at the guard and left.

Chapter Twenty-Two

The Conversation in the Greenhouse

Afterthe telephone call from Fr�lich, Gunnarstranda sat in the car lookingout of the window. He was thinking about the funeral ceremony, the faces ofthose who had passed him on their way into the church. He thought aboutGerhardsen and his energetic spouse. The clock on the wall above the door wasreflected in the window. A few hours had passed now. It was time to visitVinterhagen again.
Onlocking his car door half an hour later and gazing across the gravelled carpark he wondered whether his idea would be a waste of time after all. A densestillness hung over the large area. Everyone must have taken the day offbecause of the funeral. He stuffed his hands in his jacket pockets and walkedalong the same path he and Fr�lich had walked a few days, earlier, butnow he didn't meet a single person. He rounded the corner of the yellowaccommodation hall and saw the dark, lifeless windows of the office building.He pulled up and decided to use the opportunity to have a look around. Hesearched for a cigarette end from his pocket, lit up and strolled around thevegetable patch by the greenhouse. The potatoes had been earthed up at somepoint. It had obviously been done with a small fork or a spade. Someone hadbeen very thorough. Other rows had been earthed up so badly that the yieldwould be poor. The leeks and onions were pale, thin and straggly. They neededmore nitrogen. The carrots were looking good. He walked on to the greenhouse andtried the door. It wasn't locked. He flicked the cigarette into a pile of sandand entered.
Hestood avidly breathing in the warm, heavy, moist air of the greenhouse.Cucumbers and lettuces were being grown. Overhead, on the ridge, there wereventilation grilles which let in a fresh breath of cooler air that brushed hishead. He walked down between two lines of potting tables and saw someone at theback, by the far wall. It was Annabeth s. She had changed out of her darkfuneral clothes into a green overall, a flannel shirt and high green boots. Shewas watering plants, walking along the potting tables with a hose pipe to whicha shower head had been attached. He coughed, but she didn't hear. He coughedagain.
'Oh,'she gasped as she turned round. 'You gave me a start!'
'Ididn't think the funeral was the right place to bother you,' Gunnarstrandasaid.
'Iknow why you've come,' Annabeth said, resigned, and continued her watering. 'MyGod, Bj�rn and I have had this showdown so many times I had an inklingit would re-appear. Let me make it quite clear so that we can avoid all thepomposity and the embarrassing pauses. Bj�rn, my husband, is a big boy.Yes, he did confess to me that he had used her in a moment of weakness. If Ihadn't already been working at getting the poor girl on to an even keel, Iwould have dumped her in another institution. I'm telling you that straight. Itis no secret.'
'Butwhy didn't you do that?' Gunnarstranda asked, cleaning the dry leaves of someof the plants on the table.
'Youmight well ask. It's always easy to ask when it's all over. Don't you think Iwanted to do that? Don't you think I considered the problem? But she liked itwith us. She trusted us. She could function here, Gunnarstranda. Believe me, itwasn't easy.'
Annabethlifted the hose pipe and dragged it along with her.
'I amquite sure it wasn't easy,' Gunnarstranda broke in again. 'But it can't havebeen right, either. The decision to keep Katrine as a patient when your husbandwas having a relationship with her could never have been right.'
'See!'Annabeth waved the hose pipe about angrily. 'There you go with youraccusations. Why do you do that?' She sent the policeman a fierce look andcontinued in an aggressive tone. 'You say that because she was murdered. Ifthis hadn't happened no one would have been any the wiser. She wasn't sufferingany extra pressure. She was completely rehabilitated. The treatment was asuccess. So it hadn't been wrong to keep her.'
Gunnarstrandawent quiet. She had a point. She glared at him from the other side of thepotting table.
'Katrinehad all the facilities she needed to succeed here. We had her confidence. Shewanted to kick the habit. We could have sent her to other professionals � to aplace where she had to live with other patients and work with new staff, butthere would have been no guarantee that she would have managed any better.Well, what is done is done. No one can undo the dreadful mistake my husbandcommitted in a moment of weakness.'
'Amoment of weakness?' Gunnarstranda queried.
'Yes�going to a place like that � a massage parlour. But would his weakness at thattime, so long ago, stand in the way of Katrine's chances of succeeding?'Annabeth tilted her head as though she were talking to a close friend. 'Wouldthat have been right?' she asked in a gentle voice.
Gunnarstrandasmiled with one side of his mouth. 'That's one way of looking at it,' heconceded. 'But it's not necessarily a right way of looking at it. You don'tknow how she would have fared with her treatment elsewhere. You don't know ifshe would have succeeded just as well.'
'Butcan't you hear what I'm saying?' Annabeth almost screamed. 'Katrine had everychance to succeed here. We were the ones who cured her. We were the ones wholaid the world at her feet!'
'Itwas while she was here that she was murdered,' Gunnarstranda interrupted withannoyance.
Annabethshut her mouth and threw the hosepipe down on the baked-earth floor. Theyeyeballed each other in the silence that followed.
Therewas no point discussing investigative theory with this woman, the policemanthought. He had a feeling he knew what she was after. It wasn't the desire tosave Katrine Bratterud that had driven this woman to keep her as a patient. Ithad been the chance to succeed that had driven her. That and the councilsubsidy that must have come with the girl. And in her hunt for success Annabethhad swallowed camels, or, to be more precise, she had shut her eyes to her ownprofessional ethics. 'No one knows for the moment what happened that night,' hesaid in a milder tone. 'No one knows why Katrine had to be buried today. So wehad better not make any allegations. Let us just state that you had a patientwho perhaps should not have been treated here. Were there others apart from youwho knew about your husband's previous� experiences with Katrine?'
'No.'
'Howcan you be so sure?'
'Becausesuch rumours cannot be kept secret in a place like this.'
'Didyou ever take up this matter with Katrine?'
'Never.'
'Younever mentioned a thing about it?'
'No.'
'Didshe ever take the matter up with you?'
Annabeth,eyes closed, shook her head. 'No, never.'
Never,mused Gunnarstranda. Katrine must have known she knew. And conversely, thecertainty that her husband had exploited her patient's social needs must havecoloured the atmosphere every single time Annabeth met Katrine. And thepatient, on her side, must have felt it. Anything else would be inconceivable.
Thewater from the hose reached his shoes and ran down both sides of the flagstonepath he was standing on. 'Shall we turn off the water?' he said, trudging backto the tap attached to the hosepipe. He turned it off, straightened his backand observed her. She had not moved from the spot. 'I know you don't liketalking about this,' Gunnarstranda said. 'But I'm obliged to probe for motives.If for a moment we assume that Katrine was an unscrupulous woman one couldimagine that this relationship � I mean the fact that your husband as chairmanhad received sexual favours from Katrine�' He paused for a few seconds when sheclosed both eyes. Then went on:'� we might imagine that this fact gave Katrinea hold over your husband. Would she have blackmailed your husband or tried toexploit this hold she had?'
'Never.'
'Youseem very sure.'
Annabethtook off her gloves and strolled over to him. 'My good man, Katrine wanted tobe cured. That was why I kept her as a patient. Katrine was perhaps the mostmotivated client I have ever met. Just the very idea of blackmailing Bj�rn- that would never have occurred to her.'
'Butwhat you're saying now you could be saying to cover up the fact that pressurewas applied.'
'Whywould I cover anything up if she had gone as far as blackmailing Bj�rn?'
'Becauseblackmail would give Bj�rn a motive for murdering her.'
'Ha,'Annabeth laughed haughtily. 'Now you're chasing shadows. Bj�rn! Would Bj�rnhave killed Katrine?' She laughed again. 'Excuse me, but the thought is tooridiculous. Believe me, Gunnarstranda. Bj�rn Gerhardsen can crunchnumbers and he might sneak into some dingy place to vent his male sexuality.But other than that�? When we go fishing in Sorland in the summer it's me whohas to kill the fish he catches. If there's a mouse in the trap in our mountaincabin, he can't even look at it. I have to clean up. The truth about Bj�rnis that he's a good boy but as soft as marshmallow.'
Gunnarstrandadidn't speak. He was thinking about what she had said while they were walkingbeside the potting tables and out into the fresh weather. Good boy, soft asmarshmallow. She was demeaning her husband's masculinity.
Theystrolled by the vegetable plot towards the car park.
'Believeme, Gunnarstranda, your speculations are absurd. Katrine wanted to berehabilitated. She chose us because we could help her.' v
Thepoliceman stopped and looked into her eyes. 'Did you at any point leave theparty you organized on that Saturday?'
Shestill had a faint smile on her face as she shook her head. 'Not for a minute. Bj�rnleft with Georg Beck and a few others. He's already told you, I understand. Buthe returned, as soft and affectionate as the little kitten he is when he's beenaway from Mummy for more than two hours.'
Gunnarstrandastudied her for a while before asking, 'Do you remember what time it was whenhe left?'
'Aroundmidnight. He came back alone a bit before four and helped me clear up.'
'Didanyone else leave the party in the course of the evening?'
'No,as a matter of fact they didn't. There was a sort of mass departure at halfpast two, but it was some time before everyone had been packed off happily intaxis. It took an hour, maybe more.'

Chapter Twenty-Three

The Stripper

Thewaiting room was packed with people. Fr�lich tried to find his bearings.An elderly man in a green buttoned-up parka and trousers that looked likepyjamas gave a hollow, gurgling cough. The policeman looked away. His gaze fellon another old man, grey and pale with thick stubble and greasy, unkempt hair.A boy was sitting on his mother's lap. An elderly woman sat beside themknitting. Beside her was another elderly woman wearing a headscarf. She hadthick brown stockings on her legs and worn slippers on her feet. Fr�lichwas reminded of Erik Haugom's reputation as a sexologist and for a briefinstant wondered what sexual problems these patients were grappling with.
Awoman dressed in white looked up from what she was doing. 'Please waitoutside,' she said.
'Excuseme,' said the policeman.
'Iasked if you would wait outside.'
'Ihave a question,' Fr�lich said politely.
'Thenwait until it is your turn.' She marched around the counter, a figure ofauthority in white trousers and a white blouse. She took the policeman's armand tried to escort him out. When he pulled his arm away, she pointed to a redlight outside. 'It's red. Can you see that?' she asked in an annoyed tone.'That's the colour that signifies stop on our traffic lights. The red man. Thatcolour means stop here as well. When it's green you can come in � if it's yourturn, provided you have booked an appointment. If you haven't, you can ringbetween eight and nine o'clock in the morning. Have you understood? Comprendo?'
Fr�lichforced a smile. 'Darling!' he cried. The woman was taken aback as he gentlypushed her back through the door and closed it. He placed his police badge onthe counter.
'What'sthat?' The young woman seemed resigned rather than irritated now. She clumpedback around the counter in her white clogs. She picked up the telephone andpunched in a number with the receiver under her chin. 'If you do not go of yourown accord, we will have to get someone to throw you out,' she said, staringinto space.
'Myname is Frank Fr�lich. I have come to speak to Erik Haugom, the doctorhere,' the policeman said.
'Waityour turn,' the woman said into space.
'Wehave tried to ring, but for some reason or other no one answers the phone. Ihave a suggestion to make,' Fr�lich said with calm. 'I suggest you knockon Haugom's door and ask him to set aside ten minutes. The alternative is thatI call him in for questioning at the police station. He has a legal obligationto appear, which would mean his losing four hours, at least. You can put downthe phone and ask him which he prefers. It's his choice � not mine.'
Thewoman closed her eyes and put down the telephone. 'People are so bloody cheeky,'she said in a low mumble as she went into the room behind the counter.
Soonafter she showed him the way through the same door. They walked through roomssmelling of medicine, rooms equipped with folding screens, recliners covered inpaper towels and eye charts on the wall. A similar chart was hanging inHaugom's office.
ErikHaugom received him with an outstretched arm. A doctor with a ruddy complexion,the statutory white coat and a tuft of grey chest hair protruding at the topover the buttons. He ran his tongue round his teeth at the bottom of his mouth.His jaw resembled a filing cabinet drawer �f. 'You must excuse our ladies,' hesaid. 'You know this is a clinic and some of the oddest fruitcakes can make anoccasional appearance. Two months ago � Inger Marie, you've just met her, wason duty at the time � a man appeared out of nowhere in reception. It wasimpossible to get through to this person. Decent type, properly dressed, youknow, suit and tie and so on. And he just stood there without moving. Withoutsaying a single word. Quite the shop window dummy. What do you do? They alltried talking to him while he stood there rooted to the floor. I don't think heeven blinked for twenty minutes. In the end the man started undressing. Can youimagine that? Without a qualm, one garment after the other, nicely folded overhis arm. And there he was, standing in all his horrid nakedness, then he walkedright out in the buff, through the waiting room, down the stairs and into thestreet. Can you imagine that? The world has not been the same since for IngerMarie. Take a seat,' he said, holding a chair out for the policeman. 'Yourname's Fr�lich, isn't it? The poor woman managed to remember thatanyway.'
'Mm,'Fr�lich said, taking a seat. 'I won't detain you for long. This is aboutthe party at Annabeth s's place.'
Haugomsat down behind the desk and nodded.
'Didyou also know Katrine Bratterud?' the policeman asked.
'Notvery well.' Haugom smiled. It was a strained smile � his tongue was playingwith his lower teeth � a sort of nervous twitch that had become fixed and forthat reason would not melt away.
'Sigrid,my wife, talked about her,' the doctor went on as Fr�lich was silent.'She talks a lot about her work. The way women do. Isn't that right? A woman'sthing � talking about your job come what may? I have a friend who teaches atthe high school. That is, we play bridge together � Sigrid and I with thiscouple. And the man, Mogren's his name, Mogren tells us about these nightmarecolleagues of his, women who talk ad nauseam about their problems instead ofdoing their job. You're a policeman. I'm a doctor. How would it be if I talkedabout every bloody patient and every genital wart or gonorrhoea- infected penisor hypochondriac I meet on a daily basis, eh?'
'I amaware of the problem.'
'Ishould think you are. But I don't suppose it was our marital difficulties youwanted us to talk about?'
'Soyou didn't know Katrine Bratterud?'
'No�Yes, by sight. Attractive girl, breasts, long legs, attractive girl, wasn'tshe?' w
'Myunderstanding is that you drove your wife to the party on the Saturday, and youpicked her up later that night.'
'Indeed,that's correct. Wretched business this attractive girl getting murdered, isn'tit!'
'Whendid you collect your wife?'
'Justafter four o'clock in the morning.'
'Thatwas very kind-hearted of you.'
'I'lltell you something, Fr�lich. I've done this job all through ourmarriage. I'm no modern man; I don't do anything in the kitchen and I don'tdarn my stockings. But I do what is expected of me as a husband. Which includespicking up Sigrid when she wants to come home.'
Fr�lichglanced up. What is expected of me as a husband, he thought. That was anambitious objective. He looked down again.
'Didyou sit up waiting for her to call?'
'Ofcourse. I am her husband.'
Thepoliceman took a deep breath. He could not quite come to terms with thetransfixed grimace on Haugom's lips.
'Howdo you pass the time?' he asked.
'Here?'
'No,I mean while you're sitting up for your wife.'
'It'sthe sort of investment that pays dividends over time in a marriage,' the doctorsaid with a faint smile. 'In this field I can speak with a certain professionalgravitas. There are many myths about the recipe for a successful relationship.The secret is the small investments that cost very little, for example patienceand tolerance. Besides, I enjoy such moments. Night time is the best time,especially light summer nights. Just going for a walk, eh? The silence and theblue-grey light. Or sitting on the veranda and reading, smoking a good cigar.It takes over an hour; time slips away without your noticing. You should smokecigars. I can see from your fingers you don't smoke much. Perhaps you belong tothis hysterical generation that always has to do things right, stick needles inrather than take medicine, who think they can prevent cancer by eating wrinkledapples and unchewable black bread. Well, I don't know. Appearances can deceive.I'm sure you're a fine man, but you should smoke cigars. It gives your soul amore profound calm. Recommended by doctors, you might say. So that you don'thave to suffer from an uneasy conscience.'
'Whenyou arrived there,' Fr�lich asked, 'to pick up your wife, that is, werethere many guests left?'
'None.'
'Justyour wife?'
'Yes,she'd been helping to wash the ashtrays and clear away the bottles and so on.'
'Was Bj�rnGerhardsen there?'
'Yes,my understanding was that he had just returned from a little trip to town.Devil of a fellow. Goes to town and leaves his wife at home, eh? At anotherparty, I wouldn't mind betting. He's a modern man, Gerhardsen is. But he knowshow to enjoy the good things in life, even if he is modern.'
'Canyou remember what the exact time was when you arrived?'
'Fiveminutes past four.'
'Anddid you have any idea of how long Gerhardsen had been there?'
'No,but it can't have been long.'
'Whydo you say that?'
'Ileaned on the bonnet of the car he had been driving, and the engine was stillvery hot.'
'Werethey full of what had happened?'
'Whathad happened?'
'Thebusiness of Katrine's sickness during the evening.'
'Idon't think so, no. It was the middle of the night after all. My goodness, theywere as tired as hell, the three of them. It was already the day after.'
Thepoliceman stood up. 'Thank you for taking the time to talk to me at such shortnotice,' he said. He went to the door, but turned as though he had rememberedsomething.
'Yes?'Haugom said from his desk.
'Mm,I read your column now and then,' Fr�lich said after some hesitation.
'Whichone?' Haugom asked, his chin in the air.
'Well,if only I knew,' Fr�lich said, lowering his eyes.
Haugomsent him an indulgent smile. 'You had a question perhaps?'
'It'sgone from my head now,' Fr�lich said, grasping the door handle. 'I'll bein touch if I think of it.'

Chapter Twenty-Four

The Jewellery

Gunnarstrandawas reading through Fr�lich�s report and smacked the sheet in annoyance.'Is she stupid or what?' he said, looking across at Fr�lich who was sittingin the low armchair beneath the window. Fr�lich was weighing a greendart in his hand. He took aim and let his forearm rock backwards and forwardsas if on a spring until he threw the dart at the board he had positionedbetween two box files on the shelf above his desk.
'Shecan't be,' Fr�lich answered from a different world. 'She has a job andan education.' He took another dart off the coffee table beside him.
Gunnarstrandalooked up from the report with a grim expression on his face. 'She can bestupid even if she's educated.'
Fr�lichtook aim again. But the dart missed and disappeared behind the box files. Heswore.
'You'reeducated,' Gunnarstranda said caustically.
'Eh?'
'Butyou don't seem that bright at this particular moment.' Gunnarstranda waved thepapers in a fit of impatience.
Fr�lichgot up from the armchair, drew a long breath and sighed. He crossed the room,sat at his own desk and pulled out the sliding keyboard on the shelf. He said,'We know that either Merethe Fossum or Eidesen is lying. That much is obvious.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. He said, 'You and I put the squeeze on Eidesen that first night. Hemade up an unlikely banal story that left him without an alibi. If my memory iscorrect he claimed he went home expecting to find Katrine in his bed, but shewasn't there. Am I right?'
Fr�lichmoved the mouse and found the file on the computer screen. He read, 'He said hecame home between half past two and three.'
'AndKatrine may still have been alive at that time,' Gunnarstranda said.
Fr�lichread: 'Eidesen said he rang Katrine but didn't get an answer.' Gunnarstrandanodded. 'And he went to bed. So he doesn't have an alibi�'
Fr�lichswung round on his chair. 'Whereas Merethe Fossum maintains she and Eidesenwent back to her place and were in the same bed until late the next morning.'
'Butwhy would Ole Eidesen lie his way out of a cast-iron alibi?'
'Well,to give a more appealing image of himself. After all, he was the dead girl'sboyfriend, and it sounds a lot better if he was asleep in bed waiting for herwhile she was being killed. Better than saying he was in bed with anotherwoman.'
'Butif that's the case, he must have known we would see through a lie like that.'
'Ofcourse,' Fr�lich persisted. 'But he was her boyfriend. He had no motivefor bumping her off. And he has an alibi, but to avoid reproaches from others -remember Katrine was a popular girl � he waits before producing his alibi,Merethe Fossum. What will all her friends say to him letting Katrine go outinto the night on her own, exposing her to all sorts of sexual offenders andpredatory creatures, and bedding Merethe while Katrine was being murdered!'
Gunnarstranda:'If Katrine's adventure with Henning Kramer made Eidesen jealous, he has amotive. Let's assume he was jealous. There are men who are suspicious of theirgirlfriends twenty-four hours a day. Let's assume he spied on her when she leftthe party and he saw her walking down the road, saw her getting into a rival'scar� My goodness, there are many such murders committed every year in thiscountry.'
'Butwhy would Fossum lie?' Fr�lich asked. 'Everyone has confirmed that threepeople went to Smuget. Everyone has confirmed that those two stayed together.It's very unlikely that she would cover up for Eidesen by lying. She hasnothing to gain. We have to suppose that Fossum is telling the truth and thatEidesen has an alibi. If Eidesen had found out Katrine got together with Kramerthat night, all he did by way of retaliation was to sleep with Merethe. That ismore likely than running off to kill Katrine.'
Gunnarstrandalistened with a thoughtful groove in his brow.
Fr�lichcontinued: 'Gerhardsen is the only person without anyone to hide behind.Suppose Gerhardsen had been turned on by Katrine that night. According to GeorgBeck, he was standing on the veranda, touching her up. So we have thisfantastic coincidence that two cars leave the party at more or less the sametime. They drive down to the city centre. The taxi stops outside Smuget. Kramerparks the Audi in Cort Adelers gate and the two of them walk down to AkerBrygge. Here they queue at a takeaway and buy food; she dances with adown-and-out. Time passes.

Forthe sake of argument let's suppose that Gerhardsen never joined Ole and Merethe.After all, he was the gooseberry. Let's say he left them in Aker Brygge wherethere is no shortage of women. Then he saw Katrine and Kramer. His company carwas in the garage close by. We know he took the car, but he might have donethat a long time before. He could have taken the car and followed them, andstruck when Kramer dropped off Katrine, before driving back home. He could havemanaged that in the time. Kramer said he dropped off Katrine between half pasttwo and three o'clock. That gives Gerhardsen time to rape, strangle and dumpher and still get home by four.'
Theysat looking at each other. Fr�lich was excited by his speculation.Gunnarstranda was silent.
'Whatdon't you like about this theory?' the younger policeman enquired.
Gunnarstrandagot out of the chair and began to pace to and fro in the room. 'Nothingreally,' he said, grabbing the last dart from the low coffee table. 'But I'mthinking about Henning Kramer. I like his statement less and less. We don'tknow, as far as self- control goes, whether he has a low threshold.'Gunnarstranda leaned towards the window, thinking, while his right handfidgeted with the green dart.
'Andif he's lying,' he mumbled, 'he's doing that to hide something, and what elsecould he have to hide other than�?'
'�her murder?' Fr�lich concluded. They sat without speaking. Gunnarstrandafiddled with the dart. Fr�lich coughed. 'But can we afford not toexamine Gerhardsen's company car?' he asked at length. 'If Katrine was in thecar, we are bound to find substantiating evidence.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'We can't afford not to,' he mumbled.
Thetelephone rang. Gunnarstranda strode over to his desk and grabbed it. Fr�lichstood up and began to search for the dart that had disappeared behind the fileson the shelf. He gave up and instead turned towards Gunnarstranda who wasnodding and grunting on the telephone: 'Yes� yes� yes� right� well, well�'
Hecradled the telephone.
Theystared at each other. 'What jewellery did Katrine own again?' Gunnarstrandaasked.
'Apartfrom the piercing?' Fr�lich frowned. 'There would have been quite a bitof gold. Rings, a gold bracelet and most likely a gold chain, a bracelet madeof ivory� all we know for sure is that she was wearing some earrings thatnight, two gold cannabis leaves. A present from Eidesen � but we have just hisword for that.' He grinned and looked up with a questioning expression.
Gunnarstrandawas weighing the green dart in his hand. 'Duck,' he said and took aim.
Fr�lichkicked and rolled his chair back, out of the line of fire; Gunnarstranda threw.Bullseye. 'That was Yttergjerde,' he said with a smug grin. 'Yttergjerde and acouple of other policeman broke into Raymond Skau's flat. No one has seen hidenor hair of Skau, but in his flat they found some lady's jewellery among whichwas a pair of gold cannabis leaves designed as earrings.'
'RaymondSkau?'
Gunnarstrandanodded.
'He'sgot Katrine Bratterud's jewellery?'
'Timewill tell,' Gunnarstranda said. 'Only Eidesen can give a satisfactory answer tothe question of whether it is her jewellery.' He stood up. 'So now I have anexcuse to get him back here. You continue the field work in the meantime � inparticular, check out anything connected with Henning Kramer.'

