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    ‘Urban rather than natural settings are the stamping grounds of Jorn Lier Horst, whose Dregs (his first book to be published in English) is immensely impressive. The writer’s career as a police chief has supplied a key ingredient for the crime fiction form: credibility.’


    Barry Forshaw, author of Nordic Noir


     


    ‘Jorn Lier Horst is a phenomenal new voice in Nordic Noir. His handling of landscape and location matches that of Henning Mankell. The narrative concern with digital technology is on a par with Stieg Larsson. What makes Lier Horst distinctive is his haunting ability to find the feasible in the psychopathic.’


    Steven Peacock, author of


    Swedish Crime Fiction: Novel, Film, Television


     


     


    Praise for The Caveman


     


    ‘Superbly constructed, The Caveman is a novel that should see Jorn Lier Horst placed firmly in the finest class of Scandinavian Noir. Horst’s beautifully paced and compelling narrative ensnares the reader as it unveils the darkest side of human nature. Wisting and Line are both believable and complex characters. That combined with the superb backdrop of winter in Norway makes this dark tale a ‘must read’.’


    


    
      Caro Ramsay, author of the
    


    
      Anderson and Costello series
    


     


    ‘The Caveman is not just an intriguing, fast-paced thriller, but a thoughtful meditation on loneliness, and a moving testament to the value of each and every human life.’


    Nicola Upson, author of the Josephine Tey series


     


    ‘A thrilling mixture of journalism and police work.’


    VG


     


    ‘The Caveman is a high intensity thriller from page one. It will stand as one of this year’s best crime novels.’


    Tvedestransposten


     


    ‘He is the new Nesbo . . . smart. Jorn Lier Horst demonstrates that he is one of our best crime fiction writers.’


    Dagbladet


     


     


    Praise for The Hunting Dogs


     


    ‘Yet again the novelist convinces with a satisfying, credible police procedural. This time, William Wisting faces a major life crisis: he is himself investigated, and forced to examine his police career in a new light. His journalist daughter Line plays an important role in the book, turning the novel into both a depiction of the father-daughter relationship and a portrayal of the relationship between the police and the media.’


    The judges of the Riverton Prize Golden Revolver,


    won by Jorn Lier Horst for The Hunting Dogs


     


    ‘An immaculately plotted, beautifully structured novel, complex and full of tension, both in terms of the action and the personal complications.’


    Bob Cornwell in Crimetime


     


    ‘There’s a gritty atmosphere and a good sense of pace, while Wisting and his daughter make for excellent and companionable protagonists.’


    Russell MacLean in The Herald


     


     


    Praise for Closed for Winter


     


    ‘Painstaking and swift, Closed for Winter is a piece of quality craftsmanship, with Horst meticulously bringing together an unexpectedly windy plot, highly intelligent characterizations and a delectably subtle ‘noir’ mood to create a very engrossing crime novel.’


    Edinburgh Book Review


     


    ‘On the evidence of Closed for Winter, which is the seventh book in the series but only the second to be translated into English, it would appear that we are about to be treated to another classic series.’


    Bay Magazine


     


    ‘Top class crime writing.’


    Sindre Hovdenakk, Verdens Gang


     


    ‘Jorn Lier Horst has pulled it off again.’


    Svein Einar Hansen, Østlands-Posten


     


    ‘This is a thoroughly good crime novel.’


    Finn Stenstad, Tønsberg Blad


     


    ‘Classic police procedural from an author who knows what he is doing . . . I recommend that every fan of crime novels should dedicate some time to Jorn Lier Horst’s writing. Make a pleasurable start with Closed for Winter.’


    Torbjørn Ekelund, Dagbladet


     


     


    Praise for Dregs


     


    ‘Jorn Lier Horst has, right from his debut in 2004, set a sensationally good pace in his crime novels, and has today gained entry into the circle of our very best writers in that genre.’


    Terje Stemland, AftenPosten, Norway


     


    ‘Just as good are the descriptions of the characters in Jorn Lier Horst’s book. They are nuanced and interesting, absolutely human. Many have known it for a long time, but now it ought to be acknowledged as a truth for all readers of crime fiction: William Wisting is one of the great investigators in Norwegian crime novels.’


    Norwegian Book Club


    (Book of the Month, Crime and Thrillers)

  


  
     


     


    Jorn Lier Horst was born in 1970, in Bamble, Telemark, Norway. Between 1995 and 2013, when he turned to full time writing, he worked as a policeman in Larvik, eventually becoming head of investigations there. His William Wisting series of crime novels has sold more than 500,000 copies in Scandinavia, UK, Germany, Netherlands and Thailand. Dregs, sixth in the series, was published in English by Sandstone Press in 2011, and Closed for Winter, winner of Norway’s Booksellers’ Prize, in 2012. Closed for Winter was also shortlisted for the prestigious Riverton Prize or The Golden Revolver, for best Norwegian crime novel of the year, as well as the prestigious Petrona Prize in Great Britain in 2014. The Hunting Dogs, successor to Closed for Winter, won both the Golden Revolver and The Glass Key, which widened the scope to best crime fiction in all the Nordic countries, in 2013.


     


    Anne Bruce, who lives on the Isle of Arran in Scotland, formerly worked in education and has a longstanding love of Scandinavia and Norway in particular. Having studied Norwegian and English at Glasgow University, she is the translator of Jorn Lier Horst’s Dregs, Closed for Winter and The Hunting Dogs, and also Anne Holt’s Blessed are Those who Thirst (2012), Death of the Demon (2013) and The Lion’s Mouth (2014), in addition to Merethe Lindstrøm’s Nordic Prize winning Days in the History of Silence (2013).
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    WILLIAM WISTING


     


    William Wisting is a career policeman who has risen through the ranks to become Chief Inspector in the Criminal Investigation Department of Larvik Police, just like his creator, author Jorn Lier Horst. The Caveman is the eighth title in the series, the fourth to be published in English, and finds him aged fifty-three, the widowed father of grown up twins, Thomas and Line. Wisting’s wife, Ingrid, went to Africa to work on a NORAD project but was killed there at the end of The Only One, the fifth title in the series.


    Thomas serves in the military and is a helicopter pilot with 330 Squadron at the time of The Caveman. Daughter Line is an investigative journalist based in Oslo, whose career frequently intersects with that of her father. Wisting, initially apprehensive, has come to value how she is able to operate in ways that he cannot, often turning up unexpected clues and insights.


    After Ingrid’s death, Wisting became involved with another woman, Suzanne Bjerke, but their relationship foundered in the course of The Hunting Dogs and at the beginning of The Caveman, Wisting is again unattached and living alone.


    Wisting’s father, Roald Wisting, a retired doctor, is still living and features in both The Hunting Dogs and The Caveman. His medical background and knowledge of the history of the Larvik and Stavern area occasionally proves useful.


    Crucial to the series are Wisting’s colleagues in the police. Audun Vetti, the arrogant Assistant Chief of Police, came to the fore in Dregs, when the question of how much information to divulge to the press was bitterly contested between the two. In Closed for Winter, he had been promoted to the post of Deputy Chief Constable and was no longer in daily contact with Wisting. In The Hunting Dogs, when Vetti was working as Acting Chief Constable, the part he played in an earlier investigation is uncovered and he is removed from office, to Wisting’s satisfaction and relief.


    Wisting has more positive relationships with certain trusted colleagues: old school Nils Hammer, whose background in the Drugs Squad has made him cynical, the younger Torunn Borg whom Wisting has come to rely on thanks to her wholly professional approach and outlook, and Espen Mortensen, the crime scene examiner who is usually first on the scene. Christine Thiis, who took over from Audun Vetti as Assistant Chief of Police and police prosecutor in Closed for Winter, has established herself and consolidated her position as a trusted colleague. Benjamin Fjeld, introduced to CID as a young probationer in Closed for Winter, returns as a valued member of the team in The Caveman.


    The setting is Vestfold county on the south-west coast of Norway, an area popular with holidaymakers, where rolling landscapes and attractive beaches make an unlikely setting for crime. The principal town, Larvik, where Wisting is based, is located 105 km (65 miles) southwest of Oslo. The wider Larvik district has 41,000 inhabitants, 23,000 of whom live in the town itself, and covers 530 square km. Larvik is noted for its natural springs, but its modern economy relies heavily on agriculture, commerce and services, light industry and transportation, as well as tourism. There is a ferry service from Larvik to Hirsthals in Denmark.


    At the beginning of The Caveman, Wisting has returned to work following his suspension from duty that featured in The Hunting Dogs, and is readjusting to life on his own after parting from Suzanne. As the winter weather closes in, he is faced with his most challenging case to date, in which he has to collaborate with transatlantic colleagues as well as the national crime team and Emergency Squad from Oslo. Jorn Lier Horst’s own deep experience of police procedures and processes brings a strong sense of the novels in the William Wisting series being firmly grounded in reality.


    Jorn Lier Horst worked as a policeman in Larvik between 1995 and 2013 when he turned to full time writing.


    Further information on Jorn Lier Horst and the earlier books is available in English at http://eng.gyldendal.no/Gyldendal/Authors/Horst-Joern-Lier
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    The dead man was completely desiccated, leaning back in a chair, his lips lacerated and blackened, yellow teeth exposed. Wisps of dusty, wizened hair were still attached to his skull and pale, glossy bones visible through the skin on his face. His fingers were shrivelled, black and cracked.


    William Wisting flicked through the remaining photographs. The man had been of relatively slight build, but his tissues had contracted and rotted away, making his body seem even smaller than it had been while alive.


    The case folder was marked Viggo Hansen and the photos of him were taken from various angles. Wisting studied the different portrayals of the almost mummified corpse. Normally he was unmoved by what he saw in these folders. He was accustomed to death and had cultivated the ability to distance himself. In the course of more than thirty years on the police force he had seen so many dead bodies that he no longer kept a tally, but this was different. Not only because he had never seen anything like it, but also because he had actually known the man in the chair.


    They were virtually neighbours. Viggo Hansen had lived on the bend three houses from his, and his dead body had been sitting for four months without Wisting or any of the other neighbours having the slightest concern.


    He stopped at an establishing shot taken from the kitchen door, looking into the living room. Viggo Hansen was sitting in front of a television with his back to the photographer. The set was switched on, as it had been when the police patrol entered the house.


    The room was sparsely furnished. In addition to the TV console and the chair on which the man was seated, Wisting noted an oblong coffee table, an extra chair and a settee with cushions and a tartan rug. A shelving unit with low cupboards was placed against one wall. On the opposite side of the room, the grey curtains at the window were closed. To the right of the television stood a standard lamp with brown scorch marks on the shade. Three landscape paintings hung on the walls. On the table in front of the man he could see a magazine and a remote control beside a glass and a plate with some indeterminate food leftovers. Apart from that, the room was tidy.


    There was no sign of a struggle. Nothing to indicate that this solitary person had been visited by an intruder during his final hours. No reason to suspect that anything criminal had taken place. Nevertheless, the circumstances demanded that the police investigate the death, and Espen Mortensen had done a thorough, though routine, job.


    The next photograph was a close up of the magazine, open at the list of TV programmes for Thursday 11th August.


    Wisting glanced through his office window at the snow falling in wet, heavy flurries. The calendar showed Friday 9th December. Viggo Hansen would have been lying dead for even longer if it had not been for an unpaid electricity bill. The power company had sent out several reminders, eventually threatening to cut off the supply. In the end they had sent a man. Only by sheer chance had he gone to the bother of investigating beyond what was strictly necessary, catching a glimpse of Viggo Hansen through a gap in the living room curtains.


    On the list of programmes, a circle had been drawn round the time of the TV programmes he had obviously intended to watch, in addition to an asterisk placed in the margin. One of them, called FBI’s Archives, was on the Discovery Channel. Wisting was familiar with the series that showed reconstructions of the most sensational cases investigated by the American Federal Bureau of Investigation.


    The next picture showed the dead man’s face, dark and bloated, gashed where the skin had peeled off, the row of teeth slanting down to the back molars. What was left of his tongue sat like a bluish-black lump. His eye sockets were large and empty and seemed to stare straight ahead.


    Returning the photographs to the folder, Wisting crossed to the window. It was growing dark, the leaden grey dusk of winter. He should make his way home, except he had nothing to go home to other than his own TV set. Down in the backyard, one of the patrol cars rumbled from the garage, its wheels spinning in the snow before taking grip. As the blue light struck the snowflakes, it was reflected in tiny sparkles.


    Back at his desk Wisting gazed at the slim case folder. Viggo Hansen had no family, no friends nor any other relatives. He had departed this life in just as lonely a fashion as he had lived.


    He was inclined to push the folder into the bundle for filing, but something unknown held him back. Neither experience nor intuition suggested anything other than that the case should be regarded as closed. The most important task for the investigators had been to establish the identity of the dead man. There were no family members available for DNA comparison, but reference samples from a toothbrush and a comb were consistent and the test results established that the dead body was DNA identical with the man who had lived in the house: Viggo Hansen, aged sixty-one.


    Forensics had been surprised at how well preserved the corpse was. A combination of low humidity, low temperature and an almost hermetic seal on the room in which all the doors, windows and air ducts had been shut, ensured that Viggo Hansen had slowly but surely dried into a mummy instead of rotting and disintegrating. All the same, it had been impossible to ascertain a cause of death, and on his death certificate it stated simply mors subita. Sudden death.


    The computer beeped and a red square appeared signalling an express message from the central switchboard. Five words: Body found at Halle farmhouse.


    He placed the Hansen file at the top of the bundle of cases ready for filing.
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    The editorial office was silent; moist snow clung to the windowpanes, muffling the outside world. The interior was already hung with Christmas decorations, its television monitors, soundlessly displaying images from international news channels, decorated with silver tinsel garlands and red baubles. The VG logo, adorned with white angels and colourful lights, blinked along the partition walls dividing the work stations.


    The man in charge of the News section was Knut A. Sandersen, and his office was equipped with glass walls so Line could see him clutching his mobile phone between shoulder and ear as he worked. He had become a Dad again two and a half months earlier and should really have gone home long ago. It was approaching seven o’clock and he had worked his third hour of overtime.


    Ending his conversation, Sandersen took a swig of coffee and threw his head back. Someone had hung a bunch of mistletoe on the ceiling light fitting. Line was on the point of entering to make a pitch when the phone rang, and again Sandersen was tied up.


    She lifted her cup and fell into thoughts of Christmas, wondering how she would celebrate the occasion. She had not spoken to her father yet, but expected it would be the two of them and grandfather at home in Stavern, but perhaps her twin, Thomas, would come too. He was a helicopter pilot in 330 Squadron and had not had time off at Christmas since their mother died, a memory that prompted an unwelcome prick of sorrow.


    Five and a half years had passed. In the beginning, the hopeless longing had been difficult to bear and there had been mornings when she was reluctant to get up. Sometimes she had burst into tears in the middle of meetings, and she continually worried about how her father would manage on his own. Now the sense of loss was duller, less despairing, but she knew it was not by chance that she worked such long hours. She had come to depend on that feeling of focus and concentration when she was involved in a story.


    The news editor finished talking, but took another call before she could stir herself. Knut A. Sandersen’s temples had acquired a number of grey hairs over the years since Line embarked on her first post on the newspaper. Her proposal was outside her usual sphere of interest, but they had enough spare capacity to allow her a few days on the weekend magazine.


    Rising from his seat, Sandersen bumped his head on the mistletoe which Line suspected he had hung himself. He continued his phone conversation en route to the coffee machine but had concluded by the time he returned with a fistful of ginger biscuits and a mug brimful with coffee. Behind his desk, he stretched out and she knew she had to be quick. She would have no more than three sentences to sell her idea.


    She picked up her coffee and went in to see him. Sandersen’s eyes swept over the mistletoe.


    ‘I want to write about Viggo Hansen,’ she said.


    ‘Never heard of him,’ Sandersen replied, sorting papers into bundles. ‘What’s he been up to?’


    ‘He’s dead.’


    ‘Murdered?’


    She shook her head. ‘He was dead in front of his TV for four months before anyone found him.’


    ‘Extremely dead, then.’


    ‘I want to write about how such a thing can happen,’ Line said. ‘How it’s possible to be so lonely and forgotten that it takes four months before anyone makes the chance discovery that you are dead. I think it could be a good story to print over Christmas. We’ve just been hailed by the UN as the best country in the world to live in but, in research into citizens’ experience of happiness, Norway is in 112th place. Some country in the Pacific Ocean topped the list, a little island community where people have time for one another and take care of their fellow human beings.’


    Sandersen seemed to like the idea. The story would suit the mix of material at the festive season, a counterweight to Christmas joy, slimming advice and reports about exchanging Christmas gifts. Nevertheless, he looked thoughtful.


    ‘We really must write about something other than the weather,’ she said, nodding at that day’s edition with its front page announcement: Siberian Cold Front Approaching.


    It gradually dawned on Line that the worried furrows on his forehead had nothing to do with her story as such. There were twenty-five staff members working on the weekend magazine on the floor above, and they should be capable of filling it themselves. Sandersen had nothing to gain by releasing a journalist. On the contrary, they would be one person short for their own work.


    ‘I need three or four days,’ she said, knowing that she would take more than that. ‘His funeral is on Tuesday.’


    ‘What was he watching?’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘What TV programme was he watching when he died?’


    ‘No idea,’ Line answered, ‘but you can read about it in the paper.’


    Sandersen nodded. ‘It’s a deal. I’ll offer them the story and say they can borrow you for three days.’


    ‘Three days,’ she confirmed, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek.
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    An approaching snow plough swirled up a cloud of white powder. Wisting slowed until he was able to make out the road ahead again. A patrol car and an officer with snow frosting the brim of his cap were positioned on the turn-off to the farm. A sign announced the words Cut Your Own Christmas Tree in huge red letters.


    He nodded to the policeman as he drove along the farm track. In the distance he saw car headlights and people busily working in an open area.


    The body had been found in a felling patch of fir trees. The first patrol had reported that it had been lying for a long time. Wisting knew what that meant, how little would be left after time and nature had done their work. He turned into the parking space and stepped out of the car, suddenly realising how inadequately dressed he was.


    Two uniformed officers stood at the entrance to the felling area. A sign stated that a real fir tree cost 380 kroner, and the price for an ordinary Norwegian Christmas tree was 220 kroner. ‘Do we know anything more?’ he asked.


    The older of the two officers shifted his weight from one foot to the other. ‘No,’ he replied, blowing a frosty mist into his hands. ‘Mortensen is working in there,’ he nodded in the direction of the forest, ‘but I don’t think there’s much to work on. From the clothes and shoes it seems to be male, but it’s impossible to say for certain.’


    Wisting peered along the row of Christmas trees. Fifty metres away, a spotlight had been set up and Mortensen, the crime scene technician, was stooped over something. ‘Who found him?’


    ‘An eight-year-old boy, here with his father to cut down a Christmas tree. The corpse is lying under the branches, close to the tree trunk, as though he’d been pushed as far underneath as possible.’


    The other policeman took over. ‘They kicked away the snow to make room for the axe, and didn’t realise what it was at first.’


    Wisting nodded, envisaging the newspaper headlines: Boy (8) finds dead man under Christmas tree. ‘Where are they now?’ he asked. ‘The father and son?’


    ‘We’ve sent them home.’


    Thanking them, Wisting trudged forward, snow crunching under the soles of his feet.


    Mortensen, wet snowflakes covering his hair, stood up and said hello with a nod of the head.


    Wisting observed the body from a distance of one metre, crouching to look under the fir branches at a curled back, clad in a discoloured, frozen-stiff blazer, light-coloured trousers and a pair of brown leather lace-up shoes with flat soles. A few tufts of hair were still evident on the back of the head. Marks on the neck made by birds or small rodents showed where they had feasted themselves. ‘What do you think?’ he asked, getting to his feet.


    Espen Mortensen shrugged. ‘We’ll have to move him and let the forensics team take a look. Then we’ll set up a tent and get a roof over the discovery site while we remove the snow. There might be evidence lying here.’


    ‘The whole shooting match? You don’t think this might simply be a death from natural causes?’


    Mortensen shook his head. ‘If we’d been in some remote place with no one in the vicinity, it could be that he’d lain down to shelter, but it’s only fifty metres to the farm track, and a few hundred to the nearest buildings.’


    Wisting hunkered down again. Mortensen was right. They couldn’t be dealing with an accident either. Suicide was a possibility. Perhaps they would find an empty pill container underneath the branches, beside the body. That would make the case more straightforward, but something told him they would not find anything of the kind. ‘How long do you think he’s been lying here?’


    ‘Since the summer.’ Surprised by the answer, Wisting waited for an explanation. ‘His clothing,’ Mortensen said. ‘He’s wearing summer clothes.’


    Wisting straightened up again and took a step back. ‘We don’t have anyone listed,’ he said. ‘No missing persons.’
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    Line had grown up only three houses from where Viggo Hansen had been found dead. She remembered him well, but there had always been something about him. All the children had been afraid of him, although with no particular reason. They seldom saw him in daylight, but he was often out at night and her mother had always told her to be home before Viggo Hansen went out if she was late in the evenings. She and Thomas had sometimes watched him from the window, just after midnight, hunched, his black coat slightly too large, always on the opposite side of the road from the streetlights. Rumour had it that his mother was in an asylum, and that his father had been in prison, but Line did not know if this was just gossip.


    She looked forward to getting to grips with the assignment. Even before she had been given Sandersen’s approval, she had created a folder on her computer, entitled Viggo Hansen.


    Working on features was a totally different journalistic process from her usual work, with regard to ideas and the collection of material, as well as analysis and dissemination of information. It was a completely different method of approaching reality.


    For news stories she used a direct style of writing in language that was simple and functional. In a features article, on the other hand, language had a totally different purpose. She was freer to experiment and, although she was not writing poetry, she could sit and polish her sentences for hours on end. She might also spend a great deal of time on the structure of a story, creating narrative thrust and giving texture and richness to the characters. Features allowed her to go into more depth and set her own imprint on the story. At the same time, it was fascinating to reflect on important social topics through the fates of individuals, descriptions of their lives and those significant details that threw special light on the telling of a greater story.


    In addition, she felt her magazine work was appreciated more, both by readers and management. Even when she received praise from Sandersen and the news editors, it could not stand comparison with the enthusiastic feedback given by the editor of the weekend supplement, whose memos were usually accompanied by a smiley face and a row of exclamation marks. She had not yet written a feature without receiving letters from readers afterwards. Often by email, but also handwritten and sent by mail to VG with her name as the addressee. She replied to them all.


    Line had written in-depth interviews, conveying the outlook and opinions of other human beings. Admittedly, they had been living people, but the principle was the same. It was important to find out who the people she encountered actually were. At the moment, the Viggo Hansen folder did not contain much. Only a newspaper cutting when the man had been found, but it had not provoked much reaction, no reader contributions critical of care for the elderly or the health service. The story had not been picked up by the agencies or any of the major newspapers.


    She had worked with the journalist who had written the report, Garm Søbakken, when she had been a temp on the local paper. The story would probably have spread to other media outlets if he had detailed information, but the short news item simply stated that the man had lived alone and lain dead for some considerable time.


    Garm explained that the police always instigated an investigation as a matter of routine when anyone died unexpectedly and it was impossible to determine a cause of death. Otherwise, it seemed as if his attention had been diverted by the police opinion that no crime had been committed. In the same newspaper, he also reported on the congested housing market for the town’s student population and contributed a follow-up story about a violent incident. Almost certainly he had a great deal on his plate.


    What had primarily aroused Line’s interest was that Viggo Hansen had lived in her own neighbourhood. She had seen his name on the mailbox as she walked to and from school, had stolen apples from his garden and sold raffle tickets to him at his door, but had only a vague memory of what he looked like. A short man with a shock of hair and a strong jawline.


    It was her father who had told her he was dead, mentioning it in passing one evening on the phone. She had asked the questions her colleague in the local paper had not posed, and learned details that would have transformed the death into a provocative news story: that Viggo Hansen had actually been sitting dead in a chair in front of his television since the summer, the TV still switched on when the police forced entry.


    She had also learned from her father how the death was not discovered earlier. Viggo Hansen had led a solitary life. He had no family, no work colleagues nor friends, did not subscribe to any newspaper and received almost no mail. There had been regular movement in his bank account, his pension arriving regularly and most of his bills paid by direct debit. He had been a person who did not exist for the people around him, one who was not noticed though he lived in the midst of other people.


    It dawned on her that she could not write a story that only dealt with the external circumstances, with his isolation and solitary life, but that she had to write about who Viggo Hansen really was. If no one knew him while he was alive, then people would get to know him now. Embarking on such a project was like peering through a keyhole, she thought. She could see only one part of the room, but was aware of infinitely more.


    She decided to stay at home, at her father’s house, while she worked on the story, in case she needed more information from him. Viggo Hansen had been eight years older than Wisting, but he might know of someone who knew him. What’s more, he could probably tell her if there was any truth in the rumours that his mother had been admitted to a psychiatric hospital and his father had been in prison.


    Opening a new document, she selected a letter template with the VG logo. If she were to make any headway, she also needed to access formal information held by the police. As a caption, she settled upon Request for access to documents in a criminal case. She had written similar letters before and would ask one of the chief editors to sign. She glanced at the title and deleted the words in a criminal case.


    She described the idea for the article and argued that the newspaper would produce a report with the aim of drawing attention to the steadily increasing lack of community and humanity in modern society. To round it off she also asked for permission to enter Viggo Hansen’s house. The police would probably redirect her to the local authority which had formal responsibility to administer the estate in such circumstances, but it would be easier to gain permission from them if the police did not raise any objections.


    She leaned back in her chair and clasped her arms behind her head. Snow was falling thickly outside the windows, almost half a metre since she left for work. Sandersen had probably already told one of the news journalists to produce a story about the chaos caused by the snow. She dialled her father’s number to tell him she wanted to stay with him for a few days. There was no answer. She peered up at the clock. It was quarter past nine. He had most likely fallen asleep on the settee.
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    Wisting stood at the conference room window on the first floor of the police station. The streetlamps shaped pale circles on the snow, and it struck him that the town seemed more congenial when wrapped in a white blanket.


    Nils Hammer was first to arrive. Without a word, he sat in his usual spot at the top corner of the long table, grabbing a plastic cup and reaching with his big fist for the coffee pot. Hammer was a fearless investigator who could be relied upon, honest and hard-working, stoical and good-natured. Sometimes he could instigate heated discussions at the lunch table. The least politically correct officer in the station, Wisting suspected he derived a certain pleasure from goading his colleagues.


    The others turned up at the same time. Torunn Borg, Christine Thiis and Benjamin Fjeld. There was no one else. Only a few years before, the report of a serious crime such as murder, aggravated robbery, actual bodily harm or the discovery of a dead body, as now, would lead the police to muster more than ten detectives in a team. Nowadays it was difficult to gather more than a handful around the conference table.


    Benjamin Fjeld was the youngest and least experienced of the group. Blond and blue-eyed, with close-cropped hair, he retained the fit, lithe body of a newly-qualified police officer. Enthusiastic and knowledgeable, he possessed an enormous capacity for hard work as well as a good eye for detail. Previously on placement in the department, he had now become one of the permanent investigators.


    Torunn Borg’s length of experience as a detective was equal to his own. She was the most methodical of the group, and had a particular talent for thinking logically and systematically in a succession of precise deductions. In this way she frequently caught links and connections that were crucial to the outcome of a case.


    Christine Thiis was a lawyer who had been appointed to the station just over a year before, but Wisting had already learned to appreciate her qualities as a reflective person with excellent judgement. Perhaps she had greater insight into psychology and the knowledge of human beings than investigative tactics, but that made her a competent police prosecutor in her own way.


    Wisting took his seat at the head of the table, placing a blank notepad before him. ‘Thanks for attending such a late meeting,’ he said. ‘We don’t know yet what we’re faced with, but it’s important to make a start all the same.’


    ‘What do we know, actually?’ Hammer asked, biting the rim of his plastic beaker.


    Wisting unfolded a map and leaned across the table to point out the discovery site. His finger followed the road at Brunlanesveien across towards Helgeroa. Beside the lake at Hallevannet he located the turn-off to a pale green shaded area. Taking hold of a ballpoint pen he drew a cross at the discovery site.


    ‘From the shoes and clothing, it looks like we’re talking about a man,’ he said. ‘He’s been lying there since the summer.’


    ‘We don’t have any missing person to fit that time scale?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    Wisting shook his head.


    ‘During the summer months we have about 40,000 tourists here,’ Hammer reminded them. ‘Maybe we should widen our search through the records.’


    ‘That’s been done.’ Torunn Borg withdrew a print-out from a bundle of papers in front of her. ‘There’s not much to make us any wiser. Two German tourists disappeared during a fishing trip in Western Norway in the middle of July, but only one body was recovered, and a Dutch tourist on a walking holiday is still listed as missing on the Hardangervidda.’


    Wisting glanced at the clock. ‘Mortensen’s expected at any moment from the discovery site,’ he said, writing ID on the notepad. Identity was the most important information they required now. ‘Perhaps we’ll find out more when he gets here.’


    ‘How’s the boy who found him?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘His father’s obviously resourceful. High school teacher, or something like that. In any case, he didn’t want professional help. We’ll just have to hope for the best.’


    ‘Are the media involved?’ Hammer asked.


    Christine Thiis nodded. She was responsible for the prosecution of crimes, and media enquiries were directed to her in the first instance. ‘As long as we’re not sure a crime has been committed they’ll keep a low profile. There’s a lot to suggest that we may be dealing with a suicide.’


    Hammer agreed. ‘We’ve seen it before. Someone takes a bottle of pills and ventures out into the woods.’


    The others nodded.


    ‘Besides, it’s a strange place to hide a body,’ Benjamin Fjeld suggested, pulling the map towards him. The distance from the cross Wisting had marked to the farm buildings was only a few hundred metres. ‘He wasn’t concealed in any way, really, and would have been found sooner or later.’


    ‘Who lives on the farm?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    Wisting consulted his notes. ‘Per and Supattra Halle.’


    ‘Supattra?’


    ‘She’s from Thailand. She’s the one who looks after the Christmas trees.’


    Hammer rolled his eyes.


    ‘The patrolmen have spoken to them, but they didn’t really have anything to contribute,’ Wisting said. ‘They’ll come here tomorrow to give formal statements, but couldn’t think of anything from last summer.’


    ‘What about the post-mortem?’


    ‘Tomorrow morning. If we’re lucky, the new videolink will work and allow us to follow it from here.’


    Hammer stretched for the coffee pot. ‘It’s odd that we don’t have him listed in missing persons. Surely someone should have missed him?’


    Wisting picked up a plastic cup without making any comment. He had seen this before. People who were invisible to everyone else did exist and it did not fit that anyone would want to kill them.
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    He had left his mobile phone in his office: one missed call from Line, and two from Espen Mortensen. The young crime scene technician had also sent him a text, saying that the body had been removed, and that he had found something on the corpse. He would call in at the police station before ten o’clock.


    That was half an hour away. Wisting was tempted to phone and ask what it was about. Maybe they had found a pill container when they lifted the dead body, or perhaps they had discovered a wallet with ID.


    He would phone Line later. She would often call during a quiet spell in the office to ask how he was and what he was doing, but he preferred not to explain. The discovery of the body had not been disclosed yet in the media, and that suited just fine as they had no explanations to offer.


    He yawned, blaming the snowy weather for making him feel tired. Large fluffy flakes were tumbling down outside the window.


    At 10.10 Espen Mortensen appeared in the office. Working outdoors had freshened his face and his hair was sprinkled with melting snowflakes. With a camera slung over his shoulder, he held a steaming cup of coffee in one hand and a little cardboard box in the other.


    ‘They’ve taken the body away,’ he said as he sat down. ‘The post-mortem will take place tomorrow morning.’ He set the cardboard box down on the desk. ‘We went through his pockets before he was taken away.’


    ‘What did you find? A wallet?’ Wisting asked.


    Mortensen shook his head.


    ‘Keys?’ Wisting had past experience of security keys leading them to an address.


    The crime scene technician opened the lid of the small box and lifted out a clear plastic bag that he placed on the desktop. Wisting leaned forward. Inside the evidence bag was a similar transparent bag containing a crumpled sheet of glossy paper, a leaflet. On the front was a picture of a boat with huge white sails, with the title Elida in capital letters. Sailing for Jesus.


    Wisting carefully picked up the plastic bag. ‘What is it?’ he asked.


    ‘Welcome to the harbour for worship with Elida!’ he read in Swedish on the back. ‘We offer live music and life stories direct from the ship’s deck.’


    ‘It’s a flyer from a Swedish religious sect,’ Mortensen explained. ‘They describe Elida as a floating church, and they travel round the world in it to proclaim the word of Jesus.’


    ‘Have you leafed through it?’


    ‘Internet. They were on a summer tour of Norway in August. Stavern was their first stop. They were berthed here on the ninth and tenth of August before travelling onwards to Stavanger.’


    Wisting did not believe that the dead man was a member of the crew on this sailing church. A missing person report about a Swedish citizen would have been registered in the Norwegian records, regardless, if he had disappeared from a foreign vessel while tied up in a Norwegian harbour.


    He put down the evidence bag and flicked four months back on his desk calendar. Past the days when he had been suspended from the police force, searching for a solution to a seventeen-year-old missing person case, back to the late summer days of August when he had still been with Suzanne. He had been at work, but had not had many appointments. In the space at the foot for notes, on Wednesday 10th August, he had written Summer Concert, and remembered that he and Suzanne had attended a jazz concert at Bøkeskogen. That was four months ago and, in the course of those four months, he had become a single man again. For all that time, the unknown man had been lying underneath a fir tree beside Halle farmhouse.


    Of course, the leaflet gave them a fixed reference point in a time frame. The man had most probably acquired it sometime after 9th August when the boat had docked in Stavern. This was the first tangible evidence they had, in reality a major step forward in the investigation. He picked up the bag again and studied the contents more closely. The inner plastic wrapper was reminiscent of the evidence bags they used themselves, though faded and bearing signs of being exposed to wind and weather.


    ‘It was in the inside pocket of his jacket,’ Mortensen explained.


    Wisting wanted to be certain he understood correctly. ‘You mean the brochure from Elida was in a plastic bag in the inside pocket of his jacket?’ he asked.


    Mortensen nodded. ‘Don’t ask me why. But that gives us good prospects of finding fingerprints on it.’


    Wisting sat with the bag in front of him for a few minutes longer. The question of why the dead man had taken such good care of the leaflet was taking root inside him, but he kept his reflections to himself. ‘Anything else?’ he asked, pushing the plastic bag aside.


    Espen Mortensen had put his camera on the floor beside his chair. Now, retrieving it, he placed it on his lap. ‘It’s a little early to say what meaning this might have, but I have some photographs.’


    He adjusted a few settings, grasped the camera lens and turned the back of the camera with the display screen to face Wisting.


    The man had been rolled over and was now lying on his back. Most of the skin and tissue had been torn from his face. Where the mouth, nose and eyes had been were now only empty holes, but parts of his left cheek and ear that had been lying on the ground, were intact.


    Unrecognisable, Wisting thought, but unmistakably the remains of a human being.


    Mortensen continued through the sequence of images, stopping at a close-up of the dead man’s right hand. It had been lying under his chest and was relatively well preserved, although not in such good condition that they could take fingerprints. The remnants of skin were leathery and shrivelled around the pale fragments of bone. No rings or wristwatch, Wisting noted. His nails were gone, and the black fingers clenched, as if the hand had stiffened into a grasp around something he would not let go even in death.


    Wisting leaned further forward and squinted at the little display screen. Something was poking out from the curled fingers. He glanced at Mortensen, seeking confirmation.


    ‘Here,’ his colleague nodded. It was even more distinct in the next photograph: wisps of blond hair caught in his fist.


    Wisting leaned back in his chair, aware that the crime scene technician’s interpretation was similar to his own. The dead man had been involved in a fight, a fight to the death. The man depicted here had lost, but not without showing his killer some resistance.
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    Waking slowly, Line listened to the muted sounds of traffic on the street outside. She threw aside the quilt and swung her legs out of bed, and pulled on a pair of thick socks before padding sleepily across the cold floor to the kitchen. Goose pimples dotted her winter-pale complexion.


    She crossed her left arm over her breasts when she approached the window to see how much snow had fallen overnight. The blizzard must have stopped several hours after she had gone to bed, but the snowfall had probably reached a depth of over half a metre. She could only just make out her car at the kerbside; the snow ploughs had made a good job of packing the snow around it. One of the smaller machines was busy clearing the pavement, and a man with a dog stepped aside to let it pass. Condensation formed on the windowpane where she stood gazing at its flashing roof light.


    Grey clouds hung low in the sky, and the thermometer registered minus one degree Celsius. That meant the snow would be wet and heavy. She switched on the coffee machine, hoping one of the neighbours who had parked in front or behind her would drive away first. There was no need to shower until she had cleared the snow from her car, so she made do with pulling on a chunky sweater. It really belonged to Tommy, left behind when he had moved out more than a year earlier. They had met up after that, so she had actually had several opportunities to return the sweater, but something held her back. Although it had been ages since he had worn it, she could still smell him on it. If she missed him too much, she put on the sweater - better than phoning him, which merely prolonged the intensity of her emotions, and she had made up her mind: Tommy Kvanter was not a man to share her life with. She wanted a man she could depend on, someone responsible and safe to establish a family with. Tommy was none of those things. He was happy-go-lucky and attractive, and she knew he was not good for her. So this sweater would suffice, until something else cropped up, and she could get rid of it for good.


    The coffee machine rumbled softly. She brought a full mug to the kitchen table and sat with her hands cupped around it against the chill air inside her flat. She flipped the lid of her laptop to check the front page of the online edition. More snow expected was the headline story. She could not be bothered reading it and perused her emails instead.


    A reply had arrived from a researcher in the fact-checking department. They had retrieved information from the National Population Register confirming what her father had told her, that Viggo Hansen had no family.


    Born in Stavern in February 1950, he had lived in Herman Wildeneys gate since the house was built in 1964. His father was listed as having died in 1969, and his mother had passed away when Viggo Hansen was twenty-four years of age. No other residents were registered at the address, and there was no information about where he had lived for the first fourteen years of his life. Line knew that older personal information was not stored electronically, and she would have to search through the paper archives if she wanted to discover facts not listed in the digital files. Since Viggo Hansen had been born in Stavern, there was reason to believe he had lived in that area all his life.


    In her experience, living sources were best. One of the last things she had done the previous evening was to save the results of a search she had undertaken in the tax records, enquiring about people resident in Stavern who had been born in the same year as Viggo Hansen. That had produced fifty-six hits. Twenty-eight women and twenty-six men, of whom he was one. Several other familiar names appeared on the list, people she knew were still living in Stavern and who might be able to tell her about him. One of them was an artist she had interviewed in connection with an exhibition at the time she had been working on the local newspaper. In addition, there was a lawyer called Realfsen and a woman who had been a teacher.


    The artist’s name was Eivind Aske. She googled his web page. An illustrator, painter and graphic artist, he had his own gallery, studio and printworks in Stavern. She recognised the drawings that appeared on screen, mostly portraits of children drawn with dark-coloured pencils. The expression was soft and sensitive.


    Both his phone number and email address were provided at the foot of the page. She dialled the number and introduced herself, explaining that she had interviewed him a number of years earlier, but that she was now working at the Verdens Gang national newspaper. Eivind Aske assured her he remembered the interview, and wondered how he could be of assistance.


    ‘I’d hoped to ask you some questions about Viggo Hansen,’ she said.


    ‘Who?’


    ‘Viggo Hansen,’ Line repeated. ‘He’s dead now, but you were the same age and I wondered whether you had maybe gone to school together?’


    Silence fell as her interviewee considered this. Line wondered whether she would remember everyone from her own class at school. There had been more than twenty pupils in the same class for the nine years of primary and junior high school. If she were asked to produce a list of names, there would probably be some she had forgotten, but she would be able to call them to mind if she heard their names. At least most of them.


    ‘Viggo Hansen,’ the man said, as if tasting the name. ‘Yes, I do remember him. A puny little boy. He was often ill, I think. At least, he was absent a great deal. That’s really all I remember.’


    ‘All the same, could I drop by this afternoon?’


    ‘I won’t be home this afternoon and evening, but you can come tomorrow, sometime after four o’clock.’


    ‘Can we say four o’clock?’


    ‘Four o’clock it is,’ Eivind Aske confirmed. ‘You’ve been here before, so you know the way.’


    Line drew the conversation to a close. One appointment would suffice in the meantime. She would like to garner some names from Eivind Aske, of people who might have known Viggo Hansen better than he, rather than waste time on appointments that may not turn out to be very productive.


    Taking out a blank sheet of paper, she sketched the part of the street where she used to live. It sloped down from the old reservoir, curving round at the bottom where it met Tyrihansveien and ran back parallel again on the north side. She had not thought about it before, but these two streets formed an oval horseshoe shape. The houses on either side had extensive grounds bordering open space.


    She located her father’s house as Herman Wildenveys gate number 7, and drew in Viggo Hansen’s house, number 4, down on the bend on the opposite side of the street. She then pinpointed the other houses, writing in the names of the occupants and adding arrows and dashes to indicate where people had moved in or out.


    I should begin at the closest point, she thought, with his nearest neighbours, and then extend the circle outwards.


    The next-door neighbour was Greta Tisler at number 2. She was a widow with no children. Silje and Steinar Brunvall had grown up in the house directly opposite. Steinar had been in her class, while Silje was three years younger. Their parents were called Tor and Marianne. She thought she recalled something about Steinar having taken over the house, and looked him up in the telephone directory, discovering that he lived there with someone by the name of Ida. She could not find anything regarding his parents.


    It would be strange to meet Steinar again. They had been childhood sweethearts, mostly because he had been the only boy of the same age in the street, and he was the first she had kissed and the first to touch her breasts. That had happened on the hillside beside the main road, before she had started wearing a bra, in a tree house with barely room for two people. Lying close to each other, it was almost by accident that their lips had brushed together. He had placed his hand on her breast, outside her clothing, and then thrust it underneath, eventually pulling up her sweater so that he could look at them. At the age of twelve or thirteen, she had no idea what might have happened if his sister had not arrived.


    Her thoughts wandered in another direction. Where had Viggo Hansen been that day? Had he ever touched a girl or a woman like that? It was difficult to imagine a person going through life without sharing it with anyone in any way whatsoever. She poured the rest of the coffee down her throat before carrying her mobile phone to the window. One of the neighbours was busy clearing snow from the car in front of hers. Tapping in her father’s number, she placed the palm of her hand on the cold glass and waited.


    ‘Hello,’ he answered. ‘I’m on my way to a meeting.’


    Line turned round, supporting the small of her back against the window ledge, and peered at her notes spread over the kitchen table. ‘I’m just phoning to let you know I’m taking a trip down today. I’ll be staying at home for a few days.’


    ‘Oh? Why’s that?’


    ‘Doesn’t it suit?’


    ‘Of course it suits. It’s just that I hadn’t expected to see you until Christmas.’


    ‘I’m going to write about Viggo Hansen.’


    ‘For VG? Why on earth?’


    ‘Did you know him?’


    ‘We were on nodding terms.’


    ‘Yes, but what do you know about him?’


    Her father was quiet for a few moments, before repeating, ‘I’m on my way to a meeting.’


    ‘I don’t believe anyone really knew him. That’s why I’m going to write about him, and how it’s possible to be entirely alone throughout your life.’


    She heard only silence as her father thought about this. He seemed to be contemplating her point. ‘That could be an interesting story,’ he said, ‘but isn’t it slightly close to home?’


    ‘How do you mean?’


    ‘He was our neighbour, wasn’t he? You were one of the people who were here but didn’t get to know him.’


    Line crossed to the kitchen table. She had thought about this, understanding that she herself was one of the reasons for Viggo Hansen’s loneliness. It would present a challenge when she came to balance the material, but she saw nothing wrong with that. It would be almost like working on the local paper again, when you knew, or knew of, most people you were writing about.


    ‘I’ve sent a request to Christine Thiis for access to the case notes from the time when he was found,’ she said. ‘Can you ask whether she’s received it? I can send a copy to you as well.’


    ‘It’s not a criminal case,’ her father objected. She could hear his footsteps as he spoke.


    ‘I know that. I’m just trying to find out who he was. Will you speak to her?’


    ‘I’ll do that, but now I can’t talk any longer. See you tonight, then.’
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    Wisting entered the conference room and placed his phone on the table. He had forgotten about Viggo Hansen. The case file, containing photographs he would prefer that Line did not see, was still lying in his office. However, he knew his daughter and was well aware she would not give up until she had her hands on the folder.


    Espen Mortensen was already at work in the conference room, connecting the videolink to the autopsy room at the Institute of Public Health in Oslo.


    Wisting gazed absentmindedly at the test card image on the screen. He could not let go of Viggo Hansen. He often pondered such trivial coincidences. The unidentified body and Viggo Hansen had both been lying for the same length of time, without anyone having missed them. There was no apparent connection, but a habitual suspicion meant he was unable to drop the notion.


    Nils Hammer came in and sat in his usual place, complaining how much he hated snow, and slipped a sachet of snuff under his lip.


    Christine Thiis was last to arrive, carrying a sheaf of papers that she set down on the table before her. ‘It’s out,’ she said, taking her seat. ‘I’ve spoken to the local paper.’


    ‘That’s fine,’ Wisting remarked. ‘We’re going to need information from the public.’


    ‘What did you tell them?’ Hammer asked.


    ‘Not much,’ Christine Thiis replied. ‘After all, we don’t know very much. A dead body has been found in the woods beside Halle farmhouse. It’s been lying for a long time, and we can’t say anything about age or sex with any certainty. They’re of a similar mind to us, that it’s probably a personal tragedy.’


    Wisting nodded. The newspaper would probably keep a low profile, as they had done with Viggo Hansen’s death.


    ‘A good idea to talk to them just now,’ Hammer remarked, pointing to the large flat screen. ‘In an hour or so, we’ll probably know a great deal more.’


    ‘They’ll soon be hassling me again.’


    Images of the autopsy room were now filling the large screen, with the harsh ceiling light reflecting off the white wall tiles and sterile metal worktops. Wisting joined them at the table.


    This was a type of television broadcast he had not been able to get completely used to. He associated television with entertainment, so it was a bizarre experience to sit watching pathologists cutting into a human body as a live broadcast. However, it was a practical form of communication, two-way with respect to sound, but with the picture travelling only one way. Previously, they had been at the mercy of a resumé in a phone call and a brief report via fax. The new arrangement allowed them to pose questions directly to the pathologist and receive immediate answers.


    Three people were present at the autopsy: a forensics expert and an assistant, each wearing green overalls as well as facemasks, gloves and yellow plastic aprons, and a crime scene technician from Kripos, the national criminal investigation section, in the usual white coverall. According to their papers, the Kripos officer’s name was Jon Berge. Wisting was familiar with the name from countless reports, but had never seen him before.


    A fourth man entered the room trundling a body-shaped bundle wrapped in white plastic. They heard his footsteps echo in the room as he pushed the trolley into place.


    ‘Are you ready?’ Jon Berge from Kripos asked, peering up at the camera.


    ‘Ready,’ Wisting said.


    The assistant rolled out a table on which they could see surgical instruments and empty test-tubes with labels attached. The pathologist unzipped the body bag and folded it to one side, removing some stained sheets before exposing the damaged body to the bright artificial light. Wisting saw how everyone in the autopsy room reacted to the smell that must be overwhelming now that the frozen body had started to thaw.


    A transparent plastic bag was drawn over the dead man’s right arm, on which the hand had stiffened in a grip around some strands of hair. At several points on the clothing, Mortensen had affixed broad, clear tape to secure possible traces of the perpetrator: hair, fibres, skin, sweat, blood and tears.


    The pathologist dictated time and place into a recorder and announced the names of everyone present.


    ‘The unidentified body arrived at the Forensics Division of the Institute of Public Health wearing a brown blazer, shirt, pale trousers and brown leather shoes,’ he said. ‘A more detailed description of the clothing is being left to the police crime scene technician.’


    Jon Berge took an overview picture.


    ‘The body is far advanced in decomposition, but has not reached the final stage of putrefaction. The remains of the epidermis are brownish-black, and numerous pin-sized, crater-shaped lesions can be detected that may be assumed to derive from attacks by ants and beetles. Wounds caused by larger animals can also be seen in the form of centimetre-long, irregular lesions on the bare areas of connective tissue, such as the ankle and neck. Incursions by fly larvae seem to have been restricted. The left arm is stretched out and lying along the body. The right arm is at an angle from the elbow joint and is resting on the chest. The hand is clenched and looks to be holding something.’


    The camera flash shed its white light on the body before the pathologist continued with the external description. He then removed the plastic cover around the right hand and straightened out the thumb and forefinger.


    ‘Potential hair fibres found in the right hand,’ he dictated, ensuring that photos were taken before unfolding the remaining three fingers. ‘The palm of the hand is stained with a brownish-black coating. Possibly a surface crusting of blood. A total of six hairs are firmly attached to the crust.’


    One by one, the hairs were removed with tweezers and placed in a test-tube. Subsequently, samples were taken of what was probably blood, before the hand was rinsed clean. No injuries were found on it.


    ‘We’ll continue,’ the pathologist declared, inviting the assistant to remove the shoes.


    He coaxed them off and handed them to the Kripos investigator. ‘Wolverine,’ he read from the sole of the shoe. ‘Size 11.5.’


    ‘Not a European measurement, then,’ Christine Thiis said.


    Espen Mortensen keyed the company name into the computer to initiate a search. ‘A shoe factory with headquarters in Michigan, USA. They’re sold worldwide.’


    On screen, they had removed the jacket from the body. The police officer tried to read a label at the collar.


    Mortensen leafed through his notes. ‘Brioni. I’ve checked it. An Italian label.’


    Jon Berge nodded in confirmation as he placed the jacket in a paper bag.


    The trouser legs were then cut open and carefully peeled back. Black encrustations of skin and tissue came next, and thread-like remains of musculature were revealed.


    ‘Men’s underwear,’ the policeman in the autopsy room announced, prior to examining the pale trousers. ‘John Henry Men’s Dress Pants.’


    Espen Mortensen’s computer screen filled with results from various online stockists. ‘Only foreign pages. Shopko, Find&Save and eBay.’


    The arms of the shirt were cut off in the same way as the trousers.


    Wisting peered at the remains on the metal table. The ribcage was protruding from the chest, and the blackish-brown skin was broken and covered in open sores. Most probably these were due to depredations by rats. The clothing had been intact, and there was nothing to suggest external injuries caused by violence in the form of stab or gunshot wounds.


    The Kripos investigator let his fingers slide along the shirt collar, searching for a label. ‘There’s some discolouration here,’ he said. ‘Darker than the other stains. I can’t make out the brand.’ He turned to face the camera. ‘It could be blood.’


    The pathologist picked up a ruler and drew the adjustable arm of the lamp towards the head. ‘It’s difficult to say,’ he muttered before dictating: ‘Possible fracture of the left temple. An area of the skull bone, measuring 3.5 centimetres in diameter, is exposed. Remnants of corpse wax are visible along the edges of the wound.’


    Jon Berge took photographs on the pathologist’s instructions. ‘Could be consistent with an injury caused by a blunt weapon. Extremely provisional conclusion.’


    Wisting noted what was said, mostly from habit. He would receive a preliminary report before the end of the day with descriptions and comments on all the injuries. The work in the autopsy room continued. The underpants were cut and removed from the body.


    The pathologist raised the recorder to his mouth again: ‘The external sex organs are like leaves,’ he stated, describing the folds of skin in the dead man’s groin. ‘Most probably male, dried out. The chest and abdomen have collapsed, parts of the skeleton can be seen clearly and, as far as I can make out, have no inflicted injuries.’


    Christine Thiis stood up, her face drained of colour. ‘I’m going to my office,’ she said. ‘Let me have a summary afterwards.’


    Wisting’s eyes followed her to the door before returning to the images on the screen. The pathologist continued with routine aspects of his work before the body was hosed down with cold water.


    ‘We’re obviously dealing with a corpse of some age,’ he said, peering up at the camera. ‘It’s relatively well preserved, considering it’s been lying outdoors, but it’s impossible to give an exact time of death.’


    ‘Four months?’ Wisting suggested.


    ‘Well, there’s nothing to suggest otherwise. The average temperature has been low since the end of September. The first undoubted night frosts came to Eastern Norway in October; so, yes. He may well have been there from the middle of August. It was a fairly cool summer as well.’


    ‘’He’s been kept dry and relatively dark too,’ Wisting said, recalling how, in the Scouts, they had learned to light a fire in pouring rain, without help from lighter fuel or paper. The secret lay underneath the fir trees, at the foot of the trunk, where rain and damp never penetrated, and dry branches could always be found. ‘That would explain why the body’s in such good condition, even after four months.’


    ‘I understood you didn’t have anyone missing from that time?’ the Kripos investigator said.


    Wisting shook his head to confirm, but then it dawned on him that the people on screen could not see him. ‘At least not locally,’ he said. ‘And nobody from the rest of the country who might possibly have ended up here in our neck of the woods.’


    ‘We’re moving to X-rays now,’ the pathologist explained. ‘Then we’ll take weights and measurements before we cut him up. Perhaps that will be of help to you. I’ll get the forensic odontologist to take an impression of his teeth as well. Provisionally, I can’t say more than that it’s a fully-grown male.’


    Wisting expressed his thanks and the screen went dark.
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    Christine Thiis’ office was located at the end of the corridor. As the door was ajar, Wisting ventured inside. ‘I think it’s a foreigner,’ he said, positioning himself beside the window. The sky was leaden and large snowflakes fell thick and fast.


    Christine Thiis leaned back and folded her arms across her chest. ‘Did anything more specific emerge from the post-mortem?’


    ‘We’ll know in the course of the day, but in the meantime we don’t know any more than that it’s a grown man wearing clothes and shoes bought abroad.’


    ‘And that he has a substantial wound on his head.’


    Wisting nodded as he pushed his hands into his pockets and rested his forehead on the cold windowpane. In a courtyard across the street children were rolling big snowballs that left black marks in all the whiteness.


    ‘Have you received an application from Line?’ he asked.


    ‘Not from Line,’ she replied, clicking into her email, ‘but from a chief editor.’ Leaning closer to the screen, she screwed up her eyes and read aloud: ‘We hereby request that our journalist Line Wisting be granted access to the case documents pertaining to the death of Viggo Hansen.’


    ‘I spoke to her a few hours ago,’ Wisting said. ‘She’s on her way home. Perhaps she’ll stay here until after Christmas.’


    ‘That’ll be nice. Are you going to celebrate together?’


    ‘I expect so. We haven’t actually talked about Christmas yet.’ Down in the courtyard the children were patting the largest snowball flat at the top before lifting the next and placing it on top. ‘Have you managed to look at that?’ he asked, nodding at the computer screen.


    ‘At present there’s not much to do apart from wait,’ Christine Thiis said, glancing into the corridor in the direction of the conference room. ‘I’ve already sent the chief editor a reply.’


    Wisting remained silent in anticipation of her telling him whether she had declined or approved the request.


    ‘I can’t see anything wrong with allowing the newspaper access to the documents,’ she said. ‘They have an editorial responsibility with respect to the publication of personal and private information, but I’ve discussed it with the chief constable and we’ve decided to allow them free access.’


    Wisting gazed at her. ‘Does this have anything to do with it being Line who asked?’


    ‘Not really. Obviously it’s important for us to have confidence that Line will handle the assignment in an acceptable fashion, but it’s really more to do with my belief that it’s an important story. I’ve spoken to the probate authorities and the local council’s legal department as well. They’re allowing her access to the house.’


    ‘Excellent,’ Wisting said, his eyes flitting again to the window, where he could see the snowman had been given a head, with eyes, nose, mouth and a knitted hat. Espen Mortensen came into the room.


    ‘What do you think?’ Christine Thiis asked. ‘About the post-mortem?’


    ‘I think we must accept that this is a case of murder,’ he said, sitting down. ‘And that we’re behind by four months.’


    Wisting had already appreciated what they were facing some time earlier. ‘I don’t believe it happened there,’ he said. ‘In amongst the Christmas trees.’


    Mortensen agreed. ‘He was brought there. It’s a long time ago now, but there’s no evidence at the discovery site to indicate the murder was committed there.’


    ‘You mean he was killed somewhere else and transported there?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    Wisting rubbed his hand over his mouth, biting his lower lip thoughtfully. ‘It’s a strange place to hide a body.’


    Christine Thiis was noting key words in large, round handwriting. ‘It could have happened somewhere close by?’ she suggested. ‘At one of the farms out there, or something like that?’


    ‘Torunn and Benjamin are surveying the area,’ Wisting explained. ‘The buildings are spread out. Smallholdings and individual houses. The plan is to conduct interviews with everyone who lives out there. It would just have been so much easier if we knew exactly who he was.’


    Christine Thiis was chewing the end of a ballpoint pen. ‘What else do we have?’


    ‘Six strands of hair, clothes and shoes manufactured abroad, an advertising brochure for a floating church,’ Mortensen summarised. ‘The last item is actually the most specific thing we have. It means that the murder most likely took place at some time after the Elida berthed here on the 9th and 10th August.’


    That’s not much to build a case on, Wisting thought as he looked at the children again. Nevertheless it was a start, and he knew from experience that they were going to obtain more information. The case would grow, layer by layer, just like a snowball rolled across the snow, steadily increasing in size.
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    Line spent only a quarter of an hour clearing snow from her car. Afterwards she showered, packed and made preparations to travel. In the meantime, it began snowing again, and a fine dusting covered the car.


    Throwing her bag onto the rear seat, she brushed the windscreen before settling behind the steering wheel and turning the key. The engine turned over repeatedly, but did not start. She switched off before making another attempt. Several lights on the dashboard lit up. She pumped the accelerator and finally the car sprang to life. She revved the engine and moved out from the kerb, tyres spinning on the slippery surface before gripping the snow.


    Wet snowflakes on the windscreen melted immediately. The wipers squeaked and clicked, and the heater slowly blasted hot air until the windscreen was clear of condensation.


    The trip home usually took an hour and a half. When she reached the halfway point, she drove into a petrol station and had her windscreen wipers changed. Before she drove on, she opened her laptop and checked her email. A reply from police prosecutor Christine Thiis was among the new messages.


    Refusal, she thought as she double-clicked on the message. The response had come far too speedily for it to be positive.


    She prepared herself for disappointment, and was surprised to read: Duplicate copies of the case documents can be collected from the police station in Larvik on short-term loan. The local authority has been appointed to take charge of the estate of the deceased. The trustees have no objections to Verdens Gang being allowed access to the residence of the late occupant. The keys may be uplifted here.


    In conclusion, the police lawyer wished her luck with the newspaper article. Line broke into a broad smile. This was a better start to her project than she had anticipated. An orange snowplough passed on the motorway with chains rattling, followed by a procession of cars unable to overtake. She decided to check the online newspapers.


    Her own had headlines about four different weather-related stories. The local paper at home in Larvik also discussed the weather. Further down she found a story that aroused her curiosity. Person found dead was the simple caption. She clicked on the link and read the story.


    On Friday afternoon, someone had been found dead at Halle. The brief article did not contain much more information than that. The body showed signs of having lain for some considerable time and had been transported to the Institute of Public Health for post-mortem examination and identification.


    The story itself did not provide many more answers than the caption: a person had been found dead. She closed the lid of the laptop and returned it to her bag.


    A whining noise came from somewhere under the bonnet when the car began moving again. She drowned out the sound by switching on the radio, searching for a station that was not playing Christmas music.


    It did not take long for her to join the queue behind the snowplough. Sometime later the grey waters of the Farris lake appeared on her right and she took the exit lane for Larvik. The roads leading into town were not so well ploughed; slush squelched under the tyres and sloshed against the wheel arches. The lake had still not frozen over, and the wind was churning the surface with choppy ripples.


    She parked in a vacant space in front of the police station. Snow had blown into drifts and piled up in front of the entrance. She trudged across the car park and made her way into the red brick building. The young man in uniform behind the front desk glanced up from his paperwork and gave her a nod. Line, who had never seen him before, introduced herself.


    ‘I’m here to see Christine Thiis,’ she said.


    ‘Do you have an appointment?’


    ‘Sort of, but we didn’t arrange a particular time. I’ve just to collect some documents.’


    The police officer spent some time finding an internal phone number on a list and keyed it into the phone on the desk. ‘It’s the duty desk,’ he said. ‘You’ve got a visitor. A journalist from VG.’


    He listened to her answer and reached out for an envelope and form on a worktop behind him. ‘Yes, it’s here,’ he said into the receiver. He wrapped up the conversation and handed Line the envelope. ‘Christine Thiis is busy, but she left this for you.’


    Line accepted the papers. The envelope was marked with her name.


    ‘You need to sign here,’ the police officer pushed a sheet of paper across the counter.


    It was a standard form for lending case documents on which she had to confirm that she would not copy the papers, let any unauthorised person have access to them, or use them for any purpose other than that agreed. She picked up a pen and wrote her name at the foot of the page.


    As she returned the form she considered whether to ask for her father and let him know she had arrived. They could perhaps have a cup of coffee in his office or something like that. She shrugged the idea off, more enthusiastic about getting started.


    En route to the car, she discovered that the folder was slimmer than she had expected. She held the envelope between her fingers, surmising that it contained something more than sheets of paper. House keys, she thought, and smiled contentedly. A gust of wind swept a flurry of snow over the seats when she opened the car door. She stepped inside, inserted the key in the ignition and turned it as she pumped the accelerator pedal. The engine made a few clicking noises before rumbling into life.


    On the way down from Oslo she had planned how she would install herself in what had been her mother’s workroom upstairs. It was a pleasant room with a large desk, a comfortable office chair and a cork noticeboard on the wall.