Chapter Twenty-Five

The Epitaph

OleEidesen sauntered down the corridor with his hands buried deep in his trouserpockets. He was wearing a white tracksuit top with a colourful design on thefront, some kind of aquarium with either sperm cells or tadpoles swimmingaround. The white tracksuit bottoms had a grass stain on one knee and seemedtoo big: they smothered his white trainers. Gunnarstranda's white porcelainteeth sparkled at the sight; he held the door wide open for the close- cropped,monk-like visitor who had to bend at the knees to shake hands � it was almostlike a courteous bow. Eidesen stopped the second he was inside. The cuts on hisface were still red and angry, and his eyes were drawn to Gunnarstranda's desk.The paper had been tidied away, but the table space between the computer andthe electric typewriter was littered with small objects.
'Takeall the time you need and point out the things you think may have belonged toKatrine,' the police inspector said, guiding Ole Eidesen to the desk.
Inthe space there was a rusty old razor, a brass- coloured cylinder containinglipstick, a china hash pipe, a lump of black Afghani hash wrapped intransparent plastic, two gold earrings in the shape of cannabis leaves, a boxof matches, a half-used sheet of contraceptive pills, two gold rings, one inthe shape of a snake, the other with a green stone inset. A black disposablelighter with a figure 1 on the side stood next to a driving licence, a braidedgold necklace, an ivory bracelet, a selection of thinner bracelets of unknownmaterial and a small black shoulder bag.
Eidesenstared long and hard at the objects, then his eyes wandered over to thepoliceman.
'Takeyour time,' Gunnarstranda said, taking a seat, 'Take all the time you need.'
Eidesencleared his throat and pointed to the bag. 'Could I see that, please?'
'Thebag? Of course. Have a careful look.' Leaning back, the policeman pulled adrawer out of the desk and placed one foot in it. 'Take your time and takecare.'
'Thisis hers,' Eidesen said, examining it.
'Sure?'the policeman asked.
'Yes.'
'Howcan you be so sure?'
'Itwas a present from me.' Eidesen pointed to the earrings. 'And these.'
'Areyou sure?'
'Yes,I'm sure.'
'If Isay I bought the cannabis leaves off someone in Markveien what would you say?'
Eidesenfrowned. 'You may have done, but not the bag. I recognize it.' He opened it andturned out the white lining. 'See,' he said. 'She spilt nail varnish in it andI recognize the stain. This is her bag; I bought it in Spain. There are notvery many bags of this type around. You might be able to trick me, but theearrings, the gold chain, the rings and the ivory bracelet, and the lipstick,Lancome, that colour? They're Katrine's things.'
'Areyou quite sure?'
'Yes.'
'Isthere anything else you would have expected to see there?'
'I'mnot sure.'
'Andwhat does that answer mean?'
'Ithink she had another ring, one with two diamonds in it.'
'Youmean she was wearing that ring on that night?'
Eidesenpuffed out his cheeks. In the end he shook his head. 'It would be quitestrange,' he mumbled, shaking his head gravely, 'if she had not been wearingit. She never took it off.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Let's hold fire with the ring,' he said. 'Which of these things lyingon the table belonged to her?'
Eidesengathered the earrings, both rings, the bracelets, the gold chain and the baginto a little pile on the table. 'This, too,' he continued, adding thelipstick. He lifted the sheet of pills. 'Not sure about these.'
'Wasshe on the pill?'
'Yes.'He motioned towards the driving certificate. 'Could I see�?'
'�the driving licence?' Gunnarstranda completed, and nodded. 'Here you are.'
Eidesenturned over the licence and saw Katrine Bratterud's face. He stood staring atit. 'Where did you find this?' he asked in a thick voice.
Thepoliceman did not answer. Eidesen shook his head slowly. The photograph of hisgirlfriend's face had disconcerted him for a few moments.
'Howcome this girl had so much valuable jewellery?' the policeman asked.
'Noidea.'
'Didyou give her any � apart from the earrings?'
'No.'
'Arethey stolen property?'
Eidesenglanced up and twisted his mouth into a scornful grimace.
Gunnarstrandasat watching him.
'Thereyou have it,' Eidesen said, nodding towards the objects. 'Her epitaph � stolengoods.' His mouth had stiffened into a bitter scowl. He was in turmoil.
Gunnarstrandasaid nothing.
Eidesencast around for something to sit on. Gunnarstranda pointed to the low armchairin the suite beneath the window. 'Please take a seat.'
'Ifyou could change anything about that evening,' the policeman continued, 'whatwould you have done differently?'
Eidesensighed, raised his head and stared at the wall, deep in thought. 'In fact, Ihave no idea,' he mumbled.
'Didyou know Henning Kramer picked her up from the party?'
Eidesen'seyes widened.
Thepoliceman nodded. 'She made a call from Annabeth s's house and asked Kramer tocome and fetch her. He jumped into the car at once and she began to walk downtowards the city centre � they met in Voksenkollveien. Did she tell you thatHenning would pick her up?'
Eidesenshook his head in disbelief.
'Shemust have left either just before or just after the five of you took the taxidown to the city.'
'What?'
'Shemust have left after you because you didn't pass her. Well, I assume you wouldhave known if your taxi had passed her.'
Eidesensaid nothing.
'Whydo you think she didn't tell you anything about Kramer picking her up?'
Eidesenwaited for a few seconds before answering. 'I don't know what to say,' he saidin a low voice. He cleared his throat. 'I don't know what to say,' he repeated.'It's come as a complete surprise to me.'
'Whatwas the relationship between Henning Kramer and Katrine?'
'Relationship?'
'Yes,were they friends or�?'
'Lovers?I may have thought that�' He sat looking into space.
'�was she cheating on you?' suggested the policeman.
'Ididn't say that.' 'Did you cheat on her?'
'Eh?'
'Didyou go with other women?'
'No,'said Eidesen.
'Never?'
Eidesenshook his head.
'Notthe night she was killed, either?'
Eidesenlooked up at him without saying a word.
'Comeon, Eidesen. I'm not asking you questions for fun. Were you with another womanwhen Katrine was killed?'
'You'vespoken to Merethe,' Eidesen said, clearing his throat.
Gunnarstrandaheaved a deep sigh.
'Iwanted to wait until you had spoken to her. I had thought about telling you,but wanted to wait.'
'Eidesen,'Gunnarstranda said with a resigned intake of air. 'Imagine you had been chargedas a result of this business and we were about to meet in court. The decisionabout whether you should be given a custodial sentence or not was hanging inthe balance. You would have met your solicitor and do you know what he wouldhave said? He would have whispered in your ear, For God's sake, don't letthem catch you lying. If you lie, you weaken your credibility.
Inother words: If you lie once, who can be certain you haven't been lying thewhole way through?'
Theysat looking at each other in silence.
'Iwould like to change my statement,' Eidesen said at length.
'Whatwould you like to change?'
'WhatI said about the taxi ride home after we were in Smuget.'
'Whatactually happened?'
'Iwent back to Merethe Fossum's place.'
'Whendid you get there?'
'Betweenthree and four in the morning.'
'Whatdid you do?'
'Weopened a bottle of wine and went to bed.'
'Whyshould I believe this?'
'Becauseit's true.'
'Whydid you say something different last time?'
'Idon't know.'
'Atleast make this statement more credible.'
'Whatdo you mean now?'
'Giveme something, something that would help me to believe you,' the policemanshouted in despair.
'She'sgot a poster of Audrey Hepburn in her bedroom, a picture from a film� called�Breakfast at Tiffany's�. you know, one of those fifties diva pictures.''You could have seen that before � or since.'
'Imet her for the first time at the party.'
'Butyou could still have seen the poster in the days that followed the night.'
'Shehas a birthmark.'
Thepoliceman sighed.
'Onthe inside of her thigh, high up,' Eidesen said.
'You couldhave discovered that since then.'
'Onlyif we had been together afterwards, which we haven't.'
'Butwhy should I bother questioning her so many times?' Gunnarstranda stood up.'You waste my time with nonsense and lies. You're obstructing my investigation.'He swept an arm towards Katrine's effects. 'Do you want us to arrest the personwho created this epitaph for her or not?'
Eidesendidn't answer. He gently cleared his throat. Gunnarstranda strolled over to thewindow and placed his palms against the hollow of his back.
'Thereis one thing,' Eidesen said in a hoarse voice.
Gunnarstrandalooked up at the blue sky. Over the ridge to the west a flying object was justdiscernible, a hang glider. He didn't answer, didn't turn around.
'Katrinedid have a very colourful past,' Eidesen said. 'Imagine you were with someonewho had done everything with everyone.' ^
Eidesenfell silent, and at long last Gunnarstranda came away from the window andrested his gaze on him. 'And what do you mean by that?' he asked airily.
'Idon't know,' Eidesen sighed. 'That's what I have to say and either youunderstand it or you don't.'
'Doyou know any of these men you have in mind?'
'I'mnot interested in any of them.'
'DidKatrine mention a man called Raymond?'
'Don'tthink so.'
'RaymondSkau?'
'No.'
'Quitesure?'
'I'venever heard the name before, neither from her nor anyone else.'
'Whathappened on the day of the party? When did you meet?'
'Iwas already at home when she arrived. She worked on that Saturday.'
'Athome?'
'Istayed over at hers, from the Friday. We went to the cinema to see a filmcalled The Matrix. Terrific film, I thought. But I don't think sheenjoyed it very much. And it was crazy.'
'Whywas that?'
'Becauseshe liked that kind of film, action films, I mean, with tough-guy actors, CGIeffects and so on, but she was very distant�'
'Distant?'
'Yes,distant, but afterwards we went back to her flat in Hovseter. It was late andwe went to bed. I woke up as she was going to work� at about a quarter pasteight, I think. They opened at nine, so she left in good time to be there fornine.'
Gunnarstrandamoved away from the window. He crossed the floor and sat in the chair oppositeEidesen. 'And you?' he asked.
'Ihad a day off, so I stayed in bed. I slept a little, don't remember when I gotup, but it was late morning. I went for some exercise, ran down to Bogstad andback, and afterwards I bought a couple of newspapers, read them and made somefood for when she came back.'
'Whenwas that?'
'Afternoontime � half past two � three maybe.'
'Andthen?'
'Weate. She took a shower and so on. I watched football on TV, Molde v Stab�k�finished in a draw, 0-0.'
'Whatdid she do?'
Eidesenshrugged. 'Don't remember. She just did her own thing, trying on clothes and soon.' 'Clothes?'
'Yes,she was a bit stressed about what to wear in the evening.'
'Andotherwise?'
'Shewas on the phone�'
'Whodid she ring?'
'Noidea. I was watching the football. It finished at about six.'
'Didshe still seem distant?'
'Abit. But nervy too. Distant and nervy.'
Gunnarstrandawaited.
'Itwas my impression she was in a flap because of the party.'
'Areyou sure?'
'Howdo you mean?'
'Well,she might have talked about other things. Something might have happened atwork.'
Eidesenshook his head.
'Soshe didn't say anything about her job?'
'No.'
'Howmany calls did she make?'
'Several.I wasn't following.'
'Butdid you hear what she was talking about?'
'No.She closed the door. The telephone's in the hallway, and I think the footballwas making quite a bit of noise, so she closed the door.' 'But how do you knowshe called several people?'
'Becauseshe hung up, paced up and down, sat on the sofa for a bit and then calledagain.'
'Howmany calls did she make?'
'Noidea.'
'Morethan two?'
'Itmust have been.'
'Three?Four? Five?'
'Threeor four, I guess.'
'Doyou know if she spoke to Sigrid Haugom?'
'It'spossible, but she didn't tell me who she spoke to.'
'Andyou weren't curious as to why she made four calls?'
Eidesenpulled a face and shook his head.
'That'srather odd,' the policeman said. 'I mean, most people would have wondered whathe'd got the girl into, wouldn't they?'
'Iassumed she was chatting, the way that girls do chatter to each other.'
'Areyou sure she wasn't trying to talk to you about something special that day andyou may not have realized?'
'Idon't understand what you mean.'
'Well,let's suppose something had happened at work and she wanted to talk to youabout it, but you were so busy watching TV that you didn't twig that she wantedto talk about something important, so�'
'No,'Eidesen said categorically. 'I would have sensed that.'
'Butwas she upset?'
'Shewas in a flap. But it was because of the bloody party. She was as nervous asshit about the party.'
'Howdid her nervousness manifest itself?'
'Shetried on a pile of clothes and she was� well� bitchy.'
'Bitchy?'
'Yes,almost pre-menstrual, nagging me about every sodding thing.'
'Aboutwhat for example?'
'Well,she was angry that I was watching football, that I hadn't folded up thenewspaper and that my jogging gear was strewn all over the bathroom, that sortof thing.'
'So shewas grumpy?'
'Grumpyis too mild. Bitchy is better.'
'Butwas that because of you?'
'Whatdo you mean now?'
'Iwas wondering whether these outbursts were unusual or whether she consideredyou lazy as regards tidying up.' 'No, no,' Eidesen reassured him. 'This wasunusual.'
'Accordingto another witness Katrine was wound up on this particular day because she hada secret she didn't want to tell.'
'Asecret?'
'Youdidn't notice anything?'
'Nothingat all.'
'Andthe word secret doesn't ring any bells? You didn't share some deepsecret no one else could be party to?'
'Notthat I can think of offhand.'
Thepoliceman nodded slowly. 'But there is one thing I don't understand,' he wenton. 'Why do you interpret this mood as an attack of nerves before the party?'
'Becausethat was what she said.'
'Tellme what she said.'
'Iasked her what was bothering her because she had thrown my tracksuit in myface, and she stood looking at me as though she was calming down andconsidering the question. Then she said she was nervous about the party.'
'Whatwere her words?'
Eidesenfurrowed his brow in thought. 'I said something like What's up with you? orWhat is it now? Something like that. And she said: I'm just so on edge!
'And?'the policeman said.
'That'swhat she said.'
'I'mjust so on edge?'
'That'swhat she said word for word.'
'Whydid you interpret that as nervousness?'
'Shewas on edge� tense,' Eidesen added, on seeing the policeman's scepticalexpression. 'That was what she meant when she used the phrase on edge. Shemeant tense, nervous.'
'Butmight she have meant something else? Could she have meant she was on edge aboutsomething that had happened or something that was going to happen?'
Eidesengave the matter some thought. 'It would have to be the party. That was how Iinterpreted it, anyway.'
'SigridHaugom says she received a telephone call from Katrine that Saturday,'Gunnarstranda said. 'She says Katrine was anxious because something hadhappened that day � at the travel agency � and she wanted to discuss it withher.'
Eidesenshrugged his shoulders.
'Wehave reason to believe she felt threatened.'
'Threatened?'
'Shedidn't mention any of this to you?'
Eidesenshook his head. 'Not that I can remember.'
'Ihave to ask you to think back one more time to when she was explaining to youwhy she was irritable. What were the precise words that she used?'
'Shesaid: I'm just so on edge!
'Areyou still sure it was the party that was making her nervous?'
'Notnow, not after what you said about threats. What sort of threats were they?'
'Howmuch did you know about Katrine's past?' Gunnarstranda asked in a compassionatetone.
'Dependswhat you mean by knowing. I didn't want to know that much.'
'Justnow you talked about being with someone who had done everything with everyone.'
'Thatside of her past was no secret.'
'Butwhy did you get together?'
'Iliked her.'
'Whatdid you know?'
'Thatshe had been on drugs and had done a lot of crazy things.'
'Andyou knew about her life on the streets?'
'There'sone thing you have to understand about Katrine and me,' Eidesen said in a lowvoice. He cleared his throat and paused as if to search for words. 'I wasn'tinterested in her past'
Gunnarstrandawaited. At that moment Ole Eidesen seemed very centred.
'Whathappened happened. The Katrine who walked the streets was a different personfrom the Katrine I knew. I was not interested in the person who walked thestreets and took heroin. I was interested in Katrine.'
'Myunderstanding was that Katrine never took heroin,' the policeman said. 'She wason amphetamines, cocaine, Ecstasy�'
'Don'tyou think she tried heroin? She was on the streets because she was a drugaddict.'
'Idon't think anything,' Gunnarstranda answered. 'But I've read reports abouther. Didn't you talk about her past?'
'Never.'
'Whynot?'
'As Isaid, I wasn't interested.'
'Wereyou jealous of her past?'
'Ofcourse not.'
'Seemslike that to me.'
'Thenyou're the one with the problem.'
'Whathappened at those times when she wanted to talk about the past?'
'Itold her to shut up.'
'Wereyou violent?' 'I've never hit another person.'
'NotKatrine, either?'
'Iwouldn't dream of it.'
'Didyou ever hit her?'
'Never.The fact that you ask me shows just how little you know about me. Just askingshows you didn't know her.'
'Butyou asked me to try to understand your torments. You asked me to try tounderstand how you suffered being with a woman who had done everything witheveryone.'
'Thatwasn't what I asked.'
'ButI perceived it as such. Your saying you didn't want to discuss her past seemsto me as though you were jealous of her past.'
'Iwasn't jealous. I've never been jealous. Why are you so obsessed with this?'
'BecauseI sense a motive.'
'You'rebarking up the wrong tree. I would never have hurt Katrine. And, as you saidyourself, Merethe Fossum is my alibi for that night.'
'Indeed,but let us imagine that Katrine insisted on talking about her past thatSaturday. Let's say you refused to listen. It does not seem improbable thatthis may have caused a row in the light of your emotional attitude to herpast.'
'ButI told you I did not have any emotional attitude to her past.'
'Weknow Katrine was out of kilter that Saturday. She was out of kilter � becauseof something that had happened at the travel agency. Perhaps it had somethingto do with her drug-taking years. It does not seem too improbable that she tookthis feeling of despair home with her. In fact, we know she did. She rangSigrid Haugom and told her about the incident while you were sitting in anotherroom. You and Katrine were lovers. You were on intimate terms. You were in andout of each other's flats. Why would she keep such an important incident fromyou?'
'BecauseI wasn't interested in her bloody past.'
'Nowyou seem to be suppressing some aggression towards this past of hers.'
'I amnot.'
'Yes,you are.' The policeman smiled. 'You're very angry now. I can see that you aresitting there and fuming.'
'Andwhat's it got to do with you?'
'You'reangry with her and the fact that she was a prostitute.'
'Itold you I didn't give a shit about what she had done.'
'AndI don't believe you.'
'Idon't give a stuff what you believe!' Ole Eidesen yelled.
Gunnarstrandaleaned back in his chair. It was a waste of time provoking this young man.After all, Eidesen had an alibi. In fact, he was probably wasting his timequestioning him.
Hepulled out a desk drawer and took hold of the prison photograph of RaymondSkau. He passed it to Eidesen. 'Do you know him?'
Eidesenput down the photograph on the desk and examined it carefully. He coughed.'No,' he said.
'Haveyou seen him before?'
Eidesenshook his head. 'Don't think so.'
'Never?'
'No.'
'Thinkabout it.'
'I'mthinking as hard as I can.'
'You'reabsolutely sure you've never seen this person?'
'Yes.Who is it?'
'It'ssomeone from Katrine's past.'
'Who?'
Gunnarstrandasmiled. 'Interested?'
Eidesengave a groan of despair. 'Don't give a shit,' he sighed.
'Idon't give a shit or you don't?' v 'All right, I don't give a shit. I don'tgive a fuck who it is.'
'I'vegot your point now,' the policeman said, thinking. 'Now there's just one thingI don't understand.'
'Andthat is?'
'Youhaven't asked me yet what happened on the Saturday � in the travel agency.'

Chapter Twenty-Six

The Lie

Thepolice inspector was sitting with a plate of chips in front of him on the deskwhen Fr�lich rang. With the receiver under his chin he tried to squeezethe ketchup out of a little foil packet and over the freshly washed Cinzanoashtray. He swore as a spot landed on his tie.
'Breakthrough,'Fr�lich said.
'Whatare you talking about?'
Fr�lich:'We can make an arrest.'
'Arrestwhom?'
'HenningKramer.'
Gunnarstrandawas eating. 'Why?' he chewed.
'I'vebeen talking to two taxi drivers who have confirmed Kramer's version of eventsthrough to Aker Brygge. Both remember the girl. No question it was Katrine B -a real knockout in a skirt and black lace bra. The two of them had given theimpression of being a couple, and she in particular was in a good mood � seemedquite high. A waiter at Lekteren � one of the restaurant boats � also remembersthe girl well. She had been waltzing with some of the men on the wharf. A girlworking at McDonald's recognized both of them. They bought cheeseburgers andCokes and left. The guy at Lekteren also remembers Kramer, but he couldn'tunderstand how such a stupid-looking guy could have a woman like her.'
'Everyoneagreed they had had a nice time,' Gunnarstranda interrupted, dipping a handfulof thin chip-stalks into the ashtray filled with ketchup. 'Get to the point!'The chips splayed out as he was about to stuff them into his mouth.
'Listento this,' Fr�lich said, excited. 'One taxi driver's name is Kardo Bukhtal.He was driving a late-night party-goer home that morning. He remembers the tripbecause it was a long one, out to Ski. And on the way back he took old Mosseveiand drove past the car park where Kramer thought they had parked. And he'swilling to swear he saw the car there.'
'Kramer'scar?'
'Yes,Kramer's car, an Audi open-top sports car, green with a grey hood. Well, thisguy thinks cars like this are pretty stylish and he slowed down as he passed.The car was there at half past six that same morning, when Kramer says he wassleeping sweetly in his own bed after dropping off Katrine by the roundaboutleading up to Holmlia.'
'Inother words, Kramer is lying.'
'Likea presidential candidate.'
Gunnarstranda'sfingers were covered in ketchup. 'Where are you?'
'InHolmen.'
Gunnarstrandastood up. He put the receiver under his chin, wiped his fingers clean on aserviette and patted his pockets for cigarettes. 'In Holmen. What the hell areyou doing there? I want Henning Kramer here, now! With handcuffs on!'
'I'msitting in my car outside his mother's house,' Fr�lich answered drily.'The guy isn't at home. But I was given his brother's address. That must bewhere Henning stays when his brother is away.'
'Theaddress?'
'BehindDeichmannsgate. Fredensborgveien 33.'
'Seeyou there.' The inspector was already on his way to the door. He drank the restof the Coke running down the stairs. His coat-tails fluttering behind him.
If Fr�lichhad spoken to this idiot's mother she could have warned him on the phone andput the boy on his guard. Gunnarstranda took the next flight in three stridesand caught a glimpse of Yttergjerde's stooped figure down in reception.Yttergjerde glanced up. They exchanged looks. Gunnarstranda pointed his indexfinger ahead and circled it above his head.
Thatwas enough. Yttergjerde broke into a run.

Theneedle on the speedometer touched 110 kph. Shop windows and pedestrians werejust grey shadows. Cars in front of them swerved to the side and in their panicdrove on to the pavements with a jolt. Yttergjerde drove in the middle of thecarriageway, between lines of cars with casual nonchalance, crossing the lightson red, pushing into the wrong lane and back again, his mouth going like a taxidriver's all the while. 'Went to the Glomma last weekend,' he said. 'Floodingits banks, it was. In June, just imagine. Went on to Mingevannet with mybrother-in-law, down the lake, by Sarp. We were sitting in a boat, castinglines towards the shore. Do that in early summer, we do, when the pike's in thereeds. Only caught a few littl'uns though, tiny buggers no longer than an indexfinger. You wouldn't think they'd bite the spinning bait that was twice as longas they were, would you? And so aggressive! It was�
'Watchout!' Gunnarstranda shouted, grabbing the glove compartment with both hands tobrace himself for a collision.
However,Yttergjerde swung the wheel round and slung the car to the left, into the laneof the oncoming traffic. He maintained speed, driving towards a parked lorryunloading goods. Behind the lorry was a queue of cars; their line of sightblocked, they had not seen the police car. The first car came out and overtookthe lorry on its way towards them. Yttergjerde coughed and accelerated as heaimed for a gap between the two vehicles and one of the cars that had swervedto the side. 'Could use them as bait, you know. Save taking them off the hook.Pike are cannibals, too. My brother-in-law caught one weighing three kilos anddo you know where the hook was? In the pike's skull. My brother-in-law hadbloody hooked a pike in the skull and hauled it in. What about that! Threekilos!'
'Bloodyhell!' Gunnarstranda grabbed the strap over the door to his right as a cyclistwas forced to throw himself and the bike on to the pavement.
Yttergjerdeshrugged. They were already in Fredensborgveien. The howl of a siren echoedbetween the blocks of flats. Yttergjerde jumped on the brakes and screeched toa halt in front of another patrol car. Gunnarstranda was out of the car andalready on his way to the front door. What was a second patrol car doing here? Fr�lichcould never have made it here so fast.
Heraced up the stairs with long strides. Behind him, Yttergjerde was morecomposed. Gunnarstranda didn't stop until he reached the second floor and wasstanding in front of an open door. A uniformed policeman stood in the doorway.Gunnarstranda walked past him and entered the flat.

Thedead man was hanging from a hook intended for an electric light. It might haveseemed solid enough for a chandelier, but now it seemed fragile. Someone hadtaken the cable off the hook and laid out the dead man.
'Itook down the body and laid it on the floor,' said the uniformed constable bythe door. 'Hope that's not a problem.'
Gunnarstrandascowled at him, but said nothing. The constable shrugged and leaned against thedoor frame. Apart from the constable, Gunnarstranda and Yttergjerde there wasanother stranger in the room. Without uttering a word, Gunnarstranda watchedthe stranger trying to give Henning Kramer heart massage. It didn't seem to behelping. The man sat over the dead body, the back of his white shirt wet withsweat. Every time he thumped the dead man's chest the corpse shook. Every timethe man tried to pump the heart into life the lifeless legs thudded against thewooden floor. As did Henning Kramer's head. The man astride the dead body tooka small break, gasping for air, and went back to pressing Kramer's chest. Twolifeless feet and one head banged against the wooden planks.
Gunnarstrandamotioned to Yttergjerde who was leaning over the two on the floor. With a pairof nippers he cut off the rest of the cable, still coiled around the dead man'sneck. The man attempting heart massage glanced up, mumbled something and wenton pumping.
Gunnarstrandacleared his throat and asked the constable, 'Was he cold?'
'Asice,' the constable answered.
Gunnarstrandapointed to the man giving the heart massage. 'Who is this?'
Theconstable in the doorway gave a shrug.
Atthat moment Frank Fr�lich walked in through the door. He took one lookat the dead body and heaved a heavy sigh. He and Gunnarstranda exchangedglances.
'Hefound the body,' the constable said, pointing to the man they had spoken about.'But he has just started doing this.'
Fr�lichshouted to the man on the floor: 'Hello, are you a doctor?'
Theman turned round. 'Vet.'
'He'sdead,' Gunnarstranda said to the vet.
'Wehave to open his chest,' the man said. 'We have to try to squeeze his heartinto life by hand.'
'What?'Gunnarstranda said.
'Squeezehis heart into life by hand.'
'Areyou out of your mind?' Gunnarstranda's lips trembled with irritation. 'Theman's dead. Can't you see that? He's almost transparent. He hanged himself fromthe ceiling several hours ago.'
'Rubbish,'said the vet who stood up and dashed into the kitchen. Soon he reappeared inthe doorway with a large meat cleaver. The expression on his face wasconcentrated and he was sweating. He brandished the cleaver. 'We have to openhim up!'
'Imake the decisions here,' Gunnarstranda said roughly. His voice shook withsuppressed rage. 'He's dead.' His voice cracked on the word dead.
'Butit works with the rats at the institute. This is something I do every day. Wejust open the chest and squeeze the heart into life.'
Gunnarstrandastared dumbstruck at the vet with the cleaver. Yttergjerde was crouched downexamining the corpse as though it concealed profound secrets about his life. Itwas impossible to find eye contact with anyone in the room. No one was at ease.They don't like my tone of voice, thought Gunnarstranda. They'reafraid of what I might do. They think I'm going to crush this poor man. He's inshock. Take it easy, Gunnarstranda told himself. The man's in shock.
Therewas a clunk as the man in the kitchen doorway dropped the cleaver. His hands wereshaking; his jaw was quivering. He was obviously on the verge of a breakdown.The policeman, who was relieved that the man had dropped the cleaver, turned tothe window and pointed to the weary, grey cactus leaning against the glass.'Can you see the cactus?' he asked.
'Idon't understand what you mean,' the man in the doorway said, stroking hisforehead, exhausted.
'It'sgrowing.'
'Sowhat?'
'Thewindow sill isn't growing.' 'Hm?'
'Youcan't make wood grow again however much you water it.' v
Theveterinary doctor stared at the cactus in bewilderment. He spun round to facethe body on the floor.
'Buthe's my brother,' he cried.
Gunnarstrandatook his arm. He's about to snap, he thought, and looked into the man's eyes.'May I offer my condolences?'
'Don'tyou understand that I don't want to lose my brother?'
'Standstill,' Gunnarstranda ordered as the man bent down for the cleaver. In agentler tone he continued: 'I'm sure you're a good vet and a good researcher,and you've had lots of success with the rats you work with, but you must notforget that this body was a man once. Even if his heart did beat again afteryou opened his chest, you have to remember that blood has not circulatedthrough his brain for a long time. He would have to lie in a respirator withbrain damage until someone was kind enough to switch it off.'
'You'reright,' the man said quietly. 'I hadn't thought about that.'
Gunnarstrandapointed to the cleaver on the floor. 'Where did you find it?'
'What,'the man said, in a distant world.
'Wheredid you find the cleaver?'
'Inthe kitchen.'
'Soit belongs to the flat?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Andyou're the brother?'
'Yes.'
Theothers in the room breathed out and began to move again. Gunnarstranda couldfeel their eyes on him. There was a body on the floor and he was standing withthe dead man's brother in his arms. He could not question him here.
Gunnarstrandalooked around the flat. It was full of bookshelves up and down the walls. Theroom was attractive, decorated with taste. A few African masks and art postershung from places where there was no shelving.
'Sothis is your flat?' Gunnarstranda had another look around. His gaze fell on asmall wood-carving of a horseman balancing precariously on the bookshelf. Justinside the door was a suitcase with a British Airways label still hanging fromthe handle and a bag of duty-free goods beside it. 'Been travelling?'
Thevet followed the policeman's gaze and nodded.
'Forlong?'
'Tendays or so.'
'Quitea welcome home,' Fr�lich interjected.
Thevet slumped into a chair and stared into the distance with a blank expressionon his face. 'I'm worn out,' he said, shaking his head dejectedly. 'I haven'tslept for over a day. My body is riddled with jet lag. And I come here and findHenning hanging from the lighting fixture. It's too much. I can't cope.'
'Whatdid�?' Gunnarstranda started to say, but Fr�lich stopped him andhunkered down in front of the vet whose eyes were still glazed. 'You have ourfull sympathy,' Fr�lich said in a gentle tone. 'We understand that thismust be a terrible strain, but we are nevertheless obliged to clear up a fewmatters, even though this is your flat. If you wouldn't mind coming with me,I'll book you a hotel room until tomorrow.'
'Thisis my flat,' the man in the chair stated from faraway.
'Ofcourse it's your flat.'
'Sowhy don't you leave? Why can't I be alone?'
'Wehave to take your dead brother with us,' Fr�lich said. 'And we have tolet a few forensic technicians go through the flat to ascertain how thishappened.'
'Butit's obvious how it happened.'
'HerrKramer,' Fr�lich insisted, taking the suitcase into the hall. 'Could youcome with me, please?'
Gunnarstrandawatched through the window until they appeared in the street. Fr�lich,large and broad with a rolling gait; the other man grey, almost a smudge, withhair whirled up by the wind revealing a bald patch as they strolled towards thepolice car. With a little twitch of the mouth, Gunnarstranda involuntarilyraised a hand and patted his comb- over.
Atthat moment two ambulance men came in through the door. They were carrying astretcher and a body bag. Gunnarstranda looked down at the deceased HenningKramer.
'Weneed some technical assistance here,' he said tersely. 'After that I'm off forthe weekend.'