    She could just make out the depressions carved by the wheels of her father’s car on the snow in front of the house. A snowplough had left an enormous drift blocking the driveway, too deep for her to take the chance of driving through it. Instead, she parked at the kerb and left the engine running while she plodded up to the steps. She grabbed hold of the snow shovel and scooped the snow away from the entrance before returning to dig an opening in the bank of snow. Perspiration broke out on her neck, and she straightened her back, leaning against the shovel, to take a rest.


    Viggo Hansen’s house was situated on the opposite side of the street, barely fifty metres away. The dark windows were partly hidden behind the sprawling branches of the gnarled old apple trees in the garden.


    Line bit her lip. A gust of wind rushing past made her shiver. The snow was melting on her hair and running down her forehead. She wiped her face with the back of her hand and continued to shovel. Twenty minutes later she drove her car to the front of the house.


    Stamping the snow off her feet on the steps before letting herself in, she headed for the kitchen. The coffee machine had been a present to her father last Christmas, but it was also possible to use it to make tea. She switched it on to make a cup before carrying her belongings to her bedroom upstairs and taking the envelope full of police documents into her mother’s old workroom.


    One wall was covered with bookshelves from floor to ceiling. Literary fiction, biographies, history books, non-fiction, magazines and ring binders, all in a blessed combination. In the corner, just inside the door, there was a cushioned armchair with a small table and reading lamp beside it. In the centre, her mother’s desk, with drawers on either side, was placed so that whoever sat there had their back to the door and could look out onto the street in front of the house.


    Line put down her cup and opened the curtains. As the silver, snowy light entered the room, she felt a draught from a chink in the window frame.


    A solitary light above Viggo Hansen’s door shed light on his garden. The brown-stained timber house was slightly smaller than her father’s, with a flat roof and a dense hedge surrounding the property. The door was pale brown, with a little square of yellow, textured glass. The snow lay deep on the steps and icicles were hanging from the roof.


    She weighed the envelope containing the case documents in her hand for a moment before taking it across to the desk, where she sat down and switched on the lamp. It spread a pleasant glow over the desktop and left the rest of the room bathed in semi-darkness. She opened the envelope with her fingernail. The documents were gathered into a bundle inside a green folder with an elastic band around it.


    A bunch of keys remained in the envelope. She emptied them onto the desk: a plastic fob advertising the name of a locksmith and a shiny house key attached to a ring. The police must have used a drill to force the lock and had a new one installed after they had gained entry. She picked up the key, letting it rest in the palm of her hand, and curled her fingers around it before she let it go. Then she took hold of the document folder and pulled off the elastic band.
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    A snow blower was making a racket outside, penetrating the conference room at the police station. The regular thrum of the engine subsided each time the driver turned behind a snowdrift or round the corner of a building.


    Around the table, the atmosphere was muted. Wisting’s eyes scanned his colleagues, now understanding that the case was a homicide and that they had the worst starting point imaginable. They had no idea who the dead man was. Already he could see that none of the investigators present would report anything new.


    The only one who might had not yet arrived. Throughout the day, Espen Mortensen had maintained direct contact with the forensics experts and received details as they were uncovered. Wisting already had a provisional report from the pathologist. The body had been measured and the height estimated at between five feet ten and six feet one, with a weight of 26 kilos, though it had probably been three times that when the man was alive. Of Caucasian origin, between fifty and sixty years old when he died, hair colour was established as dark blond. Cause of death was attributed to head injuries.


    His clothes were listed and he knew Torunn Borg had been working on brand names and sales outlets without turning up anything on where he might have come from.


    Espen Mortensen appeared at the door with a bundle of papers, his mobile phone ringing. He took the call and listened at the doorway, his eyes wandering until they met Wisting’s; staring, but at the same time with something distant about him. He turned on his heel and strode back to his office.


    ‘Line was here today,’ Christine Thiis said, filling the silence. Her notepad was as blank as Wisting’s own.


    ‘Did you speak to her?’ he asked, remembering that he had not heard from his daughter.


    ‘No,’ she replied. ‘I left the documents for her to collect at the front desk.’


    Wisting glanced at the clock: 4.05, and began the meeting. At this stage in the investigation there was a great deal of emphasis on relating what little they actually knew, in order to force the work forward. No plan existed on how to solve the case. All suggestions, ideas and thoughts had to be thrown onto the table, sorted and sifted through.


    He opened the meeting with a summary of what had been done so far, then invited discussion, giving them all an opportunity to provide a résumé of what they knew.


    ‘Benjamin?’ he said, riffling through his papers. ‘You’ve spoken to Per and Supattra Halle?’


    The young detective nodded as he produced the witness statements from the residents of the farm where the dead man’s body had been found. ‘I think we can disregard them entirely,’ he said. ‘They grow strawberries and run a “pick your own” business in the summer months, between the middle of June and the end of July. On the sixth of August they travelled to Thailand and didn’t return until the first of October.’


    Wisting took notes. ‘The Elida was here on the ninth and tenth of August,’ he said, drawing the same conclusion as Benjamin Fjeld. The brochure found wrapped in plastic in the dead man’s inside pocket suggested that the murder had probably been committed sometime after Per and Supattra Halle had gone abroad. ‘Was there anyone looking after the farm while they were away?’


    ‘Yes, they had a kind of relief worker there from one of the other farms. He’s coming in tomorrow morning.’


    ‘What’s his name?’


    ‘Jonathan Wang,’ the young detective said, and added the details Wisting really wanted to know. ‘I’ve checked the records. Nothing there. He’s got a clean sheet.’


    Wisting noted the name and saw that Christine Thiis did likewise. For the present it was no more than a name, but Jonathan Wang had been alone in the proximity of the discovery site at the assumed time of the murder. It was something to work on.


    He continued, looking at Torunn Berg. ‘Door to door enquiries?


    ‘We’ve talked to most people on the farms round about. Nothing stands out, but a lot of information needs to be worked through. For instance, itinerant workers have visited several of them, offering to sharpen knives and tools.’


    ‘That adds up,’ Nils Hammer interrupted. ‘We had some reports of deceptions in connection with that last summer. They were driving a Swedish-registered car.’


    ‘Do we have a case file on that?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘No, but the registration number was logged in one of the reports,’ Torunn Borg said.


    ‘Anything else?’


    ‘People don’t remember very much. Some noticed a foreigner with a camera, others recall a delivery van in the farmyard towards the end of the summer. A German asked the way to Mølen, and a Polish deaf mute was selling pictures at the door. Among other things.’


    Wisting reached for a coffee cup. Everyday details such as those remained loosely attached in people’s memory banks and had to be brought into the light of day by gentle prodding. Most likely this information would not lead to anything other than extra work, but experience told him that somewhere among all these particulars there could be one tiny, crucial detail. What seemed unimportant now could become extremely important in a day or a week’s time. Or a year, for that matter.


    ‘You’re following them up?’ he asked.


    ‘As long as nothing more interesting crops up.’


    Espen Mortensen appeared at the door again, now with just a single sheet of paper in each hand, looking from one to the other before holding them both out.


    ‘What have you got?’ Hammer asked.


    ‘We have a result on the fingerprint.’ Mortensen stepped into the room.


    ‘Fingerprints?’ Wisting asked, remembering the shrivelled fingers of the corpse.


    ‘On the leaflet in his inside pocket,’ Mortensen said. ‘The one wrapped in plastic.’


    ‘Who?’ Hammer asked. ‘Whose fingerprints have they found?’


    Mortensen glanced down. ‘Robert Godwin.’


    ‘Who’s Robert Godwin?’


    Mortensen placed the sheet in his right hand on the table.


    Wisting leaned forward, a nerve twitching on his forehead as he read the caption: Wanted by the FBI.
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    It took Line less than an hour to read through the documents. The case was detailed chronologically, starting with a report from the police patrol that had arrived on the scene first and forced their way into the house. Next, a form from a doctor certifying the death. Next, an account of the interview with the man from the power company who had found Viggo Hansen when he visited to disconnect the electricity.


    Successive documents included copies of correspondence with his general practitioner and reports from an investigator who had spoken to the postman and the nearest neighbours. A document headed Report of search and seizure with a list of what the police removed from the house for further examination. Finally she read the report from the crime scene technician, accompanied by a folder of illustrations in which the body was sketched on a floor plan showing the layout of the rooms in the small building: two bedrooms, kitchen, bathroom, two storerooms, a porch and a staircase leading down to the basement.


    The photographs were black and white, those depicting Viggo Hansen’s corpse morbid and unpleasant, reminiscent of a mummified body. The cadaver was totally dehydrated and shrivelled. The dry, hard skin had shrunk and stretched across the knuckles. Sitting in a chair, it resembled a grey-black doll. There was something sinister and surreal about it, making Viggo Hansen a stranger even in death.


    In front of the chair with the body was a table and, in front of that, a television set, still switched on. Line recognised the Discovery Channel logo.


    One of the images showed a TV magazine open on the table with the list of programmes for 11th August. An asterisk was drawn beside FBI’s Archives. Despite the tragic circumstances, Line could not suppress a smile. The news editor at VG would get to read what he was watching when he died after all.


    None of the case documents conveyed anything about who Viggo Hansen really was as a person, only as he was after his life had ended. Of greatest interest was the report from Espen Mortensen which not only described the corpse, but also the house, in a level-headed and objective fashion. Both the front and verandah doors at the back had been locked, all the windows closed, and there was no sign of a break-in. The house was tidy, and showed no evidence of a struggle or that he had received a visit of any kind.


    On the basis of the open TV guide, the technician concluded that the death had taken place at some time on the evening of Thursday 11th August.


    The post-mortem report supported that conclusion: There is nothing about the condition of the body to contradict the assumption that death occurred as long ago as 11th August, she read. The pathologist described how low humidity in the deceased’s house was the reason for the body being in such a good state of preservation. Dry air caused bodily fluids to evaporate and the rest of the corpse was conserved by being dried out instead of decomposing.


    The bundle of case documents also included results of various tests and analyses. Though the language was bureaucratic, Line understood that they dealt with DNA analysis. As there were no family members to use for comparison purposes, Viggo Hansen’s profile was compared with DNA retrieved from his toothbrush and hair from a comb found in a trouser pocket. By this means, his identity was established.


    The interview the police had conducted with his neighbour, Steinar Brunvall, provided answers to some of the things Line had speculated about her childhood sweetheart. The report recorded how he had grown up next door to Viggo Hansen, and that he had taken over his childhood home after his parents had moved to Spain three years ago. He worked as a teacher and had a partner called Ida. They had two small children together.


    Steinar had little to say about Viggo Hansen. He could not recall when he last saw his neighbour, but thought it must have been during the summer. On the few occasions he had caught sight of him, he was making his way home with a shopping bag in either hand. They had never exchanged a word.


    The conversation the police had with Greta Tisler, the other next-door neighbour, was not of much help either. She seemed most annoyed about the overgrown garden surrounding Viggo Hansen’s house. She had lived there with her husband since the early seventies. Half a generation older than Viggo Hansen, she thought that was why they had not associated with him. Her deceased husband had made contact with him in connection with a garden room they had built in the mid-nineties. They had required his signature on some papers. She described Viggo Hansen as a peculiar man who kept himself to himself. Line fancied that Greta Tisler probably would have said a great deal more about things that had no place in a police report, and entered her name on the list of people she wanted to talk to.


    In similar case folders she had seen, dealing with people’s identification, the investigators often included a passport photograph of the deceased, but she could not find any such portrait photo of Viggo Hansen. Probably no passport photograph of him existed at all. He had most likely never travelled anywhere.


    She had only a vague idea of what he had looked like and would have preferred to put a face to the story, but she would have to do without. One of the pictures from the living room, where Viggo Hansen sat with his back turned, could be printed, if the police would agree to give her the original picture files. The upper part of his head, tilted slightly to the left, was visible above the backrest of one of the chairs, and if you did not know any better, it might look like a picture of someone asleep in front of the TV. You could see the empty glass on the table. The walls, grey and cold, had no family photos, suggesting a solitary person and a lonely life.


    Gathering the papers together, she replaced them in the green folder before crossing to the window. The snow lay thick on the window sill. A man in a bulky quilted jacket, with a black cap and a scarf that covered most of his face, was walking up the street. A startled bird took flight from one of the trees in Viggo Hansen’s garden.


    Writing about his life might prove more difficult than she had imagined. For the time being, nothing indicated that Viggo Hansen had left any traces. His life appeared quite empty, so empty that it might be difficult to eke out the 12,000 characters she needed to fill six pages. All the same, she had to find something, had to get hold of someone who remembered him, someone he had made an impression on, even decades ago. She would have to try to create a picture of who he had been. The house he had lived in for so many years would certainly tell her something. Perhaps he had books on his shelves, or photographs in a drawer? What sort of clothes had he worn? Did he have any films lying about, or any old letters? What was the first thing he had seen when he opened his eyes in the morning? Aspects such as these could tell her something. Viggo Hansen must have possessed an internal world, even if closed to other people. She would make an effort to delve into that world.
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    Wisting sat behind his desk gazing at the logo of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. In the course of only a few minutes the investigation had been taken to an entirely different level.


    Robert Godwin was number four on the FBI list of the ten most wanted people in the USA. He was also known as the Interstate Strangler. Underneath his name, the reasons for him being hunted by the police were given as First degree murder (six counts). Six instances of premeditated homicide. Six women. In addition there were as many occasions of rape and kidnapping. The FBI offered a reward of up to one million dollars for information leading to arrest.


    In the centre of the sheet was a picture of the wanted man, a poor quality black and white image of a young man with a narrow face and thinning hair, smooth-shaven with a receding hairline. Nothing about his appearance suggested the kind of man he really was; on the contrary. And it must be many years old. According to the report, Robert Godwin had been on the wanted list since 1989.


    Nils Hammer sat on the edge of his seat opposite Wisting. Espen Mortensen sat beside him with a sheaf of papers on his lap, handing them one by one to Wisting as he read them. Wisting in his turn passed them to Nils Hammer.


    The final report from the FBI summarised the background. Robert Godwin had been born just outside Minneapolis, USA, in 1950. Wisting pictured the map in his mind’s eye and placed the city beside the Canadian border. Godwin had grown up on a farm where the family cultivated apples, but had gone on to higher education specialising in languages and art history, and becoming a lecturer at the University of Minnesota. Unmarried, he lived alone.


    The first murder was committed as far back as 1983. The victim’s name was Lynn Adams, an eighteen-year-old student at the university where Godwin taught. She had intended to hitchhike home to her boyfriend one Friday afternoon, but never reached her destination. Her body was not found until six months later, in a drainage tank outside the town. A maintenance worker lifted the manhole cover to inspect drainage pipes and found her wrapped in a hessian sack. The murder was filed as unsolved until the FBI tracked Robert Godwin down six years later.


    All of the subsequent five victims were young women. In four of these cases, hitchhikers who had been picked up on one of the highways leading to North Dakota, Iowa or Wisconsin. The fifth was a woman whose car had broken down and the investigation was launched when her vehicle was found abandoned at a bus stop outside Billings.


    The FBI surmised that he had rendered his victims unconscious by anaesthetising them with chloroform stolen from the laboratories at the university’s Institute of Chemistry.


    Wisting glanced up. Chloroform? It was like something from an American film, but he did not voice his thoughts.


    For years these cases had been investigated as individual homicides, but experiments with DNA put the FBI agents on the right track. The technology was entirely new, and the researchers were allowed access to biological material collected in unsolved cases. They found traces of DNA from the same person in five unsolved murders across several state boundaries in northern USA. Moreover, the cases had a number of similarities: all were women who had been picked up along the motorway, raped, strangled and dumped in ditches.


    The revelation that the police were confronted by a serial killer was given prominence in the media. The press christened him the Interstate Strangler, from the name of the highway where he accosted his victims. Media reports forced the murderer to go to ground, and no further bodies were discovered.


    One year later, the police had a breakthrough. The Interstate Strangler struck again, but this time the victim survived her ordeal. In the heat of the struggle, she bit her assailant, drawing blood, and succeeded in fleeing. She was a student at the university where Godwin was teaching, and was able to identify him by name. His blood DNA profile matched that of the Interstate Strangler.


    Robert Godwin disappeared before the police could arrest him and on 24th August 1989 was included in the list of the FBI’s most wanted fugitives. Simultaneously, the investigators began to examine other unsolved cases in which no DNA traces had been found. They also discovered that the hessian sack in which the first victim had been concealed was the same type and manufacture as those used in the family’s apple production, and Lynn Adams’ homicide was listed as the sixth count on his indictment. By that time, however, Robert Godwin had vanished from the face of the earth.


    Leaning back in his chair, Wisting gazed out of the window. It was growing dark; giant snowflakes were falling through the pale yellow light of the streetlamps. His throat was dry. He cleared it as if about to say something, but instead sat listening to the subdued silence.


    ‘There’s more,’ Mortensen said, handing him the final sheet, a comparative case analysis. In addition to the six murders of which Robert Godwin was formally charged, the FBI investigators had compiled a list of seventeen other possible victims.


    Wisting stole a glance at Mortensen before continuing. The seventeen cases were categorised as missing persons, all young women who travelled the motorway network where Godwin had been known to operate. They had been reported missing after the newspapers had mentioned the DNA profile that had put police on the trail of Robert Godwin, who was now a wanted man. The investigators had not drawn any conclusions, but it seemed obvious that the Interstate Strangler had not stopped killing, and instead simply ensured his victims were not found.


    Wisting passed across the final sheet and sat in silence as Hammer read to the end, watching a muscle twitch on the experienced detective’s cheek.


    ‘Do you think he’s the man we’ve found?’ he asked Mortensen.


    ‘The description matches the provisional autopsy report,’ the crime scene technician replied, picking up the document with the picture of Robert Godwin. ‘Normal stature, dark blond hair, sixty years of age, height six feet and weighing approximately eighty kilos,’ he read.


    Nils Hammer put down the last page of the report, shaking his head. ‘An American serial murderer ending up underneath a Norwegian Christmas tree?’


    ‘He’s been wanted for more than twenty years,’ Mortensen said. ‘It wouldn’t be the first time fugitives have hidden in Norway. There are people living here who have committed genocide and other war crimes.’


    Wisting rubbed his forehead. ‘How definitive is the fingerprint report?’


    ‘As clear as crystal. The print from Robert Godwin’s right thumb was found on one side of the brochure, and from his right forefinger and middle finger on the other.’


    ‘That doesn’t mean the fingerprints are from the man we found,’ Hammer said. ‘In principle, the brochure could have come from anywhere. For all we know, Robert Godwin could be on board that Jesus boat.’


    ‘Have the Americans been informed of our result on Godwin?’


    Espen Mortensen nodded. ‘It’s Kripos that’s responsible for international communications.’


    ‘Do we have a DNA profile from the body?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘It should be ready some time tomorrow.’


    ‘And when can we compare it with the sample traces from the USA?’


    ‘No doubt there’ll be some formalities to go through,’ Mortensen said. ‘But theoretically it could take place tomorrow.’


    Wisting got to his feet and crossed to the window, where he saw a man with a tractor clearing the car park in the back yard. The snowplough scraped the asphalt until it glittered.


    ‘The worst thing that could happen is that we discover it’s not Robert Godwin we’ve found,’ Hammer said.


    ‘Why’s that?’


    ‘We’ve found his fingerprints,’ Hammer said. ‘If he’s not the dead man, then he’s still out there somewhere.’
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    Line stood at the window, pondering whether to walk to the bend in the road and let herself into Viggo Hansen’s house. Now that it was dark outside, she could not see much more than its outlines. In addition to the outside light at the front door, a light was shining inside, from what had to be the kitchen.


    A car drove along the street, its headlights casting moving shadows from the crooked trees onto the snow.


    The house seemed not merely empty but deserted. Something about it robbed her of the desire to venture inside on her own, at least in the dark. Sinister was not the right word. It was more that it held something ill-fated in a way that made it frightening. She decided to wait until the next day, and instead descended to the kitchen for something to eat.


    Only a couple of packs of processed food and a few sausages were stored in the fridge. Tinned food in the larder did not tempt her. She wondered whether to go out and do some shopping, but the snow enveloping her car made her drop that idea. Anyway, she was far from certain it would start.


    Instead she fried two eggs, laying them on top of two slices of dry bread, and took them through to the television in the living room. Eating as she flicked through the channels, she located CNN. The wintry weather dominated the news coverage In America as well. A reporter stood in front of a snow-covered road sign welcoming drivers to Minnesota, snowflakes sweeping almost horizontally across the hill behind him. The text in the bottom corner of the screen stated that he was in Fargo on the border of North Dakota. Snow clung to his clothes and shrouded his eyes as he spoke. One metre of snow had fallen in the past twenty-four hours, he explained, and more was expected. The snowplough drivers were struggling to keep the roads open. Suddenly a weather warning was announced and Line switched to a documentary channel.


    Dust had collected on the TV screen; she took her dirty plate through to the kitchen and returned with a duster and spray can from the utility room. The television set was not the only thing covered in dust: a fine layer coated the sideboard, picture frames and the rest of the furniture. She filled a bucket and began to wipe the surfaces, fetched the vacuum cleaner for the floors before washing them, and spent almost two hours cleaning the house.


    Afterwards, she found the box in the loft where the Christmas decorations were stored. She placed an Advent candleholder on the window ledge in the kitchen and hung a star in the living room window. While she kept busy she hoped her father would not arrive, but at almost eight o’clock asked herself whether she ought to phone him. A car door slammed outside and he appeared at the door.


    She rushed to meet him. ‘You’re late,’ she said.


    ‘Yes,’ he replied, without saying what had detained him. ‘Have you eaten?


    ‘I had a couple of eggs. I thought I’d do some shopping tomorrow.’


    ‘I’ll fix myself something simple too,’ he said, accompanying her into the kitchen.


    Line sat at the kitchen table while her father threw three sausages into the same frying pan she had used for the eggs. ‘Have you made a start?’ he asked. ‘I heard you’d been in to collect the documents.’


    ‘Yes, I’ve read through them,’ Line said. ‘There wasn’t actually much to say who Viggo Hansen actually was. I thought I’d speak to some of the people who went to school with him so I’ve made an appointment to see Eivind Aske.’


    ‘The artist?’


    ‘Yes, I’m seeing him tomorrow.’


    Wisting turned the sausages and switched on the extractor fan above the stove. ‘Have you been inside the house?’


    ‘Not yet. I’ll do that tomorrow.’ She remained seated as he took potato salad from the fridge. ‘What do you know about him?’


    He shrugged. ‘I didn’t know him.’


    ‘What about his family? I remember rumours that his mother was in a psychiatric hospital, and his father had been in jail.’


    ‘Yes, now you come to mention it,’ Wisting replied, pushing the frying pan aside. ‘Both his parents were dead before we moved here, and there was talk about it not being so strange that Viggo turned out the way he did. I don’t recall what the problem was, but his mother had gone through some kind of mental breakdown.’


    He transferred the sausages onto a plate and sat opposite her.


    ‘What about his father?’ Line asked. ‘Why was he behind bars?’


    ‘No idea.’


    ‘Who do you suggest I should speak to about that?’


    ‘If he was sentenced to a prison term you should get hold of the court judgment. You’d best speak to someone at the National Archives. Of course, it must have been more than forty years ago.’


    ‘I was really thinking about someone who might be able to tell me something about him. Someone who knew him.’


    ‘That would have to be Greta. She’s his next-door neighbour and was living there for a long time before we arrived.’


    ‘She didn’t have much to say to the police.’


    ‘It may be that she knows more about what happened forty years ago than about Viggo Hansen at the time of his death.’ He put a piece of sausage into his mouth, but stopped chewing. ‘Did you put up the decorations?’ he asked, pointing at the Advent candles in the kitchen window.


    ‘It’ll soon be Christmas, you know,’ Line reminded him.


    ‘Yes, that’s right. What do you want for Christmas?’


    She didn’t really know, and could not give an answer. ‘It said on the internet that a body had been found at Halle,’ she said instead. Nodding, her father took his time chewing his food. ‘Is that why you got home so late?’


    ‘We’re working on identifying the body,’ Wisting answered. ‘We don’t have anyone reported missing who fits.’


    ‘What do you think happened?’


    ‘It’s probably a foreigner.’


    ‘A tourist from last summer?’


    ‘That’s entirely possible.’


    Line noticed he had retreated into his professional role and did likewise, asking questions like a journalist. ‘Have you discovered the cause of death?’


    He stood up and crossed to the kitchen sink, where he rinsed his plate before placing it in the dishwasher.


    As she glanced at him, it suddenly struck Line what this diffident manner was really about. ‘Suspicious death?’ she asked, using the expression investigators employed when they could neither confirm nor deny what kind of case they were faced with.


    ‘Line,’ he said. ‘I can’t talk about it.’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    He did not answer.


    ‘I’m seconded to the weekend magazine,’ she continued. ‘But is there anything I ought to let my news colleagues know?’


    Leaning on the kitchen worktop, Wisting rested his palms on the surface behind him. ‘The way things are now, I’d prefer you didn’t do that. And that you didn’t ask any more questions.’
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    After the snow came the overnight freeze. Wisting moved quietly around the house to avoid waking Line, still asleep upstairs. The thermometer outside the kitchen window showed minus fourteen degrees Celsius, a drop of more than ten degrees.


    Standing at the window, holding his morning coffee, he was aware how stiff his body felt. He had lain awake in the darkness for a long time before falling asleep, and experienced his most restless night for a long time. The case had expanded enormously and what he had read about Robert Godwin terrified him. He had witnessed many things in his job over the years, but never come across a systematic serial killer with so many dead victims on his conscience. This kind of evil was totally foreign to him, and at this point he had a strong sense that they had only vaguely glimpsed the outlines of the case.


    He drained his cup and put it into the dishwasher before heading for the bathroom to splash his face with cold water. He got dressed, pulling on a chunky sweater, sturdy boots, a padded jacket, hat and gloves.


    Outside on the steps he took the snow shovel by the shaft and chopped into the hard crust of ice that had formed over the snow. He cleared a path for himself to his car and swept off the outer layers of snow before opening the door and stepping inside. While the engine spluttered, he turned the fan and heating to the maximum, leaving the engine running as he cleared the rest of the driveway. Once he had finished, the engine had heated and the car windows were clear of ice.


    It was Sunday morning. It dawned on him that this was the third in Advent when he let himself into the police station. He would have to talk to Line about their Christmas plans.


    The criminal investigation department was empty, and the fluorescent tubes on the ceiling buzzed as he switched them on. The lights flickered and the entire room was flooded with white light.


    When the computer sprang to life, a message appeared on the screen. Someone called Else Britt Gusland had called the central switchboard at 02.16 hours. One of the operators had recorded her name and phone number with a message for him to return her call. Regarding the dead body at Halle, the operator had added. She thinks it might be an American lodger who disappeared in August.


    Wisting read the message twice before glancing at the clock: 8.10. The woman was probably asleep, but he picked up the receiver and dialled her number anyway. The voice that eventually answered was lethargic and drowsy.


    ‘Else Britt Gusland?’ The woman confirmed her identity before Wisting introduced himself. ‘You called about an American lodger who disappeared?’


    She coughed and cleared her throat. ‘Yes, I don’t know if it has anything to do with the man I read about on the internet, of course, but we were sitting here last night talking about it, and my sister-in-law suggested it might be Bob. She said it mostly as a joke, but it did say that he had been lying there for some time. So we agreed I would phone.’


    ‘Tell me about Bob.’


    ‘There’s not much to tell. He didn’t make a lot of fuss, and didn’t really say very much about himself.’


    ‘But he was staying with you?’


    ‘Yes. That is, we live in Eikelundveien, but my husband has a flat in the centre of Stavern, above the pub. We let it out to students during term and to tourists in the summer.’


    ‘When did Bob stay there?’


    ‘From the middle of July until he disappeared.’


    ‘And when was that?’


    ‘It’s not easy to say. Our agreement was that he would stay for four weeks, until Sunday 14th August. On the Monday, the students were coming back, but by then he was gone.’


    ‘How was that?’


    ‘I was over at the flat a couple of times that weekend to arrange the keys and suchlike, but he wasn’t in. At least he didn’t open the door. So I went again on Sunday at half past eleven, since our agreement was that he would vacate the flat by twelve o’clock. No one answered the door then either, so I let myself in.’


    ‘And?’


    ‘It was empty. That is, his belongings were still there, so I tried to phone him. It was one of these long foreign numbers and there was no response. It was really hopeless. I locked up and left, and waited until the next day. When I hadn’t heard anything from him by that time, I just had to pack up his things, get the lock changed, and clean the flat so that it was ready for the students.’


    Wisting leaned back in his seat, raking the fingers of his free hand through his hair. ‘And you haven’t heard anything from him since?’


    ‘No. I sent him an email and wrote that I had his belongings and he could have them if he paid for the new lock.’


    ‘What’s his name, apart from Bob?’


    ‘Bob Crabb. I have his phone number and email address as well. That’s how he arranged to rent the flat. He sent me an email from the USA at the end of May.’


    Wisting jotted down this information and took out the FBI wanted poster with the picture of Robert Godwin. ‘What did he look like?’


    ‘He had a beard and glasses. Dark hair.’


    ‘How old was he?’


    ‘He was about my age, I think. About sixty.’


    Wisting put down the old photograph again. The age matched, but with a beard and glasses it would be difficult for Else Britt Gusland to tell whether or not it might be the fugitive serial killer who had been living in her apartment.


    ‘Where are his belongings now?’


    ‘I still have them here. You can certainly come and collect them.’


    ‘Yes, please, and we’ll need a more formal statement from you. Would one hour from now suit?’


    The woman hesitated. ‘What time is it just now?’


    ‘Half past eight.’


    She sighed. ‘Could we say eleven o’clock?’


    It would have been unreasonable to demur, so Wisting made an appointment with her and brought their conversation to a close. He would really have preferred not to wait. He felt an indescribable restlessness within his body, like a gentle whisper in his chest. A premonition that they had no time to lose.
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    Line shivered as she entered the kitchen. She switched on the coffee machine and glanced through the window. The landscape was completely white, wrapped in frost, and a chilly fog veiled the fjord.


    There was something muted and comforting about all that whiteness. For the first time in ages she felt relaxed. She had no imminent deadlines, no hundreds of words to write for tomorrow’s newspaper. She could spend today and the days ahead at her own pleasure, working on a report she herself had suggested, in which no one else had an opinion about what was important, what had to be included and what should not.


    She had her day planned. The first thing she intended to do was visit Viggo Hansen’s house. At four o’clock she had an appointment with Eivind Aske, the painter who had gone to school with him.


    A black bird took off from a branch white with frost, flying to another tree, where it sat at the top to be joined by another.


    She had woken when her father closed the door behind him. Afterwards, she stayed in bed listening to him clear the steps with the car engine running before driving off to work. It was Sunday morning and just past 8.00. There must be something special about the man who had been found dead in the woods at Halle, he had been so reluctant to talk.


    She considered phoning the editorial office to give them a heads-up to start probing, but decided to let it drop. She told herself she would be treading on personal territory, and that for the present she did not belong to the news section.


    She buttered a slice of bread before searching in the fridge for juice or milk. As there was none to be found, she added a shopping trip to the petrol station to her list of the day’s duties. At the kitchen worktop she washed her simple breakfast down with coffee. Then she headed for the bathroom to take a quick shower before getting dressed and going out.


    Her breath was white in the cold air, and her boots creaked on the snow. She peered at the empty house, offset five metres from the street, among old trees with sprawling branches and snow all the way up to its timber cladding. Pale, dismal curtains hung behind the dark windows. She hoped someone had left the heating on inside.


    One of the birds she had spotted from the kitchen window arrived to sit on the gatepost. A crow. When she approached, it flew off and wheeled over the house as if circling a corpse. She slung her bag over her shoulder, with all the police documents, her press notebook and camera, and trudged beside the towering bank of snow at the side of the road. A trail of frozen footprints ran ahead of her, leading to the door, making it easier to progress. Someone must have been here not so long ago, immediately before the last snowfall, perhaps from the local council or the police.


    The front door was equipped with a double lock, according to the police report. Two locks, one above the other. The police had drilled through both to force entry, but had only replaced one. She was taking out the key when she noticed that the door had been broken open. The old timber was splintered around the lock, and the dead-bolt pushed back. Someone had used a broad screwdriver, or something similar, and forced it between door and frame.


    Line glanced at the footprints she had just followed, uncertain whether to go in or remain outside, until the journalist in her came to life. If the housebreaker had ransacked and rummaged through the house in his search for valuables, leaving a scene of devastation, she would get photographs. She entered and closed the door behind her.


    The air inside was dry and stuffy, and there was a sickly odour as was common with old people. A door on her left side was closed, to her right she could see into the bathroom. Snow dropped from the soles of her boots, leaving white tracks across the floor in the hallway. She would have to admit she had gone inside when she phoned to report the break-in.


    The living room entrance was further ahead, and the television set was still exactly as in the police photos. The same applied to the coffee table and the wall unit. The cupboard doors were closed, as were the drawers. It seemed that nothing had been touched, apart from the chair being pulled slightly across the floor. All that remained of Viggo Hansen was a dark stain filling the armchair where he had been sitting, continuing across the floor where it spread out in the shape of a bird with large wings extended.


    She retreated outside. She could use this angle in her report: Viggo Hansen had obviously never had any visitors while he was alive, but now that he was dead they turned up uninvited. She found this humdrum detail touching, and knew many of her readers would feel the same.


    She took a picture of the damaged lock before phoning her father. From the tone of his voice he was busy, but was speaking quietly so that she would not think she was disturbing him.


    ‘There’s been a break-in at Viggo Hansen’s house,’ she said. ‘The door’s been forced open.’


    ‘A burglary?’


    ‘Yes, I came over to see what it looked like inside. I discovered it when I was about to let myself in.’


    ‘How long ago do you think it happened?’


    ‘I don’t know. There are some footprints outside, covered by fresh snow.’


    ‘So there’s nobody inside now?’


    The thought had not even crossed Line’s mind.


    ‘Okay,’ Wisting said. ‘I’ll get a patrol car to attend. You should wait there.’


    They finished their conversation and Line stepped into the street to take another shot. She checked the result in the camera display. Some parts of the image were underexposed, thanks to the snow. She changed the settings before taking another in which several details were evident, and nodded in satisfaction. The motif conveyed a cold and solitary image that would look well in print.


    She scanned the sky for the black birds she had seen earlier. If one of them were sitting in the tree in front of the house, it would provide an excellent focal point. She caught a movement in the corner of her eye, at Greta Tisler’s kitchen window. Someone looking out had pulled back the curtain.


    Line smiled. She liked nosy neighbours.
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    Wisting phoned the duty desk to tell them what had happened. This was not the first time they had found that someone had broken into the property of a deceased person. Empty houses where the heirs had not yet completed the necessary paperwork were attractive targets for thieves. A few years ago, they had investigated a series of cases in which the criminals had scoured the death announcements and broken in while relatives were attending the funeral.


    The other detectives arrived: Nils Hammer, Torunn Borg, Benjamin Fjeld and Espen Mortensen.


    Inside the conference room, someone had set up an Advent candlestick. They gathered round the table while Torunn lit three of the lilac candles and Wisting felt the calming effect of the tiny flames as the tension in his body relaxed its grip. He waited until she blew out the match before starting the meeting.


    ‘We’ve received an interesting tip-off,’ he said. ‘An American rented a flat in the centre of Stavern from the middle of July until he vanished four weeks later.’


    ‘Vanished?’


    ‘He was supposed to quit the flat on 14th August, but when the house owner went to collect the keys, she found only his luggage. His name is Bob Crabb.’ He handed Torunn Borg a sheet of paper with the name on it. ‘Can you check out that name?’


    ‘Do we have anything more than just the name?’


    ‘An American phone number and email address,’ he said, pointing at the sheet. ‘He’s thought to be about sixty years of age.’


    ‘Bob’s a short form of Robert,’ Hammer said. ‘That could have been him. Robert Godwin. Perhaps he’s calling himself Bob Crabb these days.’


    ‘I’ve an appointment to see the house owner, an Else Britt Gusland, at eleven o’clock,’ Wisting said. ‘I want you to be with me for that.’


    Hammer nodded.


    ‘How do we stand with the FBI and their comparison of the DNA profiles?’


    Mortensen, slightly discouraged, shook his head.


    ‘It’s being processed through the international section at Kripos, and it’s a bureaucratic nightmare,’ he explained. ‘The Americans won’t send Robert Godwin’s profile here, but they’ll do a comparison themselves, so we’ll send our candidate’s profile over as soon as it’s ready. I expect we’ll have an answer by the end of the day.’


    Wisting leafed through his notes in order to proceed, but Benjamin Fjeld spoke first. ‘What sort of clothes was he wearing?’


    ‘Who?’


    ‘This man Crabb who stayed in Stavern last summer. Did the woman who rented out the apartment remember what sort of clothes he wore?’


    ‘I didn’t ask her that,’ Wisting admitted.


    ‘Did he have a car?’


    ‘We’ll raise that as well when we speak to her. Before that, I’d like to know what else we have. Torunn?’


    ‘I’ve spoken to Stefan Johnsson,’ Torunn Borg said.


    ‘Who’s that?’


    ‘He’s the captain of the Elida and confirms that they berthed in Stavern on 9th and 10th of August. They distributed flyers on both days inviting people to their evening services on the quayside. In total he reckons there were between two hundred and two hundred and fifty leaflets. They’re not missing any crew, and he doesn’t recall any particular incidents on the days they were here.’


    Wisting made some notes. ‘What about this relief worker who looked after the farm while Per and Supattra Halle were in Thailand?’ he asked. ‘Have we interviewed him?’


    Benjamin Fjeld waved his pen in the air. ‘Jonathan Wang. He’s coming at eleven.’


    ‘Do that in the video room. He must have been out on the farm when the body was hidden there. Every tiniest detail he comes out with could be of interest, and I don’t want to lose sight of anything.’


    Having reached the end of his working notes, Wisting raised his coffee cup to his mouth, but discovered it was empty. ‘What electronic traces do we have?’ he asked, putting down his cup. ‘Can we capture any phone traffic in the area in question?’


    This was Nils Hammer’s province. He shook his head.


    ‘We’ll have to manage without the usual support mechanisms. Telephone data are deleted after three months. Transit information from toll booths and CCTV videotapes are wiped long before that.’


    Wisting refilled his cup with coffee from the pot on the table and drank thoughtfully. There was always a connection between the victim and the perpetrator. Charting the victim’s movements in advance of the murder usually suggested a direction for the investigation to follow, but the length of time that had passed diminished their chances considerably. Important witness observations could slip away because people forgot, and evidence stored electronically was deleted.


    They remained seated around the table, discussing the case, trying to establish links and connections. Different theories and possibilities were presented as casual conjecture and supposition. When they knew as little as they did now, that was how things had to be. Constructing hypotheses that they could test as work progressed. After half an hour Wisting drew the meeting to a close.


    This case really has two branches, he thought. Naturally it has to do with finding the killer, but the victim’s identity is just as great a mystery.
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    The snowplough had left a huge snowdrift in front of the driveway of the house, a substantial old building with icicles hanging from the roof. Wisting dropped Hammer before parking as close as possible to the pile of snow at the side of the road. They heard the faint sound of the doorbell as they waited. Wisting rubbed his hands and blew into them. He was about to ring again when Else Britt Gusland opened the door. It was obvious that the previous night had been a late one. Her eyes were moist and red-ringed.


    A dark blue suitcase sat immediately inside the door. The luggage tag, marked OSL, Oslo airport, was still attached to the handle with the arrival date 14th July. ‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘Do you know any more about what happened to him?’


    ‘No more than that he’s dead,’ Wisting replied. He crouched down and opened the suitcase. The clothes seemed to have been packed in a hurry.


    ‘Was it you who packed?’


    ‘Yes, I just gathered up everything scattered about the flat.’


    ‘So this is everything?’


    She nodded.


    Wisting moved a sweater and lifted a thick grey envelope. ‘What’s this?’


    ‘I haven’t looked.’


    Wisting opened the envelope to look inside. It was a mixture of old newspaper cuttings and internet printouts. He removed one of the yellowing pages and shuddered. The article bore the headline Remains of Lynn Adams found in drain. As he held the cutting out to Hammer, shielding it from the woman, the two detectives exchanged a look.


    The story had been published in the Minneapolis Star Tribune on 3rd September 1983 and described how a maintenance worker had found the remains of eighteen-year-old student Lynn Adams who had gone missing six months earlier. The article was illustrated with a picture of the discovery site where several detectives in suits stood in a circle around an open manhole.


    He replaced the cutting, allowing himself no more than a brief glimpse of a few others. All were similar. He tucked the envelope into the suitcase and picked up a toilet bag, registering that it contained a toothbrush and shaving gear. If necessary, they could take some material for DNA analysis.


    ‘Did he arrive in a car?’ Hammer asked.


    ‘Yes, a small grey one.’


    ‘A hire car?’


    Else Britt Gusland shrugged.


    Wisting moved to close the suitcase, intending to take it with them to the police station for thorough examination of the contents, but spotted a little pocket camera. He picked it up and searched for the on-button.


    ‘He had a larger camera as well,’ Else Britt Gusland said. ‘And a laptop computer.’


    ‘It’s not here?’


    ‘No. He carried it in a shoulder bag.’


    ‘What about a mobile phone?’


    ‘He had one of those too. I tried to phone him a number of times.’


    Wisting replaced the camera. The battery must be flat by now. ‘How did he make contact with you?’


    ‘By email at the end of May. He wrote that he had seen the advert on the internet and asked if he could rent the apartment. He offered to pay in advance.’


    ‘And did he do that?’


    ‘The money was transferred from the USA before he came.’


    ‘How much?’


    ‘We charge five thousand kroner a week for the apartment in the summer. It turned out that he got it for slightly less because of the dollar exchange rate and some fees that were deducted.’


    ‘When did you see him last?’


    ‘On the Wednesday of the last week he was here. We’d been at the Wednesday market and went to the Skipperstua restaurant afterwards to get something to eat. He was sitting there.’


    ‘Did you speak to him?’


    ‘Just some pleasantries. I got the impression he didn’t want to talk to us. He seemed a bit reluctant.’


    ‘Was he on his own?’


    ‘Yes, but it looked as if he was waiting for someone. He was looking at the people walking by, as if watching for someone.’


    Hammer took over. ‘Can you remember what sort of clothes he wore, that last time you saw him?’


    She thought for a few moments before answering, rather hesitantly. ‘A blazer, I think.’


    ‘You didn’t take any photos or anything like that?’


    ‘No, not us. But there were probably lots of people who did. The streets were thronged with summer tourists.’


    Wisting picked up the suitcase and headed for the door.


    ‘I thought at first that he was the one who’d broken in, but it must have been someone else if he’s the man who’s dead,’ she said.


    ‘Broken in?’


    ‘Yes, into the flat. It was the weekend afterwards. The students had gone home. I thought he had come to collect his belongings and had broken in when he discovered I had changed the lock.’


    ‘Did you report it to the police?’


    ‘Yes, but it was never cleared up. I got a letter saying the case had been shelved six weeks later.’


    Wisting nodded, listening to an old story he had heard many times before. ‘Thanks for your assistance,’ he said, opening the door with his free hand.


    Outside, a glacial blast of wind struck him in the face. He clenched his fingers around the handle of the suitcase. The cold seeped into his fingers but he stood motionless all the same, shutting his eyes and taking deep breaths of freezing air before he felt ready to go on.
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    Line took a series of photographs while waiting for the police. The dark walls of the empty house stood out against the snow. In the viewfinder, it seemed frozen into the hillside, deserted and suffused with cold. The black birds did not appear, but the gnarled branches of the apple trees created a menacing atmosphere.


    She had always liked taking pictures, and had acquired her first camera when she was ten. When her father realised this was something that really interested her, he had given her a more expensive camera for her thirteenth birthday and signed her up for a course in photography. That not only taught her the functions of a camera, but made her more creative and showed her how to compose. Later, she bought an even better camera with the money she received at her confirmation.


    Her photographic skills had proved useful in her career as a journalist. The newspaper had photographers, but she preferred to take her own pictures for her own stories and so become more closely involved with them. Nevertheless she had not kept up with developments and had planned for some time to learn how to use Photoshop. It was an advanced program, and she had not found enough time to get to grips with it. During her next spell of holidays, she thought, then I’ll learn all about it.


    After half an hour she felt the cold creeping from the ground through the soles of her feet. Being aware of Greta Tisler’s eyes upon her from her kitchen window, she decided to go and see her. Line remembered her as a pleasant woman; good and round and always generous when they went from door to door singing Christmas carols. Unstinting when they rang doorbells to sell raffle tickets.


    The old lady smiled just as broadly now as she had done when Line was small, and ushered her into the kitchen where the heat made her cold cheeks burn. Greta Tisler said how lovely it was to see her again, as she set the table with cups and saucers, and told her she followed everything Line wrote in the newspaper.


    ‘There’s been a break-in at Viggo Hansen’s house,’ Line said as she sat down.


    Greta Tisler stood with a plate of little cakes in her hand, her expression changing. ‘A break-in?’ Her eyes wandered to the window and the house on the other side of the hedge.


    ‘It can’t have happened very long ago. There were tracks in the snow leading to the door. The police are on their way.’


    Greta Tisler took a seat at the table.


    ‘I’m going to write an article about Viggo Hansen for my newspaper,’ Line continued, telling her about how she had been given permission by the police to borrow his house keys.


    ‘You are going to write about him in VG?’ Greta Tisler asked. ‘Why?’


    ‘It’ll be about more than him,’ Line said. ‘He’s only a representative of a negative development in our society, a development towards a colder society in which people no longer have time for one another.’


    As soon as she had said this, she realised it could be interpreted as a complaint about the elderly woman.


    ‘That’s the way he wanted to live,’ Greta Tisler said. ‘It wasn’t a burden to him. He wanted to keep himself to himself. Some people are like that. I’m alone myself, and I think that’s okay.’


    Nodding, Line refrained from pursuing the topic. ‘When did you see him last?’ She helped herself to one of the little cakes.


    ‘He was never out, really. We never saw him outside apart from late at night. He should have taken care of his house and garden.’


    ‘How long ago could it have been since you did, then? See him, I mean.’


    ‘He didn’t come to Trygve’s funeral. He was our nearest neighbour, but he didn’t even send flowers or a sympathy card.’


    ‘I understood that Trygve had talked to him?’


    ‘That’s a long time ago. In 1993 we built a garden room and had to obtain signatures from all our neighbours for the planning application. That’s when Trygve went over there, but they only stood outside on the steps.’


    The old woman took a sip of her coffee. ‘He wasn’t like that before, you know,’ she said. ‘He’s always been peculiar, but not so shy of people.’


    Line lifted her own cup but her hand hovered in mid-air. ‘Before what, then?’


    ‘Trygve said that too,’ Greta Tisler continued without answering the question. ‘When he spoke to him about the garden room. It was as if he wasn’t really himself, he said. After that he kept away from everybody and everything.’


    ‘What was it that happened? Why did he end up like that?’


    Greta Tisler’s lips contracted, as if she were keeping back something she really ought not to say. ‘I only know this because Astrid confided in me, and that was many years later.’ The old woman held her cup in both hands, lifting it to her mouth before continuing in a low voice. ‘Astrid was the medical secretary at Doctor Gravdahl’s. She’s retired now, and it was just after she’d stopped working that she told me.’


    ‘What was that?’


    ‘Gravdahl was his doctor,’ she said with a nod to the kitchen window. ‘He was the one who had Hansen admitted.’


    ‘Did he have a psychiatric illness?’


    Greta Tisler nodded above her coffee cup before taking a drink.


    ‘What was actually wrong with him?’


    ‘I honestly don’t know. He just snapped, I think.’


    Line remained seated, immersed in her thoughts, wondering how a psychiatric condition would change the basis for her newspaper article. It was one thing to reveal his solitary life, quite another to expose a history of serious mental illness. ‘Might someone else know more about this?’ she asked, rephrasing the question before Greta Tisler could get her answer out. ‘Do you know anyone else who knew him? Somebody who might have visited him?’


    ‘Not after he changed.’


    ‘Who was there prior to that?’


    ‘There was a friend about the same age who came sometimes, but his visits became less and less frequent.’


    ‘Did you know his parents?’


    ‘No. His mother lived alone with Viggo when we moved here in 1972. She died only a few years later.’


    ‘Wasn’t his mother ill as well?’


    ‘Yes, poor woman. It’s hereditary, you know, that kind of thing. And it wasn’t helped by what her husband did.’


    Line raised her eyebrows to show she hadn’t a clue what Viggo Hansen’s father had done.


    ‘He committed suicide. At least, that’s what people said. But that was before we moved here. I don’t really know any more than that.’


    ‘I heard he’d been in prison.’


    Greta Tisler nodded, and her eyes took on a faraway look, searching out old memories.


    ‘Do you know any more than that?’ Line asked.


    ‘It didn’t happen here,’ she answered, shaking her head. ‘It was while he was working in Western Norway.’


    The old woman’s attention was again directed at the kitchen window. A police patrol car had stopped outside her neighbour’s house. Line stood up but stopped in her tracks, wondering whether she could get anything more out of Greta Tisler. Something had happened twenty years earlier that had changed Viggo Hansen and put him in a psychiatric unit.


    She thanked Greta Tisler for the coffee and ventured out into the cold.
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    The suitcase lay in the middle of the metal worktop in the examination room used by the crime scene technicians.


    Espen Mortensen took charge, noting all the objects as he removed them. Each item of clothing was placed in turn in a paper bag. At the bottom of the suitcase he found a pair of binoculars but, apart from those, there was nothing inside that Wisting had not already seen. The two most interesting objects were on the worktop. The camera and the envelope crammed with newspaper cuttings.


    ‘What are we missing?’ Wisting asked. ‘Apart from the laptop, the mobile phone and a larger camera?’


    ‘Travel documents,’ Hammer suggested. ‘Passport and tickets. Something with his name on.’


    Mortensen poured the contents of the envelope onto the worktop, using his fingers to spread them out. Several of the newspaper cuttings had tiny perforations in the corners, as if they had been fastened to a wall with drawing pins.


    One of the cuttings was dated 24th September 1989 and showed Robert Godwin’s face: a black and white photograph in which he had a broad moustache and was wearing a white shirt buttoned to his neck. Wisting leaned forward to look the mass murderer directly in the eye.


    ‘It’s more than twenty years since Robert Godwin was posted wanted in the USA,’ Hammer said. ‘Why on earth should he turn up here now?’


    ‘He might have been here the whole time,’ Wisting said. ‘These items are not his possessions, more likely someone tracking him down.’


    Torunn Borg entered the room, carrying a sheaf of papers. ‘This man is reported missing,’ she said, holding out a printout with a photo of an older man with a beard and fine-rimmed glasses. His expression was genial, but there was a seriousness in the depths of his grey eyes. ‘Bob Crabb,’ she said. ‘A sixty-seven-year-old widower from Minneapolis.’


    ‘He’s not in our records,’ Wisting said, searching the folder of missing people.


    ‘Minneapolis Police Department sent a report to the Norwegian police via Interpol on 3rd September. A friend and neighbour of his had made contact with them when he did not return home from a trip to Norway. It was a standard application in which they sought information. In our records, it’s registered only as a cause for concern.’ She took out one of the other sheets. ‘He arrived in Norway at Gardermoen airport on flight FI318 via Reykjavík on 14th July. His return ticket was for 14th August, but it was cancelled that same day.’


    ‘Cancelled?’


    ‘The airline company don’t know how, but expect it was done on the internet or by phone.’


    ‘What was he doing in Norway?’


    ‘According to his neighbour he was trying to trace Norwegian relatives. He had no surviving family in the USA. His forefathers had emigrated from Toten at the end of the eighteen hundreds. The report was sent to the police at Gjøvik to follow up.’


    ‘Gjøvik? We know he made the arrangement to rent the flat in Stavern as early as May, don’t we?’


    ‘He was supposed to go to Toten,’ Torunn shrugged.


    ‘The police in Gjøvik found he had hired a car through Avis. That is to say, the information actually came from the American police, taken from a statement from his credit card company to the effect that he hired a car at Gardermoen on the day he arrived. One of the investigators at Gjøvik called them and confirmed the vehicle in question was a grey Audi A3. It was returned on the same day that the journey home was cancelled.’


    Wisting was brimming with questions. ‘Could they tell you any more at the Avis office?’


    Torunn Borg shook her head. ‘No more than what is on the computer screen.’


    ‘What about the credit card statement? Is there anything there?’


    ‘There’s a large withdrawal of money in Norwegian kroner from an ATM at the airport. Apart from that, no transactions.’


    ‘And that’s where the case has stalled?’


    ‘Yes. The US police have not made any further approaches. They’ve probably concluded that he extended his trip without telling his neighbours at home in Minneapolis.’


    ‘Maybe he met a cousin in Gjøvik?’ Hammer suggested.


    Wisting was not in the mood for humour. ‘He hasn’t been to Gjøvik,’ he muttered. ‘He was here with us, until someone took his life and hid him under a fir tree.’


    ‘It must be the killer who cancelled the flight,’ Mortensen said. ‘All you need is the booking number and the surname. He could have found those in the papers that didn’t surface in the suitcase. As far as the keys to the hire car are concerned, it’s probably just a matter of dropping them into a postbox.’


    ‘Here is something very interesting,’ Torunn Borg said, producing a sheet of personal details. ‘Bob Crabb was previously a professor at the university in Minnesota. The same place where Robert Godwin worked.’


    Wisting folded his arms and stared at the stack of newspaper cuttings. One of them reported a reward of up to one million dollars. ‘Bob Crabb was on his trail,’ he said. ‘But he became another victim.’


    His next thought gave him a creeping, cold sensation. Somewhere out there, a serial killer was on the loose.
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    Wisting reached for Torunn Borg’s papers on the missing man. ‘Professor Bob Crabb,’ he said to himself. Several pieces fell into place.


    The brochure from the sailing church was one of the clues the dead man had collected in his pursuit of the mass murderer. Robert Godwin must have had a leaflet pressed into his hand when the Elida was lying in port. Indifferent to its contents, he would have thrown it away. Retrieving it, Bob Crabb slipped it inside a plastic wallet to preserve the fingerprints.


    ‘Follow this up,’ he said, returning to Torunn’s documents. ‘Forensics will need something to identify him beyond any doubt: a dental report, something of that nature. The Minneapolis police have to be told.’


    Torunn Borg agreed. She had already made a start and was irked that Wisting felt the need to tell her.


    ‘Then we have to check out everything they have on his connection to Robert Godwin,’ Wisting said. ‘Were they close colleagues at the university? Did he know any of the victims? How on earth did he discover that Robert Godwin had fled to Norway, of all places in the world?’


    He exhaled slowly. The pulse in his neck was racing, his temperature rising.


    ‘Robert Godwin has been on the run for more than twenty years,’ he said, looking them in the eye one by one. ‘The trail led Bob Crabb to search here for nearly four weeks, but Robert Godwin has maybe been living here for years without anyone knowing. For God’s sake, he may even have become one of us.’


    ‘You mean he settled here after escaping from the USA,’ Mortensen said, ‘that he’s adopted a new name and started a new life?’


    ‘What will we do?’ Hammer asked.


    Wisting had no answer. He turned his attention to the newspaper clippings on the worktop. ‘Is there really not a single note in here?’ he asked. The faces of the girls who had disappeared sometime in the eighties shone up from the yellowing, faded newspaper pages. ‘Couldn’t he have written an address or something? Something to help us pick up the scent.’


    ‘The woman who let the apartment to him said he had a shoulder bag with a laptop,’ Hammer reminded them.


    Wisting remained on his feet, reading a cutting that described twenty-two-year-old Marie Gesto, who disappeared while hitchhiking to Duluth in 1988. He put it down again and picked up a similar cutting with a picture of Isabelle Pierce from Milwaukee. None of the words in the text were underlined, and nothing jotted in the margins. Bob Crabb must have kept his working notes on his laptop, or in a notebook his murderer had most likely destroyed.


    ‘Let’s establish a direct link with the FBI,’ he said. ‘They have to search Bob Crabb’s house over there. He must have left something to say why he came to Norway. That story about relatives in Toten was just a cover for what he was actually up to.’


    Standing by his side, Hammer picked up a clip with a photo of a young woman with long blond hair: Police search for Angela Olsson. Last seen on Friday.


    ‘Where’ll we start looking for him?’ he asked. ‘He may have changed his appearance, perhaps he’s married and has children. Even grandchildren, for that matter. There’s . . .’


    ‘When did it say Robert Godwin was born?’


    ‘In 1950 . . .’


    Wisting began pacing the room. ‘I want lists,’ he said to Nils Hammer. ‘Lists of all the men born between 1947 and 1953, with their address history, so that we can separate out the ones who immigrated or moved into this area after 1989. That’s a start.’


    ‘We must be talking about several thousand.’


    ‘Any better ideas?’


    They all fell silent until Espen Mortensen approached the examination bench and picked up the camera. ‘Let’s take a look at these photographs,’ he said.
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    They huddled behind Mortensen’s office chair. Flipping open a cover on the underside of the camera housing, he teased out the memory card, inserted it into a card reader, and uploaded the contents. Eight photographs appeared as tiny icons on the screen, taken during the summer in the middle of a forest. Ten or twelve slender birch trunks stretched into an azure sky.


    ‘What’s that?’ Torunn Borg asked, pointing to something between the trees. A brown building.


    ‘A summer cottage?’ Wisting suggested. ‘Look at the next picture.’


    It had been taken in the same location, but from a slightly different angle. The foreground was an overgrown rocky slope. The tree trunks in the centre of the image were in focus, but it was difficult to make out what lay further back.


    In the next photograph the subject was sharper, a farm with several buildings: a grey barn and a white farmhouse.


    ‘Where the hell is that?’ Hammer asked. ‘Somewhere near here, don’t you think?’


    Mortensen shook his head. Not because he did not agree, but because he was not sure.


    The fourth photo had been taken somewhere else entirely, a place that was totally uninhabitable. In the foreground was an old farmhouse with a sagging roof. Paintwork was peeling from the timber walls, the porch was askew and several of the windowpanes broken. A rusty plough was propped against a well in the centre of the farmyard. On one side of the house stood the remains of a barn destroyed by fire. Fragments of the rear wall were still standing, but only black, charred planks of wood. Beside the barn were a couple of collapsed and decayed outhouses.


    ‘He might have lived there,’ Wisting said. ‘We need to find out where that is and who owns it.’


    ‘Who could tell us that?’


    ‘There must be somebody in a local history association. Something along those lines? Some local historian? What’s the name of the guy who sometimes writes in the local newspaper? Thorvik? Bjørn Thorvik. We can speak to him.’


    The next two photographs were taken at the same place, but nothing suggested where these dilapidated buildings were located.


    Two final images had been taken in an open field. No buildings, only the edge of a forest and a tractor track emerging from the trees.


    ‘Was that all?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘That was all,’ Mortensen said. He clicked on one of the picture files to display the embedded information. ‘This one was taken on 7th August, but the time of day can’t be right. It says it was taken at 05.40, early morning. The clock on the camera must be set wrongly.’


    ‘American time,’ Hammer said. ‘He hasn’t changed the settings on the camera. We’re seven hours or so ahead.’


    ‘That would make it about midday,’ Mortensen said, examining the other picture files. All had been taken on the same day, over a period of just under two hours.


    ‘So, here you are.’ Benjamin Fjeld stood in the doorway. ‘I’m finished with Jonathan Wang,’ he said, waving a DVD.


    ‘Has he left?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘He’s at least on his way out.’


    ‘Ask him to hold on for a minute. There’s something I want him to look at.’


    As Benjamin Fjeld left, Wisting asked Mortensen to print out a picture of the ramshackle farm. ‘He works as a temporary relief farmhand,’ Wisting explained. ‘Maybe he’ll know where the photo was taken.’


    He took the printout to reception where Jonathan Wang was waiting. The farm worker was older than Wisting had envisaged, certainly over sixty, but nimble on his feet when he jumped up. He was wearing work clothes: a stained overall and red check shirt. The left side of his face was disfigured by deep scars.


    ‘Was there something else?’ he asked.


    ‘I’ve a photo here I’d like you to look at.’ Wisting held out the print, unable to take his eyes off the scarring.


    Wang squinted as he studied it closely.


    ‘Do you know where this is?’


    ‘No,’ Wang said, biting his lower lip. ‘Can’t say that’s a place I’ve been. Dreadfully run down, anyway.’


    Wang had a certain inflection in his speech, an almost imperceptible trace of an accent. Something made Wisting regret showing him the picture.


    ‘Why do you ask?’ Wang asked, returning the photograph.


    Wisting shook his head. ‘Well, I just thought, since you work on a number of farms, that you might have an idea where it was.’


    ‘Sorry, but no. Can I go now?’


    Wisting made his way back to the office, took out Robert Godwin’s photograph and noted that his appearance was extremely ordinary, with no special facial features. On a report form, Wisting would have crossed the box for normal with regard to a description of his chin, mouth, nose and ears. His forehead was rather high, but that was probably because of his receding hairline. In fact, he looked Nordic.


    He keyed in Benjamin Fjeld’s number on the intercom and asked him to come through.


    Godwin’s picture was more than twenty years old, but there was nothing Wisting recognised as similar to Jonathan Wang. However, neither was there anything to suggest that the temporary farmhand and the fugitive killer could not be the same person.


    Benjamin Fjeld entered and took a seat.


    ‘What did Wang say?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘I was in the middle of writing the report,’ Fjeld replied. ‘He confirms Per and Supattra Halle’s statement that they were in Thailand, and that he didn’t see anything he thinks might be connected to the murder. At least nothing he can remember.’


    ‘Is he Norwegian?’


    ‘No, he’s originally from Austria and came here in 1994. Before that, he worked for a few years on a farm in Denmark. When he first arrived in Norway, he worked at one of those big farms at Nalum. Ten years ago, he bought himself a smallholding.’


    ‘Is he married?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘How did he get those scars on his face?’


    ‘I didn’t ask him that.’


    Wisting pushed the photo of Robert Godwin across the desk, placing his hand on it so that half of his forehead and hair was hidden.


    ‘Imagine he’s wearing a wig,’ Wisting said. ‘Does it look like him?’