Chapter Twenty-Seven

The Palace

Itwas Friday afternoon and the summer traffic in Drammensveien was desperatelyslow. But as soon as Fr�lich turned off to take the old Lier hillsroute, the traffic eased. In Hurumlandet there were almost no other cars to beseen, especially after leaving the main road and taking the winding tracklinking the farms. Here and there the road went through a farmyard where anidle elkhound or a St Bernard lay with its head between its front paws, openingan indolent bloodshot eye to follow the car. Then he passed through an areawith fields and meadows on either side. He slowed down as the road narrowed fora bridge over an old dyke and passed some mountain crags where some hardyfellow passing himself off as a farmer had released a few cows that eithergrazed between mounds of rock or waited with listless, hanging heads by ashelter made with round poles.
FrankFr�lich was never very sure of the way after the tarmac came to an endand the road entered the forest. The tyres rumbled and the stony track was dry- it hadn't rained for a few hours � as the dust was swirled upwards causingFrank to close all valves and vents. The sunshine cut through the foliage atthe side of the road and still he was passing lines of green postboxes foroutlying properties, or crossroads where the track split and a tractor's tyremarks or cattle trails led into the wild. Frank never remembered where heshould stop; he wouldn't remember until he saw Gunnarstranda's red Bцlanzride-on mower. If he could locate the mower he would have his bearings again.It was always like this, and every time he thought the way seemed longer thanon the previous journey. He passed a small farmyard where graceful horses withshiny coats were strutting around a well-trodden paddock. He passed another farmyardwhere more graceful horses jerked nervously as the car went by. He drove pastcabins with barred windows, past cabins with colourful postboxes, but he didn'tslow down until he spotted a green rubbish skip for cabin owners. Five hundredmetres up the mountainside he saw Gunnarstranda's mower parkedhiggledy-piggledy under some pine trees. He parked beside the mower, opened theboot and took out a sleeping bag, a parcel of meat for the barbecue, a six-packand a bottle of Ballantine's whisky. He locked the car and ambled down thenarrow path between the trees leading to Gunnarstranda's holy of holies: thecabin he called the Palace.
Hefound his boss on the veranda. In a track suit. He looked like he had beenrolled in dough, but the baking operation had been abandoned. On a chair satsomething white with a head protruding from the top, two arms at the side andtwo clumpy, almost unused trainers resting on the balustrade. The man's fingerswere rolling a supply of cigarettes.
Fr�lichstarted by delivering his report on Henning Kramer's brother. 'The brother'sthe one who owns the car � the Audi. Henning was allowed to make use of the carwhen his brother wasn't there. His brother had been away for ten days; he saysHenning was living with his mother, but he kept an eye on the brother's flat,too. He may have slept there � on the odd occasion. They had no specialagreement this time, except that Henning was to pop by and water a few plants.That cactus, among others.'
Gunnarstrandalowered his feet, stood up and threw more charcoal on the brick grill in thecorner where the fire was blazing with dry, cracking noises.
'Getsome glasses,' he said and started unpacking the marinated meat from thecarrier bags.
Fr�lichwent in through the broad glass doors straight to a shelving system thatseparated the sitting room from the kitchen. Here he found two large beertankards which he took outside.
'I'vemade some salad,' Gunnarstranda mumbled and gave a nod of acknowledgement as Fr�lichpoured beer into the glasses.
'Thebrother says Henning often used his flat. He also says he spoke to Henning onthe phone. Henning rang him on Thursday.'
'Whattime of day was that?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Eighto'clock in the evening, Norwegian time, and as it was Henning who called, thebrother sees that as evidence that he was making sure he wouldn't be disturbedwhile he hung himself.'
'Howso?'
'Firstof all, because it was three in the morning � in the Philippines. Henningrespected his brother and would never have rung him unless it was for somethingspecial � his brother thinks. The conversation boiled down to a question aboutwhen the brother was coming home. Henning had never called his brother when hewas abroad before.'
'Thursdayevening. Wonder what I was doing then,' the police inspector mumbled tohimself.
'Iwas in the cinema anyway,' Fr�lich said.
'Youwaste your time going to the cinema, do you?'
'Iwasn't alone. I had a lady with me. Besides it was one of the most violentfilms I've ever seen. It was the film that Katrine Bratterud saw the eveningbefore she was bumped off, The Matrix. By the way, one of the charactershad the same beard as Kramer. In fact, he looked very much like him.'
'Youdon't say. Was he a hero or a villain?'
'Villain,'Fr�lich said with a grin.
'Whatdid they talk about?'
'Who?'
'Henningand his brother.'
'Life,the meaning of life, whether things were predetermined or you had control overyour own life� destiny.'
'Thatdoesn't have to be depressing,' Gunnarstranda said. 'You can do that with asense of wonder.'
'Inthat case he could have waited until his brother came home.'
'Hemay have had other motives for ringing. He may have been trying to articulatesomething � after all, the man did have a philosophical bent.'
'Butif he takes his own life afterwards�'
'Wedon't know that he took his own life,' Gunnarstranda interrupted. 'Have younever wondered who you are and where you come from?'
'It'spretty obvious�'
'Imean, seeing yourself as a mortal and wondering what the meaning of life is,whether there is a purpose.'
Fr�lichsmirked into his beard, but stopped the moment he felt he was being observed.He shrugged. 'Not that often.'
Theolder policeman regarded Fr�lich with irritation. 'Sooner or later youwill. Everyone does. Perhaps Kramer was just quick off the mark. Did hisbrother have any idea where Henning might have concealed a letter?'
'No.'
Fr�lichpeered down into his tankard. The remaining froth formed a spider pattern onhis glass. White bubbles rose in the brown liquid. Frank raised his glass tohis mouth and drank with great gusto.
Gunnarstrandawalked through the wide veranda doors into the kitchen where he rummagedaround. Frank turned and gazed across the forest that ended in fields, which intheir turn led to the mouth of the blue Drammen fjord. In the distance therewas a cluster of yachts bunched together, presumably sailing in a regattaaround the marker buoy.
Gunnarstrandacame out with plates and salad on a white wooden tray. He set the table and putthe meat on the grill, which soon began to smoke and spit.
'Wouldyou have hanged yourself in your brother's flat?' Gunnarstranda asked, raisingthe whisky bottle, twisting off the cap and smelling.
'Idon't have a brother.'
Afterreceiving a stern look from Gunnarstranda, and taking a seat, Fr�lichamended his flippant remark: 'I wouldn't have hanged myself � not in arelative's house, nor anywhere else.'
'That'sthe point,' Gunnarstranda said, pouring whisky into the cap, sampling it and,with closed eyes, contorting his face. He went on: 'The typical suicide victimtries several times, isolates himself socially, feels sorry for himself anddrops hints to everyone and everything about how awful life is, but HenningKramer didn't do that.'
'Yes,the brother was in total shock, but you saw that, didn't you. I dropped the manoff at his mother's. He's going to stay there a few days. There's just the twoof them now that Henning's dead. The father died some years ago. Car accident.'
'HenningKramer was not a typical suicide victim,' the police inspector asserted withconviction. 'The process of suicide is like an upturned funnel. It starts withsmall signals that can go in several directions, but as the psychosis developssuicide becomes a kind of obsession.'
'Weknow nothing about him of that nature. Although he may have been going forregular psychiatric treatment.'
'Veryunlikely. Anyone employed at the rehab centre has to go through a thoroughexamination. A psychiatric patient would never have passed the test.'
'Thetests can't be that bloody good,' Fr�lich grinned. 'Kramer smokedhome-grown marijuana. His window sill at his mother's house was like agreenhouse.'
Gunnarstrandagave a sigh of desperation.
'Buthe may have been pretty depressed,' Fr�lich went on. 'If he killed her -Katrine.'
'That'sthe point!' The two of them stood staring into a void, rapt in thought.
'Hemay have done it,' Fr�lich repeated, meekly folding his hands. 'He mayhave killed her.'
Gunnarstranda:'How did her jewellery get into Skau's hands?'
'Noidea.'
'RaymondSkau will have to come up with something very good to explain away thejewellery.'
Theyounger policeman was not finished with Henning Kramer. 'From the evidence ofthis taxi driver I spoke to, Kramer was lying through his teeth about whathappened that night.'
'Butwhy would he kill himself?'
'Hecouldn't stand it any longer.'
Theyboth grinned at the empty rhetoric.
Theolder policeman went to the grill and turned over the meat. Fr�lichdrank more beer and enjoyed the view.
Atlast Fr�lich spoke. 'We have some hard facts: the girl was killed andHenning Kramer lied about what he was doing that night. So far we only know forcertain that Henning had a specific opportunity to take her jewellery. For allI know he could have sold it to Skau.' He pointed to clouds gathering in thesouth. 'Look,' he said. 'Storm clouds brewing again.'
Gunnarstrandapeered at the sky for a few seconds, then produced a cigarette, lit up and heldit covered in his hand. 'It's the same clouds you always see over Nesodden whenwe're in Oslo. It won't rain here; it follows the water � the fjord.'
Helifted a piece of meat to examine it before putting it back on the grill. 'Thequestion comes down to why Kramer would remove her jewellery,' he said atlength. 'Why would he remove her clothes and jewellery after killing her?'
'Toremove clues,' Fr�lich said, but on seeing his colleague's criticalglare continued on the defensive: 'I have no idea what he was thinking, not aninkling, but the fact of the matter is that he� I mean the person who killedher� must have removed the jewellery. And why? Maybe he wanted a souvenir, orperhaps he thought it would come in handy.'
'Orperhaps the person in question simply robbed her,' Gunnarstranda said in aquiet voice. A coughing fit was on its way up his creased neck.
WhileGunnarstranda wrestled with the paroxysm, Frank began to pick at the salad.'Would Kramer rob Katrine?' he wondered.
'NotHenning. If robbery was the motive it must have been Skau.'
Fr�lichdidn't think that was likely. He wrinkled his nose.
Gunnarstrandahad his breath back and was thinking aloud. 'Raymond Skau is the perfectperpetrator,' he decided. 'He's the brutal assailant we've been searching for,the man who bumps into a semi-clad babe in the middle of the night, a girl withwhom he once had an intense relationship and whom he beat up in a bout ofjealousy. The fact that he is in possession of the jewellery makes perfectsense. But then � our basic premises are no longer solid. The picture crumblesbecause Kramer lied. Hell!' Gunnarstranda banged his fist on the table.
'Atany rate, we have to find Skau,' Fr�lich said, composed. 'And now Iassume Gerhardsen is beyond suspicion.'
'Noone is beyond suspicion,' Gunnarstranda barked with irritation.
Fr�lichsighed. 'All we know for certain is that Henning drove to this car park by thelake. Observations of the car tally with what he told us.'
'So?'
'SupposeHenning killed her,' Fr�lich reasoned calmly. 'Henning knew Katrine. Hemay have known about Raymond Skau. He may have known about her problems withthe guy, and he may have known that Skau visited her at work earlier in theday. After all, Katrine made a lot of phone calls and one of them may have beento Henning. Imagine the two of them in the car. Her, a tasty looker,semi-naked, happy. Him, aroused, turned on by her. Suppose they were not on thesame wavelength. He was lusting for sex; she was thinking about quality oflife. He put his arms around her. She tried to brush him off with a joke, buthe wouldn't relent. He lost control, raped Katrine and strangled her. Accordingto criminal logic, the natural thing for him to do would be to remove all herclothes and jewellery, to hide any clues, but at the same time he knew thepolice would find semen in the body. He's read about DNA testing. Henning musthave known that the semen would lead the trail back to him. So he devised aplan. He sold us a line about the two of them having consensual sex in the carand he kept her jewellery. Perhaps he sold it on afterwards.'
'That'sa bit thin,' Gunnarstranda said.
'OK,you suggest something better.'
'Isuggest we eat,' Gunnarstranda said, grabbing a plate and marching towards thebarbecue.
Theyate in silence for a while. Salad, marinated steaks and fresh white bread. Theydrank cold beer. Frank had in fact never believed that an afternoon with thismisery guts could turn out to be so promising.
Itwas Gunnarstranda who broke the silence. 'In the first place, Henning admittedpicking up Katrine outside Annabeth s's house. Raymond Skau might have beenthere, standing outside the house waiting for Katrine. He turned up at her workearlier in the day, didn't he. He might have followed her and Eidesen to theparty � we have no way of knowing. Suppose he stood waiting outside the house.He saw Katrine jump into Henning's car, so he followed them. We know Henningand Katrine drove down to Aker Brygge and bought food at McDonald's. They droveoff. According to Henning, a car followed them into the car park byIngierstrand.'
Gunnarstrandafell silent and ruminated on what he had said.
Fr�lichfilled both their glasses.
Awhite wagtail landed on the veranda balustrade and wagged its tail. 'We have anaudience,' Fr�lich said. 'A spy.'
'Ifwe focus and think logically,' Gunnarstranda resumed, 'it's clear we aredealing with a casual assailant. Once we have Skau, we'll get the forensicsteam to run a DNA test on him. That takes two weeks and then we'll know if theskin under Katrine's nails belongs to Skau. Then it's just a question of timebefore we find her hair on his clothing. By which point this damned businesswill be an open-and- shut case.'
'Butwhere is Skau?'
'InSweden, I suppose,' growled Gunnarstranda, buttering a slice of bread. 'That'stypical too. I've caught two killers before who thought they could slip intoDenmark or Sweden to take the heat off themselves. In a couple of weeks Skauwill be back, and then he's ours.'
Thetwo policemen sat gazing into the air. Gunnarstranda was chewing and thinking. Fr�lichcrossed his legs and turned his face to the sun � relaxed.
'Idon't remember seeing any scratch marks on Kramer,' Gunnarstranda said atlength.
Fr�lichbeamed. His boss still had not dropped the idea of Kramer as the killer. 'Wedon't know where she scratched him,' he said. 'The pathologist will be able tosay whether there are any scars resulting from scratches.'
Gunnarstrandapulled a face, as though suddenly remembering his role as host and Fr�lich�sas his guest. 'Nice to see you,' he grinned.
'Thankyou. And thank you for the spread.'
'Thankyou. Do you play chess?'
Fr�lich�sheart sank. Chess. Just as he was feeling at home. Chess � the game with onepiece called a bishop, another a knight. One of them can jump over other piecesin an L shape. He gained time by taking a good swig of beer. Chess, he thought.The game where either the king or the queen has to stand on a square marked Dl.
'Iknew it,' Gunnarstranda said, contented. 'A good policeman loves chess.'
Frankthought of how sometimes he hated chess. Always having to make strategicdecisions, always thinking three steps ahead before you made a move. 'It's arare occasion for me to play,' he said with care.
'Comeon,' Gunnarstranda said, leading him into the cabin to a low table with a blacksurface. 'Friday evening, out in the wilds, whisky, beer and chess,' hecontinued with a smile. 'You've landed in paradise.'

Chapter Twenty-Eight

The Pin-up Girl

Thenext morning Fr�lich left Gunnarstranda's mountain cabin for Drammen,but instead of branching off to Oslo, he bore left for Kongsberg. He left themotorway, continued for a good half an hour and didn't stop until he reachedthe turn-off for the road through Nedre Eiker. He sat in the car looking acrossthe small valley. The housing estate must have been built at some time in theseventies. The houses stood in neat lines. An attempt had been made to blendthem naturally into the terrain, but it had failed as the area consisted of twolarge surfaces sloping downwards into a V-shaped hollow where a stream musthave flowed at one time. Along these surfaces ran rows of two-storey terracedhouses seasoned with the occasional low, single-storey, prefabricated house.Everywhere shingle-covered flat roofs and unsympathetic, square double-glazedwindows prevailed. Here and there more ambitious buildings popped up, some withhuge verandas and walls with 'prosperity pustules' � bulges in the walls with asmall-paned window in the centre; others had more kitschy accessories:imitation Greek pillars at the entrance or multi-coloured leaded windows. Inmost of the gardens, however, bushes and fruit trees had succeeded in reachingmaturity.
Fr�lichgot out of the car and walked into the estate. Somewhere a lawnmower motordroned; a small girl was sitting alone and forlorn on a seesaw. She stuck afinger in her mouth and stared at the passing policeman with big eyes. On averanda further away a boy sat astride a plastic tractor making brum-brumnoises. Frank discovered the Bratterud house long before he saw the number onthe wall. A sense of hardship emanated from the fragile construction, from theblack holes in the roof, the stains on the flaking paintwork, the crookedpostbox, the overturned dustbin, the grass that had grown so long that wispyflower stems dotted the lawn and the delicate front steps that threatenedimminent collapse.
Thewoman who answered the door was plump around the waist and had unusually bigbags under her eyes and reddish, curly hair. Fr�lich remembered her fromthe funeral. She was the woman with a handbag permanently hanging from her arm,who had shaken Annabeths's hand after the service.
Fr�lichintroduced himself. There was a burning in the woman's eyes, a muted yellowglow, a spirit flame nourished by the bags under both eyes.
'Longway from home here,' she said. 'This is Buskerud.'
Fr�lichresponded with a smile worthy of a TV preacher. 'My main reason for coming isto talk about Katrine on� an informal basis,' he said, patiently placing hishands on his hips.
'Why'sthat?'
'Toget to know her background� upbringing� just to know a little more.'
A biglock of curly, red hair fell across her brow. The woman stroked the hair awaywith a club of a hand. Her fingers were short and stubby, and inflamed with eczema.
'Iwould have liked to ask you in, but it's a mess here.'
'Wecan go for a walk,' Fr�lich said blithely.
'Strollround the estate with the police? You've got to be joking!'
Sheturned her head and looked daggers at his profile. Hers were the eyes of aderanged bird the second before it flies at someone. Fr�lich looked awayand noticed that the grey, damp-damaged wood was coming through the paintwork onthe front door. A leak, he thought, and noticed why the steps were crooked. Thebase was beginning to rot.
Thesilence lasted for what seemed an eternity. An insect � a bug of somedescription � with six legs and a three-sided shell lumbered cautiously alongthe hand rail of the steps. Its two feelers looked like aerials and the creatureflourished its antennae in the same way that the blind tap with a stick todetect dangers ahead. Wonder if it knows where it's going, thought Fr�lich.He looked up again to meet the woman's fierce gaze.
'Well,you'd better come in then,' said the woman at last, turning with difficulty.
'Sitwherever you like, but not in the cat's chair,' she panted, brushing the lockof hair off her brow again. It fell back at once. She pushed forward her lowerlip and blew it away. 'That's the cat's chair. If you sit there you'll have togo home and wash your trousers right away!'
Fr�lichlooked around and found the kitchen, where the sun was coming in through thewindow and making the stains on the floor shine with a dry, matt lustre. Hetook a wooden chair from the little table under the window and carried it intothe sitting room.
'Shehadn't been home for a long time� to visit you� before she died, I mean� hadshe?' he asked, sitting down.
'Shenever came home.'
Fr�lichsaid nothing in the silence that followed this outburst.
'Well,now she's dead, and it's sad, but things were bound to go wrong for her. Shewas a pathological liar who knocked about with boys and men from the time shewas so big.' One club-shaped hand indicated a height of a metre off the floor.
'Whatdo you mean by a pathological liar?'
'That'swhat she was. She lied about everything and everyone, and nothing was goodenough. I wasn't good enough. When she dropped by a couple of years back Icooked for her. I remembered the food she had always loved as a child. But itwasn't good enough. No, you should have seen the woman with her, the fine ladywho wouldn't accept any of my things, walking round the sitting room with herarms crossed as though frightened she would be infected by some disease. Thesepeople drove expensive cars and ate more elegant food. I wasn't good enough.No, Katrine had a high opinion of herself. She thought she came from betterstock, her, the daughter of someone who couldn't take care of her ownchildren.'
'Youadopted her, didn't you?'
'Yes,we did.'
Fr�lichwaited for more. It didn't seem to be forthcoming. In the ensuing silence Fr�lichconsidered how to formulate his next question. But to his surprise she spoke upfirst: 'Katrine was fond of her father. My husband. They were inseparable. Andfor as long as he was alive she was all right. But then he died, of cancer.When she was eleven, I think. And she was a difficult teenager. We never reallygot along.'
Fr�lichcleared his throat.
Sheinterrupted, 'Now they'll be together, at last. I'll put her urn on his grave.'
Fr�lichtried to read what lay hidden behind the cheerless eyes, but gave up. When thesilence had lasted long enough he asked in a light tone: 'Why adoption?'
'Icouldn't have any children.'
'Imean� why Katrine?'
'Herreal mother was dead. That was all we knew. And then Fredrik died a few yearslater. Yes, and then it wasn't many more years before I had the task of chasingthe men away. That was Katrine's problem. She never got over losing herfather.'
'Whatdid she die of, Katrine's biological mother?'
'Noone knows. But that fed the girl's imagination of course. She fantasized abouteverything from here to Monaco.'
Fr�lichnodded and lowered his eyes. He didn't like to think about children withunattainable dreams.
'Youknow, she thought about plane crashes and car accidents, reckoned her realorigins were the Soria Maria palace.'
Fr�lichrecalled a job he had been on years ago, with two others as muscle for thechild welfare authorities � a case of gross neglect as a result of which thechild had been placed with the social services. The girl had been around seven.How old was she now? Eighteen? Nineteen?
'Butthe woman could have been a drug addict or could have died of cancer like myhusband for all I knew. We were told nothing and didn't want to ask. We didn'twant to know.'
'Doesthe name Raymond Skau mean anything to you?' Fr�lich asked.
Shepulled a bitter grimace.
'Soyou do know the name?'
Shenodded. 'He was the one who got her into the mess. Much older than her. He wasone of the worst good-for-nothings round here. Moved to Oslo as well. He's offthe scene now, but they were a couple. She moved in with him as soon as she wasold enough.'
'Howold was she then?'
'Fifteenmaybe� or sixteen? I went there, I did, and dragged her back. He even tried togo for me. Be careful, he shouted. I'm warning you. I've got a blackbelt in karate! Well, I mean to say. But I gave him a mouthful. Go homeand get it then and I'll whip your back with it! I said.'
Fr�lichproffered a courteous smile.
BeateBratterud smiled, too. 'Yes, it's easy to laugh now, after the event. But itwent wrong of course. For Katrine, I mean. It's a terrible thought. Even thoughit was good that she managed to get out of the mess. But it was a pity shecouldn't do it without bitterness. She needn't have been ashamed of me, or herhome. We gave her what she needed and we fought for her. We did. But you haveto say that she didn't have it easy.'
Fr�lichstood up. 'Excuse me for a couple of minutes,' he said, taking his mobile phonefrom his jacket pocket. He tapped in Gunnarstranda's number and sent a cheerysmile to the cheerless face on the other side of the table.
Itrang three times.
'Pleasebe brief.'
'It'sme,' Frank said.
'Spitit out.'
'Thanksfor everything last night,' Fr�lich said in a crabbed tone. Then he wenton: 'I'm at Katrine Bratterud's house, as we arranged. She says Raymond Skaucomes from here. She knows Skau, who it seems was Katrine's boyfriend duringher teens. I suppose he got her on to the streets.'
'Well,well,' Gunnarstranda said eagerly. 'Go on.'
'Thatwas all for the moment.'
'We'llhave to see what significance that has,' the voice on the telephone said. 'Someactivity in Skau's flat has been reported. If you jump into your car now youmay be able to catch them interviewing him.'
Fr�lichrang off and sat staring at the mobile in his hand. After a while he put it inhis pocket. 'You say Katrine fantasized about her origins,' he said, looking upat Beate Bratterud. 'What do you mean by that?'
'WhatI said.'
Fr�lichwaited.
'Sometimesher origins were all she had in her head. But she never did find out anything.'
'Inpractical terms, what did she do?'
'Well,now you're asking. Salvation Army maybe.
Socialservices couldn't help. I could have told her that. These women at socialservices can endure the job for about two years and then they're burnt out.Those that aren't just stand there going on about client confidentiality. Theonly people who could tell her anything about welfare cases twenty years agoare the welfare cases themselves. I told her, but I don't think she waslistening. I don't think she had much luck tracing her parents.' BeateBratterud sat up straight in her chair. 'In the years after my husband died allthis stuff took over full-time. They were very close. Katrine and Fredrik Butshe never liked me. I was never good enough.' The woman with the curly hairrose to her feet with difficulty, lumbered over to a worktable in the cornerand pulled out a drawer. She returned with a small box. In the box there werephotographs. 'Here,' she said taking out the photos, looking at some,discarding them or passing them to the policeman, who studied them with politeinterest. They were younger versions of Beate with long, curly hair. She wasslimmer and her face was less lined. In one photo she was smiling; her teethwere straight and pointed inwards, like fish teeth. Fr�lich examined thesmile and wondered whether it would be true to say that she had beengood-looking.
Beatepassed him the whole box and clumped off to another chest of drawers. Heflipped through the photos and found a folded, yellowing newspaper cutting. He gentlyunfolded it in his lap. It was a page from Verdens Gang. He read thedate in the top corner: 11 July 1965. The page was dominated by a girl in abikini posing on a diving block in a swimming pool. She had curls flowing downto her shoulders and was a bit podgy around the thighs and stomach. Today'sVG girl is Beate, the caption ran. Frank subjected the newspaper cutting tocloser scrutiny. Yes, that was a younger version of Beate Bratterud. He lookedup and met her doleful eyes.
'Theyears pass,' she said in a sullen tone, turned and began to rummage throughanother drawer. Fr�lich had no idea what to say, but felt it would bewrong not to compliment her. He cleared his throat. 'Wow.'
Sheturned.
Helifted up the cutting.
'Yes,I heard you,' she said.
Hecould feel the blush warming his cheeks and concentrated on the photos again.They were pictures of strangers in the Constitution Day procession on 17 May -young people wearing flared pants, a young woman with a pram and a groupphotograph in the park. In a few pictures there was a dark, thin man withbrushed back hair and elegant features. And there were a few of Katrine -blonde and very good-looking with a sensual, slightly puffed-up lip. She didn'tlook much like her foster parents.
'Therewas a photo I thought I would show you,' Beate mumbled and finally found whatshe was looking for. 'Look here�'
Thepicture was of the thin man arm in arm with Katrine � in front of a wooden gate- a woodland track lined with spruce trees in the background. The father's armwas round the daughter's shoulder while she squeezed his waist. Two people wholoved each other.
'Wemet in the way that people did in the old days,' she said dreamily from theother chair.
Fr�lichraised his eyebrows. 'You and your husband?'
'Yes,nowadays people advertise in the paper to get to know each other, or throughthe internet or goodness knows what else. I wouldn't be surprised if you canring up for a partner, but in the old days� in the old days you went to dances�'
Fr�lichnodded, thinking about the bitterness the eleven-year-old girl must have feltfor the world the day she was deprived of her father. 'Cruel,' he mumbled.
'At avillage hall,' she went on. 'Where the girls stood around like wallflowers and theboys asked you on to the dance floor, after drinking Dutch courage on the stepsoutside first, of course. Real bands with real music. Where men fought forgirls. I suppose you've heard of Alf Prшysen � his song about one step here andone step there and the girl who laughs when you miss a step � and aboutjourneyman joiners. Well, Fredrik and I met at the village hall and he chose meand not the other girl. What I say is: If you've never experienced a properdance at a village hall, you've never lived!'
'That'sright,' said Fr�lich. He cleared his throat. 'Does the name HenningKramer mean anything to you?'
'Nothingat all.'
'OleEidesen?'
'No.'
Fr�lichput the photographs back on the table. 'You said Katrine was a little ashamedof her family, or at least she didn't think it was good enough. Was that moreor less what you said?'
'Shewas ashamed of me,' Beate said with bitterness in her voice. 'She was ashamedof this house, of my appearance. Katrine could never accept love from me. Shebecame a snob. It's sad, but the truth is that as her treatment progressed shebecame even more of a snob.'
Frankgave a heavy nod.
'Butthis is not the first time, you know,' Beate said. 'The first time for what?'
'It'snot the first time Katrine has died. The first time was ten years ago. Thedrugs almost killed her.
Andnow she has probably been raped and strangled�'
Theplump woman heaved a deep sigh.
Fr�lichnodded in sympathy.
'Andall I can think is that she must have died many times in the course of thoseten years�'
Fr�lichstood up and moved towards the door. Beate Bratterud had sunk into her ownthoughts and he had no wish to drag her out again.

Chapter Twenty-Nine

The Anniversary

Thegreen door had a window with wired glass. A curtain had been pushed to the sideand a head was peering out. Even though the wire distorted the facial featureson the other side it was clear that the face did not belong to a man.Gunnarstranda signalled to the group on the stairs to retreat. Then he movedhis hand towards the door bell and rang again. The person inside fiddled aroundwith the lock and a very young woman opened up. She could have been fifteen,sixteen, seventeen or eighteen years old. Gunnarstranda wondered whether shewasn't fourteen. But he concluded that it was unlikely. She had to be overfifteen. However, she was wearing a lot of make-up; her skin was so stiff itwas like cardboard. She had painted her lips dark red and was scantily clad. Itwas the minimal clothing that gave away how old she was: thin thighs with noflesh � she hadn't finished developing.
'IsRaymond at home?' the policeman asked with a beaming smile.
'No,'she said with a return smile.
'Whoare you?'
'I'mhis girl.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Good morning, good morning,' he said.
'Hi,'she said.
Gunnarstrandaturned to look up at the armed policeman who had positioned himself higher upthe staircase, out of the young woman's field of vision. The man withdrewwithout a sound and left. Gunnarstranda turned back to the young woman andasked in hushed tones: 'Will he be long'
'Heshould be here any minute. I thought you were him now.'
'I'llwait indoors then,' Gunnarstranda said, stepping inside. The hall had beenpainted in dark colours; it was long and narrow as halls often are in oldblocks of flats. He stopped in front of the bathroom door and opened it wide.He peered in. The bathroom seemed unusually modern and very clean. He alsoopened the next door wide.
'Bedroom,'the girl behind him said.
Gunnarstrandaglanced at the dresser drawers scattered across the floor. On the broad, unmadebed were thrown socks, underpants and other things that must have come from thedrawers. Gunnarstranda closed the door again and continued through the flatwith the young woman at his heels. It was clear that she wasn't a hundred percent sure of him. Gunnarstranda went into the sitting room, which was tidy.Raymond Skau collected old LP records. Three of the walls were covered fromfloor to ceiling with shelf after shelf of vinyl. There had to be thousands ofrecords. Only two of the shelves were reserved for CDs. Several years oflistening, thought Gunnarstranda, looking at the fourth wall, which had twohigh windows looking out on to the street. Beneath the windows and between themthe wall was adorned with a huge hi-fi system. The speakers were two large,man-sized columns. He walked to the end of the room and glanced around thekitchen, which was just as messy as the bedroom. Several days' washing up,including encrusted plates, formed small edifices beside the sink alongsidepiles of cups lined with black coagulated coffee. The smell was testimony tothe fact that it had been a long time since anyone had bothered to empty thewaste bin.
Theyoung woman stood in the middle of the floor wringing her hands. 'Who are youthen?' she forced herself to ask.
Gunnarstrandawalked back to the sitting room window, signalled to the officers below, shookhis head and took out his mobile phone.
'I'ma friend of Raymond's,' he confided, wasting no words.
'Myname's Linda,' the girl said, smiling the way that well-brought up girls dowhen they are uncertain of themselves, but are willing to take a chance thateverything will turn out fine.
Gunnarstranda'smobile phone rang. 'Yes,' he said, walking to the window. 'No, Skau isn't here,but he's expected, so I'll wait here until he shows up.' He switched off thephone and pointed to the sofa with an air of authority. 'Sit down,' he said tothe young woman.
Shesat down. Gunnarstranda seated himself on a chair opposite her. 'Have you knownRaymond long?' he asked.
'We'vebeen together for two months.'
Gunnarstrandanodded.
'Tomorrow,'she said, 'is our anniversary.'
'Twomonths is an awfully long time,' Gunnarstranda said with a hint of irony.
'Ican hardly believe it,' she said in her naivety, and smiled as though shecouldn't believe it.
'Didyou meet Katrine?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'No,I don't think so.'
'Blondehair, quite good-looking, but a bit older than you.'
Thegirl called Linda shook her head.
'Worksat a travel agency,' Gunnarstranda said.
Theyoung girl rolled her shoulders.
'ButI suppose you go to school?'
'Projectweek.' She giggled.
'Soyou don't need to go to school?'
'Wedo but�' She giggled again.
'Howold are you?' the policeman enquired.
'Fourteen.'
Gunnarstranda'slips extended into a satisfied smile.
'Whatare you laughing at?' The young girl blushed, as if she thought the policemanwas laughing at her.
'I'mlaughing at Raymond.'
'Raymond'scool, isn't he.'
'Cool,'Gunnarstranda nodded. 'Dead cool,' he mumbled, revealing that hip yoof talk wasnot something he practised on a daily basis. 'Where is he in fact?'
'Withthe oinkers,' she answered.
'Oinkers,'Gunnarstranda repeated, mystified.
'Withthe cops,' she said. 'He rang me from the cop shop. He should have been backages ago.'
'Doyou live here?' Gunnarstranda asked in a friendly voice. 'Do you live withRaymond?' 'Are you crazy?' the girl said. 'I would never have been allowed todo that.'
'Butyou have keys?'
'Yes.I collect the post and that sort of thing.'
'Thatsort of thing?'
'Yes,cook and�'
'And?'
Shecame to a halt with a grin. 'Housewifely things.'
Gunnarstrandanodded in an eloquent way- 'Housewifely things,' he repeated and winked at her.
Thegirl blushed again. At that moment the policeman's mobile phone rang. He put itto his ear, listened to the message and smiled at the girl on the opposite sideof the table. 'Great,' he said: 'Go to it'.
Soonafterwards there was a ring at the door and the young woman jumped up. 'That'sRaymond,' she said, excited.
'Ofcourse,' Gunnarstranda said without moving from his chair.
Thenthere was the sound of running feet followed by a thud and someone cursing in agruff voice.
Thegirl called Linda glanced up in fear at Gunnarstranda, who staggered to hisfeet and went to the door. 'Pack your things together,' he said to the younggirl. 'I'll arrange for someone to drive you home.' He opened the door andwatched the scuffle on the floor of the staircase. A silent man was wrigglingand twisting under the weight of two uniformed policemen. The man's arms wereforced up behind his back and handcuffed together. As he swung round to seewhat was going on, his greasy hair hung like a thick curtain in front of hisface.
Gunnarstrandasmiled to the girl. 'But before going home you'll have to talk to some nicepeople about your boyfriend.'

Chapter Thirty

The Toilet Lid

Fr�lichspotted Gunnarstranda's lean back as he rounded the corner of Prinsens gate.His boss was passing the shop Steen og Strшm. Frank walked faster.'Congratulations on finding Skau,' Frank said as he caught up with hiscolleague. Gunnarstranda gave a brief smile and both strode on without anotherword about the case.
Theycrossed Egertorget between the bookshop and the dense group of people standingaround the street musicians playing by the stairs leading down to the Metro.'Have we anything to celebrate?' Fr�lich asked at length. He had toshout to be heard above the pan pipes and the singing.
'No,'Gunnarstranda said, forcing a path through the crowd.
'Noteven Skau?'
Gunnarstrandashook his head. They continued down the slope on the right of Karl Johans gate.Fr�lich glanced over the picket fence of Dasslokket, the street cafecalled the toilet lid because it was situated above the public conveniences.Even though it was some time since it had stopped raining, the plastic chairsoutside were still wet. The tables and chairs covered by a canopy appeared tobe dry, but there wasn't a single customer under it. The open door of theserving wagon was the sole evidence that the place was not closed. A warmer daywould have been nice, he thought. With sun and designer sunglasses. 'Let's havea cup of coffee,' he said, patting his boss on the shoulder. Gunnarstrandafollowed him through the gate.
'Doyou know why we couldn't find Raymond Skau?' Gunnarstranda asked, findinghimself a relatively dry chair by the fence facing Lille Grensen street.
Fr�lichshook his head.
'Becausehe was in custody.'
'Saythat again,' Fr�lich exclaimed.
'No,'said Gunnarstranda.
Fr�lichcalled to the young waitress slouching towards them. 'Two coffees, please.'
Theysat looking at each other.
'Sohe was in custody,' Fr�lich said in a thinly disguised ironic tone.
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Skau was arrested on the evening of 13 June. A call-out to SageneVideo, a small shop by Sagene church. A young girl on the cash desk reported arobbery � Skau was arrested behind Sagene church, in the area leading to theAkerselva the evening after Katrine was murdered. He was held under suspicionof robbing Sagene Video for a few kroner and some films in CD format.'
'DVDformat,' Fr�lich corrected.
'Theworst thing is that the shop's right by where I live and the man's been incustody until now,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Andthe warrant for his arrest was issued several days ago.'
Gunnarstrandascowled. 'Don't tell any journalists.'
'Buthe still could have killed Katrine on the Saturday night.'
'Possible,but it doesn't seem very likely any longer.'
'Buthe had her jewellery.' Fr�lich extended his arm outside the canopy.'See,' he said. 'Now it's raining again.'
Gunnarstrandaglanced up at the sky and took out a cigarette; he lit it and cupped his handto shelter it from the rain.
'WhenI went to Skau's place I was let in by a girl of fourteen. Her name's Linda Rosand she says she's Skau's girlfriend.'
'Fourteenyears old! The man's almost forty!'
Thepolice inspector had one of his famous coughing fits. While Gunnarstranda wasstruggling, the rain hammered down on the canopy making them feel as if theywere sitting in a tent.
Asthe cough subsided Fr�lich burst out: 'What's happened to the coffee?There are only two of us here. It can't take that bloody long to brew two cupsof coffee!'
'Yes,but the problem is this girl maintains she was the one who took the jewelleryinto the flat. Our people found Katrine's jewellery in the handbag lying on thesitting room table. The girl says it had come by post and she put the bag onthe table.'
'Post?'
'That'swhat she says. The bag came by post on Wednesday or Thursday.'
'Isshe telling the truth?' Fr�lich asked.
'It'svery probable. The girl's head over heels in love.'
'ButSkau can still have killed Katrine on the Saturday night.'
Gunnarstrandawrinkled his nose. 'The girl is stupid, but not stupid enough to make up thisstory. And why would Skau send Katrine's jewellery to himself?'
'Whydid Skau turn up at her work � at the travel agency?' Fr�lich asked in turn.
'Heclaims Katrine owed him money.'
'Howmuch?'
'Hewouldn't say. Nor would he say why she owed him money.'
Fr�lichnodded.
'Keepinghis mouth shut won't help him. Skau's the usual sort, an old acquaintance, asthe saying goes, and he thinks he has something to gain by withholdinginformation. Anyway, two narks, quite independently of each other, tipped offYttergjerde that Skau owes money everywhere. That explains why he was sodesperate and went for Katrine at her workplace.' Gunnarstranda paused andreflected on what he had just said.
Hetook another cigarette from his pocket and lit it from the stump of the last.
'Skauis supposed to have been doing amphetamine deals with some Vietnamese. Thatexplains why he was desperate. They're tough on debtors.'
'Well,here comes the coffee at last,' Fr�lich said with glee. He took the cupsand found the money to pay. 'Got a lot on today, have you?' he asked the girl,who was sullenly gazing into space. Her pout deepened after the sarcasticremark.