    Benjamin Fjeld leaned forward to study the photograph before shaking his head. ‘Not really. Do you think so?’


    ‘I suppose not.’ Wisting drew the photo back again. ‘It was just the manner of his speech, and that he seemed to be from a different country.’


    ‘Do you want me to follow it up?’


    Wisting considered for a few seconds before agreeing. ‘Find out why he left his homeland.’
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    The patrolmen spent less than half an hour investigating the break-in at Viggo Hansen’s house. Line spoke to them when they arrived and watched from the window of her upstairs workroom. One of them took photographs of the entrance and brushed the surfaces with fingerprint powder, but it did not look as if he found anything. The other officer stood, notebook in hand. She took a photo of them using her telephoto lens.


    When they had completed their external examination, they went inside the house, where they stayed for a quarter of an hour before re-emerging to sit in their car until a tradesman arrived to repair the damaged door frame.


    Line watched both vehicles disappear along the snow-covered road, picked up the key and her bag and returned to the house.


    The door was dusty with fingerprint powder. She removed her gloves, took out her camera and snapped another photograph. The black powder over the door created a dramatic effect.


    The key turned easily in the lock. She removed it again as she pushed the door open and stepped inside, this time noticing how cold the place was. Probably around fifteen degrees Celsius, she thought, and decided to keep her jacket on, but the cold lessened the oppressive atmosphere, and she quickly grew used to the slightly sweet odour that permeated the walls.


    Putting her bag on a stool in the hallway, she took a quick look inside every room before embarking on a more thorough examination. There was a bedroom behind the door on the left: flowery wallpaper on the walls, rag rugs on the floor, a wide bed and two small bedside tables with identical reading lights. An old wedding photograph hung on the wall.


    His parents, she thought, entering to take a closer look. There was dust on the glass and frame, and the picture itself had faded with the passage of time. The bride wore a coloured dress with no veil, held a lavish bouquet of flowers, and looked up at the groom. The man wore a grey suit.


    She could see no similarity between them and Viggo Hansen, at least not as she recalled him. This man was tall and well-built, his face round with a flat nose and sharp chin. His age was difficult to estimate, but he had to be about twenty-five years old. The bride was skinny with a delicate bone structure that made her look girlish and frail, with tiny hands, slim wrists and breasts barely noticeable under her clothes. Her face was round with a broad mouth, small nose and high cheekbones.


    As she closed the door behind her it occurred that there might be a photograph album somewhere. She could use photos from the time when Viggo Hansen had a family.


    The bathroom needed to be cleaned. The walls were mouldy and a stiff towel hung beside a ceramic wash-hand-basin speckled with yellow stains. The mirror was mottled. A slatted clothes pulley was suspended from the ceiling above the bathtub. Line tugged at the cord and the frame creaked as it swayed precariously.


    The kitchen was equipped with the basic necessities: cupboards, worktops, cooker, fridge and a deep enamel sink. The linoleum on the floor was broken at the seams, and the edge of the worktop was damaged with the chipboard visible beneath the layer of plastic. An empty coffee cup sat on the Formica of the table at the window. A dead fly was spread-eagled on the window ledge.


    She opened the fridge but the stench hit her so forcefully she immediately regretted it, stepping back, holding her breath as she shut the door again. It contained food coated in greenish fur and a carton of milk, a good image to capture with the milk out of date so long ago.


    From the living room she entered a narrow corridor. The door to a bedroom was ajar. One bed stood against the wall, with the quilt in disarray. A pair of glasses sat on the bedside table beside a reading lamp and an alarm clock. The hands on the clock were stopped at 7.42. This must be the room Viggo Hansen had used.


    In the centre of one bare wall hung a framed picture, a pencil drawing of a boy with a fishing rod, wearing a sou’wester and a pair of oversized Wellington boots. Line thought she recognised the fine details and drew closer to read the title Boy Fishing in the right-hand corner, and the name Eivind Aske, the artist she had arranged to meet in a few hours’ time. He and Viggo Hansen had been in the same class at school fifty years before. When Line phoned, he had hardly remembered Viggo Hansen’s name, but the dead man had a signed picture on the wall of his bedroom.


    A desk was placed in front of the window, and the wall beside it had an embroidered landscape picture of white mountains with a deer grazing beside a lake. The only other furnishings were a chest of drawers and a brown armchair with worn armrests.


    Line opened the drawer on the bedside table, where she found a packet of paper handkerchiefs, a box of throat pastilles, a ballpoint pen and an old paperback book entitled Eight Black Horses. She opened it at random. The pages were brittle and dry and she was surprised to see that the text was in English.


    Two more doors remained. One led to the basement stairs; an icy blast smacked her face when she opened it. The grey concrete steps ended in darkness. She located a light switch and a solitary light bulb shed its light on the room below.


    Her footfall on the stairs echoed off the walls and the ceiling was so low she had to stoop to avoid hitting her head on the pipes that ran along the roof lining.


    At the foot of the staircase she found a spacious open room equipped with a washing machine and a utility sink fixed to the wall. In the centre was a kitchen chair with a length of coiled rope hanging from the back, coarse rope with thick brown fibres. Line picked up one end and ran her thumb over its frayed edge before letting it fall.


    A hot water tank was situated in one corner; beside this was a shelf with various boxes and an open door leading to a storeroom. Inside were shelves piled with empty jam jars, boxes of old magazines, used paint tins and a variety of tools, as well as a pair of skis and poles propped against the wall in a corner.


    Retracing her steps, she lifted the lids of some of the boxes on the shelves. They mainly contained the same sort of junk. An old tea service, candlesticks, old curtains packed away, and worn shoes. A teddy bear’s head popped out from one. Line lifted down one of the boxes for a closer look. It held old-fashioned baby clothes, a pair of tiny shoes and a few toys. From the time Viggo Hansen was a toddler, it dawned on her, as she returned the box to its place.


    She noticed something behind the shelf and all these boxes, a door into another storeroom. She took down all the boxes and stacked them on the floor behind her, before pushing the shelf unit aside. The door was similar to the one leading into the other storeroom, an ordinary wooden door, but this one was padlocked. Line studied the lock. Old and coated in verdigris, it did not appear to have been used for a long time. She was tempted to find a screwdriver to break it open, but decided to wait. Instead she climbed back upstairs to investigate the last room.


    This door had been kept closed, there was no heating of any kind, and it appeared to be the room where Viggo Hansen stored everything he had no space for elsewhere. The windows sparkled with ice crystals.


    A Santa Claus figure stood on the floor, and fragments of a Christmas garland dangled from a cardboard box. Old magazines, instruction leaflets and brochures lay on a wall shelf. There were books, an old radio, ornaments and a pile of clothes. On the top shelf she spotted the heads of two display mannequins, both sporting wigs. One had straight hair, the other curly, almost exactly like his mother’s hairstyle in the wedding photograph. Line reached for one and lifted it down. Using both hands she turned it this way and that, before replacing it on the shelf.


    After she had closed the door behind her, she headed for the living room where she examined the two armchairs in front of the coffee table. One had a dark stain, all that was left of Viggo Hansen. He had sat there, night after night, she thought, beside an empty chair. Never anyone to listen to his opinion on a news item; no one to talk with about a TV programme. She took a picture of the two vacant chairs.


    A dining table was placed against the wall at the other end of the living room. One of the chairs had been pulled out slightly and playing cards, worn at the edges and most lying face-up, were laid out for a game of solitaire. A card game for a solitary person. Line had spent hours playing it on her first computer. She snapped a photo of the cards that must have been dealt a thousand times.


    Below the shelf unit on the living room wall were four low cupboards. She opened one, smiling to find a leather-covered photograph album. At the very front were faded pictures pasted in of the couple whose wedding photograph she had studied in the bedroom. They looked like holiday snaps. Then a child who must be Viggo Hansen appeared, sitting on his father’s knee. Photos from Christmas Day and a birthday party followed. Line counted seven adults round a table. A picture of a little boy with a school satchel was dated 23rd August 1957. Beside the final photograph, someone had written Summer 1962. Viggo Hansen was pictured sitting on a jetty, legs dangling from the edge. The last ten pages were empty.


    Line flicked back to the beginning and looked through the photographs one more time. She would be able to use some, but would need more recent ones as well. It struck her that no one was smiling. They all looked so serious, there was some kind of absence of joy. Even in the photo of Viggo Hansen in front of a cake with five miniature candles, his mouth was clamped shut and his expression sombre. She closed the thick binders.


    A document folder lay beside the photograph album. Insurance certificates, receipts, tax returns and bank statements. Viggo Hansen was in receipt of a disability pension and his taxable income amounted to just over 200,000 kroner. She was taken aback to see that he had assets worth almost three million, 2.5 of which was deposited in a bank account.


    Also among his papers, she found a yellowed invitation to a class reunion on the occasion of the fortieth anniversary of their graduation from Stavern Junior High School in 1964. The celebration was to be held on Saturday 15th May 2004. She took a photograph of the invitation instead of copying the name and phone number of the organising committee’s chairperson.


    One of the receipts attracted her attention, from a locksmith who had mounted a double set of locks on the front door on Monday 1st August. She took a photo of the receipt which showed that the locksmith’s name was R. Nicolaysen. He might have been the last person to speak to Viggo Hansen before his death.


    The next cupboard was bare; the other two contained glasses and crockery.


    Replacing the album and papers, Line straightened up and looked again at the two empty chairs. On the table between them and the television console she spotted the TV magazine, just as it had been depicted in the police documents.


    Line leafed through it, finding it easy to deduce his television habits. He had circled the broadcast times for various reality series, nature programmes and documentaries, among them a programme about the FBI which was also asterisked.


    Line took out her camera yet again to photograph the TV listings. There was something subtle about the motif. It illustrated how Viggo Hansen had sat at home alone, but nevertheless still observed life in the outside world.


    After spending an hour or so rummaging through drawers and cupboards, she found something of interest in the bedroom chest of drawers: a shoebox full of Christmas cards.


    Settling into the clean armchair, she looked through them. A total of twenty, but only two senders. One set written in large, sloping letters, signed Frank, while the other sender, Irene, had more elegant handwriting. The oldest was postmarked 1975, the year after his mother had died.


    Dear Viggo – I know you’re going through a difficult time. The first holiday on your own, without your parents, can be painful and difficult. Nevertheless, I hope you have a happy Christmas and wish you all the best for the New Year ahead. Your friend, Frank.


    The Christmas card designs changed in keeping with the times. The oldest was glossy with a traditional picture of two elves ringing a storehouse bell while the farmer’s wife arrived with a dish of porridge. The most recent showed a portly Father Christmas with a bottle of cola in one hand. Dated Christmas 1988, it conveyed no more than a wish for a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year. In the lower right corner only one word: Frank. No longer your friend.


    As the friendship with Frank seemed to wane, Irene took over. She had sent Christmas cards in the period from 1990 to 1995. In the first one, she wrote that she had enjoyed getting to know him and she hoped they could meet up in the New Year.


    So there had been a woman in his life, Line thought, as she browsed through the next five cards. The last one ended, See you in the summer.


    Line studied the postmarks. On the cards from Frank it was impossible to read where the sender lived, apart from one that appeared to have been mailed from Langesund. Two of the cards from Irene had been posted in Horten. She noted the names of these two people who had once been part of Viggo Hansen’s life. They had meant so much to him that he had kept their Christmas cards, but had obviously not done enough to sustain their friendships. Years had gone by since they had been in touch. She would find them.
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    Wisting closed his office door and sat behind his desk, knowing a myriad tasks had to be put in order. He had delegated responsibility for contacting the USA to Torunn Borg, who was also to investigate possible names Robert Godwin might be hiding behind. Benjamin Fjeld was assigned the search for local history societies and others who might be able to identify the places in Bob Crabb’s photos. It was meticulous work and far from certain to produce results, but the only way to proceed.


    Logging into the data system, he tracked the break-in reported at the apartment Bob Crabb had rented in Stavern. The case had been opened on Sunday 21st August and dropped six weeks later due to lack of information. There were only two papers in the case file: a report completed by the police officers who had responded to the call and a document with photos from the crime scene.


    The report contained information about time and place as well as a description of the modus operandi. In the section for itemising evidence obtained at the scene they had written Nothing. The same applied to the list of stolen goods.


    The pictures illustrated the report’s verbal description. Someone had used a crowbar, or similar, forcing it between door and frame to create a gap wide enough to wrench the door open.


    Wisting returned to the text. It seemed there had been two students staying in the flat and they had moved in only five days earlier. Easily saleable items such as a PlayStation, laptop computer and a few bottles of spirits had not been touched. The owner thought a previous lodger by the name of Bob Crabb might have broken in. He had rented the flat as holiday accommodation for four weeks and, as he had not moved out at the agreed time, the landlady had taken possession of his belongings.


    He closed down the on-screen information and moved to the window. Smoke rose from the chimneys of countless roofs and a delicate film of freezing mist had settled over the fjord.


    Staring at the white snow produced a hypnotic effect that drew out all his concentration. He could not foresee when the breakthrough in this case would come, but in all the cases he had ever worked on, hope of success had been greater than fear of failure, and that was how he felt now.


    Torunn Borg knocked and entered without waiting for a response. ‘The FBI are coming,’ she said.


    ‘To Norway?’


    ‘Three special agents are already on their way. Two from the main office in Washington and one from the local office in Minneapolis. They land at Gardermoen early tomorrow and want to meet us at twelve.’


    Wisting took a deep breath. If it leaked out that FBI special agents were in the country to bring in a wanted serial killer, they would not have a moment’s peace.


    ‘Leif Malm from the intelligence section at Kripos and an inspector from the international joint operations section will arrive with them.’


    ‘Leif Malm,’ Wisting repeated, remembering an earlier case. ‘I thought he was with the Oslo force?’


    ‘Well, he’s working at Kripos now.’


    ‘What about Bob Crabb’s house in Minneapolis? Have they taken any action on that?’


    Torunn Borg settled into one of the vacant chairs and leafed through her notes. ‘I have direct contact with a Detective Inspector Bruce Jensen of the 3rd Precinct. It’s half past eight in the morning over there. They’ll get it done by the end of the day.’


    ‘Jensen?’


    ‘Probably a Norwegian-American. Actually, I’ve relatives over there myself, near Lake Superior.’


    ‘Are you in touch with them?’


    ‘No, but I think we have a great-great-grandfather in common or something like that.’


    Espen Mortensen joined them, papers in hand, pulled up a chair and sat down. ‘We’re looking for a woman,’ he said.


    Wisting and Torunn Borg exchanged a look.


    ‘The strands of hair in the dead body’s hand come from a woman.’
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    Line started the car, revving the engine and leaving it idling while she scraped ice from the windscreen. Her fingers were frozen, and it dawned on her that she had left her gloves in Viggo Hansen’s hallway. She would leave them until later, as she was already late for her appointment with Eivind Aske.


    She drove east along the main road to Helgeroa, through a winter landscape devoid of colour, undulating white fields with snow-laden trees stretching out to a pallid sky.


    Eivind Aske lived on a smallholding near Hummerbakken, where the barn had been converted into a combined gallery and studio. Beside the road, a sign on stakes above the snow had his name written in bold letters. Underneath, a smaller sign declared that the gallery was closed. Gusts of wind swung it back and forth.


    Line turned off the main road and drove into the extensive farmyard. The windows of the main house were dark, but light shone from his workroom in the barn. Eivind Aske appeared at the door and waved her over.


    Line slung her bag over her shoulder as she approached him. Out on the main road, a bus rumbling past on its way to Nevlunghavn disappeared in a cloud of snow. ‘So good of you to make the time,’ she said, tramping snow from her feet on the steps.


    Inside was warm and cosy. Detailed pencil drawings of people and animals were displayed on the walls. In the centre of the room stood a tilted drawing board with a sketch of a boy carrying a pair of skis over his shoulder. A variety of pencils, charcoal sticks and chalks was scattered across a work table.


    They crossed to a sofa unit at the far end of the spacious room. Eivind Aske had cut out the newspaper article Line had written about him when she worked for the local paper and hung it in a frame above the sofa together with reviews of exhibitions and other events. Line leaned forward to re-read the text. Parts of it were printed in question and answer format.


    Q - ‘Have you always liked drawing?’


    A - ‘Always. From before the time I started school, but it was only as an adult that I appreciated I had to make more of it. I travelled abroad and studied image communication and graphic techniques. Five years later, I came home again, bought an old smallholding and realised my dream of being an artist.’


    The accompanying fact box told her he was born in 1950, was unmarried and had set up more than fifty separate exhibitions in Norway, Denmark, Sweden and France. His works had been purchased by art associations, municipal collections, regional administrations and companies such as Statoil and Telenor.


    ‘Viggo Hansen, yes,’ Eivind Aske said as he sat down. ‘It’s a long time ago. I had completely forgotten the boy but, after you phoned, I started to do some thinking.’


    Line sat opposite him.


    ‘I looked out an old class photograph,’ Aske continued, sliding out a black and white photograph from a buff envelope. ‘This is from our primary seven class in 1964.’ He handed the group photo to Line. The pupils were arranged in four rows, boys and girls in home-knitted sweaters and cardigans. Most of the girls had woollen skirts. The boys had short haircuts. Under the photo, the names of all the children were listed.


    ‘There were twenty-eight of us in the class. Viggo Hansen is standing on the far left in the second row.’


    He put his finger underneath the face of a puny little boy with skinny arms and legs and a blank expression.


    ‘And that’s me,’ Eivind Aske said. He was smiling broadly in the front row.


    Line glanced from the picture to the man facing her. He had changed a great deal during the years that had gone by, and she had difficulty recognising his features, perhaps with the exception of the smile. ‘Could I borrow this?’ she asked. She could scan it and use the picture in her article.


    ‘Be my guest.’


    Line studied the other faces, halting at a grown man in a suit and tie. Number one in the back row. Arne Lorentzen, she read. ‘Was that your teacher?’


    ‘Lorentzen, yes,’ Eivind Aske rose to his feet. ‘He’s dead now.’


    He went over to a small kitchen worktop and returned with a coffee pot and two cups. ‘Coffee?’


    Line accepted with thanks. ‘Viggo Hansen had one of your pictures on the wall in his home,’ she said, as he poured.


    A fleeting jolt passed through Eivind Aske. The stream of coffee jerked to the outside of the cup and onto the tabletop. ‘Apologies,’ he said, putting down the pot and rushing to fetch a cloth.


    ‘Boy Fishing,’ Line added.


    Aske wiped the table. ‘That’s an old one. Three hundred prints were made.’


    ‘What do you think of that? That he had one of your pictures, I mean?’


    Eivind Aske responded with a shrug. ‘Lots of people have it, I’m sure.’


    ‘Don’t you think he may have been proud to know you? That he had gone to school with a well-known artist?’


    ‘The person you really should speak to is Odd Werner Ellefsen,’ Aske said, changing the subject. ‘They hung out together.’


    ‘Is he in the class photograph?’


    ‘They’re standing beside each other.’


    The boy next to Viggo Hansen was heavier built, his features more distinct, and he had a tentative smile on his lips.


    ‘They were neighbours, I think. They lived beside Larviksveien, beside the pea canning factory.’


    Line did not quite know where he meant.


    ‘Where the Meny supermarket is today. I lived on the other side of town and didn’t have anything to do with them, apart from being in the same class. I don’t think either of them had an easy upbringing. Perhaps that’s why they found each other.’


    ‘Does Odd Werner Ellefsen still live in Stavern?’


    ‘No, I think he stays in Larvik.’


    Line reached for the coffee cup. ‘Have you ever had any class reunions or anything of that nature, in more recent times?’


    Eivind Aske shook his head. ‘Not that I’ve gone to, anyway. An invitation came for one a few years back, but I was abroad then.’


    Line took out her press notebook. ‘Do you recall any incidents from your schooldays that Viggo was involved in?’


    Eivind Aske shook his head again. ‘No, he was fairly anonymous. He probably was his entire life. Someone who doesn’t want to get in the way of other people. He never said much, barely answered when the teacher asked him anything. I can’t remember him telling us anything about himself. He had a sort of secret life.’


    ‘What kind of secrets?’


    ‘Well, that’s what they were, secrets,’ Aske said with a smile.


    ‘Did you know his family?’


    He shook his head.


    ‘There was a rumour his father had been in jail,’ Line said.


    ‘That’s more than I can remember. If there’d been any truth in that, I think we children would have talked about it.’


    Line lifted the class photograph again. ‘Was there anyone called Frank in your class?’ she asked.


    ‘Frank? No.’


    ‘Do you know anyone called Frank?’ Someone Viggo Hansen might have kept in touch with?’


    ‘Off the top of my head I can’t think of anybody at all called Frank.’


    ‘What about Irene?’


    ‘No, not that name either.’


    They sat for another half hour before Line stood up. She had tried to get him to remember more, an everyday story from their schooldays or some particular episode, but there was nothing more. The visit had not been a complete waste of time, however. She had obtained a class photo and a new name on her notepad. Odd Werner Ellefsen.


    The snow crunched under her shoes as she returned to the car. A bluish-black winter darkness had fallen as they spoke and it had become even colder. Line drew her jacket collar more snugly round her neck.
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    The investigators assembled in the conference room.


    Wisting asked Espen Mortensen to describe the results of the forensic tests. Mortensen switched on the projector and began with his conclusion. ‘The hairs come from a female.’


    An image of the dead man’s clenched hand appeared on the screen, a few blond hairs protruding between the fingers. The next photo was taken during the post-mortem when the hand was opened, showing the strands of hair stuck with crusted blood.


    ‘That’s the victim’s blood,’ Mortensen said, ‘but the hairs actually come from a woman.’ eHe picked up the forensics report. ‘The hairs do not contain sufficient material for a full DNA profile, but mitochondrial DNA was found, and the sex-typing markers show they come from a female.’


    ‘Might the tests have been contaminated in some way?’ Hammer asked. ‘Cross-contamination from one of the women working in the lab, perhaps?’


    ‘Each of the six hairs was tested separately, and they all produced the same result.’


    ‘How do you explain that?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘The way I see it, there’s only one explanation,’ Mortensen said as he handed across the report. ‘The victim has been in hand-to-hand combat with a woman.’


    ‘And the woman won,’ Hammer said wryly.


    Wisting glanced doubtfully at the report. So much jargon, so many abbreviations. ‘Does the analysis tell us anything more?’


    ‘The woman’s of European origin.’


    ‘That’s something,’ Hammer said. ‘Already we are down to only 350 million suspects.’


    ‘Do we know any more about who this man is?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘Until now we had every reason to believe he was a missing American called Bob Crabb,’ Wisting replied. ‘Now we’re not so sure.’


    ‘Could it be,’ she went on, ‘that the remains actually belong to Robert Godwin and the strands of hair are from an assault victim who got away? The scenario ends with her killing him, and instead of reporting it to the police she hides the body.’


    ‘I was wondering that too,’ said Wisting.


    ‘When can we have an answer?’ Benjamin Fjeld asked.


    ‘Hopefully, when the FBI arrive tomorrow,’ Mortensen replied. ‘The comparison of the DNA profiles is proceeding over there.’


    Wisting still found the whole thing bewildering. There was too much missing information.


    The remainder of the meeting was spent covering old ground. When they finished it was dark outside. Wisting scanned the faces of his colleagues around the table. There wasn’t much more he could do other than send them home, since they had to be rested and ready to confront what lay ahead.
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    Line put the pizza box on the overcrowded desk in her mother’s study, opened the lid and helped herself. While she ate, she jiggled the memory card out of her camera, inserted it in her laptop and transferred the pictures to the folder entitled Viggo Hansen. Eating as she looked through the images, she deleted those she had no use for.


    She had persuaded Eivind Aske to pose for a photograph, remembering how difficult it had been the last time when he had been keen for his art to be highlighted, rather than him as a person. He had kept himself fit and hardly changed in the eight years that had passed. His hairstyle was identical, dark and wavy, and seemed thicker than in his old school photograph. She might almost suspect that he wore a toupee. His reluctance to let her take a photo was rather strange. His complexion was tanned and taut across his cheekbones, as if he had undergone plastic surgery, and he really seemed extremely vain.


    Among the items she had brought from home was the portable colour printer she used on long trips. She connected it and chose the few pictures she wanted in hard copy. Once they appeared in the paper tray she pinned them to the cork board her mother had used for children’s drawings, invitations and other domestic business.


    She created a timeline of Viggo Hansen’s life on the pinboard. On the far left she wrote the date he had been born on a yellow post-it note. She had photographed the pictures in the album she had found in his house, and now printed and placed them in chronological order together with the class photograph borrowed from Eivind Aske.


    She added the dates when the family had moved into Herman Wildenveys gate, when his father died in 1969, and when his mother passed away five years later. That was the year before his first Christmas card from Frank. The last had arrived in 1988. In the following year something must have happened to stop Frank sending them. She took another post-it note and wrote the year 1989 beside a question mark.


    She picked up another pizza slice and stared at the pinboard as she ate. Giving structure to the material provided a sense of being on top of the assignment. Alphabetical order, dates in chronological order, papers in ring binders, facts and documents, almost how a detective would do it.


    She sat at the desk. The person Viggo Hansen had been closest to during his schooldays was a boy called Odd Werner Ellefsen. There was indeed an Odd Werner Ellefsen in the list she had extracted of taxpayers born in the same year as Viggo Hansen, but she could not locate an address or phone number. He was not listed in the phone directory either, and an internet search yielded nothing.


    She sent an email to one of the researchers in the newspaper’s fact-checking department who could obtain information from the Population Register.


    Next, she opened Word. She wanted to start writing. In her head she had an outline, but she did not bother about that now, as she wanted to express her feelings and thoughts from the day. The words were difficult to find and the sentences tricky to compose, but she managed to formulate a few paragraphs about an unassuming life and a person who had not left any traces. Someone forgotten by everyone.


    Half an hour later the door opened downstairs and she heard the familiar sound of her father dropping his keys into the bowl on the hallway table. ‘Hello?’ he shouted.


    She answered, closed the lid of the pizza box and carried what was left downstairs.


    ‘I brought home some pizza,’ he said.


    ‘Snap.’ Line placed her box beside his.


    Wisting took a bottle of beer from the fridge and held it up to her invitingly.


    She shook her head and sat at the table. ‘Long day?’


    Wisting nodded before opening the bottle. ‘I read the report of the break-in at Viggo Hansen’s,’ he said, helping himself to a slice of pizza. ‘It didn’t look as if anything was stolen.’


    ‘I went in afterwards,’ Line told him. ‘It didn’t look as though anything had been touched, but there probably weren’t any valuables to attract a thief.’


    ‘What else did you do today?’


    Line related her conversation with Greta Tisler and her subsequent visit to Eivind Aske’s studio. ‘What about you?’ she asked. ‘Have you discovered any more about that dead man?’


    ‘Not really, but I checked Viggo Hansen’s father in the criminal records.’ He used his pizza slice to point to a buff envelope on the kitchen worktop. ‘It was true. He had been in prison.’


    ‘What was the reason?’


    Wisting wiped the greasy crumbs from his fingers before opening the envelope. ‘Aggravated theft,’ he said, withdrawing a sheet of paper. ‘This is an extract from the records.’ There were only a few lines at the top of the sheet. ‘He was convicted in Bergen City Court on 9th September 1960 for breaking paragraph 258 of the Criminal Code and sentenced to prison for three years and ten months.’


    ‘Viggo Hansen was ten years old,’ Line calculated. In her mind’s eye, she placed the prison sentence in the timeline on the workroom wall. ‘He was in jail until his son was fourteen.’


    ‘That’s a harsh punishment,’ Wisting said, stowing the rest of the pizza slices in the fridge.


    ‘What did he steal?’


    ‘You’ll have to get hold of the court judgment to find that out. This is just an extract from the records.’


    ‘Where can I get hold of it?’


    ‘It should be listed in the National Archives in Bergen.’


    The timbers on the terrace outside creaked in the cold. Line leaned back in her chair, aware that the unanswered questions fed her thoughts, certain she would have a sleepless night.
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    The time was 06.45, and the thermometer registered minus seventeen degrees Celsius. Through the darkness, Wisting could make out the contours of the motionless trees outside his window. There was no wind.


    He had put on the turtle-necked sweater Line had given him for Christmas a number of years ago, but wondered about something more formal. The FBI would probably turn up in suits.


    He had coffee and a slice of cold pizza for breakfast before heading for the bathroom where he scrutinised his reflection as he brushed his teeth: broad face with a sprinkling of grey in his hair, puffy eyes staring back at him. The lines around his mouth and furrows at his nose were sharper than before. The thought that he was growing old pricked him.


    He kept the sweater and put on hat and gloves, buttoning his padded jacket before he left the house. The car started first time but he had to scrape the windscreen, the cold stinging his cheeks and nose. As he reversed from the driveway, he stole a glance at Viggo Hansen’s house before setting off for the police station.


    This was the first time he had been unable to share his thoughts about an ongoing investigation with Line. He had always been mindful of his duty of confidentiality, but that had never prevented them from discussing current issues. What he was working on now, however, was a case of such dimensions that he could not expect her to refrain from passing it to her colleagues. If Robert Godwin was still alive and living somewhere in Norway, a leak to the press could impact badly on their enquiry. It would prompt a huge number of tip-offs, but it would also warn the killer. If he had lived here as a peaceful resident for more than twenty years it was not a risk he could take.


    At 07.45 he hung his jacket behind his door and placed his hat and gloves on top of the shelf behind his chair.


    The night had not led to any new developments, fresh reports or information. Wisting spent the morning making preparations. The FBI had a reputation for running roughshod over local police in the USA, exactly like Kripos in Norway. It was nevertheless the locals’ case, and although they were the ones who had taken the initiative for the meeting, Wisting intended to remain in charge.


    He re-read all the documentation from the Americans but did not discover much he did not already know, although he managed to pick up some new American expressions.


    Afterwards, he prepared for the meeting by producing a chronological list on which he recorded the development of their own case point by point and how he envisaged the way forward. These preparations were beneficial in other ways, giving him a more holistic overview as well as a reminder of what they had and what they lacked in the case.


    Wisting was continually surprised and impressed by what could be deduced from even the tiniest scrap of material found at a crime scene. Forensic evidence had become increasingly important to an investigation and of major significance for the outcome of a case. However, clues were one thing, it was something else to interpret them correctly. The strands of a woman’s hair disturbed him.


    In all the deaths he had investigated, he had only once worked on a case with a female murderer. There were a few of these in criminal history but, as a rule, they were the desperate actions of desperate people. He was not convinced they were looking for a woman of that type, but neither could he hit upon any other logical explanation for the six strands of female hair.


    He marshalled his thoughts along a timeline that started in 1983 when Robert Godwin killed his first victim and extended to the discovery of the dead body in the trees three days ago. The distance between all known points was enormous and the information they had was full of holes.


    Three faint knocks on his office door and Christine Thiis poked her head inside. ‘They’re here now,’ she said. ‘The FBI.’


    When he got to his feet, his seat had a damp patch where his back had been.
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    The room was bathed in silvery morning light. Line lay in bed, studying the pattern on the wallpaper, recalling something that had struck her as she fell asleep. Too tired to get up and write it down she had hugged it close in her dreams.


    It had come while she wondered what to wear for Viggo Hansen’s funeral, who would come to the church, and whether she should buy flowers. Perhaps she should take the initiative and organise a collection among the neighbours for a funeral wreath. These thoughts had led her to think about the clergyman who would deliver the eulogy. Her last thought before falling asleep had been that she ought to speak to him.


    An hour later she was sitting in the church office. Jarle Lunden had both baptised and confirmed her, and had officiated at her mother’s funeral. Now he was a grey-haired man with heavy eyelids, though he retained the same gentle smile. He asked how she was these days and how her father was keeping.


    ‘I often see your name in the newspaper,’ he said. ‘It’s been exciting following your career.’


    Line smiled.


    ‘That’s what’s fascinating about a long professional life in the same place,’ he said. ‘Seeing what direction the lives of the people you’ve met have taken. I’ve baptised infants who’ve grown up to be famous politicians, actors and renowned artists, but also children who’ve become drug addicts, bank robbers and murderers. I’ve confirmed girls who’ve become some of the best handball players in the world, boys who’ve turned into famous authors, and I’ve married couples who later came to hate each other so much that one ended up killing the other.’


    Line was tempted to ask what decided the eventual course of such lives, accident or fate, or God’s will, but let it drop. Instead she told him about the article she was working on and how she was trying to familiarise herself with Viggo Hansen’s background.


    ‘I only met him once,’ the clergyman said.


    ‘When was that?’


    Jarle Lunden shifted in his seat, making it creak slightly. ‘Forty-two years ago, when his father died. I probably wouldn’t remember if it hadn’t been my first funeral service. Since then, I’ve officiated at more than a thousand, and Viggo Hansen will be one of the very last. I’m retiring at New Year.’


    He shifted position again. ‘It was a difficult task for a young, newly ordained clergyman. Fortunately, the ceremony was attended by only the closest relatives.’


    Line took out her notebook and leafed to a blank page. ‘What was so difficult about it?’


    ‘It’s always difficult when people take their own lives, and this was the first time I had to deal with the relatives.’


    ‘Viggo Hansen’s father committed suicide?’


    Jarle Lunden nodded. ‘I was called to the house after they cut him down. Viggo Hansen was a young man, eighteen or nineteen at that time. He sat at the kitchen table, not moving a muscle, and I don’t know if he heard a word I said. His mother was pacing the room, talking the entire time.’


    ‘He hanged himself?’


    ‘In the basement.’


    Line pictured the chilly basement. The ceiling was so low she had been forced to crouch to avoid the rafters. She could not imagine how anyone could hang himself there.


    ‘Why did he do that?’


    ‘I don’t know. He didn’t leave a letter, but I remember the mother blamed her son. It’s your fault, she said. Over and over again.’


    ‘What did she mean by that?’


    ‘I don’t know. She said so many things, she was out of her mind with grief. In situations like that, it’s natural to try to find someone to blame, but her own son . . . it was painful to hear a mother say something like that.’


    ‘Did the police investigate?’


    ‘The police were there when I arrived. They were the ones who cut the body down. I’ve no idea what they did about the actual incident.’


    Line jotted a note to ask her father to find the old case in the archives. ‘Do you think anyone will come to the funeral tomorrow?’


    Jarle Lunden shook his head. ‘He had no family, and no work colleagues or friends. Maybe some of the neighbours will come or someone who knew him from their schooldays.’ The clergyman clasped his hands on the desk. ‘I have to admit his loneliness distresses me. It’s awful to think that it took four months from when he died until anyone bothered about him. That’s perhaps the greatest loneliness of all, not even to exist in anyone else’s thoughts.’


    Line noted the sentence. The quote, prominent in italic print, would enhance her story. ‘What were you thinking of saying in your eulogy?’


    ‘I had in mind to use the words of a Chinese poet as my starting point,’ he said, producing a sheet of paper covered in notes. ‘It says that a person has not lived in vain if he has heard birdsong in spring, grasshoppers in summer, insects in autumn, and the sound of falling snow in winter.’


    Line canted her head as she glanced out the window, where a cold mist enveloped the streets. ‘Beautiful,’ she said. ‘Can I use it?’


    ‘Of course. You can have the whole speech after the funeral tomorrow. Perhaps you’ll find something more. God’s word contains a great deal of comfort for the lonely. Most powerful of all are Jesus’ own.’ He held up his working notes and read aloud, ‘‘My God, my God,’ Jesus cried out in a loud voice. ‘Why have you forsaken me?’’ He put down the sheet of paper. ‘It tells us how Jesus has experienced being alone and abandoned.’


    Line scribbled some notes, mainly to be polite, not thinking she would make any reference to the Bible. She thanked him for meeting her as she got to her feet.


    ‘There’s just one more thing,’ Jarle Lunden said, accompanying her to the door. ‘A woman phoned last Friday and asked when the funeral was.’


    ‘A woman?’


    ‘I didn’t speak to her myself. Our secretary took the call, but she came to see me afterwards. Mostly to tell me there would be at least one person attending the funeral.’


    ‘Do you know her name?’


    ‘No, I asked that too. I would have liked to speak to people who knew Viggo Hansen to get some input for the eulogy, but her name hadn’t been recorded.’


    ‘Who could it have been?’


    The clergyman shrugged as he held the door open. ‘Maybe we’ll get the answer to that tomorrow.’
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    A platter laden with buttered bread rolls and a variety of toppings, bottles of mineral water, a pot of coffee and cups were all laid out on the table in the conference room.


    Christine Thiis must have had arranged this, Wisting thought, easing out one of the roast beef rolls and rearranging the others to make it impossible to detect that someone had already helped himself.


    He ate as he skimmed his notes one last time, underlining the most important points and circling individual key words, so that he could refer to them more easily.


    His own team filled the seats on one side of the table: Christine Thiis, Espen Mortensen, Nils Hammer and Torunn Borg. Mortensen would report the technical results and project the images. Nils Hammer and Torunn Borg were mainly included to even up the numbers.


    Wisting moved from the top of the table when their guests arrived, Christine Thiis opening the door, stepping aside as she ushered them in. A round of introductions and handshakes followed.


    One of the FBI agents was a woman called Maggie Griffin, aged about forty, formally dressed in a black suit, with cropped dark hair and a firm handshake. One of her colleagues, Donald Baker, about ten years older, was a man with deep, solemn creases at either side of his mouth, whilst her other colleague, John Bantam, from Minneapolis, was several years younger. Slim and muscular with short black hair, he introduced himself as an analyst.


    ‘Good to see you again,’ Leif Malm said, introducing Wisting to the other woman in their company. ‘This is Police Inspector Anne Finstad from the international joint operations section.’


    She was the only one wearing uniform. It hung loosely from her shoulders. Her face was narrow and her complexion pale.


    Wisting spoke first, in English. He invited them to sit down, thanked them for coming and encouraged them to help themselves to food and drink.


    The FBI agents filled the room with a kind of authority he was unaccustomed to. He cleared his throat, but waited until the coffee cups had been distributed and the coffee pot passed round before speaking. ‘Three days ago, the body of an unidentified man was found in a forested area, approximately ten kilometres from the centre of town,’ he said, before handing over to Mortensen.


    The image of the dead man lying underneath the fir tree at Halle filled the screen.


    ‘The forensics team estimates he had been lying there for approximately four months,’ Wisting went on.


    The FBI special agents nodded, giving their full attention as the images were shown. They were already familiar with the facts of the case from the briefing material, but the photos were new to them.


    Wisting gave an account of the contusions on the skull, the height and weight of the cadaver and the manufacturers’ labels on his clothing. ‘He had a sealed plastic bag in the inside pocket of his jacket.’ He paused while Mortensen located the appropriate picture. ‘It contained a brochure that was handed out in Stavern on 9th and 10th August. On that brochure, we found Robert Godwin’s fingerprints.’


    Wisting paused again, this time to allow the FBI agents to say something. The oldest of them, Donald Baker, cleared his throat. ‘Well, it ain’t Godwin’s body,’ he said, opening his document folder with an unruffled motion. ‘We’ve compared his DNA profile with the reference samples you gave us. There isn’t a match.’


    Wisting took the papers, annoyed that the Americans had not sent the test results in advance of the delegation’s arrival. ‘That’s not quite what we expected,’ he commented tersely, calling on Torunn Borg to speak.


    ‘In that case the body is most likely to be a sixty-seven-year-old widower from Minneapolis,’ she told them, explaining Bob Crabb’s background. ‘We’ve been in touch with investigators from the 3rd Precinct of the Minneapolis police, requesting that they visit his apartment and search it thoroughly.’


    Espen Mortensen supplemented this by showing pictures of the newspaper cuttings about the Godwin case found in Bob Crabb’s luggage.


    Donald Baker exchanged a look with John Bantam. ‘They went in three hours ago,’ he said. ‘The apartment shows signs of being vacant for some considerable time. Our people are going through his papers and belongings. We’re also expecting to find material to use for a DNA profile, with the intention of conclusively establishing identity.’


    ‘Robert Godwin and Bob Crabb taught at the same university,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘We’d like to know as much as possible about what specific connections there were between the two of them.’


    ‘Our people are on the case,’ Donald Baker said. ‘From the initial feedback we’ve received, it does seem that Bob Crabb showed a great interest in Robert Godwin.’ The FBI agent nodded in the direction of the screen. ‘He has a workroom where they found similar news cuttings.’


    Wisting filled his coffee cup before continuing. ‘So, we can also consider it probable that Bob Crabb, through his own investigations, had come to believe that Robert Godwin had fled to Norway and taken up residence here. Then he himself travelled here in an attempt to find him.’


    ‘A great deal suggests that he managed to do so,’ Police Inspector Anne Finstad commented. ‘That he found Godwin, I mean, and that it was Godwin who killed Bob Crabb.’


    ‘That’s the most obvious theory,’ Wisting agreed. ‘But we have contradictory forensic evidence.’


    Espen Mortensen showed a picture of the strands of hair in the dead man’s hand.


    ‘This hair belonged to a woman,’ Wisting said, watching as Anne Finstad’s mouth snapped shut.


    ‘Are these test results absolutely watertight?’ the female FBI agent asked.


    ‘Incontrovertible,’ Mortensen said. ‘A mitochondrial DNA analysis was carried out. The sex-typing markers prove a very clear female origin, but we have asked that the samples be analysed again.’


    Leif Malm straightened up. ‘Do you have anything more?’


    Wisting gave an account of the more traditional elements of the investigation, explaining how they had lost out on potential electronic evidence because the body had not been found until long after death.


    Donald Baker had taken notes while Wisting was speaking. Now he put down his pen. ‘What we can conclude with certainty,’ he said, ‘is that Robert Godwin has been here, and he’s probably been here for some time. What steps have you taken to find him?’


    ‘This information is only a few hours old,’ Wisting replied, aware that he was adopting a defensive position. ‘Until this meeting, there was a theoretical possibility that it was Robert Godwin we had found dead.’ He cleared his throat and continued. ‘At present we’re in the process of extracting lists from the Population Register in an effort to chart men in the relevant age group who live in this area.’


    ‘Do you think he’ll have registered as an immigrant?’ Anne Finstad asked, a faint smile playing on her lips. ‘Is it not more likely he’ll be living here illegally?’


    ‘It’s still a job that has to be done.’ More than 25,000 people in the country were not recorded in any registers, and preferred to remain under the radar. ‘Our greatest hope, all the same, is that the police in Minneapolis will find what set Bob Crabb on the right track and made him travel here.’


    ‘The lists from the Population Register are a good idea,’ Donald Baker said. ‘It’s possible that he’s registered there, but he could still be difficult to track down.’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘Well, you’ll need to go through the lists person by person, but I do think he’ll be listed there.’ The experienced FBI investigator leaned across the table. ‘I’ve come across this sort of thing before,’ he said. ‘The way this case is looking, there’s every reason to assume that Robert Godwin has become a Caveman.’


    ‘A caveman?’ Nils Hammer repeated. ‘What does that mean? That he’s hidden himself in a cave somewhere?’


    ‘That’s what we call them,’ Donald Baker explained. ‘People on the run who eventually find an empty life. They take over the identity and the anonymous existence of a person no one will miss. In a sense they fill an empty space and continue to live, just as isolated and lonely as the person whose place they have taken.’


    ‘What happens to the other person?’ Torunn Borg asked. ‘The one they replace?’


    Donald Baker shrugged, but they all knew the answer.


    Wisting leaned back in his chair. A caveman, he thought. Someone who has crept inside the life of another person. That was what they were searching for. A demon who had taken up residence in another person’s life.
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    A combination of guilty conscience and self-interest made Line pay a visit to her grandfather. Her grandmother had died when Line was four years old, and he had lived alone for many years. Eleven years ago, he had retired from his job as a doctor at the town’s hospital. Although he fulfilled honorary roles in various societies and associations, she knew he spent a lot of time alone and that her father was not a frequent visitor. The clock on the living room wall struck twelve.


    She cut the Danish pastry she had brought, placing the slices on a plate and carrying it through to the living room.


    Her grandfather sat in front of the television set where a foreign channel was broadcasting a documentary about the prison island of Alcatraz. She picked up the remote control to turn down the volume. The roomy armchair on which he sat was extremely worn: the cushion behind his back was flattened, and the velour on the armrests almost threadbare. Something about this shabby armchair stopped her in her tracks, with the odd sensation of something opening up inside only for a second before it was gone. It felt as if something important had occurred to her, something she had to tell someone, but that vanished before she could put it into words.


    She sat in the other chair, struggling to recall what it had been. Her grandfather’s back was now stooped and she wondered if he was lonely, but could not bring herself to ask. Perhaps she was afraid of his answer. ‘It’s cold,’ she said instead.


    He leaned towards the window ledge, squinting at the electronic weather station she had given him one Christmas. ‘Minus 16.3 degrees Celsius,’ he said. ‘Last night it was down to 18.7. I’m glad I don’t need to go out.’


    Smiling, Line helped herself to a slice of pastry.


    ‘How’s your brother getting on?’ he asked.


    ‘I think he’s really busy at work,’ she said. ‘It’s a while since I spoke to him.’


    When she and Thomas were children, they had been not only siblings but also friends who shared secrets and protected each other. She still felt a strong bond with him, but they had developed differently and gradually lost contact as they started to live their own lives.


    Finally Line told her grandfather about Viggo Hansen and the article she was researching. ‘Did you know them?’ she asked. ‘His parents were Solveig and Gustav Hansen. They lived just beside the old pea canning factory before they moved to Herman Wildenveys gate.’


    ‘The pea canning factory,’ he said. ‘I had a summer job there after the war. Sonny Hermetikk was the name. It wasn’t only peas. All sorts of fruit, meat, fish and vegetables were canned there. Before that, there was a vehicle manufacturer on that site. They built lorries that ran on batteries, did you know that?’


    Line shook her head. ‘Did you know them? Solveig and Gustav Hansen?’


    ‘I grew up on the other side of town, in Fjerdingen, but if they lived on the same side as the canning factory they must have rented from Carlsen. They had lodgers on the first floor. The poet Herman Wildenvey used to live next door, directly across the street from the house where the famous writer, Jonas Lie, used to live. At the time we are speaking of, the grandchildren of Colin Archer, the ship-builder, lived there.’


    He produced a sheet of paper and sketched the main road to Stavern. ‘There was an extensive orchard in front of the canning factory by the main road,’ he said. ‘On the corner – here - was where the ship pilot lived, and behind him was the Rakke family’s house. On the other side of the street, the Nyhus folk stayed, and Doctor Welgaard had his surgery beside them.’


    Line watched his pencil strokes.


    ‘If they lived beside the canning factory,’ he said, ‘they must have rented the upper storey in Carlsen’s house.’


    ‘Does Carlsen still live there?’


    ‘No, the old folk are long since dead. I think they had only one daughter, about my age. I think she got married and moved to Moss.’


    ‘Does anyone live there now who might remember something from the old days?’


    ‘That would have to be Annie Nyhus,’ he said, placing a cross on a house across the street from where the Hansen family had rented. ‘She was born during the war and has lived there ever since.’


    They continued to chat until the wall clock struck one and Line stood up. The elusive thought had plagued her for the entire hour but when her grandfather rose from his well-worn armchair she felt a shift, not a sudden flash of inspiration, but a slow uneasiness spreading through her body. No, the physical details around Viggo Hansen’s death did not add up.


    She rushed to her car and tried to start the engine at the same time as opening her laptop. Turning the heating up full-blast she tapped her way into the Viggo Hansen folder and then into the sub-folder where she had assembled the photographs. Searching for her picture of the two empty armchairs, she finally located the image. The chair on the left was discoloured with stains from the dead body, but it was the other that was worn. It had a grubby, flattened cushion on the back, and the fabric at the front edge was almost entirely threadbare where the occupant’s thighs had chafed. It was the chair on the right that had been Viggo Hansen’s usual place in front of the TV set. However, his body had been found in the other armchair.
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    The fine layer of ice on the windshield slowly melted. Raising her eyes from the computer screen, Line adjusted the heater fan.


    It need not be significant that Viggo Hansen had not been sitting in his habitual armchair. He might have noticed that the chair he normally used was becoming worn and shabby, and decided to re-arrange the furniture. But it could also mean that someone put him there to make it look as if he had died in his sleep in front of the TV. She could not shake this thought off, and felt compelled to return to his house for another look. When she was inside before, she had been looking for other things: stories from his life, glimpses of what kind of person he had been. Now a seed of doubt was sown and she wondered whether his death might not be from natural causes after all.


    An email arrived from the newspaper’s fact-checking department. A researcher had located Viggo Hansen’s old school friend, Odd Werner Ellefsen, in Bugges gate in Torstrand, the old working-class district in Larvik. According to the Population Register he lived alone and had done so since he moved there in 1972.


    She decided to visit Annie Nyhus first, who still lived in the street where Viggo Hansen had grown up. After that, she would drive into town and see if she could get hold of Odd Werner Ellefsen. Then she could do some shopping to stock the fridge before paying another visit to Viggo Hansen’s house.


    She should really also cook a proper dinner one day and invite her grandfather over, she thought, as she drove off. A pre-Christmas dinner. He was fond of salted mutton, but at Christmas they always had roast pork. If she bought some later she could soak it in water overnight and serve it in the evening.


    She parked on the open gravel beside Larvikveien where her grandfather had told her there had been a large orchard when the canning factory was still operating. An Esso petrol station, now demolished, had later been situated in that spot but, in recent years, it had become a waste ground.


    The house where she assumed Viggo Hansen and his parents lived in the fifties and early sixties had been extended and modernised. Close to the road, it nevertheless had an extensive back garden. Taking her grandfather’s sketch map, she crossed the road and located a gatepost with the name Nyhus. Slightly secluded, the house stood in the lee of a clump of deciduous trees with sprawling branches. A scatter of snow fell as a pair of crows took flight from the tops.


    A narrow path had been cleared to the front door, spruce branches spread on the stairs, and a ceramic plant pot set on the top step, containing an evergreen plant decorated with red bows. Line rang the doorbell and did not have long to wait before a short, elderly woman opened the door and looked at her over the top of her glasses. Her grey hair was drawn back and she wore an apron tied round her waist.


    ‘Come in,’ she said before Line had a chance to introduce herself. ‘Don’t stand out there in the cold.’


    Line knocked the snow off her boots before scurrying inside to let the old woman close the door. ‘Are you Annie Nyhus?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes, that’s me,’ the elderly woman said. ‘Who’s asking?’


    Line introduced herself and explained why she had come.


    ‘I saw the notice in the newspaper and heard that he was dead,’ Annie Nyhus said. ‘Come through.’ The kitchen was filled with the sweet aroma of Christmas baking. Four decorated almond rings sat on the worktop. ‘I honestly didn’t know he was still alive,’ she went on. ‘Far less that he still lived here in town. Can’t remember when I saw him last.’


    ‘I’m really more interested in what you remember from the time he and his family lived across the street,’ Line said, taking a seat.


    Annie Nyhus paid no heed. ‘The cakes are for the Christmas raffle at the Women’s Voluntary Service, but I’ve a few almond sticks here.’


    She set out a dish of neatly-iced cakes, before picking up the thread of their conversation.


    ‘Well, Viggo Hansen,’ she said, setting cups on the table. ‘They lived on the first floor of the Carlsen house, him and his mother, Solveig. His father travelled around Norway building power stations. Gustav, I think his name was. He spent a lot of time in Western Norway.’


    She took out a cloth and wiped away a few imaginary crumbs before fetching a coffee pot and pouring, without asking if Line wanted any.


    ‘I think they moved when he was thirteen or fourteen, to a house up in Herman Wildenveys gate. No idea how they suddenly had the money for that.’ She leaned across the table and lowered her voice. ‘Gustav Hansen had been in jail, you know. We hardly ever saw him and thought he was working away, but Erna told us. She was married to William Sverdrup, who was in the police.’


    ‘What had he done?’


    ‘A robbery of some kind, over in Western Norway. He was caught, but whether the money was ever found, well, that’s another matter.’


    Line asked a few more questions, but Annie Nyhus had no more information.


    ‘It was said that Viggo Hansen’s mother was admitted to hospital with psychiatric problems,’ Line said.


    A glint appeared in the old woman’s eyes. ‘I didn’t hear anything about that, but it wouldn’t surprise me. She didn’t seem quite right.’


    ‘How do you mean?’


    ‘How can I put it? She didn’t really have anything to do with the other women in the street. Kept herself to herself. The curtains were always drawn. I don’t have a clue what went on inside.’


    ‘Did you have anything to do with Viggo?’


    ‘He was ten years younger than me. I just remember him as a very quiet boy.’


    ‘Was there anyone else he was friendly with? Boys of the same age, perhaps?’


    Annie Nyhus picked up an almond stick, dipped it in her coffee and sucked it. ‘That would have to be Frank,’ she finally answered. ‘And maybe German Ole.’


    ‘Who’s Frank?’ Line asked, thinking he had to be the sender of the Christmas cards she had found at Viggo Hansen’s house.


    ‘Frank Iversen. He was the son of the ship pilot. He would have been a year or so older than Viggo Hansen. They worked together at the prawn factory.’


    ‘You mean the pea canning factory?’


    ‘No, no. The Reimes prawn factory. The Reime family lived four houses from here. The factory was in the garden behind their house. I used to shell prawns there myself.’


    ‘Do you know of someone called Irene that Viggo might have known?’


    Annie Nyhus dipped the almond stick in her coffee again. This time she could not assist.


    ‘Do you know where Frank lives now?’


    ‘Iver Iversen was appointed master of the ship pilots’ guild in Langesund, so the whole family moved there in the sixties. I heard his wife died soon after, but since then nothing.’


    They heard the front door open and footsteps in the hallway. ‘That’ll be Greger,’ Annie said. ‘I promised him a piece of cake if he called in. He’s so good at snow clearing and helping me out.’


    She stood up to give a warm welcome to a man of her own age with thick, curly hair and huge fists. ‘You have a visitor?’ he asked with a smile.


    ‘It’s the Wisting girl,’ Annie said. ‘The grand-daughter of Roald Wisting from the hospital.’


    Line was amused by the way she was introduced. Her grandfather was a well-known figure from when he practised as a doctor.


    The burly man offered her a cold hand, introducing himself as Greger Eriksen. ‘You write for the newspaper,’ he said, sitting down.


    Annie Nyhus placed another cup in front of him, pushing the plate of almond sticks closer. ‘She’s going to write about Viggo Hansen who lived in the Carlsen house in the fifties and sixties.’


    Greger Eriksen helped himself from the plate. ‘There was something about him in the paper,’ he said. ‘No name given, but it was him they were writing about. It was four months before they found him.’


    As Line gave an account of her planned project, Greger Eriksen stole a glance at Annie Nyhus. ‘No, it’s not so easy being alone,’ he said. ‘But neither is finding someone to share your life with.’


    ‘We were just talking about the ship pilot’s son,’ Annie said. ‘He and Viggo Hansen used to spend time together. They both worked in the prawn factory.’


    ‘You mentioned one more name,’ Line said. ‘German Ole?’


    ‘Yes, that’s what they called him, poor boy. It’s still a thorn in his flesh.’


    ‘Who is he?’


    ‘Pia Linge’s boy. He was a few years older, but hung out with the younger boys. Pia lived in the annexe, behind the Reime family’s house, and also worked in the prawn factory.’


    ‘Did Ole work there too?’


    ‘No, he worked for a while at the refuse tip in Bukta. After that I’ve no idea what became of him.’


    ‘Does he still live in Stavern?’


    ‘I honestly don’t know. I haven’t seen him for a long time. He’s always kept himself to himself.’ She turned to face Greger Eriksen. ‘Have you seen anything of him?’


    He shook his head.


    ‘Neither Ole nor Pia had an easy time of it,’ Annie Nyhus continued. ‘Ole was the son of a German soldier, you see. Pia ran about with the Germans during the occupation, right up until the liberation, and she had Ole in January of the year after that.’


    ‘That was just a rumour,’ Greger Eriksen added. ‘Nobody knows who his father was.’


    ‘But she did spend time with the German soldiers out at Rakke.’


    ‘She was probably in both camps,’ Eriksen said. ‘It was said that she worked for the Home Front as well, that she was an infiltrator.’


    ‘She had to live with the shame for the rest of her life,’ Annie Nyhus concluded. ‘Although that wasn’t very long. She wasn’t even fifty when she died.’


    The conversation turned to Christmas baking and little birds, the cold and the weather. Half an hour later, Line stood up and thanked her hostess. Before she reached her car, she cast a glance at the windows of the upper storey in the building known as the Carlsen house, where the curtains had always remained shut. She was on her way now, she felt.


    On her way into the shadows and darkness where Viggo Hansen had lived.
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    Hard-packed snow made the roads treacherous and slow. Impatient to get on, Line phoned directory enquiries as the queue of cars crawled slowly forward. The woman who answered also took her time, but eventually found an Ole Linge living at Brunlanesveien 550. Line asked for the number to be relayed as a text message and made the call. A man with a soft voice answered as she was about to hang up.


    ‘Is that Ole Linge?’ she asked.


    ‘Who is this?’


    Line introduced herself. ‘I’m calling with regard to Viggo Hansen. You know he’s dead?’


    ‘I saw the announcement.’


    ‘I’m writing a story about his life for VG and I’m looking for people who knew him and can tell me about him.’


    There was silence at the other end, and Line thought for a moment that the connection had been severed.


    ‘About his life?’ Ole Linge asked.


    ‘Actually about what it’s like being on your own; going through life without having anyone to share it with. To that end, I’m keen to talk to people who knew him.’


    ‘I see.’


    ‘Are you going to his funeral tomorrow?’


    ‘I don’t go out much.’


    ‘Would it suit for me to come to see you tomorrow afternoon?’


    ‘Why do that?’


    ‘To talk about Viggo Hansen. I’m trying to find out what he was like.’


    Again there was silence at the other end. An impatient motorist moved out and overtook two cars before squeezing back into the queue again.


    ‘What time exactly?’ Ole Linge asked.


    ‘Three o’clock?’


    He repeated the time as if he had to ensure it would not interfere with another appointment. ‘Yes, that would be okay.’


    They ended their conversation and Line was left thinking that the man Ole Linge’s life was as lonely as Viggo Hansen’s had been.


    The traffic came to a standstill in Storgata, stopped by a tractor clearing huge piles of snow, with the town lying like an amphitheatre on Line’s left. She looked up at the police station, just able to make out the top floors where her father’s office was located.


    She thought about the coil of frayed rope down in Viggo Hansen’s basement and could not believe it was the same rope his father had used to hang himself in 1969. Taking out her mobile phone she keyed in Wisting’s number. Possibly there was a report in the police archives. The traffic moved forward again while the number rang out.


    She turned right into Bugges gate, past the old soft drinks factory, and drove almost to the end where the residential street ended at a fenced-off industrial area. A modest, square house, it was smaller than the other houses in the street and surrounded by a tall picket fence.


    Line parked in the street and stepped into cold dry air, filled with the tang of the sea, which stung her nostrils when she inhaled. Nothing was marked on the mailbox, neither name nor house number, but the house was obviously occupied. The area in front of the garage had been cleared of snow, as well as a passageway to the front door.


    The elderly man who opened it stood in the doorway, looking at her. Pale and sallow, he looked as if he seldom ventured into the fresh air, and a greyish beard concealed his shirt collar. His hair was spiky in an uneven, cropped haircut, as if he had cut it himself.


    ‘Are you Odd Werner Ellefsen?’ The old man nodded. ‘We have an acquaintance in common. Viggo Hansen was a neighbour of mine.’ He did not seem to understand. ‘You were in the same class at Stavern school. His funeral is tomorrow.’


    A glimmer of understanding appeared in the man’s eyes, and he nodded tentatively.


    ‘I wondered if I could have a few words with you?’ Line said, moving her bag to her other shoulder.


    ‘What about?’


    ‘About Viggo. Maybe I could come inside?’ She crossed her arms close to her chest as if to show that it was too cold to stand around. Ellefsen cast a fleeting glance into the hallway behind him and gave a quick nod that she could come in, leading her into a tidy kitchen where everything had its place. It was clean and neat, with a small Christmas decoration in the centre of the table where they sat facing each other. The old man did not offer her anything.


    Line told him about her job at VG and explained that the article she intended to write was the reason for her visit. ‘You knew him,’ she rounded off.


    ‘I didn’t know him,’ the man said.


    ‘But you went to school together?’


    ‘That was years ago.’


    He answered in short sentences and stared down at the tabletop.


    ‘When did you see him last?’


    Odd Werner Ellefsen shrugged. ‘Don’t remember.’ His voice was so faint it barely reached across the table.


    ‘Are you in touch with the others from that time? Frank Iversen or Ole Linge?’


    He shook his head.


    ‘When did you move away from Stavern?’


    ‘A long time ago.’


    There was something simple about him, so much so that she doubted whether he entirely understood her questions. She took out her camera and searched through the images for the class photograph.


    ‘That’s you,’ she said, pointing at the young boy standing next to Viggo Hansen.


    Leaning forward to peer at the tiny screen, Odd Werner Ellefsen nodded in agreement. ‘Me, yes,’ he said.


    ‘Do you remember when that photograph was taken?’


    He responded by turning his head to one side and back again.


    Line posed a few more questions, but he continued to answer in monosyllables. Nothing that he said contributed to her picture of Viggo Hansen.


    She snapped her notebook shut without writing many key words, but perhaps with an improved appreciation of why the two boys had found each other. Both of them shy and reserved, perhaps it had not been so much that they were friends as that they were both outsiders.
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    Towards the end of the meeting, formality between the local investigators and FBI agents broke down, conversation flowed more smoothly, and it became easier to find the right words in English.


    ‘There’s one thing I don’t understand,’ Nils Hammer said. ‘Why did he choose to come to Norway? There are countries where the regulations are less stringent and the weather is better.’


    ‘I would think he feels at home here,’ John Bantam said. He looked through the window at the frozen landscape. ‘This reminds me of the weather at home in Minneapolis. Winters are cold with a lot of snow, but the summers can be warm and pleasant. What’s more, I think the people who live here are like the people in Minnesota. They keep their doors closed and their curtains drawn. They hide their feelings and keep their secrets.’