Chapter Thirty-One

The Name

'Irefuse to make a statement,' Raymond Skau said as he was pushed through thedoor.
'Thatis your legal right,' the detective inspector said from his chair with a yawn.He pointed a weary finger at the red plastic chair. 'Please take a seat.'
Skau,unshaven and red-eyed, dressed in a loose- fitting, grey track suit stoodlooking at the chair and repeated: 'I refuse to make a statement. Somethingwrong with your hearing?'
'Doesthat also mean you refuse to sit down?' Gunnarstranda asked drily.
Skaulooked from the policeman to the chair and back again.
'Ofcourse you may remain standing if you wish.'
'Driveme back to my cell.'
Thepoliceman checked his watch. Ten minutes past midnight. He pulled a glum faceand informed the man: 'The first transport to leave here will be at seventomorrow morning.
''Youhave no fucking right to do this.'
'Whathave we no right to do?'
'Torefuse me transport to my cell.'
'ButI'm not refusing you transport to your cell, am I?'
'Well,then you can drive me back.'
'Thereis no transport for six hours and fifty minutes. Would you like to stand forthe duration?'
'I'llreport you.'
'Bemy guest.'
'I'llreport you to the police complaints authority, SEFO. My solicitor will reportyou.'
'Pleasedo. It's your legal right. In the meantime perhaps you wouldn't mind sittingdown. As I said, you have over six hours to kill.'
Gunnarstrandastood up and walked over to the window. 'Your girlfriend claims she received aparcel in the post, a parcel containing Katrine's jewellery,' he said with hisback to the detainee.
'We'vetalked about this before � I refuse to tell you anything more,' the man behindinterrupted. 'There's no point starting this bollocks again. I refuse and it ismy legal right.'
Gunnarstrandaturned. Skau had sat down and was resting both forearms on the table. Heglowered up at the policeman from beneath two narrow, finely arched eyebrows.Gunnarstranda went closer. The white parting in the man's hair ran as straightas an arrow from the forehead to the back, not a strand out of place.Gunnarstranda stuck his face right up close to his. The man's eyebrows had beentouched up with a pencil. 'Do you wear make-up?' the policeman asked, unable tobelieve his eyes.
'Sowhat if I do?' Skau snapped. 'Besides, I don't like your breath.'
Gunnarstrandastraightened up. He stood looking down at Skau with a smile playing around hismouth. 'It's fine by me if you don't want to make a statement,' he said. 'Idon't think it's very clever of you, but you're within your rights to refuse tomake a statement. Nevertheless, I would like you to listen to what I have tosay since you are here, anyway. Have you any strong objections to listening towhat I believe?'
'Iobject to being bloody tricked into saying things that can be used against me later.'
'Butdo you have any reason to fear saying something that can be used against you?'
RaymondSkau did not answer.
'Yourgirlfriend,' Gunnarstranda began. 'Linda. Of course she may be lying. Thejewellery story may be something she made up to protect you. For some reasonshe's in love with you. Of course she is entitled to be. But that kind of loveis ephemeral. I speak from experience. I say that because you are going to becharged with corruption of a minor and sexual exploitation. She is onlyfourteen years old.'
'Ididn't fucking know that!'
'Ofcourse not. But that's not the point. She has admitted the actual state ofaffairs, so you will be convicted whether you like it or not. The consequence,irrespective of how much in love with you she is now, will be that her lovewill pass. If she is lying about the jewellery it is therefore just a questionof time before she tells the truth. And then you're in a bit of a spot. On theother hand, she may be telling the truth. She may indeed have got the parcelthrough the post. The question is then who would have sent you the jewellery.Let's ask the question: Who could have done this?'
Skaustared into the distance with a darkened brow.
Thepoliceman coughed and said, 'You may have done it yourself. You might have putthe jewellery in the postbox.'
'Whywould I do that?' Skau interposed.
Gunnarstrandapretended not to hear. 'I have no idea why you did it, but I have been thinkingabout finding out. I intend to find that out and why you attacked Katrine atwork the day before she was killed.' Skau tried to interrupt, but the policemanheld up his palm in the air. 'You claim that Katrine owed you money, but youwon't say why she owed you money, or how much. Well, suppose that's true. Iassume it is true because two informers � independently of each other � saidyou have been desperate for money these last two weeks. Rumours are going roundthat you owe a Vietnamese a lot of kroner for amphetamines you sold on anddidn't pay for.'
Skaufrowned and said darkly: 'Am I going to be charged for that as well now?'
'Idon't give a shit what you do with drugs,' the policeman answered drily. 'Ihave other things on my mind, but let's assume for the sake of argument thatwhat the two informers have whispered in our ears is true. What I do know isthat you went to Katrine's workplace and demanded the money she owed you. Weknow you were so angry that you resorted to physical violence with Katrine eventhough someone else was present. It's this fury of yours which is interesting.The very same fury, and behaviour, when you met her alone � in the middle ofthe night � with no witnesses present � that's interesting too.'
Skausaid nothing.
Gunnarstrandaobserved him for a few seconds in silence before continuing. 'That's why it'simportant for me to find out what happened after you left the travel agency. Itwas one o'clock in the afternoon when you left Katrine's workplace. It closedat two because it was a Saturday. Let me hypothesize what might have happened.'
'Saveyour breath,' Skau hissed.
'Youhid,' Gunnarstranda ventured. 'You knew the shop closed early because it was aSaturday. That was why you waited for her. You sat on a bench not too far awayand waited until you saw her come out. Then you followed her home to the blockin Hovseterveien. You waited there until she reappeared. But she came out withher boyfriend, so you hesitated, then followed them anyway.'
'Whydon't you give it a rest,' Skau said, tired. 'You're talking shite and you knowyou are.'
Gunnarstrandachecked his watch. 'We've got plenty of time,' he mumbled. 'This is just ahypothesis, but let's say it happened. You followed the couple. You followedthe taxi that picked them up. The taxi went to Voksenеsen and dropped the pairof them outside a house in Voksenkollveien. Now it was just a question ofwaiting for the party to finish. Let's assume you did that. Or let's assumethat night you had a little recce around where the two of them lived, inHolmlia or the area around Hovseter so that you could waylay her. That would bequite logical. You're under a lot of pressure. Katrine owes you money. Whywouldn't you wait for her that night? You're desperate. Between three and fouro'clock she walked up the road to Holmlia on her own. An hour later she wasdead. Her body must have been lifted into a car. The killer drove a little way,stopped and threw her body over the barrier, where it remained. The car wenton, stopping only to get rid of a bag containing her clothes. And three dayslater our people found her jewellery in your flat. Goodness me, Raymond. Can'tyou see that you're in a bit of a tight spot?'
'I'malways in a tight spot in this place.'
'Everythingpoints to you. You owe money to everyone and his brother. You had x thousandkroner owed to you by Katrine. We know you threatened her that Saturday. Thejewellery in your flat is conclusive evidence that you had been in touch withher that night�'
'Ihave no idea where the jewellery came from!'
Gunnarstrandaignored him. 'You didn't get the money that night either, so you took herjewellery. Whether it covered your debts or not, I don't know, but yourdesperation was real enough. You were so frantic for cash that you robbedSagene Video for the till takings. We know what your temperament's like and canjust imagine what happened as she walked towards you without any money thatnight.'
'Ididn't see her that night.'
'Youshut up and listen now,' Gunnarstranda barked. 'If you didn't do this you'llhave to understand one thing and that is that we, or rather I�' Gunnarstrandapointed to his chest with a bony, nicotine-stained finger. 'I am the one personwho can do the legwork to establish that you didn't do it. And if you want meto take the heat off you, off the petty crime you're sitting up to your neckin, then you have to give me something, even if it's all you have, at leastgive me something, a straw, anything � just something that suggests it wasn'tyou who killed Katrine.' He took a pile of papers from his bag on the floor,banged it on the table and said, 'Here! This is your first statement. You areunable to account for your movements all Saturday night and Sunday.'
'Iwas asleep.'
'Where?'
'Athome.'
'Andagain you're giving me circumstantial evidence that you put the parcel ofjewellery in your own postbox.'
'Howdo you work that out?'
'Ifyou say you were sleeping on Saturday night you're admitting you were at home.You had strangled Katrine and taken her jewellery. You were at home, but youcouldn't keep the jewellery in your house. You were seen attacking Katrine atthe travel agency and you knew we could come visiting at any time at all.'
'Areyou hard of hearing or something? It wasn't me!'
'Shutup, will you!' The policeman's spittle was white. 'You killed her and robbedher. You had to know we would be knocking at your door and with the jewelleryin the house your position would not look good. At the same time, however, youneeded" something of value in case a debt collector came round. That's whyyou put the jewellery in your postbox, because you thought we wouldn't think tolook there. You could easily have done that in the time between killing her andbeing arrested on Sunday night.'
'Useyour head. Why would I put jewellery in my own postbox, so near to my ownflat?'
'Youneeded quick access if one of your creditors came to the door. You wereplanning a robbery. In fact you were arrested for a robbery that sameafternoon.' v
'Whatthe fuck do you want me to say?'
'Tellme why you visited Katrine on Saturday.'
'Sheowed me money.'
'Whatfor?'
'Olddebts.'
'Butwhat for?'
'Fora name.'
Gunnarstrandasat down with a deep frown imbedded in his forehead. 'A name?'
RaymondSkau nodded.
Theinspector waved his fingers at him in irritation, to move him on.
'TormodStamnes.'
Gunnarstrandawas waving his fingers like a man obsessed.
'TormodStamnes was working for child welfare in the Nedre Eiker district when Katrinewas assigned new parents. He was responsible for her case.'
'AndKatrine was interested in this?'
'Shewasn't interested in anything else. That was all she had in her head. Findingout about her past.'
'Andwhat did this man say?'
'Noidea.'
Gunnarstrandawas sceptical. 'You have no idea?'
'Inever asked him about things like that. I found out quite by chance�Skau glaredacross the table. 'What will you give me?'
'Idon't understand what you mean.'
'Youjust said you would do me for sex with a minor. What will you give me inexchange for what I can tell you?'
Gunnarstrandastared at him.
'Whatabout dropping the charge against me?'
Gunnarstranda'seyes darkened. 'Don't play games with me, boy. I'm giving you your only chance.Tell me what you know!'
Skaulooked up through his fine eyebrows. He was thinking. Thinking and swallowing.At last he took a decision. 'I used to drink with an old dipso who's been onthe social for ever.'
'Who?'
'Hisname's Arne and he's in a wheelchair. He told me who was working at the officewhen Katrine was placed with Beate and Fredrik Bratterud at the age of two.'
'Wheredoes this Arne come from?'
'Krokstadelva.'
'Buthow do you know it was this Stamnes who dealt with the case?'
'Arnetold me that child welfare and social security were under the same roof inthose days. And in those days Tormod Stamnes did everything, but he's prettyold now. He stopped work several years ago. What happened was that, out of theblue, my pal Arne remembered his name. And, eventually, I found out where helived. He said he remembered the case when I spoke to him about it.'
Andhow much did Katrine pay you for the name?'
'Sheowed me ten thousand.'
'Tenthousand?'
'Tenthousand spondulicks isn't much to find out the truth about yourself, is it?'
Gunnarstrandarose and walked towards the door.
'Youcan't leave me sitting here until the morning,' Skau yelled.
Thepoliceman closed the door behind him without another word.

Chapter Thirty-Two

The Traffic Menace

Fr�lichwent on foot because it turned out that Tormod Stamnes lived close by inUranienborgveien, a four-storey brick-built block with fine balconies and asecure front door. He rang down below but without attracting a reaction of anykind, no buzz and no one on the stairs. In the reflection of the glass door heglimpsed a thin, young woman in her mid- twenties walking across the road. Shewas accompanied by two thin hounds. All three had the same bouncing gait. Fr�lichmoved to the side. The woman unlocked the door and threw him an appraisingglance before letting in her two dogs, which skipped in through the narrowopening without a sound. The woman followed and made sure the door was lockedproperly.
Fr�lichtook a decision, turned round and ambled down Uranienborgveien. An electricwheelchair was moving down the middle of the road driven at a crawl by a manwearing a hat. Cars were queuing behind the vehicle, which had yellow blinkersand indicated left at the crossing with Parkveien. It was strange to see theerect back of the man in the chair turning left. He seemed to be leaningbackwards against a whole procession of cars and holding them up.
Fr�lichturned left, too. It was drizzling and there was a chill in the wind. Thestreets were empty, hemmed in by shiny, hostile, impenetrable windows. Anoccasional black-clad silhouette drifted out of sight between the tree trunksin the park behind the palace. It was morning in Oslo. Fr�lich wanderedaimlessly up Parkveien passing an opulent art gallery and finding himselfoutside the old Lorry restaurant. Fr�lich sniffed. His nose for beer hadled him to the source. He cast around, went up the staircase to the front doorin two strides and grabbed the door handle. It was open.

Chapter Thirty-Three

The Ashtray

HenningKramer's mother lived in a semi-detached house in Stasjonsveien. There werebeautiful shrubs in the garden, with a trim sibiraea hedge growing alongsidethe fence and preventing passing motorists from prying. The nameplate on thedoor was made of copper and had turned green. Kramer was engraved in the sameGothic type as the logo of the Aftenposten newspaper. Police InspectorGunnarstranda rang the bell beside the sign. From deep inside he heard a hollowring. A shadow behind the kitchen curtain window told him he was being watched.He stood with his back to the door and observed the traffic.
Therewas a rattling of chains on the inside and he slowly turned around.
'Yourson,' Inspector Gunnarstranda started when both were standing in the small butvery tidy kitchen with the window facing the road. As he eyed up the womanopposite him, he considered what he would say. She was around sixty years oldwith a face that was worn and now marked with grief. Her eyes were red-tingedand her cheeks bloated. She pulled a tiny grimace. Her quivering lips and atwitch revealed that she was fighting to control her feelings. She returned hisgaze with vacant eyes, neither friendly nor unfriendly, nor curious, eyes thatkept going despite the pain and the stoical suffering. He cleared his throat.'Your son didn't leave a letter.'
Shecontinued to gaze with the same empty eyes, full of apathy. 'What letter?' sheasked after a while, bewildered.
'Mostsuicide victims leave a letter,' the detective explained in a neutral tone, hiseyes fixed on hers. He sensed a storm brewing inside her and was on his guard.
Shegrabbed the oven handle of the ceramic stove. Apart from that one movement, shedidn't react.
'Letter,'Gunnarstranda repeated with a slight nod.
Therewas no storm. Even though she wound herself up to speak, her intonation wasflat and languid. 'I can see that you might make mistakes,' she said. 'It'seasy to make mistakes when you judge someone you don't know. If you had knownHenning, you wouldn't think as you do.'
Shewas breathing through an open mouth, as though it had cost her a great effortto say these words.
'Whatdo you think?' Gunnarstranda asked at length.
'Aboutwhat? What do you want me to think about?' Her temper seemed to flare up. 'Idon't feel as if I'm here. I know he's dead, but I still expect to see himcoming through the door. I thought it was Henning when you rang just now.'
Thepoliceman stood on the same spot with his jacket open and his hands buried deepin his trouser pockets, keeping his eyes fixed on her. She was taller than hewas. She had tears in her eyes, and was leaning against the stove now, whichmade them the same height.
He said:'What do you think about the way he died?'
'Idon't think he killed himself, if that's what you're asking.'
'Youmean that this was a� murder?' He dragged the question out so that the lastword fell after a longish pause.
Shestraightened up in reaction to his choice of words and the way he said them.She sensed the unspoken, quivering in the air now. She turned and looked out ofthe window through which they both glimpsed the odd car passing the openingwhere the wrought-iron gate had been left open.
'You'llhave to find out, won't you,' she declared.
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'That's one of the reasons I'm standing here asking about a letter.From what I understand Henning was not very communicative� about depression orother troubles that may have afflicted him in recent months.'
'No,he wasn't.'
'Norhis feelings about Katrine Bratterud's death?'
'Hegrieved of course, but he didn't confide in me.'
'Didhe talk about his relationship with her at all?'
'Notvery much.' She faced him again, assessing her words, their meaning andregarding him with renewed interest. Gunnarstranda, for his part, could see hisoutline in the kitchen window, a thin figure with a round, almost bald head andprotruding eyes that appeared double in the reflection.
'Iknew she meant an awful lot to Henning. He was in love with her.' She coughedand repeated with a sigh: 'Love � Henning struggled with that sort of concept.He always had to scrutinize everything from all sides. He made fun of wordslike love; after all, love is based on spontaneous emotion and I suppose he wasfrightened of that � talking about feelings. Henning was the intellectualtype.'
Gunnarstrandanodded.
'Butshe was on his mind a lot of the time. He thought she was important for him andhe for her. I was never introduced, though.'
'Soin the last few days he wasn't down or different from normal?'
Hereyes filled with water. Her mouth trembled. 'He was grieving, but he wouldnever let the grief stop him. That was just the way he was, the way he thought.If he was in love, I mean� if he experienced pain or pleasure because of afeeling like that � jealousy, too, for that matter � he would regard it as adeception, something that would pass. Goodness, it's impossible to explain. AsI said, taking his own life for love � you're talking about someone else.'
'Buthow do you see the case?' she asked tentatively as Gunnarstranda was stillsilent.
'Itdepends on the particular circumstances,' he answered in a toneless voice.
Disconcerted,she raised her eyebrows.
'Iwould have liked to find a letter that told us why he chose to take his ownlife,' the policeman started to explain and at last moved away from the spotwhere he had been standing. 'If I can put it like that,' he mumbled and headedfor the small kitchen table under the window, drew out a chair and sat down.With great care he crossed one skinny leg over the other and fidgeted with acigarette. 'What would you think if it was proved beyond any doubt that Henningdied by his own hand?'
Thewoman's shoulders slumped and she let go of the oven handle. She sat down, too.The detective put a cigarette behind his ear while studying her at the sametime. She didn't give the appearance of crying. All the same, tears wererunning in two fine lines down her cheeks. The dour expression on her face waschiselled into her features, as though the trickle of tears was part of herfacial repertoire that had always been there. Her breathing was normal; herexpression and the stream of tears were all that revealed her internal state.Gunnarstranda realized this was the first time in this case that he had metundisguised, unforced grieving. And he realized that his last question had beenput too soon.
'Letme put it in another way,' Gunnarstranda said in a low voice, leaning acrossthe table. 'Whether Henning was responsible for his own death or not � thereare two working hypotheses I have to have validated or invalidated. The reasonI am working on this at all is because your son had a close relationship withthe woman who was murdered.'
'Sothere is a link between Katrine's death and Henning's death?'
'Iconsider that highly probable irrespective of whether he killed himself ornot.' Gunnarstranda didn't say any more. She was no longer crying. Hercomplexion seemed paler, but the significance of what he had said had sunk inand was now being internalized.
'Youagree with me,' she whispered. 'Henning was murdered.'
'Stopright there.' Gunnarstranda stood up and walked to the window. 'I didn't saythat.'
Helooked outside without finding anything of interest on which to settle his gazebut, still contemplating the street, he asked, 'What was your impression ofKatrine Bratterud?'
'Ididn't have one�' she said.
'Because,'the policeman added, 'you only know her through what your son said about her.You've already said that. But, like it or not, he was having a relationshipwith her, and he did mention her to you, so you must have formed some kind ofimpression, some concept of the kind of woman she was, at least for your son.'
'Yes,I did,' she nodded. 'Henning was twenty-five years old, he lived at home anddidn't seem to have it in him to do much more than immerse himself in his owninterests. He was doing his military service at the drug rehab place. Hethrived on that and liked her. She was a patient there, I understand, trying toget off drugs. She was one of the ones who were successful, I understand�'
'Whatwas Henning interested in?'
'As Isaid, Henning had to get to the bottom of everything, like with love. Whatis it? What is it, in fact? That's what he was like from when he was alittle boy.' She gave an embarrassed smile.
'Andhis interests?'
'Travelling,literature� my God, you should see all the books�' She tossed her head in thedirection of another room.'�they're as fat as bibles, and he read and read�'
'Travelling?'
'Yes,he spent all his money on travelling.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Did you meet her?'
'Thegirl from the rehab centre? Never.'
'Didyou know your son occasionally took drugs?'
Shesat up erect and the expression that had brightened up for a few moments whenshe was talking about her son's literary feats, darkened again. 'Does that makehim a bad person?'
'Of coursenot. Did you know?'
'Yes.'
'Letme be honest with you, fru Kramer. There is a strong likelihood your son diedby his own hand.'
Thewoman on the sofa was taken aback and was on the cusp of objecting again, butGunnarstranda held up a hand. 'The reason I cannot exclude such an eventualityis threefold: first, the way he died � so far it looks like an undeniable caseof suicide. Second, the fact that he was a drug addict�'
'Hewas not,' the woman interrupted with vehemence.
Gunnarstrandaraised his hand in defence. 'Let's not squabble about that. The fact of thematter is that many occasional drug-users often suffer from depression, longand short-term. A psychiatrist would be able to say something more intelligentthan you and I could about whether Henning's death was due to an acutedepression, drugs or no drugs. The third fact that suggests your son hangedhimself is his relationship with Katrine Bratterud.'
'Butwhy would the death of this poor girl suggest Henning would take his own life?'
Gunnarstrandaturned to the window again. In the street a middle-aged lady wearing pinkshorts and a white blouse walked past. She was pushing a pram. 'Give it somethought,' he said.
'Whatdo you think I'm doing? I've been doing nothing else for the last day or so,but it doesn't make sense to me.'
'Whatif Henning killed Katrine?' Gunnarstranda said.
'Areyou crazy? He loved her!'
'Ican understand your reaction,' the policeman said. 'But since I've beenemployed to clear up this case, it would be unforgivable of me not to keep theoption open that he might have killed her. If Henning did do it, you couldunderstand this resulting in a depression, which in turn may have fed tosuicide, especially if he loved her as you say he did.'
'Butwhy would he have killed her?'
'Goodquestion,' Gunnarstranda said. 'Until the answer to that becomes apparent, wehave to work on finding out what actually happened the night Katrine died.'
'Nothinghappened that night. Henning was at home and asleep when she was killed.'
'Washe?'
'Whatdo you mean?' The woman at the table was fidgeting with her handkerchief.
'Imean,' Gunnarstranda said, 'that Henning's statement doesn't ring true. There'ssomething that's just not right. He claimed he left a car park by Lake Gjer atthree o'clock in the morning � and arrived here at half past three at thelatest. But he didn't. A taxi driver is willing to swear in court that he sawHenning's car parked in the same place at seven in the morning � the verymorning that Katrine was killed. And he swears that Henning's car was in theexact same place that Henning claimed he had left over four hours earlier. NowI'm asking you, and I know it's difficult, but your answer will and must beused in court: When did Henning come home that night?'
'Atthe latest at half past three in the morning.'
'Somy witness is lying?'
'Ididn't say that.'
'Butyou're saying the car was here at half past three. How could it have beenparked by the lake at seven?'
Thewoman bit her lip.
'Answerme,' the policeman whispered.
'Hewent back.'
'Haveyou just made this up or is it really true?'
'It'strue. He went back.'
'Why?'
'Because�'
Gunnarstrandacouldn't stand the tension. He knocked the cigarette down from behind his ear.He lit it with his stained Zippo without giving her a glance and inhaled. Heopened the window and politely blew the smoke through the crack. 'Come on,' heprompted. 'Why did Henning go back'
'Becausehe was worried about her.'
Shestood up and fetched an ashtray from one of the kitchen cupboards. It was madeof solid glass.
'Hewas worried about her?' Gunnarstranda asked, unconvinced.
'Yes.I told him to go back.'
Gunnarstrandaflicked the ash off his cigarette.
'Haveyou one for me as well?' she asked.
Gunnarstrandapassed her the tobacco pouch. She began to roll a cigarette, but had to give upwhen the paper split. The detective put his roll-up in the ashtray, made onefor her and flicked the Zippo.
HenningKramer's mother took a deep breath. She blew a cloud of smoke towards theceiling and watched it. Then she told Gunnarstranda how she had sat up waitingfor Henning and how he had told her why he was worried about Katrine.
'Hehad gone to sleep with her in the car earlier that night. When he woke up shehad disappeared!'
'Shewasn't there?' 'No, vanished. He got out and went looking for her but she wasnowhere to be seen.' Kramer's mother put the roll-up in the ashtray and stoodup as the policeman was about to interrupt. She stopped in the doorway to theliving room and turned to him. 'He drove here and woke me up. I know it washalf past three because I couldn't understand why he was in my bedroom andwaking me up, so I glanced at the alarm clock. Henning was nervous, unsure whatto do. He said he had no idea where she could have gone and when I saw hownervous he was, I advised him to go back and search the area.'
Shewent into the hall and Gunnarstranda shouted. 'What was the time then?'
'Heleft before six,' she shouted back. And in a louder voice: 'I made him somethingto eat and we talked for quite a long time.'
Sheappeared in the doorway.
'Whendid he leave?'
'Ionly know it was before six o'clock.'
'Whendid he come back?'
'Ateight.'
'Andhe hadn't found her?'
'No.'
'Whydid your son keep this quiet?' Gunnarstranda asked.
Thewoman in the doorway just shook her head. She sat down and, with an apologeticexpression, produced a packet of Marlboro Light. 'Yours are a bit strong,' shesaid, putting one of her own in her mouth and allowing the policeman to lightit.
'Andwhy did Henning lie to us about what happened?' Gunnarstranda pocketed thelighter.
'Hewas afraid you would suspect him.'
'But,as you said yourself, why would we believe he had killed her?'
'I haveno idea, but he was all over the place. He didn't know what had happened to herand he had a bad conscience about not carrying out a more thorough search whenhe woke up to find her gone. He was convinced she had to be close by. She couldhave lost her way or someone could have prevented her from shouting for help.And he was even more convinced that was what had happened when he came back thesecond time.'
'Buthe didn't find anything?'
'I'mnot sure.'
'Whatdo you mean by that?'
'ThatI'm not sure. I asked him if he had found her. He said no and gave me a veryfunny look. I wanted to ask more questions, but he told me to be quiet, not tosay any more.'
Gunnarstrandawatched the woman take a lungful of cigarette smoke and exhale with her eyesclosed. 'I think something must have happened when he went back,' she said.
'Likewhat for example?'
'Idon't know, but I have my own ideas.'
'Whatideas?' Gunnarstranda asked.
'Hefound the corpse. Her dead body.'
Gunnarstrandacrushed his cigarette in the ashtray. 'Did he say anything else about her?'
'No.'
'Didhe talk about his police interview?'
Shenodded.
'Whatdid he say?'
'Hesaid he had lied. He hadn't told you about going back to search for her thesecond time. I said that was stupid of him. I said you would see through thelie.' She paused.
'Howdid he answer?' Gunnarstranda asked in a quiet voice.
'Hesaid: "We'll cross that bridge when we come to it,'" she replied.
'Howdo you interpret that?' the policeman asked.
'Don'tknow.'
Gunnarstrandamumbled, 'We'll cross that bridge when we come to it�'
Theyexchanged glances.
'Idon't know,' she said. 'But I do know he didn't kill her.'
Gunnarstrandawaited. In the end, she glanced up and said with a joyless smile: 'Mothers knowthat kind of thing.'
Thepoliceman nodded to himself. 'Your son's death is tragic and I appreciate youdon't like to think about the events, but what you have told me now may havehad an effect on Henning. He may have felt guilty about what happened and goneinto a depression�'
Thedetective's face was tired and lines of resignation began to appear around hismouth and eyes.
'Iknow he didn't do it,' she whispered.
'Fromwhat you've told me, I cannot exclude the possibility that he killed her.'
'ButI think he was serious about this girl.'
'Whatdo you mean by serious?'
'Thatthere was something more between her and Henning than with anyone else.'
'Youmean their relationship was special. But there is very little to suggest thatis the case, fru Kramer. Katrine Bratterud had a boyfriend.'
'Butshe still felt something special for Henning. She was also precious to him.'
'Ofcourse, the special relationship between them, if he did kill her, must havemeant that the final act would have brought on a very bad depression.'
'Wouldyou kill the person with whom you were going to share your life?'
'Shareyour life?' Gunnarstranda opened his eyes wide. 'You just said he was scepticalabout concepts like love.'
'Beingsceptical about such concepts does not mean he stopped loving her. Whatbothered Henning was that words like love camouflaged other things. He wantedto go deeper, to the core, beneath her skin.'
Shesat looking into space, and added: 'And that is in fact the essence of love,isn't it?'
Insilence, the policeman stared into the middle distance. He was thinking abouthis conversations with Edel, his own loss and his longing for isolation. 'I'msure Henning was a very intelligent young man and a wonderful human being,' hesaid by way of a conclusion and sprang to his feet. 'But we in the police haveto work with hard evidence and facts, so we would be interested in anything youmight turn up� or remember.' He grasped her hand and took his leave.

Chapter Thirty-Four

The Archives

Gunnarstrandahad just put a pan of potatoes on the stove when the telephone rang.
'Iknow what you're going to say,' Fr�lich said before Gunnarstranda couldanswer with his usual arrogance. Fr�lich went on: 'I'm ringing from thearchives.'
Gunnarstrandawatched Kalfatrus swimming restlessly around his glass bowl. The water wasbeginning to get dirty. Algae and sediment. 'Why's that?' he asked looking downat himself. In his hand he was holding a knife with a blob of butter on the tipand a fork.
'Becauseof Tormod Stamnes � the social worker who administered Katrine Bratterud'sadoption. The guy's over seventy years old and in reduced circumstances,' Fr�lichsaid.
'Reducedin what sense?'
'Hegoes to Lorry during the day. He's one of the boys who hangs his head over hisbeer glass for ten minutes, then drains it in one go.'
'Isee.'
'Howmuch would you be willing to pay for a good motive?' Fr�lich asked witha grin.
'That'show you want to top up your pay, is it? I've got a frying pan on the go in thekitchen,' Gunnarstranda growled.
'Stamneswas involved in the relocation of Katrine in 1977. But that's not the mostinteresting bit. The crazy thing is that this guy spoke to Katrine the daybefore she was killed.'
Gunnarstrandaput the kitchen utensils down beside Kalfatrus's bowl. His eyes glowed with thefiery intensity of old as he bit his lip and inhaled.
'Thisguy seems a bit dodgy,' Fr�lich said. 'For a long time he pretended hedidn't understand what I was talking about. But then when I mentioned her nameand said she was dead it gave him a shock. There was a real reaction and it allcame out. She'd been there and he'd given her the name of her real mother.Katrine had got everything he knew out of him. The day before she was killed!'
'Whatwas her real name?'
'Lockert,'Fr�lich said. 'Katrine's real mother's name was Helene Lockert.'
'There'ssomething about that name,' Gunnarstranda muttered, thinking hard.�- 'I thoughtyou would say something like that,' Fr�lich whinnied down the line.'Does it ring a bell?'
'Notat this moment.'
'HeleneLockert died when Katrine was two years old. But that's not the mostinteresting thing. The most interesting thing is the cause of death.'
'Andthat was?'
'TheLockert case. In Lillehammer in 1977. Helene Lockert was strangled and left fordead in her house. Killer unknown.'

Chapter Thirty-Five

The Clean-Up

Afterthe policeman had gone she plucked up her courage and began to tidy Henning'sthings. The thought of being in contact with his clothes still repelled her.Seeing his things lying around, where they'd been left, knowing he would neveruse them again, every little detail reminded her of him, reminded her that hewas dead. Outliving your children is a terrible fate, she thought. It is theworst thing that can happen to anyone. When she had finally brought herself toenter his room, she stood studying the room as though it were the first timeshe had seen it.
Thepoliceman had asked about a letter. But she dreaded going through his drawers,touching his things, confronting her grief, her loss, her emotion. She wasexhausted from thinking thoughts about what he would never achieve, what hiswould never learn, what he would never do or the joys he would never bring her.You should never have dreams, she thought. It's dangerous to dream becausedreams make you vulnerable. Dreams that plummet to earth create the greatestpain. She should never have nurtured dreams for Henning. Everyone has enough todeal with inside themselves. She stood in a daze, contemplating sweaters,trousers, shoes that would never be filled with his body, his spirit or hispersonality.
Ihave to think about something practical, she said to herself. She didn't wantto lift the clothing. It was impregnated with his scent and she knew that wouldbe too much for her. I have to reconcile myself to the fact that Henning isdead, she thought, that he will never come back � not here, not to this life.Her gaze fell on a red book on the bed. The author was Carl Gustav Jung, one ofHenning's favourite gurus. Henning had said Jung was the internalized Hindu;Jung had a theory that time was an illusion. Those were the words he had used.The soul isn't reborn, Mum. We live different lives all the time. While you areliving this life as my mother you're living another life, in another time,maybe as a French citizen in a Paris commune, maybe as a Stone Age woman, maybeas a camel!
'Camel!'she had screamed in consternation, rejecting his suggestion. The incident stillmade her smile. She sat down on the bed. Of course he was right. There had tobe something after death. Something roaming other places, beyond the mortalframe, whether it was called a soul or a spirit or energy. But Henning had notdone away with himself, she was certain of that. The mere idea of doing awayWith yourself would have been totally alien to him; it wasn't a way of thinkinghe would have been able to accept. She should have said that to the policeman.In those precise words. Henning did not understand what suicide was.
IfHenning was living on some other transient spiritual plane, there was stillhope. Hope of a spiritual plane, some form of mental substance � a god. But howwould Henning meet God? After all, he had criticized the Bible as no more thana collection of myths and good stories, and called himself a religiousagnostic.
Hereyes fell on the white marble box he had brought back with him from India lastsummer. She stood up and wondered whether she dared to hold it. A small marblebox decorated with onyx and mother of pearl. She studied the box, foughtagainst her feelings, overcame her desire to turn away and lifted the box up.At once she flinched. There was something inside. A low, dry sound indicatedthat something slid around every time she moved her hand. There was somethingin the little box. A flood of new emotions streamed through her. It had to beprecious. And therefore something secret. Henning had a secret. Would it beright to pry? Or to be more accurate: did she have the strength to pry? Wouldanother unachievable dream issue forth only to dash all her hopes yet again,with all the injustice of fate?
Shefought an internal struggle. With tears in her eyes she removed the lid fromthe little marble box. And found herself looking at a ring.
Aring. She put the box down on his desk and lifted the ring. A heavy ring, abroad ring with two stones inset. She examined it. The ceiling lamp wasreflected in all the facets of the two jewels. The light seemed to be suckedinto the stones and to explode out again. This was no cheap bauble. Shescrutinized the ring. There seemed to be something engraved on the inside.Katrine, she read and burst into tears. The box had contained a vain dream,a dream that might have been better remaining a secret.

Chapter Thirty-Six

The Detective

Gunnarstrandaused his legs and strolled down Maridalsveien to Beyer Bridge. He needed tothink and he hated changing buses, so he decided to take a tram instead, a tramto the other side of town. He crossed the Akerselva on foot. By the bridgethere was a kind of art installation with balloons. He continued down ThorvaldMeyers gate towards Birkelunden. He tried to imagine Katrine Bratterud at themoment she found out the truth about her biological mother. Katrine at the endof her quest. A social worker who would open the door for her, the door out ofa life lived in dreams. Would she have been disappointed? He supposed not. Thediscovery that the mother had been a murder victim of an unknown killer simplythrew up yet more secrets.
Gunnarstranda'sattitude to the new development in the case was split. On the one hand, it wasnot good to extend the confines of the investigation too far since it isimportant to concentrate your energies on the most fertile, and the mostlogical, ground. In this sense, a murder committed many years ago in adifferent location could be a dead end. On the other hand, the informationabout Katrine's biological mother was so sensational that it would be adereliction of duty to ignore it.
Gunnarstrandasat down on a bench at the tram stop to wait. An elderly woman was inspectingthe litter bins in the park and found two empty bottles which she stuffed intoa large bag. A young couple who were walking hand in hand stopped to admire thefoliage at the top of a birch tree. Gunnarstranda was on the point of lightinga cigarette when the pale blue tram rounded the bend in Schleppegrells gate.

Thebuilding in Drammensveien was the kind that Johan Borgen's Little Lord mighthave grown up in: a three-storey stone building � the plaster was an attempt toapproximate the colour of sandstone � with two balconies adorning a facade ofwhich even the King and Queen would have been proud. The feudal character wasemphasized by the Doric pillars at the front entrance. On the wall beside theheavy door was a sign saying Horgen AS, squeezed between a consulate's sign anda sign for an embassy representing one of the states that had recently brokenaway from the old Soviet Union. Axel Horgen himself opened the door and hisbulldog-like face split into a wet grin as he recognized Gunnarstranda on thedoorstep.
Ifthe facade was impressive, the hall inside was more confused because ofrepeated unsuccessful renovation work. The staircase curving down from thefirst floor was one of the original features. The sculpture filling one of theniches in the wall probably was, too. But the floor had been laid with linoleumand the walls were covered with inelegant hessian. The stucco work in theceiling had begun to disintegrate; in one place it sagged. Axel Horgen drew himinto this low cave, past a fierce woman who ruled the centre of a ballroom furnishedas an antechamber. She was sitting on a wooden chair in the middle of the roomand, with a clear view of the window, desk and fax, she kept an eye onpassers-by like a spider lying in ambush in its web. The corridor did anothercouple of twists before the two men pushed open a door into Axel Horgen'sspartan office. Even though the desk was huge, it seemed very lonely in thecorner of the room. There were two armchairs in another corner. But the heightof the ceiling created acoustic reverberations that made their heels sound likeechoes in the Alps. Gunnarstranda studied Axel Horgen's certificates anddiplomas hanging on the wall. 'Impressive,' he mumbled. The other man seatedhimself at the desk and rested his legs on an open drawer. 'No flattery, Gunnarstranda.Cut the crap. You didn't come here to examine my wall decorations.'
'Oh,I was thinking more of how impressive it is that you take such good care of allthese papers� Russian course,' Gunnarstranda read aloud while looking atone of the framed documents. 'Do you attract clients because you can speakRussian?'
'Weattract clients with anything that smacks of serious political work. Have youthought of changing to pastures new?'
Gunnarstrandashook his head.
'Weneed old foxes,' Horgen said and seemed to mean it.
Witheyebrows raised in query, Gunnarstranda took out a cigarette from his coatpocket.
'Bemy guest,' Horgen said. 'So long as we close the door and open the window, westill hold sway in our own offices.'
Gunnarstrandalit his cigarette and took a seat in one of the deep armchairs. It was likelowering your backside into a large wad of cotton wool. On his way down hisfeet lost contact with the floor and ended up pointing towards the facing wall.'I'll never get out of this chair again,' Gunnarstranda said, stretching hislegs.
'Ifyou had been a potential client, I would have dragged you out when you wereready to sign the contract.'
'Areyou making ends meet?'
'There'senough to butter your bread and a bit left over.'
'Expensiverooms?'
'Cheaperthan in Aker Brygge.'
'Ican believe you,' Gunnarstranda said, and added, 'I'm working on the case ofthe corpse they found by Hvervenbukta.'
Horgennodded. 'I've heard.'
'Twentyyears ago when you still had a sense of decency and worked for Kripos,'Gunnarstranda said, 'a woman was killed in Lillehammer. Name of Lockert.'
Horgennodded. He had the expression of a listener, but was experienced enough not toshow whether he was listening with interest or not.
Gunnarstrandainhaled.
'Trueenough,' Horgen said. 'True enough.'
Theywatched each other in silence.
'Youwere on that case,' Gunnarstranda stated.
Horgenpulled a face. 'Gunnarstranda,' he said with a grave air. 'I had been workingthere for six months. I was still wet behind the ears. The only thing I did waswrite reports as long as novels on that case. Have you read them?'
'Iwill do.'
'Readfirst, Gunnarstranda, and ask afterwards.'
Gunnarstrandashook his head. 'I need a briefing.'
'Why'sthat?'
'Ihave to know what I'm looking for.' Gunnarstranda played for time, flicking theash into his open hand. He leaned forwards, breathed in and braced himself. Atthe second attempt he managed, with some effort, to release himself from thechair. He walked over to the high window, opened it a crack and threw out theash. He stood observing the traffic. A blue tram rattled down Drammensveien.The sound boomed inside the room. He watched the tram disappear. Slowly othersounds returned: a door slamming on the other side of the street, a car hornhonking in the distance, the scraping sound of a woman's stiletto heels on thetarmac and behind the green hedge the voices of two children playing. He turnedto Axel Horgen.
'Thegirl who was killed was the daughter of Helene Lockert.'
Horgenwhistled.
Theylooked at each other for a long time. Horgen lifted a corner of his mouth intoa wry smile. 'That case has tormented more policemen than me over the years.'He lowered his feet on to the floor and straightened up in the chair.
'Butyou're the one I know,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Sowhat if your corpse was Lockert's daughter?' Horgen said at length. 'We alldie.'
'Thegirl was strangled.'
'I'veheard rumours that she was raped.'
'That'snot definite.'
'Notdefinite?'
'Onewitness maintains he had consensual sex with her.'
'Andwhy hasn't he already confessed?'
'He'sdead. Hanged himself.'
'Whyhaven't I heard anything about a moving suicide note detailing his confession?'
'There'sno letter, not yet anyway,' Gunnarstranda said in a fatigued voice.
'HeleneLockert was strangled, but there was no sex involved at all.'
Gunnarstranda:'I hope the Lockert case is not connected. I can't put a man on a case that istwenty years old. And definitely not a case that was never solved.'
'Well,what is there to say?' Horgen shrugged. 'Helene Lockert was left to look afterher daughter. Single mum. The father was a seaman. If anyone in the world had awatertight alibi it was him. He was working as a second officer on a Fred Olsenboat when Helene Lockert was killed. I don't think there was ever anything seriousbetween Helene Lockert and this seaman. If there had been, he would have lookedafter the daughter. She was small, anyway, not more than a couple of years oldand unable to say anything. Helene was killed in her own home while thedaughter was strapped into the pram or a play pen. And that's all there was. Astruggle in the middle of the day in a peaceful little town in mid-Norway. Astruggle that ended with Helene's death. Unknown killer. Still unknown.'
'Arrests?'
'None.But�'
'Yes?'
'Wewondered for a long time about charging a man who was engaged to Helene. He hada sort of an alibi, though. And there was no motive. The guy was about to marrythe victim. They were just a couple of days away from the wedding. Anotherhypothesis was jealousy. Lockert and this man � what the hell was his nameagain?� Buggerud, Buggestad, Bueng� yes, that was it, Bueng � he was getting oneven in those days, by the way. He was at least twenty years older than her, ifnot more�'
'Thesecond hypothesis?' Gunnarstranda asked when Horgen went quiet, as if a thoughthad struck him.
'Ohthat? Well, Bueng was a ladies' man, a Casanova, had a number of women on thego. We had a theory about jealousy and brought in a stack of women forquestioning, but that trail petered out, too. Hell, I hate cases that are nevercleared up!'
Horgenrose to his feet. 'They never give you any peace,' he added to himself.
Gunnarstrandathrew the cigarette out of the window and folded his hands in front of hischest. 'Gut instinct? Was it Bueng, off the record?'
'No�or I don't know. I think he was given a pretty thorough going-over.'
'Butwhat do you think deep down?'
Horgengave a laconic smile. 'Forget the Lockert case. It's nine to one that thesuicide victim raped and killed Helene Lockert's daughter. Are you a bettingman?'
Gunnarstrandashook his head. 'This Lockert trail may be a shot in the dark, but I had anidea,' Gunnarstranda said. 'If you've given the case a lot of thought, and I amsure you have, then you've kept tabs � haven't you? � checked a few things out,and my idea was�'
'Youridea was�?'
'�that you might know where I could find old Bueng.'

Chapter Thirty-Seven

The Golden Section

Noone answered his knock. He opened the door and walked in. 'Hello,' he shouted,still without any response. There was a solitary armchair situated under awindow. He went in further and stopped where the wall ended and the room turneda corner. An elderly man lay sleeping on a bed in the alcove to the right. Theold man was fully dressed. The policeman hesitated, in two minds. He lookedround at the bare walls. A room devoid of any personal touch. For one briefmoment he saw himself living his last days in this way. It was a possibilityafter all. He was alone. Or he might become ill. Seeing himself on the bed forthat brief instant made him see the room with new eyes. The man living here haddone nothing to personalize the room. A creeping sense of shame overcameGunnarstranda for bursting in, for standing there as if the room were his own,an intruder in another man's home, a man who didn't know he was there.
Theman on the bed was sleeping soundlessly. Only the heaving chest covered withthe grey woollen sweater bore witness to the fact that he was breathing.Gunnarstranda's eyes flitted across the dressing table with the closed drawersand the shelves of the bedside table. An old portable radio, a Radionette,stood on the dresser. The aerial was broken and its shiny stump pointed intothe air at an angle.
Gunnarstrandaran his eyes over the sleeping man once more. Bueng was thin, long andgrey-haired with a sharp profile: his skin was wrinkled, but the nose wasstraight; his chin long and pointed; his lips sensitive but severe.
Thepoliceman exited and closed the door behind him. In the corridor he stoodlooking around, perplexed. Perhaps you weren't allowed to personalize yourroom, he wondered. Perhaps there were house rules, barracks regulations, likein the army. The walls of Bueng's room were bare. No pictures, no books.
Awoman in a long skirt with a shawl over her shoulders came tramping down thecorridor. She looked fifty-ish and seemed to be an employee of the institution.There was something quite natural about the way she held herself; she enteredthe corridor with self-assurance as though she had paraded down it countlesstimes. A woman with auburn hair, kind eyes and a charming slanted smile. 'May Ibe of help?'
'Bueng,'Gunnarstranda said.
'Rightbehind you.'
'He'sasleep,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Aha,'the woman said with another charming slanted smile. 'I see.'
Gunnarstrandanodded and experienced a rare moment of gentle tenderness for a stranger.
'Waithere,' she said, patting him on the shoulder, and continued down the corridorfrom which she disappeared into an office. Soon afterwards Gunnarstranda hearda bell ring in the room behind him. It rang for a long time. Eventually thesound was cut short and a gruff voice said something inside. The office door atthe end of the corridor was opened and the woman with the shawl peered out.'Knock on the door,' she mouthed and mimed knocking motions with her fist.
Gunnarstrandafollowed instructions.
Buengopened the door a crack. 'Yes,' he said in a friendly, inquisitive voice.
Gunnarstrandaintroduced himself. 'I'm a policeman,' he added.
'Ohyes?' Bueng said. 'Policeman, yes. Policeman.'
Theman suffered from Parkinson's disease. The shaking of his arms caused him tokeep hitting the door frame with his hand � as if he were tapping a melody.
Gunnarstrandaglanced towards the office door whence the woman with the shawl sent him herbroadest beam yet.
Gunnarstrandatook a deep breath. 'Would you like to come for a walk with me?' he asked andheard the woman with the shawl approaching from the right.
'Bueng'slegs are not very strong,' she explained.
'Butwe have some wonderful benches in the garden.'

Buengmanaged to walk unaided although his progress was slow. His hands and armsshook without cease. Gunnarstranda held the front door open for him. Theyexchanged glances. Bueng raised one shaking arm. 'Bloody shakes,' he mumbledand shuffled slowly into the sun. It was a beautiful garden with high cypresshedges, gravel paths and fine, waxlike begonias growing in lines along theedging stones by the path. But those who tended the flowers didn't have a clueabout roses, the policeman noted. In the middle of the lawn was an ailing shrubrosebush with no flowers. A strong, thorny, light-green sucker had shot upbetween the sparse leaves, like a spear. In front of this monstrosity of a rosewas a green bench around which a dozen or so small sparrows were hopping andpecking at biscuit crumbs on the ground. The two men took a seat on the bench.The conversation flowed without a hitch as long as they talked about nurses andmedication. However, Bueng clammed up when Gunnarstranda asked about HeleneLockert. 'This is about her daughter,' the policeman explained. 'Katrine. Shehas been killed.'
'Thedaughter,' Bueng mused.
'Yes,'said the policeman.
'Birthscan't be undone,' Bueng mumbled, then added, 'It's the only dream you wake upfrom and you can never go back to sleep.'
'Mm�,'Gunnarstranda said, wondering how to proceed.
'Andnow you say she's dead. The girl, too,' the old man declared. They sat lookinginto the distance. Gunnarstranda felt an ache in his fingertips to search hispockets for a cigarette.
'Wewere going to get married,' Bueng pronounced at length. 'Though nothing came ofit.'
'No,'the policeman concurred.
Silencedescended over both of them once again. Gunnarstranda stuffed his hands in hispockets to rummage around for cigarettes while trying to devise a strategy toproceed. On a bench further up two elderly ladies were sitting and eatingmuffins.
Aftera while they heard steps on the gravel and Bueng glanced up. 'Don't let him gethis hands on anything,' he murmured. 'He ruins everything he touches. The otherday he was fiddling around with the hedge clippers for hours and as soon as thehandyman started them up they fell apart. Some help. And then afterwards he hadto tamper with a brand-new lawnmower. It was kaput by the time he'd finishedwith it.'
'Whoare you talking about?' Gunnarstranda asked in a whisper.
'Himover there. The one with the grey hat. Now he's off to do some repairs. I cansee that by the way he's walking.'
Thepoliceman followed his gaze and saw an elderly man wearing a grey beret on thegravel path, striding out with his legs splayed to the side. In his hand he wasswinging a large wrench to and fro.
'Bueng,you had a lot of women apart from Helene Lockert in those days,' Gunnarstrandainterrupted with a firmness of purpose. 'Now those days are gone. A lot ofwater has flowed under the bridge. No one is interested in past sins anylonger. Who were you with at that time?'
'Ah,death, yes,' Bueng said philosophically. 'You only have to walk down KarlJohans gate to see how ineffective death is. No, you can see it here. Look atall of us!'
'OK,'Gunnarstranda said, impatient. 'I have a list here, from the police report madeat the time. It says they questioned, among others, a woman by the name ofBirgit Stenmoe, one called Grete Running, Oda Beate Saugstad, ConnieSaksevold�' The policeman glanced up and sighed. 'Connie,' he grumbled.'Imagine calling a poor Norwegian child Connie�'
'Conniewas half-American,' Bueng said. 'She drank coffee with milk and sugar, and thenshe had psoriasis. Terrible complexes she had because of psoriasis� although itwas mainly in her scalp. Who cares whether a woman has dandruff in her hair?You should have seen Connie's legs. They were as smooth as polished aluminium.'
'Ihave been led to believe these women considered themselves to be in love withyou while you were engaged to Helene Lockert?'
'It'snot easy to say no all the time,' Bueng said in reflective mood. 'It's not easyto disappoint others.'
'No,it's not easy,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Butthings have a tendency to go wrong if you lie too much.'
'That'sright,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Twolovers at once, that's fine,' Bueng said. 'Three at once is too much. It'sdifficult to remember what you said to one and not to the other, and thenthere's the problem of time. Most women want at least two nights a week andwith three the week is too full� it's difficult to make things fit. You driveyourself mad with the lies.'
'Youhad five,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Yes,it had to come to a sorry end.'
'Right.'
'Buttwo lovers � that's fine. You don't get locked into specific patterns. Of courseyou know that women's tastes vary. Their kissing does, too.'
'Indeed,'said Gunnarstranda.
'Youcan tell a woman's nature from the way she kisses,' Bueng said.
'Youmust have been much older than her� than Helene I mean?'
'Iwas more than twenty years older, yes, but age is not important in love.' 'Didshe have a daughter?'
'Yes.She's dead now, you said.'
'HeleneLockert's daughter, did you see much of her?'
'Idon't remember her very well. It was the mother I was interested in.'
'Andshe was killed, of course.'
'Yes,that was a sad story. We didn't get married. And I never got married later,either. I had never imagined I would grow old alone.'
'Haveyou ever received a visit from Helene Lockert's daughter?'
Buengtwisted his upper body round. His head shook as he regarded the policeman.'What do you mean by a question like that?'
'Wehave reason to believe that she knew the identity of her biological mother�'
'Butmy dear man, who doesn't know the identity of their mother?'
'Thiscase is complicated, Bueng. Please answer the question. Have you ever receiveda visit from Helene Lockert's daughter?'
'Never.'Bueng stared into the distance again. A puff of wind brushed a lock of whitehair across his forehead. 'Never,' he repeated to himself.
'Itwill be my destiny to die alone�' Bueng continued in a louder voice. 'And Iwould never have imagined�'
'Soyou gave up the idea of marriage after Helene?' the policeman asked.
'Heleneknew it wasn't always easy.'
'Sheknew about her rivals?'
'Theywere not rivals in fact. There was only Helene.'
'However,one of the police's theories was that one of her rivals�'
'Ididn't agree with the police.'
'Didyou have any suspicions as to who might have killed her?'
'Ithink it must have been one of Helene's ex-lovers who killed her.'
'Butwitnesses � many witnesses � said they had seen a woman walking down the streetwhere she lived, a woman behaving in a strange manner, at roughly the timeHelene was killed.'
'Yesindeed, but the only man they checked was the girl's father and he had analibi. But Helene was a good-looking woman�'
'Butthe witnesses�'
'� sohe must have dressed up, I reckon. Men wearing women's clothing is nothingnew.'
'Theyears have drifted by now,' Gunnarstranda said with a sigh. 'You've thoughtabout this case for many years now. Are you sure that�?'
'Youmentioned Connie,' Bueng interrupted. 'And you mentioned Oda Beate�'
'GreteRonning,' the policeman read from his list, 'Birgit Stenmoe�'
'Yes?'Bueng said, waiting.
Gunnarstrandasaid nothing.
'Yes?'
Thepoliceman cleared his throat. 'There are no more names.'
Buengturned his head and they exchanged glances.
'Ihave to go now,' Bueng said and staggered to his feet. 'I'm tired.'

Gunnarstrandawatched him go. The figure tottered down the gravel into the building. Therewas no doubt that he did not look like a murderer. But appearances can deceive.He had discovered that before.
Thepoliceman took a cigarette from his jacket pocket, lit up and inhaled deep. Hecrossed his legs and wondered whether he ought to be annoyed. He had no idea. Amoment later something made him turn his head. The woman with the long skirtand the shawl was standing by the entrance. She made an embarrassed movementwith her arms when she realized she had been seen. Stuffing some papers underher arm, she advanced at a measured pace. She stopped by the bench.Gunnarstranda stood up and gave an involuntary smile upon realizing they werethe same height.
'Doyou know Bueng well?' she asked after they had sat down.
Hesighed and shook his head. 'I'm a policeman.'
Shewas quiet and waited for him to go on.
'It'sabout an old case.'
'Healmost never has visitors,' she said.
Gunnarstrandamanaged a faint smile. 'He didn't want a visit from me, either' He glanced overat her. Read her name on the badge fixed to her shawl: Tove Granaas. Sheassumed a serious face until it softened with her captivating, slanting smile.'He usually loves talking to people.'
'Butthen I suppose he doesn't talk about himself,' Gunnarstranda said.
'That'strue,' she grinned and fell silent.
Gunnarstrandawanted to extend the conversation. 'Lovely garden,' he said. 'Lovely begoniasemperflorens.'
'Yes,'she said, pointing to the ugly rose in the lawn in front of them. 'But we can'tdo much for that one.'
'Rosesare pruned from the rootstock,' Gunnarstranda said with a nod towards theprotruding, pale green, thorny spear. 'When that happens, it means the root hasdecided to grow on its own.'
'Youdon't say?' She seemed impressed. 'Fancy me meeting someone who knew what theproblem was. A policeman who knows about flowers.'
'It'sjust an interest, a hobby.'
'Soyou must have a beautiful garden, I suppose.'
'No.'He added, 'I have a mountain cabin,' when he saw her tilt her head to showinterest. 'What does he like talking about?'
'Hm?'
'Bueng,what does he like talking about?'
'Wouldyou like to try again?' Tove asked.
'No,I'm not sure it's worth the effort.' He put the cigarette in the matchbox andclosed it with care. 'He's a witness from an old case, over twenty years ago. Idon't even know if he can remember that far back.'
'Wecall him Elvis,' she said.
'Why'sthat?'
'Hesings like Elvis. Perhaps he looks a bit like Elvis.' She chuckled. 'Althoughhe doesn't quite have the leg work.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'Parkinson's, isn't it?'
'Yes.'
Theysat staring ahead. She seemed to be thinking. 'You don't have any kind of ID, Isuppose?' she asked all of a sudden. Gunnarstranda was charmed by the lookaccompanying the question. The purpose. He took out his wallet with the policebadge and showed her. 'Nice name,' she said.
'Thereare not many of us,' Gunnarstranda replied.
'He'sa bit of a charmer,' she said. 'Elvis� Bueng.'
'Ican believe that.'
'Andthat means he never talks about himself.'
Thepoliceman nodded. 'Has he had any recent visitors?'
'Oh,he seldom has any visitors,' she sighed. 'That was why it was nice that youvisited him today. It was a bit of excitement.'
'Whendid he last have a visitor?'
'Noidea, but it must have been a long time ago.'
'Areyou absolutely sure he hasn't had a visitor in the last two weeks?'
'Idoubt it.'
'Butyou're sure?'
'No,I don't work here every day � round the clock.'
'Couldyou find out�?' Because then I could phone you, he had thought of adding, butpaused not to appear ridiculous in her eyes.
Shesmiled. 'That should be possible.'
Theystood up. 'Is there hope?' she asked.
Hedidn't understand what she meant.
'Forthe rose.' She motioned towards the strange growth in the lawn.
Thepoliceman shrugged. 'Cut off the pale green shoot coming out of the ground. Ifit comes up again you can dig up the plant and chuck it away.'

'Therewas something there, Kalfatrus. I saw it,' Gunnarstranda mumbled as he cleanedthe inside of the goldfish bowl with a wad of cotton wool. He looked down atthe fish. It lay quite still in five centimetres of water. 'And I must buy someequipment so that this bloody bowl doesn't get so mucky,' he went on, pushinghis glasses up his nose. He stood musing and muttering to the fish: 'Either theold goat noticed a name was missing off the list I read out or he was giving mea hint. Anyway, I don't think he's the killer. He seemed too frail and fragilefor that. But suppose he gave me a hint. What would the purpose of that havebeen?'
Heput the cotton wool on the shelf and went for more. He shouted to Kalfatrus,'That would be too improbable, wouldn't it? Kripos work on that case for monthsand then twenty years later I go to a nursing home and the old Casanovasuddenly remembers salient facts?'
Hesearched for something to put water in, thinking. 'It might have been somethingelse, a detail. It doesn't have to be a person.'
Hefound a litre measuring jug, filled it with water and reached for athermometer. 'In any case,' he muttered, 'if I stumbled over something of anysignificance to help solve the Lockert case, so what? It happened more thantwenty years ago and there is no link between the two cases. Katrine Bratterudgrew up somewhere else, several hundred kilometres from Lillehammer�'
Hepoured hot and cold water in the jug until the temperature was right. Withgreat care he poured the tempered water over Kalfatrus, who reacted with wildflicks of the tail. Gunnarstranda observed the fish. 'You're happy now, aren'tyou,' he mumbled. 'You like to have water around you; you like the surroundingsyou know. Just imagine if you had landed on the floor, or in salt water. Youwould have ended up like poor Katrine. Asphyxiated and dead.'
Hestood thinking. After a while he said to the fish: 'Perhaps that was whathappened, eh? She wasn't in her natural habitat. But then what was her naturalhabitat? Or what was the wrong habitat?'

Chapter Thirty-Eight

The Empty Chair

Theywere sitting in her kitchen, in the spacious dining alcove. They were alone. AsJulie was with her father, the chair at the end of the table was empty.Eva-Britt was resting her head on her hands. She had finished eating a longtime ago. She poured herself a little more red wine. Her mouth broadened into asmile and her eyes sparkled as he took another helping.
'Youthink you've won, don't you,' he said.
'Me?'
'Iknow I'm fat,' he said, taking more sauce.
Shegrinned. 'I didn't say that.'
Hescraped the frying pan. 'But you were thinking about saying it,' he said,putting the pan down on the table and taking another potato. 'You're fat,Frankie, you were thinking of saying, just like now you're thinking aboutsaying: Be careful. I put lots of cream in the sauce!
'Well,you're wrong there,' she said. 'I like it that you're well padded.' She gaveanother faint smile and pressed her hand against his shirt front. 'I like menwho are well padded.'
'Youlike me,' Frank said. 'And you say you like men who are well padded because I'mfat. If you ask a psychologist�'
'I goto see a psychologist every week, and you don't ask psychologists anything;they ask you.'
'Well,when you're there next time you can discuss the quality of our relationship�'
'Whatdo you think I talk about? I don't talk about anything else.'
'�You can ask him how it is you can stand me, someone who refuses to move in withanyone. He'll�'
'It'sa she�'
'She'llsay that your subconscious is tricking you into liking me because you haveformed bonds with me � psychological bonds � just like a duckling follows agoat if there is a goat standing by the egg when it is hatched � you and I havebeen together for years and now you have formed a psychological bond with me.That's why your subconscious is trying to make you believe that I'm the rightone for you.'
'Youtalk such rubbish Frankie,' Eva-Britt said, clearing away her plate.
'Andin the end you say I'm a coward because it's the one hundred and fifty-fivethousandth time we have slept together and I don't like you talking aboutliving together�'
'Irefuse to listen to your drivel!' She crossed her arms and stared at thereflection in the large windows to their right.
'Fineby me,' Frank said in a sour tone. 'We've been through this ritual a milliontimes, too.'
'That'swhat I'm saying,' she grinned. 'We might just as well be married.'
'Well,I agree.'
'Youagree?'
'Ofcourse I agree!'
'Butwhy do you protest every time we talk about these things?'
'That'swhere you're wrong,' Frank smiled. 'Had it been up to me we would have gotmarried long ago�
'Yes,we would,' he continued as she made to interrupt. 'And you can take that one upwith your psychologist because now I'm going to say the whole truth out loud.I'm going to state openly what we both know deep down, that you are the one whodoes not want to get married. You don't want to live with me. You always makeout that it is me who doesn't want to, but the main reason we live separatelyis that you don't want to and then you make out the entire thing is my fault.This is basic psychology, just like the fact that people in the society for theprotection of animals are really perverts who fantasize about setting fire tokittens � and that all skinheads and neo-Nazis deep down are closet homos whodress up in women's panties and net stockings when they're alone in thebathroom.'
Eva-Brittshook her head.
'Wecan put it to the test,' Frank said. 'My thoughts and your thoughts. What am Ithinking about?'
'I'mnot interested.'
'ButI definitely know what you're thinking.'
'Ohyes?' she said.
'You'rethinking about Julie. For the first time we have been discussing cohabitationwithout bringing Julie into the discussion.'
'That'strue.' She smiled. 'At least that's positive.'
Fr�lichstretched across the table and caressed her cheek with the back of his hand.They sat looking at each other.
'She'sfond of you Frankie,' Eva-Britt said. 'You're as important to her as I am.'
Hesaid nothing.
'Youknow that, don't you?'
Henodded and watched her from beneath lowered eyelids.
Shetook his hand. 'If we're going to live together, we have to learn to cope withsilence.' She looked down. 'We mustn't compare hands,' she said in a distantvoice, holding his forearm instead. 'My grandma always said it brought bad luck.'
Hegave a silent nod. She looked up. 'What shall we do when we have no more to sayto each other?'
'Wedo what they do in American films,' Frank said in a low voice.
Shesent him a tender smile. They rose together. She put her arms around his neckand stood on tiptoe. The kiss lasted a long time. He ran his fingers down herspine, first once, then again. As she gently loosened her hold he enjoyed thesight of her supple body and her swaying hips move towards the window. Theyexchanged glances in the reflection. As she reached up for the string to closethe blinds her muscles undulated beneath her dress.