    Before Wisting drew the meeting to a close, they agreed to meet again three hours later for an update.


    Torunn Borg had arranged office accommodation for the visitors and showed them where they could sit and work. Wisting returned to his own office where he checked his mobile phone and saw that he had an unanswered call from Line. He phoned her back. ‘Are you driving?’


    ‘I’ve been to Torstrand to speak to someone who went to school with Viggo Hansen,’ she said.


    ‘Made any progress?’


    ‘Some, but I don’t know how much I can use. Did you know that Viggo Hansen’s father hanged himself in the basement of their home?’


    Wisting, taken aback, had to admit he did not.


    ‘It was Jarle Lunden who told me.’


    ‘The clergyman? Have you spoken to him?’


    ‘He was around when it happened. The police had been there too. Do you think you might have a case file on it?’


    ‘When was it?’


    ‘1969.’


    ‘Case files older than twenty-five years that we were not duty bound to archive were shredded in 1995 when we moved into the new station, but I’ll take a look. I know some were kept. Old duty records, for example.’


    ‘Brilliant. When will you be home tonight?’


    ‘I don’t know yet, but it’ll be late. What are you planning to do now?’


    ‘I’m going back to Viggo Hansen’s house. I want to check a few details.’


    ‘What sort of details?’


    ‘Just something I overlooked. Something I didn’t think of the last time I was there.’ She did not allow him to quiz her any further. ‘Also, there’s a room in the basement you didn’t examine when he was found dead. A storeroom hidden behind some shelves.’


    ‘What was inside it?’


    ‘I don’t know. It’s locked.’


    Wisting smiled wryly. ‘And that held you back?’


    ‘For the moment, yes.’


    ‘Let me know about it, then, if there’s anything the police have overlooked.’


    ‘By the way, I visited Grandad today. He was asking after you.’


    ‘How was he?’


    ‘Fine, he helped me get in touch with someone who knew Viggo Hansen before the family moved to Herman Wildenveys gate, an old woman who told me Viggo’s father was convicted of robbery.’


    ‘Robbery? The extract from the criminal records said aggravated theft.’


    ‘It might have been just a rumour. I’ve sent an email enquiry to the National Archives in Bergen, but haven’t received an answer yet.’


    They rounded off their conversation and he went to see Bjørg Karin at the criminal proceedings office. She not only had responsibility for recording and archiving, but also the special gift of knowing where everything was: documents in cases under investigation, court records, charges or fines. He brought a sheet of paper on which he had written the date of Gustav Hansen’s death. If any papers on the suicide remained in the archives, that date would make it easy to locate the case file.


    Back in his office, he found Torunn Borg had forwarded an email with the lists from the Population Register. 2,127 men in the local authority area fulfilled the search criteria. Robert Godwin was now sixty-one, but they had conducted a search of plus or minus three years. If Godwin was resident in the area under a false identity he might be masquerading as a person actually two or three years older or younger.


    They needed more people, Wisting thought. Even with ten staff it would take several weeks to check every single person on the list. Names could be sorted alphabetically by name and address or chronologically by age. There was also a column for those registered as immigrants or incomers after Robert Godwin had fled from the USA. That list comprised only 123 names. Here was their beginning, but even that would be an enormous task.
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    At 17.00, they assembled in the conference room again. Special agent Donald Baker requested permission to speak. ‘We’ve completed our investigations at Bob Crabb’s home,’ he said in a deep voice, ‘and spoken to people who knew him and what he was working on. We haven’t found any direct connection between him and Robert Godwin. Both taught at the university in the eighties, but in different faculties. Professor Crabb, however, was one of Lynn Adams’ lecturers.’


    ‘The first victim,’ Torunn Borg said.


    Donald Baker nodded. ‘She went missing in 1983. Six months later she was found in a drainage tank. It was not until six years later, when Godwin was wanted by the police, we succeeded in linking him to her homicide. Her remains were stowed in a canvas sack of the type used on his family’s apple farm.’


    ‘The homicide tormented Professor Crabb,’ John Bantam continued. ‘In 1989 yet another of his students was attacked, but she managed to flee her assailant. She identified Robert Godwin and DNA tests identified him as the Interstate Strangler.’


    ‘This upset Professor Crabb deeply,’ Donald Baker said. ‘Robert Godwin was posted wanted, but he had already disappeared. A reward of one million dollars was offered, which was when Bob Crabb began his own investigation.’


    He nodded for Maggie Griffin to pick up the thread.


    ‘Professor Crabb told his neighbours that he was going to search for relatives in Norway,’ she said. ‘Probably a cover story. He told his university colleagues that Robert Godwin might have fled to Scandinavia since he was fascinated by his Norwegian forebears, had studied the language and led a programme of Nordic studies.’


    ‘Hang on a minute!’ Wisting said. ‘Are you telling us that Godwin is of Norwegian extraction, from this area?’


    ‘Twenty per cent of the white population in Minnesota is of Norwegian origin,’ John Bantam said. ‘My great-great-great-grandfather came from Kristiansand.’


    ‘You say he studied the language,’ Nils Hammer said. ‘Does that mean he speaks Norwegian?’


    Maggie Griffin exchanged a look with Donald Baker. They both seemed embarrassed that this information had only come to light more than twenty years after Robert Godwin had disappeared.


    ‘He has a Ph.D. in Scandinavian languages.’


    ‘Where did his ancestors come from?’ Wisting asked.


    Maggie Griffin leafed through the papers and produced a printout she pushed across the table. ‘That’s his great-great-grandfather.’


    Wisting read with interest. Factory worker Niels Gustavsen from the parish of Brunlanæs Berg had travelled to New York on the steamship Norge on 26th April 1889.


    ‘The pictures,’ Wisting spoke in Norwegian, looking at his colleagues. ‘The old farm buildings that Bob Crabb photographed. That could be the place Godwin’s ancestors came from. That could be how to track him down.’


    The three Americans looked quizzically at him, and Wisting informed them about the pictures they had found on Crabb’s camera. Espen Mortensen switched on the projector and called them up.


    The FBI agents looked at one another.


    ‘Go back,’ Donald Baker said, loosening his tie.


    Espen Mortensen did as he was asked. The picture of the burned-down barn filled the screen, with weeds and shrubs forcing their way through the ruins.


    Donald Baker glanced across at his two colleagues. It was obvious they spotted something in the picture that Wisting’s team had not. ‘Where is this?’ he asked. The pitch of his deep voice had dropped.


    ‘We don’t know,’ Wisting admitted. ‘It strikes me now that this might be the place where Godwin’s forefathers lived. We intend to show them to local historians in an attempt to discover its whereabouts.’


    Donald Baker licked his lips. ‘There’s something else we haven’t discussed,’ he said, looking up at the screen again. ‘We’re going to need a list of girls who’ve gone missing.’
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    It was dark on Line’s next visit to Viggo Hansen’s house. Feeling uncomfortable, she switched on the lights as she moved from room to room. At the living room doorway, she stood listening intently. Not a sound, she decided, before crossing to the TV to examine the two armchairs.


    The chair on the left had the dark, damp stains from the corpse, but otherwise was not at all worn. The chair on the right, on the other hand, showed distinct signs of wear on the seat cushions and armrests, and a decorative cushion was flattened against the back. Surely, this was where he usually sat.


    The floor told its own story. Between the well-used armchair and the coffee table lay a trail of breadcrumbs and other food. On the floor covering itself a darker patch ran between the chair and the kitchen door, grime trodden in from all the times Viggo Hansen had walked there and back.


    In the middle of the kitchen she scanned the cramped space. Apart from a cup on the table, it was clean and tidy. She was on the point of returning to the living room when a detail caught her eye. The coffee machine was half-full of water. She opened the lid of the filter holder to find dry coffee.


    It had been made ready, she thought, which is what her mother had done when expecting guests. She would fill the container with water and put coffee in the filter so she had only to switch it on when they arrived.


    Had Viggo Hansen been expecting a visitor? If so, who? And why had he asked a locksmith to fit a double lock on his front door? Had he been afraid of intruders?


    She had the police documents in her shoulder bag. Sitting at the kitchen table, she looked for the autopsy report and spread it out. There was nothing to support the theory that Viggo Hansen had been killed, but neither did it eliminate the idea. The conclusion was clear: no cause of death could be established because the deterioration of the body was too advanced.


    She felt an urge to phone her father, but refrained. Her imagination was running away with her. The armchair and a prepared coffee machine were not proof of anything.


    In the living room she stared at her reflection in the windowpanes before turning to survey this room in the same way she had the kitchen. Nothing captured her interest. There was nothing she had not seen before, yet she felt a powerful sensation that she had overlooked something. The feeling forced her to go through the house again, room by room, until, in the end, she stood at the top of the basement stairs, a chilly draught swirling around her ankles.


    The idea of going down did not appeal, but she was desperate to see what lay behind the locked door. There was a key cupboard in the outer hallway, perhaps the storeroom key would be in there. In the porch she flipped open the little door. Four empty hooks but, even if she managed to locate the right key, she had no guarantee it would open the padlock since it was rusty and coated in verdigris.


    Remembering a toolbox down below, she descended into the basement, thinking of opening the padlock with a hammer blow. She would buy a new padlock and hang the key in the cupboard. No hammer was evident in the toolbox, so she rummaged to find a spanner that would do the same job.


    A thought struck her. Where were Viggo Hansen’s other keys? His house keys? The keys for the two new locks on his front door? The police had drilled through them to force entry. Afterwards, they had fitted a new lock, but she had never seen or read anything of the two original keys.


    She put down the spanner and returned to the kitchen to sit at the table with the documents still spread out. The report detailing the items removed from the house listed mostly belongings for use in identification, including a toothbrush and comb forwarded for DNA analysis. No keys.


    She flicked to the forensics report. One of the first points was a description of the clothes Viggo Hansen had been wearing: a pair of jeans, T-shirt, underpants and socks, a wristwatch removed from the body’s left arm, and three kroner coins found in his right trouser pocket, but no keys.


    At home, Line usually put her keys in the drawer of a bureau in the hallway. She got to her feet and headed for the entrance. One of the sideboard drawers was a typical junk receptacle. Searching among ballpoint pens, receipts, instructions and other bits and pieces, she did not find any keys. Nor were there any in the pockets of the jackets hanging from the coat hooks.


    It crossed her mind that she had seen a pair of trousers hanging over a chair in the bedroom, so she went there and searched through the pockets, but they too were empty. She hunted through the kitchen drawers, in the clothes hanging in the wardrobe and bundled in the laundry basket, and every other conceivable place without coming across a single key. Only one explanation remained. The keys had been removed from the house: either by the police, who had neglected to list them in their report, or by someone else who had locked the door and left Viggo Hansen dead in the chair in front of the television.
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    A deafening silence filled the conference room. Donald Baker’s words still hung in the air, creating a collective anxiety and a tension no one wanted to break.


    Wisting felt the skin on his face turn cold. The case they were working on had grown to undreamed-of proportions. He did not know why the thought had not struck him previously, but if a serial murderer from the USA had been living in Norway for more than twenty years, there was no reason he would not have continued to kill.


    The idea made his hands sweaty, and perspiration formed along his hairline. He could not think of any missing women in his own area, but a missing person case in Porsgrunn a couple of years earlier had received a great deal of media attention, and never been solved. The same applied to a case in Kristiansand in which a young girl was last seen at the verge beside the zoo, hitching a lift. And then there was the Diana case in Drammen, and at least a couple of cases in Oslo. Only accounting for cases he recalled from newspaper coverage, he was able to count five young women.


    Clearing his throat, he addressed the FBI agent in the dark suit. ‘What is it you see in the pictures? What is it we’ve overlooked?’


    ‘The well,’ Donald Baker answered.


    Wisting looked at the screen again. In the centre of the picture there was a round, paved area.


    ‘Several of Robert Godwin’s victims were found on deserted farms like these,’ Baker said. ‘At the bottom of disused wells.’


    Wisting picked up the sheaf of papers, copies of the American case documents. ‘It says here the women were found in ditches, that he picked up hitchhikers along the highways and dumped them afterwards.’


    ‘Those are the earlier cases. The ones that gave us the DNA evidence. Later, he got smarter and hid his victims. Seventeen women were found in wells and similar hiding places. One of them was found after a few days. Our technicians found Godwin’s DNA on her, but we haven’t been able to link him conclusively to the sixteen others. They are listed only as possible victims.’


    ‘Show us the two other places,’ Wisting said, looking at the screen.


    Espen Mortensen clicked through the images until he reached an area where there were no buildings, only an open field with a tractor track between the trees.


    ‘Look at that!’ Nils Hammer said, pointing at a circular concrete slab protruding from the grass at the outer edge of the field. ‘That’s a soil irrigation tank or something like that.’


    The third place where Bob Crabb had taken pictures was also an abandoned smallholding, a white farmhouse and grey barn among slender birch trees. To the left of the barn, an old-fashioned, pyramid-shaped well cover was visible.


    ‘Bob Crabb must have surveyed all the old wells in the area,’ Mortensen said.


    ‘How far have we come with finding where these places are?’


    ‘Benjamin’s working on it,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘He’s been speaking to various people with local knowledge all day long, but I don’t think it’s brought any results.’


    Leif Malm of Kripos had kept quiet throughout the meeting, until now. ‘I can have a list of missing women ready some time tonight,’ he said. ‘The question is what parameters we should set as far as age and geography are concerned.’


    ‘With us he operated across five adjoining States,’ John Bantam said. ‘An area with a circumference of more than three thousand kilometres.’


    ‘Everything south of Trondheim,’ Wisting decided.


    Christine Thiis coughed. ‘How many might we be talking about?’


    Leif Malm stared into space, in the direction of the window and the darkness outside. ‘Over a period of twenty years,’ he said thoughtfully, ‘around five hundred in total in all of Norway. Mostly in the south-east, and mostly men. I would think we’ll end up with a list in the region of one hundred women who cannot be accounted for.’


    ‘A hundred?’


    ‘Of course, that could be pared down. Some were lost at sea, others on walking trips in the mountains. Some will be mentally ill people missing from institutions, and some have left suicide notes. Perhaps we’ll be left with a total of fifty missing without trace.’


    Donald Baker sat up straight. ‘Follow the main roads,’ he said. ‘Robert Godwin found his victims along the Interstate Highway. You need to look for young women who disappeared along the motorways or close by.’ He turned and pointed at the picture on the screen. ‘Because as soon as you find out where this is, you’re going to start finding bodies.’
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    The padlock did not give way at the first blow. Line raised the hefty spanner once more and hit it again with force so that it burst open and was left dangling from the hasp. She unhooked it and opened the door. Light spilled onto a pile of boxes stacked on the concrete floor.


    She groped her way to a wall switch to turn on the bare light bulb suspended from the ceiling. It afforded only a dim glow that did not reach as far as the corners. The storeroom was almost empty but, in addition to three cardboard boxes on the floor, there was an old cardboard suitcase with metal fittings and some clothes hanging from pegs along one wall. Everything was covered in dust.


    Line pulled one of the boxes into the light and opened it to find ring binders with the name Gustav Hansen written on the spines. She picked up one and leafed through the papers: various letters and documents from Bergenshalvøens Kommunale Kraftselskap, a Bergen power company, dating from the fifties, another binder marked Bergsdalsvassdraget, a water course in Hordaland, containing a number of technical specifications and working diagrams.


    Documents left behind by his father, Line thought, finding a folder held closed by an elastic band at the bottom of the box. She released the elastic and opened the file, a bundle of old newspaper cuttings. The top one was from Bergens Tidende and dated 27th June 1960. Safe blown at Bergen post office was the headline.


    Line lifted the dry sheet of newsprint and read: Around three o’clock last night, a safe-blower succeeded in blowing a safe at Bergen central post office in Småstrandgaten. People living in the vicinity were woken by the explosion, and a taxi driver saw the man at close quarters as he disappeared in the direction of Rådstuplassen. The safe-blower entered the post office premises with the aid of a ladder propped up against the wall of the building where a window on the first floor was broken into. It is feared that a considerable sum of money may have been stolen, and nervous post office officials anxiously await the crime scene experts finishing their work so that they can count what is left.


    The next clipping was dated two days later: Safe-blower got away with 175,000 kroner was the caption extending across four columns.


    The man who blew the safe at the central post office in Småstrandgaten on Sunday night struck at a time when the cash stored there was at its maximum, Postmaster Kåre Palmer Holm informed Bergens Tidende. Record proceeds of around 175,000 kroner.


    Next day, the newspaper was able to report that the safe-blower had been arrested.


    Police have arrested a man from Eastern Norway suspected of blowing the safe at the central post office on Sunday night and stealing the contents, a total of 175,000 kroner. The man was arrested at a workers’ barracks in Masfjorden where he worked on the construction of the Matrevassdraget hydro-electric power station.


    175,000 kroner, Line mused. How much would that be in today’s money? Around two million?


    There were several news cuttings.


    Safe-blower refuses to talk to police, was the next headline. The article went on to explain how the man denied having anything to do with the crime and refused several times to be questioned.


    In another cutting, Police Inspector Brinchmann gave details of the evidence police had amassed against the man from Eastern Norway. They had found traces of powder from the fire retardant insulation material in the safe on his clothing, and he could be linked to the theft of dynamite from the construction site where he was employed. Witnesses at his workplace testified that he had been off site in a work vehicle on the night in question.


    Money vanished without trace was the newspaper’s claim on the day before his trial commenced at Bergen City Court.


    The final cutting was an account of the court case at which Gustav Hansen was convicted and sentenced to imprisonment for three years and ten months: As aggravating factors in this case, the unanimous judgment of the court has noted that there is no doubt that the accused methodically strove to become proficient as a safe-blower, the considerable sum of cash that was stolen, and that the accused has not shown any willingness to cooperate with the police investigation or to assist with the recovery of the stolen money.


    Returning the newspaper cuttings to the folder, Line closed it and put the elastic band back in place.


    Family secrets, she thought. This must have been difficult to bear. The day his father was arrested must have been a fateful moment in Viggo Hansen’s life. It can never have been the same again.


    She put everything back and investigated the other two boxes: shirts, ties, a pair of suit trousers, a jacket and highly polished shoes in one and work clothes in the other.


    Reinforced at the corners, the suitcase had two catches and a leather handle. She pushed the catches aside and opened them to find it half-filled with old framed photographs, a few gramophone records, a couple of books, a thick, brown envelope and a bundle of yellowed letters tied together with a length of tattered string.


    A sheet of paper lay on top. Line unfolded it and found that it was a death certificate for Gustav Hansen, born 19th October 1928. Time of death was 24th May 1969 at around 05.00. The cause of death was given as intentional self-harm, death by hanging.


    Line let the hand holding the yellow paper rest on her lap as she looked around the room. What was left of Gustav Hansen was hoarded here, she reflected. It did not take up much space, but had been placed here and the door closed and locked. A shelf unit had been installed in front of the door as if the surviving members of the family did not want to be reminded of him.


    She put the death certificate on the floor beside her as she looked through the rest of the suitcase contents.


    There were old photographs. One of them showed a family gathered around a settee, and others depicted four men and two women, all with solemn and serious expressions. From the clothes, the pictures appeared to have been taken around the turn of the last century. Line turned them over, but found nothing written on the back. No dates or names.


    On the sleeves of the old LP records by artistes such as Bill Haley and his Comets, Pat Boone, Nat King Cole and Elvis Presley, Gustav Hansen had written his name in the lower right-hand corner. Musicians whose music was still played on the radio, but whose heyday had been in the fifties, when Viggo Hansen’s father was young.


    Line lifted one of the books. Owls to Athens by Herman Wildenvey, published in 1953. There was a dedication on the flyleaf: To Gustav Hansen on 19th October 1953. Best Wishes, Herman Wildenvey. A birthday present.


    There were a number of poetry collections, by André Bjerke, Gunnar Reiss-Andersen and Tarjei Vesaas. Line stacked them on the floor beside the suitcase and lifted the bundle of letters. Without removing the string, she understood that these were letters Gustav Hansen had sent to his wife from prison. She put them aside.


    The brown envelope contained old printed letters and documents with Gothic script. A faded postcard showed a steamship tied up in port, DS Norge emblazoned in large white letters on the prow. The card had been sent to Anna Sofie Nielsen, Manvik, Brunlanæs and was dated 26th April 1889. The florid handwriting was difficult to decipher, but was addressed to Dear mother, and said something about it being difficult to say a final farewell, and that the next stop was America. The card was signed Your Hans.


    More letters followed in which Hans wrote of fertile fields, good crops, streets with electric light and test drives in swanky motor cars. Hans Gustav Nielsen settled in the Midwest, met a woman who had emigrated from Western Norway, married and had several children with her.


    Another document, a family tree, showed how Hans Gustav Nielsen was the brother of Viggo Hansen’s great-grandfather. All the members of his family were included there, packed away in the old suitcase.


    Line sat in the dim light with the family tree chart in her hand as a new possibility opened. Viggo Hansen might have relatives.
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    A set of old police documents in a transparent plastic folder sat in the middle of Wisting’s desk when he returned to his office. Bjørg Karin had written on a yellow post-it note that she hoped this was what Line needed.


    He drew the papers out of the folder. The top sheet was from a typewritten duty record: 24th May 1969 at 07.48, a message had come from the on-call doctor requesting police attendance at Herman Wildenveys gate 4. Solveig Hansen had found her husband hanging in the basement. The responding patrol reported that Dr. Gravdahl had declared forty-one-year-old Gustav Hansen dead at the scene. There was also a correction recorded to the on-call doctor’s report. Nineteen-year-old son Viggo Hansen had found his father dead in a basement storeroom. Report from Police Officer Thorsen.


    The report was enclosed with a copy of the death certificate and amounted to only three-quarters of a page. Gustav Hansen had hanged himself from an exposed sewage pipe in a basement storeroom. The ceiling was low, so the suicide had been accomplished by the deceased leaning forward in a kneeling position. The man’s extreme determination to carry this through was reinforced by his wife’s statement that her husband had been very depressed because he was now unemployed after working on the building of a power station in Western Norway on a lengthy contract.


    No photographs were included in the folder but, forty years ago, it was not common to make use of photographic material in such cases.


    Wisting gathered the documents and placed them at the corner of his desk. Even greater tragedies, recorded in even shorter reports, were stored in the historical archives. He held that thought for some time.


    ‘Of course,’ he muttered irritably.


    He activated his computer and clicked into the folder of Bob Crabb’s photographs, browsing through them until he found what he was looking for, double-clicked and let the farmyard well in front of the ramshackle farmhouse fill the screen. Now that he knew what might be at the bottom it drew his attention, but of more interest was the barn in the background that had been destroyed by fire. Probably the homestead had been abandoned before the fire, but it must have been serious, leading to attendance by the police and fire service.


    They did not have many fires of such proportions in this area, barely one or two per year. Somewhere in the historical archives there had to be a report describing the scale, damage and possibly even the cause.


    He looked again at the picture. It looked as if vegetation had completely taken over. It must be at least ten years since the fire.


    He opened the computer program for processing criminal case files. Designed not only to identify quickly where in the system a case was located, it also allowed extraction of statistics and analysis. To learn how many cars had been stolen in the police district in the previous year, it was a simple matter of filling in the type of crime and the time period in the search fields. The result could be broken down into areas of the town and even street and on what day of the week or time of day. Thus the volume of cases could also become a management tool the police could utilise to target intervention.


    Wisting was not trained in its use. He keyed in a time interval between 1989, the year Robert Godwin went on the run from the USA, and an end date of 2005. The problem was that fires were entered in the statistics in many different ways, depending upon the cause of the fire and extent of the damage. In addition, some fires were registered as cases under investigation in the same way that a single death could be registered, to establish whether grounds existed to suspect a crime.


    The computer froze before finally coming up with 1,132 results. Everything from fires in refuse bins and cars to fires in detached houses and schools. Too much. He leaned back, deciding on a different approach. Finn Haber had been crime scene technician and fire investigator at the station until his retirement. Wisting had his number stored. He took out his mobile and called.


    The voice that answered was calm and steady, as it had always been, even when Wisting had called him at night to scenes of the most dreadful crimes. ‘I need your help,’ he said after exchanging a few pleasantries. ‘And I can’t explain why.’


    ‘With what?’


    ‘I’m sitting here with a photo taken some time during the summer. We’re trying to find out where it was taken.’


    ‘Have you asked the person who took it?’


    ‘He’s dead.’


    There was a moment’s silence before Finn Haber continued. ‘What makes you think I can contribute something?’


    ‘It’s a picture of an old smallholding with the barn burned to the ground. I thought it might have been a place where you had worked.’


    ‘I’d really have to see the picture,’ Haber said. ‘Or is it so secret that’s not possible?’


    ‘I can send it to you via my phone.’


    ‘Go ahead,’ Haber replied, hanging up without another word.


    Wisting held his mobile phone in front of his computer screen and took a photograph of the image. The result was surprisingly good. He fumbled with the keys and managed to send the photo as an attachment to a text. Ten seconds later, Haber called back.


    ‘Hagatun,’ he said. ‘Abandoned in the seventies, it has stood empty ever since. Burned down in August 2000. Children playing with matches, apparently. There was no electricity supply, and no other obvious reason.’


    Wisting remembered the case now. Two small boys from one of the neighbouring farms had been brought in for questioning, but denied having anything to do with the blaze.


    ‘There’s an overgrown track leading to it directly opposite the old Tanum school,’ Haber continued. ‘It might be difficult to reach after the last snowfall.’


    Wisting took a map from his desk drawer and unfolded it. Two large and three smaller buildings were shown on the site. The place was surrounded by forest.


    ‘Good luck, whatever you plan,’ Haber concluded. ‘And have a good Christmas when it comes.’


    ‘Merry Christmas to you too,’ Wisting said, ‘and thanks for your help.’


    He hung up as Benjamin Fjeld entered the office, immediately followed by Nils Hammer. ‘I think I’ve located one of the places,’ Fjeld said, laying the picture of the abandoned smallholding on the desk before Wisting.


    Wisting looked from the photograph to the same image on his computer screen. ‘Hagatun,’ he said.


    The young detective opened his mouth but did not say a word. Hammer showed his teeth in a broad grin.


    ‘I found out just two minutes ago,’ Wisting said, recounting his conversation with Finn Haber.


    ‘What do you want me to do now?’ Fjeld asked. ‘Continue with the local history society and that sort of thing?’


    Wisting thought about it. The information embedded in the digital files implied that all the photographs were taken on the same day within a time period of less than two hours. The farm was impossible to access by car, as the road did not go as far as that. This meant that the photographer had probably not travelled very far and that the other locations in the photographs had to be in the vicinity. ‘Concentrate on the landowners in that area,’ he said, drawing a wide circle round Hagatun on the map.


    Fjeld nodded and left the room.


    ‘He deserved a little praise,’ Hammer remarked, sliding his snuffbox from his pocket.


    Wisting gave a brief nod. He was not good at praising the investigators when they had done an outstanding job although, as leader of the investigation, it fell to him to maintain the enthusiasm and commitment of the team.


    Wisting leaned back in his chair. ‘Can you take responsibility for this?’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    Wisting waited until Hammer had placed the pinch of snuff behind his top lip. ‘I want you to think of a plan to get into that farmyard and empty the well,’ he said. ‘Without anyone knowing a police operation has been instigated.’
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    At almost half past eight, Line stood and stretched. She photographed the contents of the room and arranged the items in the suitcase as they had been, before taking some close-up pictures of the names on the family tree. Closing the door behind her she hooked the padlock back on the hasp.


    Outside, a wind had risen, a freezing, biting blast that cut to the bone. She walked with short, hurried steps along the street towards her home. She had done her shopping earlier and left the groceries in her car. Now she carried them into the kitchen.


    Her father was not home yet, so she stowed the food before making herself a cup of coffee and taking it upstairs to her workroom. It had been a fruitful day, she felt, opening her laptop on the desk. Although she was unsure how to use all the information, she was at least making a picture of Viggo Hansen and his life in the shadow of his parents’ mistakes.


    In the centre of a blank sheet of paper she wrote his name and drew a circle round it, jotting down the names of the people who in some way or other had found themselves in his orbit. She recorded the names of his parents closest to the inner circle with a cross at the end to show that they were dead. On the other side, she wrote the names of friends and acquaintances: Eivind Aske and Odd Werner Ellefsen from school, Frank Iversen from the prawn factory, German Ole, and Irene followed by a question mark. In a separate group, she listed the names of the neighbours, finally adding the public personages she could think of. She had already spoken to the clergyman, and really ought to contact the doctor who had declared him unfit for work. Perhaps she could also speak to someone who knew him when he had been admitted to the psychiatric unit. He must also have had a case worker at NAV, the Labour and Welfare administration.


    The notes from her conversation with Annie Nyhus implied that Frank Iversen had moved to Langesund with his parents in the sixties, but no Frank Iversen was listed in Langesund, at least not in any register she could access. She sent what information she had to the fact-checking department to see if they could trace him elsewhere in the country.


    Now it was time to think in earnest about starting to write. Instead of drafting a layout on the computer as she usually did, she printed out the photographs she had taken, pinning them to the cork board so that she could rearrange them at will and sort them in the order she felt best represented Viggo Hansen’s life. She hung photographs of the dark, gloomy house, of the damaged door, the TV magazine on the coffee table, the crime scene photograph showing the back of his head in the armchair in front of the TV, the Christmas cards, the family photographs, the padlock on the storeroom door, his father’s death certificate and the newspaper cuttings from the safe-blowing case in 1960.


    Something like a film director setting up a storyboard, she thought, as she placed the old class photograph further down the row.


    Finally she was left with two pictures she was not sure belonged in the story. The image of the two vacant armchairs in the living room and the coffee machine in readiness in the kitchen. Holding them in her hand, she wondered whether there was any chance that someone who had been inside Viggo Hansen’s house had taken his life. Now that she had gained some distance and perspective, the possibility seemed less likely. He never had visitors, and who in the world would want to kill him?


    A car door slammed outside, immediately followed by her father’s footsteps in the hall. She put aside the last two prints and went downstairs to greet him, but could see that something was bothering him. He had dark rings under his eyes and looked very pale. The skin on his face was etched with fine wrinkles and crevices she had not noticed before, like an old oil painting.


    ‘I found the case notes for the suicide,’ he said, handing her a transparent plastic folder. ‘It’s true. He hanged himself in the basement.’


    She took the file, surprised that he had remembered. ‘Thanks,’ she said, but decided to wait to look through the papers. ‘Hungry?’


    He followed her into the kitchen, where she took out the frying pan, poured in some oil and let it heat while fetching a ready-made pack of hash from the freezer.


    ‘This was all I could think of,’ she said, holding up the packet.


    ‘I could eat anything at all.’


    She poured the contents into the pan and let it sizzle. ‘Are you going to the funeral tomorrow?’ she asked, stirring the cubed vegetables and meat, but her father’s thoughts were elsewhere and he had no idea what she meant. ‘It’s Viggo Hansen’s funeral tomorrow. I thought I would go.’


    ‘That’s fine,’ he said. ‘Have you arranged for flowers?’