Fr�lichawoke and gazed into the air. It sounded like a bad version of Mozart's 40thSymphony being played on a barrel organ. The telephone was ringing � his mobileon the floor. He bent down and pressed the right button. 'Hi,' he mumbledsleepily.
'Guesswho this is,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Justa moment,' Fr�lich said with a glance over at Eva-Britt lying naked onher back in bed. She opened her eyes slowly and looked at him from deep insidea dream. With the mobile under his chin he lifted the duvet and covered her.Bit by bit her eyes closed again. He took the phone and tiptoed into thekitchen, with his trousers and jumper in hand. 'Now,' he said. 'Now I can speaklouder.'
'You'vegot post,' Gunnarstranda said.
'Now,in the middle of the night?'
'It'shalf past twelve.'
'I'djust gone to sleep.'
'Yougo to bed too early and the letter's important.'
Fr�lichyawned. 'But why can't I read the letter tomorrow?'
'Becauseit was sent by Henning Kramer.'
'Oh,shit,' Fr�lich said.
Thesound of paper being torn carried over the phone. 'As your superior officer Iassume you entrust me with the task of breaking the seal?'
'Breakaway.'
'That'snot so easy,' the police inspector mumbled.
'Haveyou tried opening a letter with two pairs of tweezers and a knife?'
'Howcome you only discovered the letter now?'
'Becauseit was in your pigeonhole. When did you last empty it?'
'Yesterdaymorning -1 think, anyway.'
'Thoughtso,' mumbled Gunnarstranda. 'Are you ready?'
'Asready as I usually am after half an hour's sleep. Bet you ten kroner it's thesuicide note.'
'Theodds were low, but you won. So that's it,' the inspector muttered. 'We'll haveto wait until tomorrow to have it confirmed, but it looks like the case isclosed.'
FrankFr�lich yawned.
'Ourreasoning is written here in its entirety. He raped the girl, killed her, stoleher jewellery and sent it in the post to Raymond Skau. Fair old confession.'
'Doyou believe it?'
'Ihave my doubts.' Gunnarstranda whinnied.
'Why'sthat?' Frank asked.
'Listento this last sentence: I can't go on. Hm?' Gunnarstranda seemed piqued.'Would you have used such insipid language if you were going to kill yourself?'
'Noidea.' 'Bloody hell, this man was deep, thoughtful. Surely he wouldn't expresshimself like that?'
'Ihave no idea. Let a psychologist have a look at it.'
'Irritating,'Gunnarstranda sighed from a distance.
'Doesthe note mean we're off the case?'
'Notfor the time being. Kramer's autopsy report has come in. It says Kramer wasdoped up when he died.'
'That'snot very surprising, is it?'
'Idon't know. It wasn't speed. According to the pathologist he was full ofsleeping tablets.'
'Whatshall we do?'
'Doyou really want to go back to bed?'
'Butwhat can we do?'
'Everysingle word in the letter has been typed. There's no signature.'
Fr�lichpondered.
'Dowe believe in our heart of hearts that Henning Kramer wrote all this crap?' thevoice on the phone asked.
'It'spossible.'
'Isit likely?'
Fr�lichpondered once more. 'It's possible,' he concluded.
'Greathelp it was ringing you up, young man.'
'Wehave to do something!'
'I'vearranged a briefing with the public prosecutor about the whole of this case fortomorrow. And unless this is going to end with a downgrading or a closing ofthe case, we have to find proof that Kramer did not take his own life.'
'Hangon,' Fr�lich said as his boss rang off. Too late. The engaged tone. Hestood contemplating the phone. In the end it was his brain that reacted. Heyawned. Oh well, he thought, scratching his stomach. He stood in the doorway tothe bedroom and looked straight ahead. Inside, Eva-Britt had kicked off theduvet again. She was lying on her side with her face turned to his pillow, herbody in the shape of an elegant Z. Fascinated, he observed how her feetbeautifully rounded off and completed her body's imitation of a letter of thealphabet.
Hehad absolutely no wish to leave this woman. Not now at any rate. Not tonight.Now and then Gunnarstranda was prone to winding himself up into a stressed,hysterical condition. Of course the suicide letter would require the presentstage of the investigation to be summarized and evaluated. But why did thathave to be tonight? The man is obsessed, he thought. No, he's not obsessed. Hedoesn't have enough people around him. He doesn't have enough to think about.After working with the sourpuss for so long now, Fr�lich bore most ofthe man's whims with great composure. Of course I could go to work now, hethought. I could plunge into the darkness and sit and read reports. I couldspend the rest of the night with a headache and the taste of lead in my mouthand reduce everything to a conclusion about how far it would have been possiblefor Kramer to hang himself or not. Or I could lie down next to the beauty inthe bed, listen to her breathing, then think about Kramer, hope to sleep a bitand dream about Kramer � until I wake up with her. He grinned at the thought ofhow furious Gunnarstranda would be when he failed to turn up. He crept into thebedroom, lay down with as little noise as he could and stretched out in bed.Eva-Britt's regular breathing caressed his ear.

Chapter Thirty-Nine

To and Fro

Fristad,the public prosecutor, sat with his legs crossed and both hands folded over hisplump stomach. He was a man who cultivated his boyish image by letting his hairgrow into a thick fringe down to two finely formed eyebrows. He signalled hisintellectual side with a pair of thick horn-rimmed glasses, to which he hadattached a black cord and which hung around his neck to ensure they didn't gomissing. His glasses sat astride the tip of his large nose while the cordformed decorative loops on each of the clean-shaven cheeks. The publicprosecutor tried to prevent his glasses from falling off by stretching hismouth sideways as far as he could. This grimace inflated both cheeks in such away that they pushed the glasses back a millimetre, only to slide forward twomillimetres. He continued like this until his glasses fell on to his chest,which caused him to sigh aloud, then retrieve and re-position them.
Fr�lichlooked from him to Gunnarstranda, whose nocturnal exertions had left theirmark. The detective inspector had dark coffee stains on his lips, his leanfingers trembled as he held the papers and the narrow rimless reading glasses -doubtless bought by mail order � were unable to camouflage the dark shadowsunder his eyes.
Gunnarstrandacleared his throat. 'The body was found on the Sunday morning in a ditchalongside Ljansbrukveien, just by the bathing area in Hvervenbukta. Presumablydumped from a car. There had been no attempt to hide the body, which was foundby a pensioner out walking. His name is Jan Vegard Ellingsen and he has beeneliminated from our enquiries. There is some reason to believe that the bodywas transported by car to where it was found. The victim had been stripped andhad very few external injuries apart from strangulation marks and the odd grazeor cut to the skin which, in the pathologist's view, were consistent with theapproximately two-metre fall down the slope � before the body came to rest.'
Hepicked up the photographs of Katrine Bratterud's distorted and lifeless nakedbody with the staring eyes.
Thepublic prosecutor lost his glasses and put them back. He peered at one of thephotographs.
Fristadpointed to the picture. 'What's that around her navel?'
'Atattoo,' Fr�lich intervened. 'A kind of flower.'
Thepublic prosecutor studied the photograph. 'Reminds me of Norwegian rosepainting.'
Gunnarstrandacoughed. 'Apart from the scratches, which must have been caused by the fall,you can see�' He placed another photograph on the table � a close-up of thehead and shoulders. '� You can see the bruising to her neck which appearedafter the strangling, a wound where the cord -I presume it was the curtain cordthat was also found by the body � cut into the tissue during strangulation.'
'We'vegot that, have we?' Fristad asked. 'The cord?'
Gunnarstrandanodded. 'The victim had particles of skin under her nails, perhaps occurringduring the fight with the assailant. The DNA analyses confirm that the semenfound in the vagina of the victim belongs to Henning Kramer. Kramer himselfadmitted to having sex with the girl before she was murdered. In his firststatement Kramer falsely stated what happened in the car after the victim leftthe party in Voksenkollveien.'
'Justa moment,' the public prosecutor interrupted: 'What about the particles of skinunder the nails?'
Gunnarstranda:'I'll come back to that.' He cleared his throat.
'Theclothes?' the public prosecutor asked.
'Abag was found in the ditch down by Ljansbrukveien by Lake Gjer. It must havebeen thrown out of a car. It was found� well, I can start somewhere else first�we know for certain that the victim left the party at the house of Gerhardsenand As of her own free will. She was picked up by Henning Kramer close by, inall probability, at around midnight. The two of them were seen in Aker Bryggeby several witnesses at some point between midnight and half past. They seemedto be having fun and, according to Kramer, they drove to Lake Gjer to talkabout the stars and to� to�'
'�have a romantic interlude?' the public prosecutor rounded off with raisedeyebrows.
'Yes�at a car park by Lake Gjer between Tyrigrava and the amusement park� what's itcalled?'
'Tusenfryd,'Fr�lich answered.
'That'sit.' Gunnarstranda fumbled around with the paper. 'The woman's clothing, thatis, most of her clothing � a shoe we haven't been able to trace is stillmissing � was found between the car park and the victim's body. This mightsuggest she was killed close to the car park where she and Kramer had sex andthat the killer got rid of the clothes before the body. But I'll come back tothat, too�' He searched through the pile of papers. Fr�lich and thepublic prosecutor said nothing while the police inspector flicked through hispaperwork.
'Therewe are,' Gunnarstranda muttered. 'Lots of paper. And you've got to read throughthe whole bloody lot yourself�
'�Henning Kramer's version of events was that the two of them had a romanticinterlude in the car park, they drove off and he dropped the victim at theroundabout over the El8 in Mastemyr at around three in the morning because shehad expressed a wish to walk to her boyfriend's flat at Holmlia senter vei 13.'
'Boyfriend?'exclaimed the public prosecutor, grimacing.
Thedetective inspector looked at him in silence. The silence persisted and thepublic prosecutor pulled another grimace.
'OleEidesen,' Fr�lich interposed. 'Katrine Bratterud left her boyfriend OleEidesen at the party.'
Fristad'sglasses fell on to his chest.
Gunnarstrandacoughed. 'All right?' he asked.
Fristadnodded and put his glasses back.
Gunnarstranda:'Later we had reason to doubt Kramer's statement. A reliable witness had seenthe car Kramer was driving � it was a bit special, an Audi cabriolet � in thesame car park by Lake Gjer more than three hours after Kramer claimed he haddriven off. The sighting was made early in the morning at a time when Katrinewas in all probability already dead. We never managed to confront Kramer withthis witness's statement because Kramer died. However, in the course of ourenquiries we interviewed Kramer's mother. Kramer lived with his mother, butspent occasional nights at his brother's flat when his brother was on histravels. Kramer's mother told us that Henning came home at half past three onthe Sunday morning. He woke her up and was very perturbed. He told her he andKatrine had been for a ride in the car, they had fallen asleep and when he wokeup � at about half past two � she had vanished without a trace.'
'He'dbeen very perturbed?' the public prosecutor queried. 'There could be manyreasons for him to be perturbed. He may have been lying to his mother.'
'Ofcourse. But according to his mother Kramer is supposed to have said he had beenlooking for Katrine, and afterwards he began to drive around to find her butwithout success. In the end he drove home and told his mother everything.'
'Hasthe time of death been established?'
'It'sdifficult to determine the exact time. All we have to go on is the contents ofher stomach, a verified meal bought from McDonald's in Aker Brygge at aroundmidnight, the semen in her vagina and the state of rigor mortis. Thepathologist believes death occurred at somewhere between two and five o'clockin the morning.'
'Andthis Kramer went back to the car park. Is that right?'
'Accordingto the mother, he did, yes. She says he left home just before six that morningto resume his search for Katrine and he returned at eight.
'Onthe assumption that Kramer killed her he could have driven home to his motherfirst � with the corpse in the car � and then panicked. He could have told hismother some twaddle. She told him to go back and search and then he drove back.He could have stopped in Hvervenbukta and tipped the body over the crashbarrier. Then he could have driven on a bit and thrown away her clothes.
'Wetherefore examined the car Kramer was driving and found some hair, some stainswhich could have been semen and a variety of textile fibres. But for the timebeing these things have only been recorded. The best evidence we have againstKramer is the semen. But, according to Kramer's mother, he was having arelationship with Katrine. So Kramer may well have been telling the truth whenhe said they had consensual sex in the car that night.'
'Butit has not been proved that Kramer did not rape Katrine,' Fristad interjectedin inquisitorial manner, without a grimace.
Gunnarstranda:'There is, of course, a chance that Kramer did commit rape and then murder.That's what he claims in the suicide note.'
'Butyou don't believe the letter is genuine?'
'Noton the face of it.'
'Whatdo the pathologists say about Kramer's body?' Fristad asked.
'Theyare holding both options open. But the strongest indication that he died by hisown hand is that he was found strangled with the noose around his neck.'Gunnarstranda rummaged through the pile of photographs and found one of Kramerwith the cord around his neck. 'In addition, we have the suicide note in whichKramer writes that he took Katrine's jewellery, posted it to Raymond Skau, thuslaying a false trail to cast suspicion of Katrine's murder on to him.' v
'Butis that improbable?'
'Notat all. Kramer and Katrine were on very intimate terms. Kramer must have knowna lot about Katrine's past and Raymond Skau constituted a large chunk of thatpast. Kramer could have had many motives for damaging Skau, about which we knownothing.'
'Ahhh�,'Fristad said, lost in thought. He sat studying the photographs.
Noone said anything. At length the public prosecutor raised his eyes. 'And?' heasked with a sideways grimace.
'Theproblem is the particles of skin under Katrine's nails. First of all, we didn'tfind any indication on Kramer's body that would confirm that he had beenscratched. In addition, the DNA analysis shows that the skin did not belong toKramer.'
Fristadwas quiet. Everyone went quiet.
Gunnarstrandasorted his papers into piles.
'Doesthat mean she scratched someone else?' Fristad asked at last.
Gunnarstrandaput down the papers. 'It's possible. But we don't know. It's feasible that shemight have scratched someone else during the course of the evening. She mighthave bumped into someone at the party or someone in the queue at McDonald's in
AkerBrygge. Nevertheless, if Kramer had lived, and he had been charged, thisevidence would have given the defence very strong cards.'
'Butthe case seems pretty clear, doesn't it?' Fristad said in a loud voice. 'Wehave Kramer's confession. He says he killed her and he planted the jewellery onSkau because he knew she owed him money and all that other stuff about tryingto shift the blame on to someone else. Then he committed suicide. Seems verytempting to drop the whole thing.'
'Exceptthat the accused should be given the benefit of the doubt.'
'Butthe accused is bloody dead.'
'Heshould still be given the benefit of the doubt,' Gunnarstranda asserted withobduracy. 'If the particles of skin under Katrine Bratterud's nails belong tosomeone else, a person with a motive, then we have to ask ourselves why Kramerwould make a false confession in a suicide note.'
'And?'
'IfKatrine was killed by someone else, not Kramer, I don't understand why he wouldconfess.'
Fristadpulled a wry face. 'Now you're making the case unnecessarily complicated,Gunnarstranda. We're talking about an ex-tart, aren't we? A bloody junkie. Whyshould a case like this be so damned complicated � and contain so manyconspiratorial motives that involve- premeditated murder and so on, and so on?'
'I'mnot complicating the case,' Gunnarstranda yelled back angrily. 'I just expectit to be tied up in a correct manner! The only thing I want is for us to waitbefore we prioritize other work until all those involved have been checked outand we have completed the essential investigation.'
'What'sso fishy about Kramer's death?' Fristad asked.
'Tracesof sedatives were found in Kramer's body. If he killed himself he might havetaken them to dull his senses. However, the problem with Kramer takingsedatives before dying is that we couldn't find a box of tablets or aprescription anywhere in the flat. The point is that, if he had takensedatives, it doesn't make sense to me that we cannot find any traces of saidsedatives in his flat.'
'Buthe was working at a drugs rehab clinic. He did a bit of hash and cocainehimself, I've read. Kramer must have had innumerable contacts, and getting holdof illegal drugs on the street is as easy as wink.'
Gunnarstrandaglanced up at Fristad, who was nodding and grimacing. 'I'm just saying it'sodd,' the policeman said. 'It's also strange that the suicide letter was notfound where he died. There are no fingerprints on the paper or the envelope. Itseems bizarre that it should turn up in a pigeonhole at the police station. Andthe letter was not signed. It was printed on a laser printer and written with acomputer. But Kramer did not have his own computer. There was a computer in hisbrother's flat and there is no sign of this letter on his machine. He mighthave written the letter at work, at the Vinterhagen centre, but so far wehaven't been able to trace the machine on which it was written.'
'Thebit about the fingerprints sounds particularly odd,' the public prosecutor saidas his glasses fell on to his chest.
'Agreed,'Gunnarstranda said. 'It is odd. But it's also odd that the suicide letter isn'tsigned and was not where he died. If he had to confess why not confess properlyso that all doubts would be dispelled? Why a letter addressed to Fr�lichat Police HQ? Why not to his mother or to his brother? After all, he rang hisbrother to talk about the mysteries of life before he died. It's strange thathe doesn't send his mother and his brother a final word.' Gunnarstranda wavedthe letter in the air. 'This is just a confession. It's not a suicide letter asI know them.'
'Hemight have sent it to Fr�lich to be sure it was found.'
'Ofcourse,' Gunnarstranda conceded. 'But the oddest thing of all is that heactually admitted to having sex with the girl in his first statement. It seemscrazy that he would kill to cover up a rape, and then he admits to having sexwith her as soon as the police show up.'
'You'vegot a point,' Fristad said, losing his glasses again.
'It'salso funny that he would go to a postbox, post a suicide letter, then go home,take sedatives and hang himself.'
Thepublic prosecutor nodded, interlacing his fingers in front of him and banginghis thumbs against each other. He thought aloud: 'The perpetrator rapes thegirl, kills her, removes her clothes and other possessions to hide theevidence. But the motive must be the same whoever strangled her'
'Thejewellery,' Gunnarstranda said with emphasis. 'The jewellery turning up atSkau's place complicates the matter. We have established that Katrine waswearing jewellery that night and it turned up later in Skau's flat. Skau may,as we have said, have bumped into her that night. He may have killed her andtaken her jewellery. The problem is that Skau's girlfriend, Linda Ros,maintains the jewellery came in the post. The posting of the jewellery tallieswith what Kramer wrote in the letter.'
'Whatdid the police officers who found the jewellery in Skau's flat say?'
'Theysaid that everything was in a handbag on the table, which tallies with what thegirl said. She said the handbag was in the postbox on Wednesday afternoon. Butshe didn't take in the post on the Tuesday or the Monday. We don't know when itwas put in the box.'
'CouldSkau have put it in the postbox himself?'
'Hecould have done it on the Sunday. From Sunday evening, the day after Katrinewas murdered, he was in custody and he's in custody now.'
'Butleaving the matter of the jewellery aside,' the public prosecutor said, 'Iunderstood that Skau attacked Katrine at work. If he had met her in the nightand attacked her again� then he could have killed her. Afterwards Skau couldhave forged the suicide letter � couldn't he?'
'That'sa possibility,' Gunnarstranda admitted.
'Kramer'sdeath could still be suicide even if the letter is forged,' Fristad said.
Fr�lichstudied the police inspector. He thought he could discern the contours of asmile forming around the man's thin lips. The public prosecutor didn't notice.He was sitting with his eyes closed and a rigid expression on his face � proofthat he was thinking. 'Let's imagine the following,' Fristad now declared.'Katrine Bratterud left Henning in the car that night to get some fresh air.Her lover was asleep and she was awake. She went for a walk. She may havewanted to go to the toilet or smoke a cigarette or stretch her legs. She bumpedinto Raymond Skau. He killed her, stripped her and stole her jewellery. Are youwith me?'
Fr�lichnodded. He had the impression the smile on Gunnarstranda's lips was even morepronounced. He had no idea what scheme Gunnarstranda had devised, but at thatmoment things were going his way, that much Fr�lich did know.
Fristadwent on: 'The whole business with the jewellery stands or falls with the girl,Linda Ros, doesn't it? Right? You found the jewellery there, at Skau's place�then� a week later with Skau completely out of the picture� Kramer took his ownlife in a fit of depression. He felt guilty, perhaps because he had left thecar park without finding her. The thought that she might have been lying on theground being strangled while he drove away � that sort of thought could havepushed Henning Kramer over the edge.
WhenKramer killed himself, Skau saw a chance to save his own skin and forged thesuicide note to lead suspicion away from him. He wrote an unsigned letter inKramer's name confessing the murder.'
Fristadbeamed in triumph. 'Is that how it could have happened? I'm asking! Could thathave happened? Is it a possibility?'
Hisboyish face shone like in a TV commercial.
Gunnarstrandasaid nothing.
Fr�lichwas about to say something, but the public prosecutor intercepted first. 'Ilike the theory about Skau,' the public prosecutor said with enthusiasm. 'Skauis stupid enough to write an unsigned suicide letter. He's unscrupulous enough.Isn't he? Eh?'
Fr�lichcleared his throat ready to speak.
Gunnarstranda'seyes were like an eagle's. 'Let the public prosecutor finish,' the inspectorsnapped.
'Yes,'repeated Fristad in a dream. 'I do like the Skau theory. It explains why thisridiculous suicide letter turns up in Fr�lich�s pigeonhole. Skau wasbeing held across the street, in custody. He just dropped off a letter in anenvelope in the corridor when he was let into the yard for a walk. It wasaddressed to a policeman. He smuggled it out. What do you think? The theory issimple, plausible, could have happened. Remember, Gunnarstranda, this is notthe first time�'
'Thenwe'll have to try to persuade Linda Ros to admit she was lying about thejewellery,' Gunnarstranda said in a soft voice. 'And then we just have to waitfor the results of the DNA test, don't we?'
'Mm�exactly! We need the results of the DNA test,' the public prosecutor concludedautomatically. 'If the particles of skin under the victim's nails belong toSkau�'
Hestood up in his excitement. 'Then it's probable that Skau strangled her,' herepeated. 'We'll have to wait for the results of the DNA test,' the public
prosecutorstated. 'Thank you, gentlemen.'

'Itcan't have been Skau,' Fr�lich said after the two policemen were ontheir own. 'How the hell would he have got access to a computer in custody?'
'Absolutely.Sounds unlikely.'
'Butwhy didn't you say anything? Why should we leave here with that man'sconclusions?' Fr�lich asked, tossing his head in the direction of thepublic prosecutor's door.
'Ihad my reasons,' the policeman said in a cutting tone. 'What I'm wonderingabout is what kept you last night.'
'Iwent back to sleep after you rang. Sorry.'
'Didyou go back to bed after I had dragged you out of it?'
Fr�lichgave a sleepy smile. 'I had my reasons.'
'Butif you leave me to do the dirty work on my own, don't stick your nose in mybusiness, as you tried to do here,' Gunnarstranda chided, annoyed.
Gunnarstrandawent down the stairs with Fr�lich in his wake. He already had acigarette out. 'Fristad wants a simple, easy-to-follow case to plead. For thathe needs evidence. He's relying on you and me to know what we are doing. And hewants more than half the glory. At the moment he thinks he's helped us on ourway. So we have a free hand for a while yet.'
'Afree hand to do what?'
'Tofind evidence, of course.'
'Whatevidence?'
'Mydear colleague,' Gunnarstranda said in a patronizing voice. 'Hasn't it occurredto you that the DNA sample they found under Katrine's nails may not belong toeither Kramer or Skau?'
'Haveyou been told that?' Fr�lich quizzed.
'Ihaven't been told anything, but I intend to find out.'

Chapter Forty

Uphill

BenteKramer trudged up the hill the police station bestrode like a castle at the endof a footpath. A man wearing a cowboy hat was taking his dog for a walk on thegreen grass stretching across to Oslo prison. A group of homeless tramps werehaving a meeting on a bench under one of the trees. Bente Kramer stopped tocollect her breath. A uniformed woman with a contented face and blonde hair ina pony-tail under a police cap came striding down the hill. Bente nodded toher. The policewoman nodded back, and puckered her brow in a questioning frown.Bente put on a tired expression and battled on. Having come this far, she wouldmanage the last bit.
Insidethe heavy doors, she stopped and watched the hectic activity around thereception desk.
'Iwould like to speak to Police Inspector Gunnarstranda,' she said to thekindest-looking of the men.
'Haveyou got an appointment?'
BenteKramer shook her head.
Thepolice officer picked up a telephone and called. A tired-looking man smellingof stale beer and garlic pushed to the front and shouted something across thedesk. The man with the telephone ignored him and, with the receiver under hischin, asked: 'What's it about?'
Bentecleared her throat. 'It's about a ring,' she said. 'Tell him it's Bente Kramerwith a ring that belonged to Katrine Bratterud.'

PART 3: THE LAST FIX


Chapter Forty-One

Hamlet

Thescratch marks down his chest and side had faded; now they were mere pale,almost invisible red lines, not unlike the marks after a hot night with thewoman you love. Beneath the nipple on his right hand side her nail had dug intohim leaving a cut which was also healing now. With his eyes closed, he couldstill conjure up the sensation of her fingers scratching him, freezing, asdeath finally came to his rescue in the grass and took her into shadowland asviolent jerks shook the young body for five seconds. Her final, but presumablyher greatest climax ever. A gift � delivered after a few tender moments ofdoubt from his side. She had thought he was going to mount her. She had feltthe pressure from his stiff member against her body and assumed he wanted totake her. She had relaxed in the hope she would be allowed to live. He had readthat in her blue eyes. Eyes that now � at this very second � caused him to bendhis head in pain and doze as the sweat broke out over his entire body � still -so long afterwards. just do it, said the blue eyes. Do what you want.Just let me live. She had almost succeeded in bewitching him � forestallingher own destiny. But only almost. Even now he could still feel the same furyrising inside him. As the fury rose the memory of her eyes could cause him topull up short at any moment, to immerse himself in profound thoughts, a memorythat thus became the best way to maintain his aggression, to think about howshe had just been asking for it � by spreading her legs and opening them wideto let him in. That was when he no longer had any choice. The hardness she feltwas no precursor of sensual pleasure; it was a precursor of death.
Therewould never be such eyes again. He put on a white shirt and quickly tiedhis tie. Inspected himself in the mirror and threw his suit jacket across hisshoulders. Think of her. You're doing it for her. Think of her. Get it overwith.

'Hamlet,'Fr�lich said with a grin. 'Quite convincing, too. You should go on thestage.'
'Atleast I don't fall asleep,' Gunnarstranda answered, weighing the ring in hishand. Fr�lich was supporting his chin on his hand and said, 'What's thequestion?'
'Thequestion is: If Henning Kramer posted Katrine's jewellery to Raymond Skau, whydidn't he send this one?' Gunnarstranda held the ring between thumb and firstfinger while squinting through the hole at Fr�lich.
'Becausehe never posted anything.' Fr�lich mused on what he had said and atlength asked, 'Do we know if she was wearing this ring on the night of themurder?'
'Eidesennoticed this ring was missing when we found her jewellery. We can prove itbelonged to Katrine.'
'IfKramer had wanted to point the finger of blame at someone else I don't think hewould have left a ring in his room that clearly belonged to her� so the logicalexplanation must be that Kramer never posted any jewellery anywhere.'
'You'regetting warm, Fr�lich. Kramer didn't send any jewellery. All he had wasthis ring. Someone else must have posted the jewellery to Skau, and if there isa someone else, it must be a person who first killed Katrine Bratterud and thenHenning Kramer. And then,' Gunnarstranda grunted, 'we're facing a problem I donot understand at all.'
'What'sthat?'
'Idon't understand why Kramer had to die.'
'Hemust have known something.'
Gunnarstrandachewed on that. 'Possible,' he said. 'If you're right, Kramer must have invitedthe murderer over the night he was killed. That may also explain why he lied toyou about what happened the night Katrine was killed. He may have suspectedsome people, or a particular person. And called him.'
'Whywould he have called the killer?' a sceptical Fr�lich frowned.
'Becausehe was killed at home in his brother's flat, not in his room. Henning Kramerwas quite unpredictable as regards where he spent the night�' Gunnarstrandamumbled with closed eyes. 'Well, that's how it must have been. Kramer asked tomeet up and that resulted in his death. Afterwards the suicide letter was written.Since Kramer is dead, to all outward appearance by his own hand, it's easier topoint suspicions in his direction than Skau's, who is alive and can still issuedenials. For all the killer knows, Skau has an alibi. Looking at the facts,what do we know so far?'
'Weknow the killer was not a random assailant. He must have been in her circle ofacquaintances.'
Gunnarstrandanodded.
'Weknow the killer must have known about the connection between Katrine and Skau.'
Gunnarstrandagrinned. 'You're the one who's so keen on the theatre. What would Holberg'sErasmus Montanus have said?'
'Astone cannot fly. Mother Nille cannot fly. Ergo� is mother Nille a stone�?' Fr�lichventured.
Gunnarstrandashook his head. 'We know that Katrine rang friends and acquaintances beforegoing to the party. We know Katrine made at least five calls and later thatnight she was murdered. Ergo,' he mumbled, 'it's possible the motive is to befound in the phone calls.'
'We'veestablished that she had a strained relationship with Bj�rn Gerhardsen,'Fr�lich said. 'We know that Annabeth s must have hated her, that Katrinecouldn't choose between Ole Eidesen and Henning Kramer, and that she was hidingfrom her past while trying to clear up a period in her very earliest past � sheowed ten thousand kroner to a violent pimp. We've established that on the daybefore the murder she visited the social worker who knew about her adoption.'
'Thelast one,' Gunnarstranda smiled. 'It means Katrine knew who she was. She didn'ttell Ole Eidesen. Why not? Because she hasn't come to terms with the matteryet. She knows the name of her biological mother and she has had a shock. Thecircumstances around the adoption must have struck deep. Remember she hadfar-fetched fantasies about her biological parents dying in plane crashes andall that sort of thing. Now she has discovered the actual truth. What does shedo then?'
'Soyou think the phone calls prove she was continuing to dig up her past?'
'Notnecessarily. She may have simply revealed the news to some other person.Although she may also have rung someone who was in the know.'
'Buthow does that help us?'
'Weknow she made four or five calls, at least.'
'Andwe would never get a warrant to check the telephone line. Wait a minute,' Fr�lichsaid, excited. 'Gerhardsen,' he went on. 'Gerhardsen has money. He's loaded.Katrine might have called him to ask for a favour. She needed money to pay offSkau. Wow, this is a straight business deal for the two of them. Both Katrineand Gerhardsen have been in this situation before. She asked him for money.That explains why he treated her like a whore at the party afterwards. Thatexplains why she was ill at the party. Suppose he had given her money andwanted repayment in kind � in the form of sexual favours?'
'Youmay be right. But why would he throttle her?'
Fr�lichconsidered the options. 'Because she didn't want to play along,' he concluded.'And Gerhardsen doesn't have an alibi. He claims he went to Smuget, but no onehas corroborated that, neither those who went with him nor the other two in thetaxi. Neither Ole Eidesen nor Merethe Fossum remembers him entering. Neither ofthem can remember having seen the guy inside. But Katrine and Henning must havebeen five hundred metres away from his taxi outside Smuget. My God, his car inMunkedamsveien, everything fits. He has to cross the City Hall square to fetchthe car. If he had gone for it right after the taxi dropped them off he wouldhave seen Katrine and Henning. They were putting on their show on the wharf.'
Gunnarstrandaregarded his younger colleague with a smile. 'You'd like to bang up Gerhardsen,wouldn't you.'
'Naturally.'
'Haveyou got something against him?'
'Allthe same, it's worth bringing him in for questioning again,' Fr�lichsaid.
Theywere interrupted by the telephone, and Gunnarstranda's face split into a hugesmile after delivering his arrogant one-liner.
Hecoughed. 'Of course I remember you,' he said, standing up and fidgeting.
Fr�lichstood up as well.
'Justa moment,' Gunnarstranda said, holding his hand over the mouthpiece of thereceiver. 'Yes, Fr�lich?'
Thereserved expression caused his colleague to burst into a grin. 'A woman, isit?' He beamed.
Gunnarstranda,unmoved, coughed. 'What's the matter, Fr�lich?' he repeated inunapproachable mode.
Fr�lichwas already by the door. 'Should Gerhardsen be arrested or just brought in forquestioning?' he asked in a formal tone.
Theinspector gave an impatient shrug and turned away. As soon as he concentratedon the telephone the features of his lean face softened. He sat down andlistened with a big smile on his lips. 'And that,' he said with sympathy, 'that'susually a fertilizer problem�'

Chapter Forty-Two

A Sucker

Hedrove in the vague direction of the city centre. He needed to find amulti-storey car park. It wasn't so important where he put the car. The mainthing was that the place should be anonymous. A place where he would be given areceipt. It was at such moments, when there was no doubt about what had to bedone, that all the tiny events put together acquired new meaning � that tinyevents became a comprehensible whole. In a way he was back at square one;finally he was where he should have begun. Of course this was a weakness on hispart � not starting at the beginning. However, perhaps it is humanity'sgreatest weakness: a tendency to walk around the target until there is no wayback. It's always like that: it isn't until you stand by the quarry that youcan see the shortest route � it's only then you know where you should havestarted.
Hegrinned. He knew where he should have started. After so much trouble he nowknew. Because of the most common weakness in existence: not facing up to thereal truth. You shrink from seeing small signs and signals of the illness untilthese same symptoms have grown so large that the illness keeping the symptomsalive can no longer be denied.
Inall these years there had only been one real threat. He had accepted thethreat. Not because he was stupid, not because he was weak, but because he hadallowed himself to be duped by the symptoms when the malignant tumour began to stir.
Butwas it in vain?
Nothingis in vain. He turned the car radio up louder. It was the wrong question.That's why nothing is in vain. The car radio began to hiss as he drove down thehills in Fjellinjen. Cars whizzed by on both sides, young people racing bywithout knowing what it was they were racing after. Urban traffic is a study inimpatience. He slowed down and turned off before he was through the tunnel andreappeared in daylight just before Filipstad. He turned right and drove slowlyinto the entrance of the multi-storey car park. The crackling in the speakersdisturbed his thinking. He had to switch off the radio. The bends led himgently downwards. Nothing is in vain. It is the endeavour and the exertion thatafford insight, that reveal the truth. The others did not die in vain.
Theyhad helped him to point out the real tumour. When the tumour can no longer beconcealed there is only one solution: you get rid of it. He left the spiralramp and drove into the parking area. Out of the darkness; into the darkness.

Thesun was baking the policeman's back as he closed the wrought-iron gate behindhim and slowly made his way up the garden path alongside a beautiful row ofweigela plants whose bell-like flowers were coming to an end now. He stoppedand took a spray of fragile, wax-like bells that were still in blossom. Hecould sense his dread. While he was standing there he heard the rustle of anewspaper from somewhere behind the hedge. So someone was at home. He movedaway and walked the last few metres to the broad front door and rang the bell.Not a sound could be heard from inside. Either the bell didn't work or theydidn't hear, he thought, and he raised his hand to ring again. At that momentthe door opened a crack.
'Gunnarstranda?'Sigrid Haugom said in surprise. 'What brings you here this time?'
Theinspector put both hands in his jacket pockets and tried to formulate an answerin his head. 'A sucker,' he said after a pause.
SigridHaugom opened the door wide and led the way. She was wearing a flowery dress.It looked as though she had just put it on. As if to underline the correctnessof his assumption she stopped in front of a mirror and smoothed a few kinksover her bosom. 'Is that what you think?' she asked.
'Aboutwhat?'
Sheglanced over her shoulder. 'That Katrine was a sucker?'
'Iwas thinking of a different kind of sucker,' the policeman said without furtherexplanation, glancing to the left as he passed a veranda door. There was a sunlounger on the terrace, an open newspaper on the lounger, a pile of newspapersacross the floor and a half-eaten apple on a plate beside the newspapers.
Shesat down where she had done the previous time, by the oval table with her legstucked underneath her on the sofa. Gunnarstranda walked over to the window andlooked out at the sun bed. 'Have I disturbed you?' he asked, taking hold of thepot with the bonsai tree on the window sill.
'I'moff sick,' she said.
'Anythingserious?'
'Justexhaustion.'
'Hasit anything to do with the murder � Katrine?'
'It'sa contributory factor.'
'Youwere good� I mean� you were close, weren't you?'
'That'sputting it mildly, yes.'
Thepoliceman was still holding the pot as he turned to her. 'This tree's dying,'he stated.
'Ifyou've got green fingers,' Sigrid Haugom sighed, 'perhaps you can save it forme.'
'Abonsai tree,' Gunnarstranda said, lifting the pot. 'A Japanese work of art. Itcan't have been cheap.'
'Itwas a present,' the woman on the sofa said. 'I never ask what presents cost.'
'Iwould guess it's more than a hundred years old,' the policeman surmised. 'Treeslike this one can grow to be five hundred years old, I've heard. I've seen afew and this one seems to be very, very old.'
'Weall have to die some time,' Sigrid Haugom said in a soft voice, breathing indeep. 'I apologize, but I can't get Katrine out of my head. I try, but I can'tdo it.'
'Imagineif this tree was really old,' Gunnarstranda said, humbled. 'Imagine it was twohundred years old. If so, it would have been tended by six, seven, maybe eightgenerations of gardeners.'
'Fantastic,'Sigrid said, uninterested.
Thepoliceman shrank back. 'Seven generations of gardening knowledge,' he saidbitterly. 'Two hundred years of care, right from the French Revolution untiltoday, a plant which as a result of careful nursing has managed to outliveMontesquieu, Napoleon, George Washington, Wedel Jarlsberg, BjornstjerneBjornson, Mussolini and Chairman Mao.' He put the plant back with a bang andsaid with emphasis: 'Until you were given it as a present and let it dry out onthe window sill!'
SigridHaugom looked at him in silence with raised eyebrows.
'Isaw the tree last time I was here,' the policeman said, crossing the floor andtaking a seat opposite her on the sofa. 'It was the one thing in this housethat didn't fit. The only unexpected artefact in this museum of lamps, signedby Louis Comfort Tiffany in person I have no doubt, of antiques, of Swissbells, old tables and Italian designer sofas. The rug on the floor over there,from my knowledge of rugs, I would guess was woven by Kashmiri children. Inoticed the cups you served the coffee in were made of Meissner china.' Hepointed to the left. 'Even down to the charming hammer shaft you or yourhusband placed next to the stove as an adornment. But in this conglomerate massof undefined taste and aspiring snobbery neither you nor your husband is capableof keeping an eye on what is happening on the window sill.'
'Isuppose not,' Sigrid Haugom said gently, perplexed by the policeman's outburst.'But then by a happy chance you have an eye for this kind of thing.'
'Thesight of that poor tree in the dried-out pot told me all I needed to know aboutyour character.'
'Ohyes?' Sigrid's voice had assumed a sharp edge of patrician arrogance.
'Thesucker that has brought me here today grows in the garden of a nursing home. Asucker on an otherwise very attractive ornamental rose, a sucker that resemblesa pale green spear planted in the ground in the middle of the lawn. Am I makingmyself clear?'
'Loudand clear,' Sigrid said with a dry voice, 'but I have no idea what you aretalking about.'
Gunnarstrandasmiled and stretched out his legs. He said, 'Isn't it the Chinese who have anexpression for everything?'
'Boundto be.'
'TheChinese would, I assume, have said something like: Though your eyes may haverested on the rose sucker you were unable to see.'
'As Isaid, I have no idea what you're talking about.'
'Imay not be that sure myself. The only thing I want is some answers to onequestion.'
'ThenI think you should ask it,' Sigrid said with a sigh.
'OnFriday, ten days or so ago, Katrine Bratterud called on a flat inUranienborgveien,' Gunnarstranda said. 'The flat is owned by a pensioner calledStamnes. In his time this man worked for child welfare. Once he had beenemployed by Nedre Eiker council where he handled casework including, amongstother things, the relocation of children. The reason Katrine visited him wasthat Stamnes knew details about her own adoption case more than twenty yearsago. Does that ring a bell, fru Haugom?'
'Hardly,'she said in a chilly tone.
'ThisStamnes still felt constrained by professional vows of client confidentiality,but in the end yielded to Katrine's questioning. The likelihood that he wouldbe able to help her was minimal. There were far too many relocations for that. However,he did remember her case. The reason he remembered hers in particular was thatit was connected with the very tragic circumstances that necessitated adoption.The child's mother had been strangled by an unknown assailant and the child'sfather was an absent sailor who was neither married to the child's mother norconsidered himself in a position to take care of the child. The little girl Wastherefore referred and given up for adoption. Stamnes told Katrine this. Hecouldn't remember the name of her father, just the name of her mother becauseit was all over the newspapers for ages at the time: Helene Lockert.'
Thepoliceman paused. In the silence that followed all that could be heard in theroom was the ticking of the antique clock.
'Katrinewas in a very special situation that night,' the policeman said in a low voice.'She was on the trail of her past, of where she belonged, where she came from.She was on the trail of understanding why she and the world were not inharmony. And what do you do in a situation like that? What is the logical thingto do or, perhaps better: What does it feel right to do? Would you tryto trace your father or your mother's family? I have no idea what Katrinewanted to do first, but I know she was doing something.
'Laterthat evening Katrine and Ole Eidesen met outside Saga cinema to see an actionfilm. This was to Ole's taste, but he told us Katrine was noticeably distantand unapproachable all evening. The day after, she went to work. Still shehadn't said anything to Ole about her big news. Why not? I wondered. I don'tknow the answer, but I think it was because Katrine had a lot to think about, aflood of thoughts swirling through her brain. One of the thoughts that botheredher was that she had bought information about Stamnes off an ex-boyfriend. Thisman, Raymond Skau, claims Katrine owed him ten thousand kroner in cash for theinformation. She didn't have the money. She still owed him ten thousand kronerand the money should have been paid the day before. I don't know what concernedher most: her biological mother's tragic fate or the sum of money she didn'thave. What we do know for certain is that at one o'clock Raymond Skau enteredher workplace to demand payment. She said, quite truthfully, that she couldn'tpay, which caused him to become violent and threaten her. He left the shopshortly afterwards. What we now know is that Katrine left at two o'clock andwent back to her flat where Ole Eidesen was waiting for her. He has since toldus she was still unapproachable and irritable. She wanted to be alone and spenthours in the bathroom. Until five or six in the afternoon. Then she rangaround. She made several calls, here too.'
'That'sno secret,' Sigrid said. 'I told you she rang, didn't I? She told me about thisman who attacked her.'
'Iremember,' Gunnarstranda said. 'But you didn't tell me about the wholeconversation, did you?
HeleneLockert had been about to get married,' he continued, 'but she never got thatfar. The man she was to marry is still alive. His name is Reidar Bueng and helives in the nursing home with the garden where a rose-sucker has shot out ofthe ground. I met him there and we had a chat.'
Gunnarstrandacoughed, once, and then again. He was hoping for a reaction to his longmonologue, but was disappointed. Sigrid Haugom watched him with large eyes, buta gaze that was turned inwards.
'I'vebecome acquainted with�' Gunnarstranda paused, searched for words and coughedagain. 'By chance I know the assistant matron at this place,' he continued.'What she told me on the phone today is my small question to you, fru Haugom.'
SigridHaugom sat on the sofa, silent and distant.
Gunnarstrandalooked straight into her eyes. 'I am wondering about the following: Why did youspend a total of one hour with Bueng at this home the day after KatrineBratterud was murdered?'

Chapter Forty-Three

The Messenger

Hepursed his mouth and whistled as he bounced across Egertorget. He avoided twoJapanese tourists; they were each holding a map and looking into the air�four little, three little, two little Indians. One little Indian boy.
Itwould be like visiting a sick patient. A quick, effective visit, the waydoctors did in the old days. One little Indian boy. The arm with the attach�case swung to and fro. He followed the stream of people down Karl Johans gate.A thin man with a harrowed face and long, black hair hobbled towards him with abent back. An angel in disguise, he thought, with a cold smile. Tointercede.
Helaughed aloud at the beggar's pestering for coins. What an angel! He ignoredthe remark the beggar shouted after him. He didn't hear the words. If there wasone thing in this world that was of no consequence it was the junkie, hethought. The ones I loathe most are the down-and-outs.
Onesmall fix! The kind of fix that makes down- and-outs like him spread theirheavenly angel wings when he shoots up an overdose in his stupid, hedonisticdesire for self-extinction.
Hecrossed Skippergata on red, and with his head held high walked straight acrossFred Olsens gate to the station square. He ignored the hooting from the taxithat roared up behind him, then veered left and raced into the taxi rank. Oneman among many. Anonymous in the summer heat.

'Youalready know the answer, I assume,' Sigrid said. 'Otherwise you wouldn't haveasked. In fact, I have thought about you a little, about the kind of person youare. You're the kind who tries to hide your real personality. You camouflageyourself and play the part of a fool with transparent vanity. The comb-over ofyours that you arrange with such care, I suppose so that others, and particularlywomen, will feel sorry for you � nothing is as pitiful as transparent vanity.But I can see through your facade. You're an ordinary man, do you know that?No, you're not even that. You're an underdeveloped little pleb, a man riddledwith complexes.
Youcome here and you already know the answer to your question. Yet you dragyourself up here just for the pleasure of asking the question, to enjoy thesound of the question in your own ears. You are a conceited little worm. Do youknow that?'
InspectorGunnarstranda did not say a word in the subsequent long silence. He looked deepinto the eyes of the woman on the other side of the table. There was a moistgleam in his eyes. However, Sigrid's cheeks burned red with anger.
Shewas the first to place her feet on the floor and break the silent battlebetween them. 'You remind me of a little boy with his chemistry set,' she said.'You're so damned pleased with yourself. The only thing that means anything toyou is to triumph, to show me that you know. But shall I tell you a secret? Thesecret is that you know nothing. You don't have a clue. You haven't theslightest concept of what is important, of what anything means.'
Thepoliceman, who had been sitting there the whole time, unmoved, didn't stir now,either. His moist eyes remained focused on hers until she looked away. 'Youdon't need to look at me like that. It's pathetic. You know nothing, nothing ofany significance. Nothing!'
'Didyou say that to Helene Lockert, too?' Gunnarstranda asked in a brittle voice.
SigridHaugom gave a contemptuous chuckle. 'I was waiting for that,' she said,twisting her mouth into an ugly sneer and mimicking him: Did you say that to�no, fancy that, I didn't.'
'Therewere no suitable words, I suppose?'
'Howthe hell can words help at such a time?'
'Soyou strangled her instead?'
'Saveyour breath, Gunnarstranda.'
'Youstrangled her,' the policeman repeated stubbornly.
'Yes,I did,' Sigrid admitted in a testy voice. 'Do you feel better now? Do you feela perverse potency when you hear such an admission?'
'Katrine,'Gunnarstranda said in a hoarse voice. 'Did she see her mother being strangled?'
Sigridfell silent. Her face, the part around her mouth, froze in a distorted, pensivegrimace. The silence in the room was numbing. All of a sudden she stood up. 'Ican't take this silence,' she said quickly and went over to the window whereshe clung on to the sill with one hand. She held the other to her temple. 'Ihave a headache. You'd better go. This headache will be the death of me.'
Gunnarstrandaturned in his chair and observed her. 'Did she see you doing it?' he repeatedin a low voice.
'Idon't know,' she said. 'I just do not know.'
'Whydid you never ask her?'
'Howcould I?' Sigrid put her other hand to her face. 'I mean it. I get headaches. Ican't have visitors here when I have a migraine,' she sighed.
'Youmean Katrine was killed before you managed to ask her what she knew?'
'Gunnarstranda.Will you, please, go now.'
Thepoliceman rose to his feet, breathed in and reluctantly crossed the parquetfloor. He stood behind her. The sun was roasting outside. The June sun thatbaked the intermittent rain into the ground, creating fertile conditions for growth.Everything green would grow skywards in June, become strong enough to masterflowering, seed setting and ripening through the summer and autumn. Beside thesun lounger, the newspapers and sunglasses on the terrace lay the remains of anold flower bed in which wheat grass and goutweed had taken over and colonizedthe whole area with fearsome energy and vitality. A few poor overwintering wildpansies hung their pale heads in the wilderness. The life-giving sun penetratedthe living-room window and cast a bright yellow rectangle across the woodenfloor and a small corner on the rug where she was standing. The same sunlightcreated a faint image on the window pane. It was an almost colourless image ofthe room they were in, the tables, the chairs, the clock on the wall and twofigures. Gunnarstranda concentrated on the contours of the woman in front ofhim in the glass. She was standing with her eyes shut tight. Her skin wasstretched taut across her forehead and the fingers holding her head were like thewhite veins of translucent leaves.
'Whywere you never questioned by the police regarding the murder of HeleneLockert?' he asked.
Sigridgave a start. 'Are you still here? Didn't I ask you to go?'
'Whyis your name not in the interview reports?' the policeman repeated afterclearing his throat.
Sigridstood on the same spot without moving.
'Thatmust have been a shock,' Gunnarstranda said, stepping closer to her back.'Meeting her daughter again after all these years. Perhaps it was fate. Haveyou wondered about that? Sometimes things do have a meaning.'
'Whatare you talking about?'
Gunnarstrandadrew in his breath and tried to see if there were any changes in the face whoseflat contrasts he could just make out in the reflection of the glass.
'Mywife died of cancer a number of years ago,' he said with a cough. 'All her lifeshe had had one single dream. I mean a real, a genuine dream.' He paused.
'Yes?'Sigrid said at length, either impatient or genuinely interested.
Gunnarstrandahad to clear his throat again. 'Before she died she was given the chance toexperience the dream. But she was not the one to make it happen. She couldn't,she was too ill. She didn't know the dream was reality until it happened.'
'I didn'tdream about meeting Helene's daughter again.'
'Butit happened,' the policeman said. 'Perhaps it was meant to happen.'
'Ifit was�' Sigrid spun round. 'Why should she be killed? Can you tell me that?Was that meant to be as well?'
'Idon't know,' the policeman said, looking into her eyes. 'I have no idea. Butthe important thing is that you met, that you had the chance to love her.'
Sigridlooked away. 'You may be right,' she said. 'But that will never be enough.' Shepaused. 'I thought that, too,' she continued at last. 'Katrine� when I firstsaw her in Vinterhagen after all these years� it was as though Helene wasstanding there. I knew she had to be Helenas daughter from the very firstmoment.' Sigrid raised a faint, dreamy smile. 'The same wonderful blonde hair,'she whispered. 'Helene's mouth, her body, her voice. I instantly knew who shewas, and I did wonder in fact if she and I were meant� But why should she bekilled?'
Sigrid'sfacial expression was genuinely questioning.
'Whywere you never interviewed for the murder of Helene?' the policeman repeatedwithout the slightest intention of capitulating.
'Idon't know,' she said, drained. 'Maybe Reidar never said anything about me.'
'ReidarBueng? He mentioned your name. There must have been some other reason Kriposcrossed you off their list.'
'Iwas in Scotland. In Edinburgh.'
'InScotland?'
'Officially.'
Gunnarstrandasmiled with curiosity. 'Tell me more,' he said.
'Atlast something you didn't know. I'm a qualified engineer, a chemical engineer.'
'Ithought you were a qualified social worker.'
'That,too. But I took chemistry at university in Edinburgh after my school-leavingexams. Engineering courses were the thing at that time.
UnfortunatelyI didn't go into a job straight afterwards. When I was about to do so, afterbeing a housewife for almost twenty years, my subject had changed and I hadn'tkept up. So I tried a different job. One that was about giving, repairing. Willyou promise to go if I tell you what happened'
Gunnarstrandasent her an old-fashioned look.
'Alwaystrue to yourself, eh. Upright. Promise nothing. The apostle for the ordinaryman.' Her �smile was bitter. 'I went home on a stand-by ticket. It was supposedto be a surprise. In fact it is quite a banal story. I went straight toReidar's place. I wanted to surprise him and thought there would be no one athome. But there was. In the bedroom. He was underneath her. My best friend. Doyou think that's stimulating? Men can find that kind of thing stimulating. Ithought it was loathsome. I could hear the noises arid stood there like anintruder watching while she� do you understand? With my boyfriend. There's notmuch more to say.'
'Didyou go into the room? To the two of them?'
'Areyou mad? No. I went to her place. I waited for her. I knew she wouldn't belong. After all, she'd left her child in the playpen while she�'
'Soyou just waited for her?'
'Yes.'
'Why?'
'BecauseI wanted her dead, of course.'
'Couldn'tthat have been avoided? Her dying?'
'Idon't know� maybe if I'd been different, with a different view on� on things.'
'Didyou talk?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Butwhy did you kill her?'
'Becauseshe was my best friend.'
'Yes�?'
'Mybest friend. Don't you understand?' Sigrid gave a tired smile. 'Of course youdon't understand. I don't have much of a defence. I know myself�'
'Whendid you leave the dead woman?'
'Whenshe was quite still. She didn't make a sound. She had screamed out all thesound she possessed with him. And that made me furious that she had no soundleft for me.'
'Andthen what did you do?'
'Wentback to Scotland. The same day. On stand-by.'
'Younever heard anything from the police?'
'Never.'
'Sono one knew you were in the country?'
'Noone.'
'DidKatrine know any of this?'
'No,'Sigrid said.
'Butshe rang you and told you she had found the name of her mother. That was whatshe actually told you in that call on the Saturday, wasn't it?'
Sigridgave a heavy nod.
'Wasit she who told you that Bueng was living at the nursing home?'
Sigridshook her head. 'No, Katrine knew nothing about Reidar Bueng. She knew nothingabout me. It was a shock. It was a terrible conversation. I thought I wouldhave a heart attack when she told me what she had discovered. I knew whereReidar was. I've known where he is every single day since the day it happened.'
'Whatdid you want from him? When you met him at the home the day after Katrinerang?'
'Iwanted to be sure Reidar didn't tell her about me, I mean the relationshipbetween Helene and me. I knew it was only a question of time before Katrinewould find him. If she found her way to Reidar, sooner or later my name wouldcrop up. It would be catastrophic for us both. I had to talk to Reidar first. Ihad to make sure he said nothing to Katrine about me.'
'Doyou think Bueng knew you killed Helene?'
'Ofcourse.'
'Buthe never gave you away?'
'Never.'
'Hedidn't say anything to me, either. Do you still love Reidar Bueng?'
Shelaughed the same chilling laugh and sneered again. 'Do you still love him,'she mimicked with a biting tone. 'You ridiculous starched hypocrite.' Sheclenched her fists. 'What are you actually asking? What the hell do you mean bythat question? Are you wondering whether I miss being with an old man who cannotwalk unaided? Whether I miss physical contact with this man?'
'I'mwondering whether you love him,' the policemen repeated as unshakable asbefore.
Theystood eyeing each other until she said: 'What does it matter? I've destroyed mylife. I've lived half my life with a person who regards love as a muscularactivity, like an exchange of body fluids.'
Shegazed at the ceiling and gave a deep sigh. 'You know, I have no idea whether Iloved Reidar or not. I haven't a clue. I have no illusions about love anylonger. But I think I used to believe in it, at that time. It felt like beingdown for the count� did you, in your younger days, drink too much or were youso ill that you wished you were dead just to escape? That's how it was. But ahangover is soon over. Intoxication passes. In those days nothing just passed.I could go for long walks in the evening until I found a deserted place where Icould stick pins or needles in myself and scream in an attempt to escape theplight that was mine� that was love. But now? I have no idea any more. I don'tknow what has any meaning. But if there is a worst part to all of this, it isnot being able to remember that side of myself I used to regard as my mostprecious.' Sigrid clenched her teeth and hissed with spittle in both corners ofher mouth. 'The only thing that never fades, the only truth left is that Ihated Helene!'
'Asmuch today as then?'
'Thereyou go again,' she sighed, exhaling with her eyes closed. 'Sometimes, yes. As arule, no.'
'It won'twork,' Gunnarstranda said out of the blue.
'Whatwon't work?'
'Youwon't be able to pass your resentment and bitterness on to dead Helene.'
'Whatdo you mean?'
'Ithink your hatred and bitterness are reserved for another person.'
Sigridshook her head slowly.
'You'vetold this story before, haven't you, Sigrid?'
Sigrideyed him, on her guard. 'Why are we on such intimate terms all of a sudden?What do you want now?' she asked, but quickly closed her mouth again as ifanxious not to say too much.
'Iknow who killed Katrine,' the policeman said in a quiet voice. 'And so do you.'
Thesun shone on her silver-grey hair. 'I have no idea what you are talking about.Apart from that, my head hurts. You'd better go.'
'Katrinerang you that Saturday,' Gunnarstranda said, taking a step closer. 'She toldyou about Stamnes. She told you about her mother's true identity and aboutRaymond Skau, who had turned up at her workplace demanding money. I appreciateit must have been a shock, but you should never have told anyone else. When youtold him you signed her death warrant. You knew that, didn't you.'
Sigridhad closed her eyes. 'I didn't know. I went to see Reidar on Sunday to preparehim for Katrine. It would never have occurred to me that she was dead.'
'Butyou must have known.'
'You'reevil,' she said, and then repeated, 'You are evil.'
'Youwent to see Bueng even though you knew she was dead.'
Sigridsaid nothing.
'Hemay have killed Katrine to protect you. I'm sure he thinks he acted out ofchivalry. Nevertheless, that's no bloody good. You know as well as I do he didit.'
'SupposeI did know,' she said with bitterness. 'So what? Can it be undone? Will regretmake any difference? As for these ridiculous claims that he wanted to protectme� ha!' Her laugh was harsh and she bore down on the policeman with narrowedeyes. 'Hasn't it occurred to you that he wanted to protect himself?'
Hestood looking at her for a few seconds. At last he took a deep breath and tooktwo steps forward. She turned her head and looked at him as though she wasactually surprised he had the effrontery to be in her house still. 'Imagine,'she said, twisting her mouth into a sneer of contempt. 'Imagine. The truth hadnot even dawned on you.'
'SigridHaugom,' said Police Inspector Gunnarstranda. 'I am arresting you for themurder of Helene Lockert. Would you please come with me of your own free will?'

Chapter Forty-Four

Painful

Thetram was jam-packed with people. There was not a seat to be had anywhere.People stood cheek by jowl in front of the doors and in the central aisle. Hewas squeezed up against a woman clinging to a strap hanging from the ceiling.She was wearing only a red singlet over her upper body. The hair under her armwas curly and moist with sweat. He looked at her. She had painted anunattractive yellow stripe under her eyes. Her hair was dyed blonde withdarkened roots revealing the original colour. Every time the tram went around abend he looked down between her neck and her blouse, into a gap revealing twosmall breasts with long engorged nipples. The sight made him think of the othergirl and how the jerking of her body had become weaker and weaker, like a fishat the bottom of a boat. And then he was there again with one knee pressed intothe damp grass and his other foot slightly stretched as her young body heavedits last.
Anoise. He was startled by the look he received from the woman with dyed hair.The noise must have come from him. He cleared his throat and looked away toprevent anyone remembering him.
Itwas as hot outside as inside. In fact it was hotter, but not so clammy; the airwasn't as bad. Standing on the pavement as the tram passed he felt the woman'sgaze through the window. It met his own. It was for these reasons you had toplan, by getting off the tram two stops too early, for example.
Theproblem with the sun was that people would be outside in the wonderful weather.But the heat made this less likely. Most old people go into the shade when thesun is too strong. The first time he passed by he tried to gain someperspective of what was going on in the lobby. It seemed quite still. He passedone crossroads, then another, felt his breathing accelerate. There was a kindof restless, tingling sensation in his arms. He stopped and raised his handwith his fingers outstretched. Not a tremble. Being tense is one thing. It's agood sign to be tense. Composure was in the offing, half an hour away. This wasperhaps the simplest operation so far. But at the same time it was the mostdifficult. It was the first time that he had known inside himself for certain -the first time he had felt it in his body like a feeling of hunger � that theoutcome would be death.
Hetook a left at the next crossroads and walked to the next street. Here he wentleft again, on his way back to the nursing home.

SigridHaugom walked with quick steps through the door to the left. Gunnarstrandafollowed her. They crossed a kind of dining room, in traditional Norwegianstyle, with a buffet along the wall and in the middle of the floor a diningtable with a scoured surface surrounded by eight chairs. She stopped by thenext door and turned as if to ensure that she had heard correctly. 'Are youfollowing me?' Gunnarstranda nodded. 'I see,' she said, and continued down ashorter corridor and headed towards a staircase leading up to the first floor.Halfway up the stairs she stopped again. On the white wall above her head hunga modern painting with striking blue and yellow colours, a sky. 'He definitelydid not do it for my sake,' she said, looking down at the policeman through thestaircase railing. 'He is only interested in himself and his own needs.'
'Doyou think he raped her?'
'Him?'She snorted. 'He would never do anything so banal. No. His actions are imbuedwith one single purpose: to avoid the scandal a potential court case against mecould produce.'
Gunnarstranda:'Scandal? What scandal? Your husband wouldn't be involved in any case againstyou, would he?'
Sheassumed a patronizing smile. 'You misunderstand, Mr Smart Guy. He's notfrightened of what I did to Helene. The only thing he's frightened of is theconsequences of his own actions. He's afraid of what I would say about him andhis abuse of me for half of my life.'
Shetossed her head in despair at the policeman's expression. 'Has it finally gotthrough to you? Erik is not the man people think he is. Erik is an animal.'
Gunnarstrandapulled a sceptical face at her choice of words. As she took a step down he tooka step up. She grabbed the handrail. 'Scoff at me,' she whispered. 'Laugh atme. Don't try to think what it's like to lie naked on a bed, bound hand andfoot, while your child is in the adjacent room, night after night. Don't try toimagine what it's like to serve a person night and day who finds hissatisfaction in your pain � and to dress up afterwards to be your tormentor'scompanion at a dinner in some snobbish club, forced to choose clothes thatconceal swellings and bruises, to smile and whisper sweet nothings in this sameman's ear not to attract attention, but to maintain his noble facade. Youcan't, can you? Your imagination doesn't stretch that far. Imagine what it'slike to have to grovel to a man like this just because once you were stupidenough to tell him about the greatest error in your life � that one act.'
'Whydidn't you move out?'
'Howcan you ask!'
Gunnarstrandaflung out his arms. 'Did he threaten to expose you? Did he threaten to go tothe police with what he knew about the murder of Helene Lockert?'
'You'regetting there, you clever little policeman.'
'Doyou mean to say he killed that poor girl to�' Gunnarstranda searched forwords.'� To keep the lid on the secret?'
'Hekilled Katrine so that no one would know who killed her mother. If everyoneknew who killed Helene, he wouldn't have had a hold over me any longer. Hecould not have stopped me talking about what he has done to me.'
'Helpme to catch him,' urged the police inspector.
Sheshook her head. 'You won't coax me into doing anything,' she said quietly.'Let's be honest with each other now, Gunnarstranda. As far as evidence goes,you haven't got a leg to stand on.'
'That'strue,' the policeman agreed. 'I have no evidence. Unless you help me.'
Shelaughed. 'Heavens above! Why would I help you?'
Gunnarstrandapaused. Sigrid Haugom regarded him with a contemptuous glare.
'Becausethis cannot go on,' the detective replied at length.
Shelaughed again. A cold, harsh laugh. 'Can it not go on?' She mimicked him with apursed mouth: 'Cannot go on!' She took another step down the stairs. 'Haveyou considered,' she spat, 'that I've been living with blood on my hands formore than twenty years? Have you considered that what I have dreamt about fortwenty years has been realized? Finally I know something and I have a hold overhim! Finally, finally, finally, I am the one with the power!'
'Butis that really what you want?'
'There'snothing in this world I want more!' Sigrid shouted.
Thepoliceman observed her standing on the stairs, bent forwards, panting, her hairdishevelled, her face, in which hatred and fury had formed deep furrows, bare.A frothing drop of saliva bubbled on her lower lip. 'Then do it for someoneelse instead,' he pleaded. 'Do it for her sake* Look upon it as a chance tomake amends. That was what you dreamt about, wasn't it? Making amends toKatrine?'
Shetook a deep breath as though to restrain another outburst. She stood there withher eyes closed until she made up her mind and signalled her decision with ashake of the head.
'OK,no,' he said. 'But you'll have to come with me all the same.'
Whenshe did at last open her eyes they were shiny with tears. 'The case against meis time-sensitive,' she said, spinning round and continuing up the stairs withthe policeman in tow.
'We'llsee,' Gunnarstranda said to her back. 'Fortunately it is not my job todetermine whether the case against Helene Lockert's murderer is covered by thestatute of limitations or not.'
Shecame to a sudden halt.
Gunnarstrandacontinued speaking. 'I'm a policeman, not a judge. But I hope you won't resistarrest. It would just be embarrassing for us both.' He gave a wry smile.
'No,of course not,' she said, bewildered, running her hands down her dress asthough wiping off something unpleasant. 'We are both adults.' She grabbed adoor handle. 'I must change my clothes. What was it you wanted me to do?'
'Justring him and tell him you were there, at the nursing home on Sunday.'
'Tellhim I was with Reidar, that I visited him?'
'Yes.'
'Nothingelse?'
Thepoliceman coughed when he peered up at her now smiling face. 'What is it?'
'I'vealready done it,' she said. 'Funny.'
'You'vetold him? When?' Gunnarstranda's lean figure jerked. He ran over to her. Hissensitive lips were trembling. 'No more bluffing. When did you tell him?'
'Earlythis morning.'
'You'relying.'
Sheshook her head. 'I've been lying to myself too much to do it any more.'
'Butwhy today of all days?'
'Becausetoday I�' She breathed in and closed her eyes again.'� Today� when I woke up�'She paused.
'Whatabout today?' Gunnarstranda was staring at her. 'What do you mean?'
Witha distant smile, she said: 'What makes you think you would understand me if Iwere to answer that question honestly?'
Thepoliceman had his mobile out. He watched her with a concerned frown on hisforehead, then turned away from her with the phone against his ear. 'Don't goanywhere,' he said in a low voice while impatiently waiting for an answer from Fr�lich.And added in an even lower voice, 'Surely you must understand what an insanething to do it was to tell him you'd visited Bueng?'
'Idon't understand anything any more.'
'Ihope it's not too late,' Gunnarstranda said and swore. 'Where do you keep yourtoothbrush and toiletries? In the bathroom? Well, go and get them.'
Hefollowed her down the corridor with the mobile to his ear. He trailed her everystep. Something told him this woman should not be left alone for a singlesecond.

Chapter Forty-Five

The Telephone Call

Ayoung man with an oversized head, big hair and a strangely frail body squeezedinto a blue suit rounded the corner for the third time and looked at Frank Fr�lich,who jumped to his feet in his eagerness. 'Is Gerhardsen in or not?' Fr�lichasked, annoyed. He had been sitting and waiting for an audience for threequarters of an hour. The young man had protruding eyes and a swollen red pimpleon his cheek.
'He'sin a meeting,' came the answer. The young man didn't move.
'Didyou tell him I was waiting?'
Theyoung man nodded. He was wearing a dark blue shirt, which was the same colouras the wall-to- wall carpet on the floor. Around his neck he wore a brown silktie. The knot was much too loose. Young men with an irritating appearanceshould not be employed, thought Fr�lich, and, impatient, shifted hisweight from one foot to the other.
'Themeeting's going to last a long time,' the young man said with a grin.
Fr�lichthought: Men like you should be in the fields and woods. He said: 'Soyour boss thinks he can psyche me out, does he?' He went back to the chair andsat down.
Theyoung man stood there with his arms hanging down by his sides. What was itEva-Britt always said? I think men in dinner jackets can be quite sexy, butJames Bond should understand once and for all that he should not run around inthat kind of clothing. Fr�lich leaned forwards and eyed the youngman.Young men in suits shouldn't stand so erect with their arms down bytheir sides, he thought. It makes them look like standard lamps. 'Letthere be light,' he said with a smile.
Atthat moment his mobile telephone rang.

Chapter Forty-Six

Getting Warmer

Theeasy part was that the man was a patient. He looked down at his legs. Soft,light brown shoes and loose trousers. His legs were quite normal, his striderelaxed. The important thing is how it looks from the outside, not how it feelson the inside. The feeling of heaviness is sheer imagination.
Heturned left again and at an accelerated pace headed for the nursing home. Thelobby was deserted and quite still. A taxi was parked in front of the entrance.The taxi driver was waiting, so he was collecting, not delivering. He walkedpast the taxi and took the last few steps to the front entrance. As soon as heopened the door, the familiar smell hit him: the smell of old people, a pungentodour consisting of elements such as urine, dirt, dust, stale air and rottenorganic material. It smelled like an open grave. The irony of this image madehim smile. A young woman in a garish yellow sweater was sitting behind a lowglass partition arid speaking on the telephone. He went to the door and knockedpolitely against the door frame.
'ReidarBueng?' he asked, leaning against the wall.
Sheput down the receiver with a startled expression. 'I'm on placement here, so Idon't know my way around so well�'
'Astudent?' he smiled. 'Isn't there a list you can consult?'
'Yes,there is.' She put the receiver on the desk and searched through the paperwork.She was nervous she wouldn't find what she was looking for. Finally she lookedup. 'Room 104.'
'Thankyou,' he said and continued at a composed tempo down the corridor. He passedroom 104 without stopping, just a brief glance to see where he was in thecorridor. Through the windows he could see white clover flowers in the lawn. Anold man with a beret, white legs in enormous shorts and a spanner in his handwas standing over a dismantled lawnmower.
Hewent on and found a toilet further down the corridor. He entered, locked thedoor behind him and laid the briefcase on the toilet lid. At the bottom of thebriefcase, each in their own compartment, were plastic gloves, a hypodermicneedle and the serum. He put on the gloves and quickly assembled the syringe.Then he pressed down the plunger and sucked up one phial, then a second. Hereleased two drops into the toilet. Ready for use. Goodness me, hethought. Someone has been given the wrong medication today. He hid theweapon in his jacket pocket. Then he inspected the pocket in the mirror. Itlooked as it should. He put his sunglasses back on and breathed in beforeopening the toilet door and walking slowly down the corridor.
Not asoul around, neither to the left nor the right. Think about her. Feel herfury. Think how she would crush you! He proceeded without hurrying to room104. His breathing was regular: out, in, out, in; he knocked twice. Not a soundfrom inside. Time to complete the job, he thought, grasping the door handle.

'You'reworried about me,' Sigrid Haugom confirmed after they had got into the car.'You think I'm psychotic. Maybe you think I might harm myself?'
'I'monly doing my job,' Gunnarstranda said, donning his jacket, starting the engineand driving off.
'Isit part of your job to watch women sitting on the loo and having a pee?'
'Ididn't watch you. It's my job to stay on the heels of arrestees. You are not thefirst in that regard.'
'You'rea bad liar, Gunnarstranda.'
Helooked across at her and said with a wry smile on his thin lips, 'You have toremember I've listened to lots of liars, all too many.'
'Strange,'she sighed.
'What'sstrange?'
'Thismoment.'
Shewent on: 'All the times I've tried to imagine what it would be like to bearrested. Thousands.' She glanced out of the car when he braked for a carcoming from the right. 'Talk about an anti-climax.'
'I'mbeginning to get used to it, too,' Gunnarstranda said drily.
Theyfell silent.
'Ithink�,' he began after a while.
'Areyou frightened I'll throw myself out of the car?' she interrupted.
'Ithink Henning Kramer discovered something,' Gunnarstranda persevered.
Shesighed. 'God, now you're being tiresome.'
'Ithink he discovered something your husband had missed, something which madeKramer dangerous in his eyes. I want you to think. What could Kramer havediscovered?'
Sheangled her head. 'I think that's pretty obvious, don't you?'
Gunnarstrandasent her an uneasy glance.
Shewas looking ahead with a scornful smile on her lips. 'It's staring you in theface. My God, if the rest of the police force is as stupid as you it's notsurprising I got away that time in '77. Can't you see it? How could it neverhave occurred to you!'
Gunnarstrandakept his eyes on the road and stopped to let a car through from the right.
Allof a sudden she became serious. 'It's my fault, too,' she said. 'I wanted tohelp Katrine that night at the party when she fell ill. So I rang Erik. Ithought he could drive us home. I wanted to escape and I needed to talk toKatrine face to face. Erik didn't turn up. Henning came to collect Katrine, butErik didn't turn up.'
Gunnarstrandanodded to himself. The picture was beginning to take shape.
'Iwaited for Erik at the party. When I saw Katrine leaving�'
'Yousaw her leaving?'
'Yes,I was on the veranda and saw her go out through the door, close it and walk tothe garden gate. I saw her in the light from the street lamp outside the gate.I saw her walking down the road. I thought about shouting to her, but didn't.Instead I went inside and tried to ring Erik to tell him not to pick me upafter all. He didn't answer the phone.'
'Hewas already on the way?'
Sigridignored the question. She said: 'That Monday you came to the rehab centreHenning was walking around in a trance. We talked about what had happened, allof us, about the party and about Katrine. Henning kept hassling us. We had totell him again and again what had happened that night. All the time I couldfeel Henning's eyes on me. There is only one explanation for that. Henning sawErik that night. He drove past Erik on his way up to Annabeth's at aroundmidnight. He had Erik on his tail when he drove to collect Katrine. Buteveryone knew I wasn't picked up until four in the morning. It was repeatedagain and again at the meetings on Monday morning.'
Shepaused. The policeman said nothing.
Shesmiled at him. 'I'm beginning to like you, Gunnarstranda. You know how to bequiet in the right places.' She coughed. 'Henning called us the evening afterthe funeral. He demanded to speak to Erik.'
'Whatdid they talk about?'
'Ithink Henning threatened to go to you with his suspicions and his sightings ofErik that night.' 'And your husband asked him not to,' Gunnarstranda completed.
Shelaughed a hollow laugh. 'It would never occur to him to ask anyone foranything.'
Shelooked out of the car window. 'No,' she said. 'Erik agreed to meet him so thatthey could talk it out, man to man.'

Chapter Forty-Seven

The Last Fix

ElvisPresley's low, metallic voice blared out from the radio's loudspeaker on thebedside table. But the room was empty.
Hecouldn't believe it. Couldn't believe it. Once more he went into the bathroom,into the kitchen and into the small alcove. Not a soul anywhere. He looked downat himself. A man wearing yellow gloves. They would have to come off. He peeledoff the gloves and put them in his pocket. No, that wouldn't do. He took thegloves from his pocket and deposited them in the briefcase instead. Where toget rid of them? He sat in the armchair by the window and slowly ran his eyesacross the room. He peered through the open door to the bathroom � at a dirtylaundry basket. That was where. He slipped into the bathroom and dropped thebriefcase into the half-full laundry basket.
'MaybeI didn't treat you quite as good as I should have�.' Elvis sang.
Heswitched off the radio and stood listening. Not a sound to be heard. Nomumbling, no rushing sounds in the pipes. For what must have been the hundredthtime he checked the bulge in his jacket pocket. He was ready. More than readyand no one was at home.
Itwas very strange. He hastened back to the window and looked outside. The samelawnmower he had seen through a corridor window on the lawn, abandoned. Why hadit been abandoned? Why was it so quiet?
Hewas getting hot and ran to the door. Stopped. He didn't want to go, not yet,not so close to the conclusion. There's something wrong. Best to get outnow! He grabbed the door handle. Changed his mind yet again. Locked thedoor from the inside. Reached the window in two quick strides. He took thelatch and pushed open the window. It had hinges on both sides, a window itshould be possible to tilt open. A safety catch had been added. It wasn'tpossible to open the window wide. He tried again. The window wouldn't move. Ameagre twenty centimetres of air was all the window was capable of supplying.
Theblood froze in his veins as someone was pressing the door handle behind him. Itcould not be Bueng. It was someone else. Thank God the door was locked. Helooked at the brown door � and turned back to the window. He thought: Smash thewindow. Now!
Theperson on the outside tried again. Jerked the handle downwards. Knocked.
Howthe hell were you supposed to open this window? He pushed at the frame. It gaveway on the left-hand side. There. A little bolt you had to flick up. Twoseconds later his left foot sank into a tangle of thorns. That didn't help. Therose bush snagged his leg. He was out. He closed the window behind him.Struggled out. The thorns tore at his clothes. He was sweating. But didn't stopto look around. He strode towards the gravel path dividing the lawn into tworectangles. The area was completely deserted. You should have known. Youshould have known something was wrong when it was so quiet!
Well,what had happened? A young woman in reception. That was all. And what had sheseen? A man with sunglasses asking after a patient. That was all.
Hestopped on the corner and cautiously looked around the house. A police patrolcar was parked in the drive. It was empty.
Now!he thought. Now! The car's empty. So there's only one or two of them. Acouple of second-raters answering a call. They're investigating a call someonehas made. No one is after you! Skedaddle!
Heset off towards the police car and walked past it and out. He turned left andkept walking, straight ahead. Every single muscle in his back was knotted.Every second he expected to hear a shout behind him. But nothing happened. Hewas twenty-five metres away now, forty. Five metres to the first crossroads. Heforced himself not to walk fast. One metre to go. He turned left withoutlooking behind him. He kept going, hidden now by a large block of flats. Fivemetres, ten metres. He breathed out. All was well. No one had seen anything.
Thethought of the empty police car bothered him. Why had the car appeared? Had itbeen called because of him? That was very unlikely. If the police knew anythingat all they would not have sent a single patrol car. It must have been calledout for some other reason. But why had someone yanked at the door? He tried toconsider the matter. He hadn't heard any shouting. That was a good sign. Apoliceman would have shouted if he was standing outside a locked door trying tocontact someone inside. It couldn't have been a policeman trying to get in. Sowhy had he panicked? Something must have gone wrong. But what? It wasimpossible to know. But if something had gone wrong whatproof did they have against him? Nothing. The police were tapping inthedark. The question was: Had it been a blunder to go there, to the nursinghome?No! It hadn't been a blunder. Reidar Bueng was the only connectionwith Sigrid's case. The only person who knew anything at all. The only link ofany significance.
Hestopped. He was crossing Bentse Bridge.
Justa feeling�
Heturned round. No. No one stopped, no one following. He looked down into theriver and pretended to go through his pockets, and turned round again. Nothing.Nevertheless, he was aware of a prickling sensation. On he walked, taking histime, up Bentsebruagata to Vogts gate and the tram stop. He stopped here andturned round again. Nothing to be seen, just some youth shuffling along thepavement, a young woman locking her car and an elderly lady pulling a shoppingtrolley. The tram rounded the hill to the left by Sandaker. When it finallyslid to a halt in front of him he went through one of the double doors in themiddle. He was the only person to board. He smiled, began to work his wayforward and approached the driver to pay. The tram came to a sudden standstilland he looked out, but there were no cars or pedestrians in the way. And then adoor slammed behind him. His blood froze to ice. Turn round. See who it isbefore the tram sets off!
Heslowly twisted his head to the right. Nothing. No uniforms, just peoplesitting, leaning against the steel poles, chewing gum, talking to each other inlow voices. Nothing. Searching for coins in his pocket, he noddedabsentmindedly to a bearded Sikh who had adorned his head with a dark redturban.
Hefound an unoccupied seat on the left. And went over the great fiasco in hismind. Either something had gone disastrously wrong or no damage had been done.But he had to find out which. A boy with long, black hair and a spotty face wastalking about the relationship between language and understanding. 'If you'retaking the piss, I want you to say you're taking the piss,' he said to hiscompanion, a plump girl with a lot of sub-cutaneous fat on her thighs.
Hecraned his neck round and looked back. Nothing. Nevertheless a tinglingsensation in his back. Between his shoulder blades he could feel an itch thatwas not of a physiological nature. Someone was there. There had to be. He wassweating. He rubbed his forehead with his fingers. Damp. He fought to stop himselfturning round.
Amobile telephone rang. The man who answered spoke very good English. AVietnamese-looking boy was playing some kind of game on his mobile telephone.It was hard to concentrate in these surroundings. The hardest thing of all,though, was not letting yourself turn around.
Well,what could have happened? Nothing. He glanced up. A woman was staring at him.What was she staring at? He couldn't stand it any longer. He had to turn. Hegave a start. For a few fleeting moments he thought it was her. But itwas not. Even though the woman sitting in the seat right behind him was verysimilar. The blonde passenger lowered and averted her gaze.
Hefaced the front again. He must not behave like this. He had to be calm. Undercontrol. Better go home, meditate and work out when to strike again. Healighted from the tram in Aker Brygge. Lots of passengers got off there. Lotsof casually dressed people without a care, laughing. A few boys were doing BMXtricks on a ramp. A large crane had been positioned in front of the entrance toAker Brygge. Three fit young men were offering bungee jumps.
Heslowed down, trying to be the last in the group. He soon saw how hopeless thatwas. The whole of the City Hall square was teeming with people. He stopped bythe large crane as an elderly lady was being strapped into position. She hung,dangled, over the tarmac like a cross between a slaughtered animal and AstridLindgren's Karlsson-on-the-Roof. She was really enjoying herself as she washoisted upwards.
Hetore himself away. A little boy shading his eyes as he squinted into the skyshouted: 'Grandma! Grandma!'
Heproceeded along the wharf promenade with quickened steps. The itching in hisback was still there. There was someone behind him. Someone.
Heveered to the right towards the square, stopped and looked behind him. People.Throngs of people.
Hewalked close by the fountain and went into the multi-storey car park. He wasalone in the lift. The doors closed. He leaned against the glass wall andregistered a movement to his left.

FrankFr�lich and Erik Haugom looked each other in the eye for what seemedlike an eternity. Haugom had positioned himself at the back of the glass lift.They held eye contact as the lift moved downwards. Frank, on the staircase, wasin no hurry. He ambled down with his legs akimbo. On the bends they exchangedglances. Every time Frank rounded the corner Haugom turned his head; it waslower at every bend. When Haugom's head was on a level with the policeman'sknee, Frank brought his foot back and kicked the glass with all his might.Haugom's body jerked backwards. But his eyes gave nothing away. His face wasclosed, two vacant eyes above a tightly clenched mouth. Frank noticed that thedoctor had birthmarks on his scalp. There were still a couple of bends leftwhen he heard the metal door leading to the parked cars bang. Frank reached thedoor ten seconds later. Inside there was the sound of running feet. He stoodstill and smelt the heavy, exhaust-infested air. He tried to see the closedface from the glass lift, the expression on the man's face as he ran throwinghasty glances over his shoulder. But he could not. Still he stood withoutmoving, trying to hear where the sound of running feet was coming from. But itseemed to be impossible. The parking area resounded with a slight echo from allparts at once � it came in waves across rows and rows of empty, darkened carinteriors � an illuminated sign on the ceiling, yellow stripes over theconcrete floor. Fr�lich lumbered along the central aisle, the broad drivinglanes, with cars on both sides. On hearing the sound of an engine starting, hestopped. It sounded more like a scream than an engine starting. Haugom wasbecoming nervous. Frank gave a smile of satisfaction and wondered how stupidthis man really was. Soon after there was a squeal of braking tyres. The manmust be living on his nerves. The engine screamed again. Frank concentrated. Heran his eyes along the walls. Not a movement anywhere. Again the howl of anengine. The sound was coming closer. He just managed to throw himself to theside at the last moment. The coke-grey Mercedes raced past only one millimetreaway from his foot. He caught a glimpse of an elderly man bent over thesteering wheel. That was probably the most pathetic thing about this person,Frank thought, struggling on to his knees � the ill-placed single-mindednessand pugnacity this sad guy could mobilize. When it comes down to it, allvillains are just as bad as each other, but there's no doubt some villains lookbetter on film, as Eva-Britt always said.
Frankremained on his knees brushing down his trousers and watching Haugom's Mercedesbrake into the bend and turn into the ramp leading upwards. The idiot had evenmanaged to drive the wrong way.
Hesighed and got to his feet, then strolled in the direction the car had justtaken. This was a subterranean car park and it differed from all of the othersin Oslo. This one you had to drive down to exit.
Frankjogged around the narrow bend Haugom had driven. On the floor above there wasthe shriek of brakes again. Screaming tyres. Now it was a case of getting tothe top before the guy slalomed down at a hundred. He was beginning to pant. Hewas sprinting. His legs were leaden. The screech of brakes again above him.Frank could see the next level approaching. The opening was ten metres away.The tyres on the car above him were spinning. The engine was roaring. Insidehis head, Frank imagined a coke-grey Mercedes hitting him at full speed. He sawhis body � spine broken and hips crushed � landing on the car bonnet, rollingout of control towards the front windscreen and on to the roof from which itsmacked down on to the floor with the dead weight of all his kilos, banging hisskull and smashing it on the concrete.
Fivemetres to go. Frank had the taste of blood in his mouth. The sudden sound of aloud crash.
Acollision.
AsFrank reached the top a car door slammed. He stopped and his lungs gasped forair. His pounding heart sounded like thunder in his ears. He tried to regulatehis breathing, but could not. The first thing he noticed was a woman standingby the lift. She was holding the hands of two small boys in short trousers. Oneof them was picking his nose. Sixty metres in front of him he saw Haugom'scoke-grey Mercedes. The bonnet had almost carved a parked, small VW Golf intotwo. A man was staggering along the central aisle. It was Haugom. But there wassomething wrong. Haugom stood with his knees bent and a surprised expression onhis face. He was holding his thigh.
Fr�lichset off. 'Stop,' he shouted to Haugom. 'Stand still!'
Hewas running. From the corner of his eye he could see the woman with the twochildren shooing them into the stair well. Haugom's knees gave way. Frankslowed down against his will.
ErikHaugom was rocking on his knees. 'Stop.' Fr�lich repeated, gentler thistime, and continued walking towards the man who now had a distant, almostdreamy expression on his face. The bent figure fighting to remain uprightresembled a spaced- out needle addict. Fr�lich ground to a halt as theman fell to his knees.
Therewere five metres between them as the man let go of his thigh. He was a strangesight. His jacket seemed to be glued to his right thigh.
'Helpme,' whispered Erik Haugom, rolling gently down on to the concrete floor.
'What'sup?' Fr�lich asked, bending over him. 'Have you been hurt?'
Haugom'sbreathing was a strained wheeze. He was fighting for air. His mouth moved.Frank stooped over him. 'In my jacket pocket,' Haugom whispered with a gurgle.
'Whathave you got in your jacket?'
'Ahypodermic needle. Take it out.'
'You'vegot a syringe in your pocket?'
Haugomdidn't answer. He fell on to his back and tried to straighten up. His face wasscarlet; his breathing a barely audible rasp.
'Well,well, doctor,' Fr�lich mumbled to the figure on the floor. 'I think youneed a medic.' He stood thinking, and alternated between looking at his mobiletelephone and Haugom, who was now lying on his side, his fingers shudderingwith spasms. 'Where are the medics when you need them?' Fr�lich askedhimself in a low voice.

Chapter Forty-Eight

The Lost Girl

Theywere sitting in Cafe Justisen. They had taken seats at a table in the cornerunder a photograph of Oslo-born artist Hermansen. Gunnarstranda had just eatena meatball and fried egg smorgasbord. Now he was washing it down with a cup ofblack coffee. Fristad and Fr�lich each had a draught beer.
'Sonow at last we can do what we should have done a long time ago,' Fristad saidwith a tiny smile followed by a broad grin. 'We shelve the case for lack ofevidence. What did he have in the syringe by the way?'
Gunnarstrandaglanced up from his coffee. 'A Norwegian killer nurse special. He had left hisbriefcase in a dirty laundry basket in Bueng's room. The original packaging wasin it. Big dose.'
'Curacit?'Fristad gave a nod of acknowledgement. 'That's what I call suicide with style.'
'Badluck I would call it.' Gunnarstranda turned to the other two. 'He didn't have asnowball's hope in hell. The dose of curacit would have paralysed hisrespiratory organs pretty quickly. The idea had been to kill Bueng. When youturned up at the home I suppose he had the syringe primed and ready in hispocket. It lay there then like an undetonated bomb until the collision in themulti-storey car park. He must have got the whole syringe in his thigh when hesmashed into the car. The pathologist had to cut the needle out it was stuck inso far.'
'Typical,'Fr�lich said. 'Bloody typical.'
'Whatwas?'
'Thathe was out to paralyse Bueng's respiratory organs. Haugom must have been hookedon asphyxiation. Even the medication he used ended in asphyxiation.'
Fristaddrank his beer and smacked his lips. 'I gather his wife has confessed to themurder of Helene Lockert. Why would the husband set out on this trail ofmurders?'
PoliceInspector Gunnarstranda took his time. 'It seems he never believed she wouldconfess,' he said at length. 'The truth about the Lockert woman's death hadbound them together for good or ill for years. He had a hold over her. Sheclaims he abused her, but she didn't dare to report him because he threatenedhe would tell all he knew about her killing of Helene
Lockert.That Saturday� Sigrid Haugom had barely finished listening to what Katrine hadtold her before she told her husband about the phone conversation. Neither ofthem knew what to do. Not until Katrine fell ill at the party. Haugom's motivefor killing Katrine was to prevent the Lockert case from being solved.'
Gunnarstrandachewed, swallowed and went on: 'As soon as Katrine knew who her biologicalmother was, it was just a question of time before she would start digging upthe past. Sigrid's name would have popped up sooner or later. According toSigrid, her husband feared her reprisals and was concerned about his ownstatus. Sigrid's defence in a court case would have been to go for mitigatingcircumstances, in other words, to embroider on what a psychopathic animal of ahusband she had tolerated. With her inside, he would have lost the hold he hadover her. She would have reported him for abuse and nothing would have stoppedher. In this way she would have had her revenge for all the humiliations towhich he had subjected her over the years.
'Sigrid'srole in Katrine's murder boils down to her call to her husband when Katrinefell ill at the party. He drove over and saw her walking in the middle of the road.He saw her jump into Henning Kramer's car. We will never know what his thoughtswere at that time � whether he had already decided to throttle her, I mean. Inany case, he followed them. He had claimed to his wife that he had followedthem to talk to Katrine. Whether she believed that, I don't know.'
'Buthe must have been spying on them for several hours,' Fristad said. 'He can'thave been intending to talk if he had stalked them for such a long, long time.'
'Atany rate he can't have been intending to talk when he struck,' Fr�lichsaid. 'His upper body is covered in scratch marks. So he must have taken hisclothes off before he attacked her. And so the murder must have beenpremeditated. He approached her naked so as not to leave clues on her body.'
'Didhe go straight up and strangle her?'
'Yes,he did,' Fr�lich said.
'Howcome he didn't get any scratches on his face?'
'Wefound a mask in the car boot,' Fr�lich said. 'A kind of SM leatherthing, with a zip in front of the mouth and so on. He must have looked aterrible sight � no clothes and a face like Hannibal the Cannibal.'
'Poorgirl,' Fristad gasped.
'Girls,'Gunnarstranda amended. 'Poor girls. The mask was not unknown to his wife,either.' They sat staring into middle distance. Gunnarstranda unwrapped a sugarlump and put it in his mouth. He sipped coffee and sucked the sugar lump.'Sigrid said she felt Henning Kramer was watching her,' he continued. 'But shedidn't know why. She didn't know that Henning had seen Haugom inVoksenkollveien. Henning couldn't figure out why Sigrid had been picked up atfour in the morning by her husband, but he had seen the man in his car when hewent to collect Katrine.'
'Shemight be an accessory,' Fristad concluded. 'She ought to be charged.'
Gunnarstrandashrugged and drank more coffee. 'I don't think so. Sigrid maintains she didn'ttell her husband any of this. She visited Bueng on Sunday, of course, beforeshe knew that Katrine was dead. She visited Bueng because she feared Katrinewould discover his existence and thereby find out the truth about the murder ofher mother. Haugom, for his part, posted Katrine's jewellery to Skau in anattempt to pin the blame on him. What happened afterwards was that Henningphoned their house and asked to meet Haugom. On Wednesday. After the funeral,after Fr�lich had questioned Haugom in the office.'
'Haugomdid meet Henning,' Fr�lich said laconically. 'The guy is the dutifultype.'
'Wedon't know if Haugom drugged Henning, but it's very likely, anyway. Then hehanged him from the ceiling.'
'Helluvaguy,' Fristad said with a brief nod to two solicitors on their way out.
'Yes,it was clever. The so-called suicide almost made us decide to shelve the case.'
'Us?'Fristad laughed aloud. 'You, Gunnarstranda, you almost shelved the case. UnlessI am much mistaken, I urged you to keep going.'
Gunnarstrandaput another sugar lump on his tongue and sipped coffee in silence.
Fristadwas still grinning and grimacing.
Gunnarstrandawatched him from beneath heavy eyelids until the man's convulsions were over.Then he said: 'Sigrid had suspected her husband for a long time, but onlyunderstood the precise circumstances when Henning died. That led to someterrible fights between them. Which led to her taking sick leave and in the endtelling her husband that she had visited Bueng at the nursing home.'
Theysat looking into the air again. Fr�lich raised his arm and signalled thewaitress with two fingers. She immediately brought two more beers on a tray.
'SoBueng was the final threat,' Fristad said in an earnest voice. 'The motive forkilling the girl was to prevent the Lockert case from being solved. Henning waskilled to cover up the first crime. The same motive triggered the attempt onBueng's life.'
Gunnarstrandanodded. He turned to Fr�lich. 'At some point you could�' He bent downfor a brown leather briefcase and put it on the table. He undid two zips andopened the briefcase to take out a green notebook. '� take this to KatrineBratterud's mother,' he said, passing it to Fr�lich. 'I'm sure she wouldbe happy to have it.'
'Whatis it?' Fr�lich asked, examining the notebook with interest.
'Herdaughter,' Gunnarstranda said with a weary smile. 'The daughter she lost whenher husband died.'
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The highly acclaimed and award winning crime writer K.O. Dahl's popular crime series is now rapidly becoming an international success and critics around the world have labeled him as Norway's answer to Henning Mankell. Dahl has been awarded with the Riverton Prize and nominated for Glasnyckeln (The Glass Key), Brage Literary Prize and the Martin Beck Award. His books include The Fourth Man, The Man in the Window, The Last Fix, and Lethal Investments.
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