    ‘I phoned the florist and ordered a wreath. It says A last goodbye from the neighbours in Herman Wildenveys gate on the card.’


    ‘Have you spoken to the other neighbours?’


    ‘I took a chance. I don’t expect any of them will come tomorrow to see it.’


    ‘How much do I owe you?’ He took his wallet from his trouser pocket. ‘For the food and the flowers?’


    ‘Don’t think of it.’ She turned to the frying pan. ‘Have you spoken to Thomas, about whether he’s coming home for Christmas?’


    Wisting crossed to the kitchen cupboard and took out two plates. ‘I can phone him tomorrow.’


    Line wanted to tell him how her story about Viggo Hansen was taking shape, but decided against it. Her father was preoccupied by other things. The case he was working on was gnawing at him in a way she had never seen before and it seemed he was keeping something from her.
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    The news had already spread before the morning meeting. One of the locations had been identified. ‘Benjamin Fjeld has tracked down one of the smallholdings in the photographs,’ Wisting began. ‘Now we have to find what the well contains without the news getting out.’


    Mortensen called up an aerial photo of the abandoned farm, now so overgrown it was difficult to pick out the buildings.


    ‘The farm is approximately three hundred metres from the main road,’ Nils Hammer said. ‘I got a friend of mine with a tractor to clear the path as far as he could. After about two hundred metres there’s an old landslip, which means we’ll have to cover the last stretch on foot.’


    Wisting looked out of the window. About seventy centimetres of snow must have fallen before the weather changed and the temperature dropped.


    ‘To attract least attention, we’ll cram the maximum people and equipment into one vehicle,’ Hammer went on. ‘I’ve acquired a civilian delivery van with four-wheel drive. It’s waiting in the garage.’


    ‘Have you spoken to the landowner?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    Hammer shook his head. ‘The property was purchased by Bertram Nalum in the eighties. He was probably most interested in the forest and arable land, but in 2000 he landed a substantial sum of insurance money after the barn burned down.’


    Benjamin Fjeld’s hand shot into the air. ‘There’s a link here! When I interviewed Jonathan Wang about Halle farm, he told me he had worked on Bertram Nalum’s farm before he bought his own smallholding.’


    ‘Wasn’t he originally from Austria?’ Wisting asked. ‘When did he come to Norway?’


    ‘At the beginning of the nineties.’


    Wisting noted the name of the man with the facial scars before waving Nils Hammer on.


    ‘I’ve called in four men from the Emergency Squad, trained in abseiling, to investigate the bottom of the well. They’ll report here at ten o’clock. Of course, we don’t know what conditions will be like down there, or how big a task will face us. If there’s water in the well, it will be frozen solid.’


    ‘What will we do with whatever we find?’ Torunn Borg asked.


    ‘The crime scene technicians will have to go down and take over.’


    Espen Mortensen gripped his coffee cup. ‘If we find what we fear, then it could turn into a major job.’


    ‘We can assist,’ Leif Malm of Kripos said. ‘The team can be here at two hours’ notice if required.’


    Wisting nodded. ‘Have you produced that list of names, possible victims?’ he asked.


    Leif Malm cleared his throat and took a set of stapled sheets from his folder. ‘It’s shorter than I hinted yesterday. That means, if we confine the search to women aged between eighteen and twenty-five, the age of Robert Godwin’s victims in the USA, we’re left with a total of fourteen. If we allow that he may also have chosen older victims in line with becoming older himself, then the list is almost three times as long.’


    ‘How long?’


    ‘Forty-six missing without trace. Assumed suicides and women missing on hiking trips in the forest or mountains have been deleted. Also deleted are a number of cases where the victim has not been found but a prosecution has been brought against the husband.’


    Donald Baker of the FBI had so far remained silent, listening intently. ‘What about proximity to main roads?’


    Leif Malm replied, ‘Twelve of the fourteen women disappeared from major towns and cities linked by the European road network.’


    ‘Is it possible to read anything else into these lists?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘There does appear to be a certain regularity,’ Malm said. ‘The first case is from 1991, and thereafter a new name is added around every other year, but there are gaps that mean it can’t exactly be called a repeating pattern.’


    ‘When was the last case?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘Two and a half years ago.’


    ‘What about the other lists?’ Wisting enquired. ‘Those of men in the appropriate age group who live in this area?’


    ‘I’m working my way through them,’ Torunn Borg said.


    ‘What approach are you taking?’


    ‘I’m trying to identify the most likely candidates with regard to change of address notifications, family circumstances and other relatives, so we’re left with a shortlist we can use as a starting point. For example, it’s less likely we’re looking for a public person or someone with a management position in industry.’


    Donald Baker agreed. ‘He probably leads an isolated life.’


    ‘As soon as we have a limited selection, we can run a face recognition program to compare the old photograph on the wanted poster with passport photos or photos from other registers,’ Torunn Borg continued.


    ‘Do we have access to passport photos?’ Wisting asked.


    Six months earlier, a new regulation had denied investigating police access to the Passport Register.


    ‘It’s really more a question of how many results we can expect,’ Torunn Borg said, without specifying how she might bend the law. ‘It’s one thing what age may have done to alter his appearance, another is what he may have done.’


    ‘Age progression software?’ Espen Mortensen suggested. ‘A data-manipulated image could show us what Robert Godwin looks like today.’


    ‘We have people working on that,’ Donald Baker said. ‘These programs are no more than qualified guesswork, but it might be useful.’


    Benjamin Fjeld raised his hand again. ‘Didn’t he use chloroform on his victims? If he’s using the same method here, he must have access to it somehow, but sales here are strictly regulated.’


    ‘That’s right,’ Donald Baker said. ‘A relatively large wastage rate was recorded at the Chemistry Institute at the university.’


    ‘What is chloroform actually used for?’ Hammer asked. ‘Apart from anaesthetising people in the movies?’


    ‘The chemical industry,’ Mortensen said. ‘It’s a solvent.’


    Torunn Borg nodded, noting it as another parameter against which to check the lists of names.


    ‘What will we say if the press ask what we’re working on?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘Good question,’ Leif Malm said. ‘When this gets out it’s going to explode in the media like nothing we’ve encountered before. CNN will be standing outside reporting live.’


    Wisting passed the question over to Nils Hammer who had a background in the Drugs Squad and experience of using untraditional methods and measures.


    ‘As little as possible,’ Hammer said. ‘If they get close, we’ll let them believe we’re working on a narcotics case and searching for a drugs drop. The journalists usually take a low profile in those circumstances. No one wants to wreck an ongoing drugs enquiry.’


    ‘How will we manage that?’


    ‘The easiest way is to transfer all queries to the Drugs Squad and let them say we do not wish to comment on an ongoing enquiry.’


    ‘Good plan,’ Wisting said, and wound the meeting down.


    Donald Baker stayed behind in the conference room after the others left. He stood up and crossed to the window. Outside, morning light glittered on the snow. ‘I hope everyone understands the importance of keeping this whole operation secret,’ he said. ‘Robert Godwin is here somewhere, and we have to just circle round him until we can close in, but if it leaks that we’re on his trail he’ll slip through our fingers again.’


    He turned to face Wisting. ‘Every alternate year he needs a fresh victim. He’s sixty-one years old now, so he has perhaps fifteen or twenty years of life left. That means eight to ten more victims if we don’t catch him.’
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    Line’s phone rang as she parked outside the church. It was Knut A. Sandersen, Chief News Editor in her contacts list. ‘I’m on my way into church for the funeral,’ she said.


    ‘Who’s dead?’


    ‘Viggo Hansen, the man in the chair in front of the TV. Remember?’


    ‘Yes, how’s the story going?’


    ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘I know what he was watching when he died.’ She heard the sound of the coffee machine in the background and visualised the news editor with his mobile tucked between chin and shoulder.


    ‘Hope it was a talk-show or something like that,’ he said. ‘Maybe you’ll be invited into the studio.’


    ‘He was watching the Discovery Channel.’


    ‘Alone at home, discovering the world from his armchair, that’s a great angle for portraying a lonely person.’


    ‘He was watching a programme about famous FBI cases,’ Line said.


    ‘How do you know that he was watching precisely that programme?’


    ‘He had planned his television viewing and asterisked it in a TV magazine that was lying open on the coffee table showing the listings for Thursday 11th August. Later that evening he had highlighted a programme about elk in Alaska on NRK2, but the television was still on the Discovery Channel when he was found.’


    ‘What photographs do you have?’


    ‘I’ve pictures of the empty house, but some of the police crime scene photos can also be used in print.’


    ‘What about a portrait photo?’


    ‘The most recent I’ve seen of Viggo Hansen is a class photograph from 1964.’


    ‘That won’t do.’


    ‘I think it could work,’ she insisted. ‘It says something about how little people bothered about him. That nobody took a single photograph of him for the last forty-seven years of his life.’


    The news editor agreed she had a point. ‘Do you need much more time until you’re done? I may need you for another story.’


    Line leaned over the steering wheel and peered at the flags hanging at half mast on either side of the churchyard gate. ‘What kind of story?’


    ‘Last Friday another body was found down there, in a felling area outside the town.’


    ‘I saw that,’ Line said.


    ‘I’ve put Morten P and Harald Skoglund onto it, but they may need you as well. For your local knowledge.’


    ‘What makes you think there’s a story there?’


    ‘We’ve had a tip-off that DNA samples have been sent to Interpol.’


    Line’s curiosity was aroused. ‘That’s only natural if they think he might be a foreigner.’


    ‘I think there’s more to it,’ Sandersen said. ‘They called in a pathologist on overtime and performed an autopsy on the body as early as Saturday. Normally they leave them over the weekend. They employed extra staff at the lab as well. Our man over there says they were told to put everything else on the back burner.’


    ‘What are the police saying?’


    ‘We haven’t asked; we’re doing a scoping exercise first. But a technical team at Kripos is apparently on standby, ready to travel down to Larvik.’


    ‘Where did you get that from?’


    ‘Police sources.’


    Line smiled to herself. Police sources did not necessarily mean any more than that one of the crime scene technicians had mentioned at home that he would be away for a few days, and his wife had dropped it into conversation with a friend who had passed it on. However, regardless, it was an interesting snippet of information, and she understood why Sandersen was interested.


    The other end had gone quiet. She could hear the news editor drinking and swallowing. ‘Have you heard anything?’ he asked, when she did not say any more.


    ‘I’ve been preoccupied,’ Line said.


    ‘But is there anything to suggest something’s afoot?’


    ‘Wouldn’t it be best for Morten P to make direct contact with the police? If they can’t give an answer, then that’s an answer in itself.’


    ‘Yes, yes, we’re making the usual approaches. I just wondered if you had heard anything.’


    ‘I see.’


    ‘Keep your feelers out, then, and phone me if you pick up anything. Before we go to print, I need to know who the dead man is. That should give us some juicy headlines.’
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    Snow-laden trees overhung both sides of the narrow track.


    Concentrating hard, Wisting gripped the steering wheel as the unmarked car lurched forward, wheels spinning as it climbed the last incline before the track flattened out. Ahead, he could see the van that brought crew and equipment to where the landslip blocked the route.


    ‘We can’t go any farther,’ he said to Donald Baker, switching off the ignition.


    Before getting out he put on gloves and hat. Baker’s thermal suit, borrowed from the Emergency Squad store, was a couple of sizes too small. The surrounding forest provided some shelter from the wind, but the freezing air burned their nostrils.


    ‘It’s cold,’ the American said. There was no real need for them to be out in this wintry landscape, but the FBI agent was made of the same stuff as Wisting and was keen to orientate himself in the field. The sense of following tangible clues made them both feel they were gaining ground.


    The men had been wearing snowshoes to drag heavy sleds piled with equipment. Following their trail, they sank to their knees in snow, boots filling in an instant, the snow melting and soaking their feet. When they arrived at the burned-down barn Wisting was wet with perspiration and barely noticed the cold.


    What was left of the building reared like a dark wall above the snow. The tumbledown farmhouse seemed to be frozen into the landscape, desolate and chill, its windows thick with frost and impossible to see through.


    ‘A perfect place for him,’ Donald Baker said.


    The Emergency Squad had already erected a tent, and cleared the well to expose a circular paved area with an old-fashioned hand-pump hanging at one side. A paving stone lay in the centre of the well lid, sufficiently large and heavy to prevent children from lifting it. One of the officers tipped it aside and inserted the edge of a spade under the wooden cover. It was frozen fast to the stones, and in the end he broke off one of the planks.


    Wisting’s phone buzzed. Removing his right glove, he fished it from his pocket and saw it was an unknown number, not stored in his contacts list. ‘This is Morten P from VG,’ the man at the other end said.


    ‘You’re speaking to William Wisting,’ he said, his breath a white plume in the cold air. He felt his heart sink.


    ‘I’m calling about an incident last Friday,’ the journalist said. ‘A man who was found dead in a felling area where people cut Christmas trees. Are you familiar with the case?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Has he been identified?’


    It was too cold to stand still. Wisting shifted from one foot to the other to keep his blood moving. ‘We don’t have a definite identification,’ he said, ‘but we do have an inkling.’


    ‘Has an autopsy been carried out?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘At the weekend?’


    Wisting sensed the contrivance in the question. Experienced journalists knew the forensics service was not normally available at weekends, and that they did not conduct post-mortem examinations outwith normal hours. ‘Yes,’ was all he said.


    ‘Has the cause of death been established?’


    ‘The body showed signs of having lain outside for a long time,’ Wisting avoided the question. ‘Probably since the summer.’


    ‘But did you find a cause of death?’


    The man with the spade had managed to loosen more pieces of wood from the well cover. Two of the Emergency Squad officers were preparing ropes and carabiner hooks. Soon they would be able to lower themselves down. ‘Cause of death has not been established,’ he said.


    ‘What does that mean?’


    ‘That the pathologist has not drawn his final conclusions.’


    ‘What steps are you taking to investigate the case?’


    The last wooden planks were removed from the well. Donald Baker and several of the others peered down into the depths.


    ‘We’re keeping all options open,’ Wisting said. ‘But that doesn’t mean this is a story deserving of major headlines. Probably it was nothing more than an accident.’


    The journalist did not give up so easily. ‘What kind of accident?’


    ‘The investigation will have to discover that.’


    ‘Does that mean you’re working on the theory that he died where he was found?’


    Wisting swallowed noisily, hoping this could not be heard at the other end of the line. ‘If not, it would be a clear case of murder.’


    ‘But it’s not?’


    Nils Hammer emerged from the tent with a powerful flashlight, switched on the beam and trained it on the bottom of the well.


    ‘I have to go now,’ Wisting said, hearing how abrupt he sounded. ‘Can you call me back in a couple of hours?’


    ‘In a couple of hours,’ the journalist confirmed.


    Wisting stored the number as Morten P, VG and returned his phone to his pocket. He trudged across to the well and leaned over the edge. It was deeper than he had thought, perhaps a depth of six or seven metres. Frozen water lay like a black mirror at the bottom.
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    The massive church door closed heavily behind her.


    Although Line had been delayed by the news editor’s phone call, she was early for the service. The man from the funeral directors, however, was already present. He smiled sympathetically, handing her a programme. Line returned his smile as she accepted it. The reverse side said Thank you for coming.


    ‘Is it all right if I take photographs?’ she asked.


    He used his hand to indicate the empty church, the white coffin placed in front of the altar. On either side, flickering candles in huge three-armed candlesticks cast shadows on the whitewashed walls.


    Line took a couple of photos. Her wreath was displayed at the end of the coffin, a simple bouquet of red roses lying on the casket lid. Apart from that, there were no more flowers. She chose a camera angle on which the message from the neighbours was not prominent.


    When her mother died she thought a great deal about how death is always cloaked in funeral rituals: the Late Departed, as if the person has just gone to another place, Rest in Peace, as if death is nothing but a protracted, longed-for sleep in soft bedding. Afterwards, she had written an article for the weekend magazine, including an interview with a linguistics researcher about how language conceals the true meaning of death. How we try to soften the brutal fact of its finality.


    Still no others had arrived. She sat on a pew in the third row on the right-hand side. Feeble rays of winter sun seeped through the stained glass window above the altar, particles of dust dancing in the air. The organist began to play a subdued prelude which she recognised as a psalm, though she did not remember the words.


    The door opened and she heard footsteps behind her until they stopped as someone sat down. Being so far forward meant she could not see those who arrived later. She stood again and walked back up the aisle. It was Eivind Aske, the painter. She greeted him with a nod and took a seat in the second row from the back.


    It was seven minutes to eleven. She had already done a lot today, even if it had not all borne fruit. She had gone into the nearest food retailers and spoken to the staff, but none of them recalled Viggo Hansen. At least, they could not say anything for certain without seeing a photograph. The same applied in the hairdressing salon. They had a number of older male clients, but no one knew who Viggo Hansen was.


    The locksmith had given her the name and phone number of Roger Nicolaysen, who had fitted two new locks to Viggo Hansen’s door, and who may well have been the last person to talk to him. He had not answered her call before the funeral.


    The last thing she had done before leaving was look at her emails. The fact-checking department had located a Frank Iversen who was one year older than Viggo Hansen. He had lived in Stavern and later moved to Langesund. Now he was listed as having emigrated to Denmark, but they had succeeded in finding an address and phone number for him there.


    The church bell began to toll. At the same time, the door opened and Line heard more, lighter, footfalls on the smooth floor.


    The woman who walked past was short and had blond hair in a thick plait. She placed a long-stemmed red rose on the coffin lid, turned and walked back to the third row of pews and sat down where Line had been previously. She would be about the same age as Viggo Hansen, around sixty. Her face was narrow and anaemic.


    Irene of the Christmas cards, Line guessed, and decided to talk to her after the service.


    When the bell stopped ringing a clergyman emerged from the sacristy, stood beside the coffin and made a deep bow to the congregation before taking his seat.


    The organist began again, and the man from the funeral directors sat in the pew directly across from Line and began to sing: ‘Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; the darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide.’


    Line opened her programme leaflet and joined in. ‘When other helpers fail and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, o abide with me.’


    Towards the end of the hymn the clergyman stood and approached the unadorned pulpit. ‘We are gathered here today to bid farewell to Viggo Hansen,’ he said. ‘Together we will give him into Our Lord’s keeping. We do not have many words to say in memory of him. We are gathered in silence.’


    Line bowed her head as he led the opening prayer, followed by another psalm, ‘What a friend we have in Jesus,’ before clearing his throat and embarking on the eulogy.


    ‘Winter has made its mark on the natural world,’ he said. ‘As if it is hiding what was once there. I would like to share some thoughts about this as we take our leave of Viggo Hansen.’


    His gaze wandered among the few people present, from Line to the woman who had brought the single rose, to the man from the funeral directors, then to Eivind Aske and back to Line.


    ‘I did not know Viggo Hansen,’ he continued. ‘I cannot say anything meaningful about what sort of person he was, who he was, what he dreamed about, what he laughed or cried at. However, there is something liberating about remembering the dead as participants in the march of history. Everyone has a place in the book of life. No one has lived in vain.’


    Continuing the speech he had discussed with Line he stood stock still as he spoke, clutching both sides of the pulpit as if afraid he would fall.


    ‘There is comfort and redemption in God’s remembrance of us all,’ he said, raising his eyes to the ceiling. ‘By God we are remembered for all eternity. Not even the least one of us will perish.’ He lowered his gaze and whispered softly, ‘Amen.’


    A black wrought iron chest containing a spade and fresh soil sat on the floor beside the coffin. He took up the spade and filled it.


    ‘Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust, in sure and certain hope of the resurrection to eternal life,’ he declaimed, sprinkling the coffin lid with earth and bringing the ceremony to a close. The church bell tolled three times and he walked up the aisle, followed closely by the man from the funeral directors. Line got to her feet but waited until the woman from the third row had passed before following the little procession.


    Usually the coffin was carried out to a waiting car, but there were insufficient people. There was no one to carry it, and so it was left. It was to be incinerated on Friday, and Line had asked permission to come to the crematorium and take one last photograph.


    Outside, the cold was biting, and she buttoned her jacket. A man had stopped on the pavement to show respect for the mourners. He loitered for a moment, looking through the church door, but plodded on when he saw there were no more people in the funeral group.


    The petite woman with the rose remained standing. Her nose was red, and Line assumed she was either suffering from a cold or had been crying. She was rummaging in her bag, but glanced up when Line approached her, asking: ‘Irene?’


    The woman’s eyes fluttered, and she gave a brief nod.


    Line introduced herself as an old neighbour of Viggo Hansen’s. ‘Do you have time for a cup of coffee?’


    A shudder ran through the woman. She opened her mouth as if to say something, but clamped it shut again. Then she nodded shyly.
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    One of the specialist officers from the Emergency Squad put on a head torch and jumped on the wall. He tucked an ice axe into his belt to keep his hands free, positioned himself with his back to the opening and tugged on the rope a couple of times to check the anchor. Leaning backwards he abseiled down. It was apparent that only one man at a time could fit inside the well.


    Wisting followed his downward progress as he found his footholds in fissures and tiny projections, on stones displaced by frost action. At the bottom, he put one foot gingerly on the ice. It held his weight.


    Remaining in the abseil harness, he made some initial, tentative swings with the ice axe. Splinters of ice sprayed around him. The walls of the well echoed, sending a harsh clanging noise up to the watchers and a bucket was lowered so that broken ice could be hoisted up.


    ‘The newspapers have started probing,’ Wisting said to Donald Baker.


    ‘Into this?’


    ‘Not this exactly, but Bob Crabb,’ Wisting said.


    ‘What are you doing about it?’


    ‘Keeping them at a distance.’


    Wisting hung over the edge, thinking about the people who had cleared the forest here, built the house and dug the well over a century ago. Someone had dug and dug, first in hope after the dowsing rod had bent at this exact spot, then perhaps in anger when the water did not appear, finally in defiant determination until they found the aquifer. Buckets of earth, clay and gravel were hauled up as the well grew deeper. When they finally found water, down in the depths, the walls were lined with slate to keep it clean.


    ‘I’m through!’ the officer shouted up. ‘The ice is about twenty centimetres thick.’


    He continued hacking for another quarter of an hour before climbing up to let one of his colleagues take over. The new man set to work with even greater enthusiasm and smashed increasingly larger fragments of ice that were, again, hauled up.


    ‘Can you check the water depth?’ Nils Hammer called down, lowering a rope, knotted at half-metre intervals and with a weight at the end. The officer lowered the weight into the water until it touched bottom. When he pulled it up Wisting counted four knots. A depth of two metres.


    ‘Even if we find anything here,’ Donald Baker said, ‘and even if we succeed in locating Robert Godwin, it might still be difficult to link him to the homicides.’


    Wisting had realised that some time ago. The most recent name on the list of possible victims had been reported two and a half years earlier. He had no expectations of finding forensic or biological evidence that could connect the perpetrator to the crime. It would be an enormous challenge simply to identify the dead women.


    ‘We can charge him,’ Baker continued. ‘We have an arrest warrant ready for him. We can fly him home as soon as we locate him and make certain he never sees the light of day again.’


    ‘That’s a discussion for the lawyers and politicians,’ Wisting said, ‘when or if that time comes, but he has to answer for what he has done here in Norway before we can hand him over.’


    The man in the well broke through the last chunk of ice before clambering up again.


    ‘We’ll see,’ Donald Baker said, but there was something obstinate about the expression on his face. Something that made Wisting guess the FBI agent had an assignment above and beyond helping the Norwegian police.


    A portable generator starting up interrupted them. Nils Hammer dropped a bilge pump into the well. It gurgled as it hit the surface and sludgy water started flooding out, topside, from the hose. Espen Mortensen had rigged up a wooden box with a fine-mesh base plate for the water to filter through. If the pump sucked up any objects, they would be retained on the wire mesh.


    ‘It will take around half an hour to empty the well,’ Hammer said, holding a stack of paper beakers in one hand and a thermos flask in the other.


    Wisting thanked him and removed the glove from his right hand to take hold of the beaker. He stood sipping the coffee as he warmed his fingers.


    The water pouring from the pump hose was pale brown but took on an increasingly darker colour. A number of twigs and tiny stones were left lying on the netting. Suddenly, the hose began to flail about until a rusty, bent length of metal was spat out. Mortensen picked it up and studied it closely. It looked like part of a bucket handle. He dropped it back on the grid.


    The generator provided enough current for a floodlight as well. Nils Hammer placed it on a stand at the edge of the well and tilted the powerful light so that the beam was trained directly on the bottom.


    Wisting leaned over the edge and peered down. A rotten stench drifted up from the stagnant water.


    Two police officers took up position beside him. And then another. Soon all the police officers were gathered around the well opening. None of them uttered a word, but watched in silence as the water level dropped centimetre by centimetre. In the end the bilge pump was left on the bottom of the well, guzzling up the last of the muddy water from the foundation stones.


    Wisting sighed heavily. There was nothing after all. The well was empty.
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    The woman’s name was Irene Skisaker. Line accompanied her to Jensens Conditori, a run-down café nearby, and found a table where they could sit by themselves. She went to the counter and returned with cream cakes and coffee for them both. ‘There weren’t many people today,’ she said.


    ‘I thought I would be the only one.’ Irene curled her hand round the coffee cup, stretching slack, almost transparent skin across her knuckles.


    ‘The man who came was Eivind Aske. An old school friend of Viggo’s.’


    Irene Skisaker smiled. ‘Was it you who bought the flowers?’


    ‘On behalf of the neighbours,’ Line said.


    ‘But you were the only one who came?’


    ‘I’m a journalist with VG,’ Line said, going on to describe the article she was working on. ‘It’s been difficult to find anyone who knew him. Someone who can tell me what he was like.’


    Irene Skisaker sank slightly into her seat. ‘Why do you actually want to know?’


    Line considered the question for a moment. ‘Because I think it’s so unfair that no one paid him any attention. It seems he never amounted to anything or meant anything to anyone. I thought he could come to mean something now, in a newspaper article, to remind us that we must take care of one another in the time we have together.’


    ‘He meant something to me,’ the woman said softly.


    ‘How did you get to know him?’


    ‘We were in the same hospital at one time. That was twenty years ago.’


    Line gave the woman time to continue, but she did not add anything. ‘What hospital was that?’ Line asked.


    ‘Granli.’ The hospital at Granli outside Tønsberg was a district psychiatric unit for long-term treatment of patients with mental conditions. ‘I went through a period when I needed help, and that was where we met. You become fond of one another easily in a place like that. It’s as if you reach into the depths of someone’s soul all at once, and seeing the dark side makes it easier. It’s good to have friends who have gone through hard times and know what life’s all about. You don’t feel so alone.’


    ‘Why was Viggo Hansen admitted?’


    ‘He was suffering from delusions, but he was signed out long before me. After that, he came and visited, first at the hospital and later at home in Horten.’


    ‘You kept in touch?’


    Irene Skisaker ran the palm of her hand over her hair. ‘For a while, at least,’ she said. ‘It was strange. When we were both ill, it seemed as if we could talk about everything, but outside the hospital we became more like strangers. We met less and less often, and then our contact petered out.’


    ‘How did you know about the funeral?’


    ‘My mother saw the announcement, in the nursing home at Søbakken. She’ll be ninety soon, but she likes to read the death notices. I’ve often thought I should pay Viggo a visit when I’m in the area anyway, visiting her. Once I even did that, but he wasn’t at home. At least, he didn’t answer the door.’


    ‘These delusions of his,’ Line said, treading carefully, ‘what were they about?’


    ‘He didn’t talk about it. He knew that the less he said about them, the quicker he would get out of hospital. It was to do with being possessed by evil spirits or something along those lines.’


    ‘Evil spirits?’


    ‘He didn’t call them that, but he got it into his head that someone had taken up residence in someone else’s body. At least, he was convinced that someone he knew was not the person he pretended to be.’


    ‘Who would that be? He didn’t know so many people.’


    The woman shrugged. ‘As I said, he didn’t say very much about it.’


    ‘How long ago is it since you spoke to him?’


    ‘It was sometime in the mid-nineties, but then I received a letter last summer.’


    Line straightened. ‘A letter? What did he write?’


    The woman shook her head. ‘It was slightly disjointed and the handwriting was difficult to read, but he wanted to meet me. He wrote that he had been right all along, that he had never been ill, but all the same he wasn’t angry or bitter about being committed because, without that, he wouldn’t have met me, and now he wanted to see me again.’


    ‘Did anything come of it?’


    ‘I didn’t hear any more from him.’


    ‘But you replied?’


    ‘I wrote back, but it was probably already too late. In the death announcement it said he died in August, around the same time as the letter.’


    Line had searched through the house and not found any letter from Irene Skisaker. One of the police reports had listed the contents of the mailbox outside, and that had not contained any personal letters either.


    ‘What had happened?’ she asked. ‘Why did he suddenly make contact after so many years?’


    ‘It was to do with him not being mad after all,’ Irene Skisaker explained. ‘That he had not been imagining things twenty years before. To me, it just looked as if he had become ill again. I wondered whether I should call the hospital and tell them but, you know how it is, people don’t like to get involved, so I let it drop. And then it was too late.’


    ‘I’ve come to know Viggo Hansen as a very lonely person,’ Line said, keeping eye contact with Irene Skisaker. ‘What you’ve told me about the two of you; does that mean he did experience love in his life?’


    The woman opposite blushed.
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    The windows of the car were opaque with frost. Wisting started the engine and turned the heating on full before looking for the ice scraper. Exhaust fumes drifted around the vehicle as he worked with rapid, regular movements, tendrils of white frost curling from the windows in thin strips.


    He sat behind the wheel with his arm stretched along the passenger seat behind Donald Baker and reversed along the snow-covered track.


    ‘What do we do now?’ Baker asked.


    ‘Concentrate on finding Robert Godwin,’ Wisting said, ‘not chasing his ghosts. If Bob Crabb found him there must be some clue in his apartment in Minneapolis to say what put him on the trail.’


    The sun shone through the frosty trees on both sides of the track. Donald Baker leaned forward and peered up into the blue sky. ‘In that case, he must have taken it with him. Our guys have gone through every centimetre of that place. Every single document has been analysed and studied.’


    They were back on the main road when Wisting’s mobile phone rang: Morten P, VG. Wisting ignored the call. Placing his phone on the centre console, he flipped down the sun visor and drove south-west. On the far side of the road, a man was travelling at a snail’s pace on a moped with panniers.


    ‘Where are we going?’ Baker asked.


    ‘Following the ancestral trail. Robert Godwin’s great-great-grandfather immigrated into America in 1889. He came from one of the farms out here. Godwin returned in his footsteps when he went on the run. I think Bob Crabb did the same and that was how he found him.’


    ‘Have you put anyone on this?’


    Wisting nodded. ‘Torunn Borg is charting all the descendants of factory worker Niels Gustavsen. The farm he came from is on the other side of the hill.’


    His mobile phone rang again, an Oslo number not stored in his contacts. He let it ring out.


    They drove on in silence, passing a patchwork of frozen fields and deserted farms until Wisting dropped his speed and parked at the verge. Two brown horses stood on the frozen ground in a paddock, motionless, their heads leaning into each other.


    ‘Over there,’ Wisting said, pointing at a farm building beneath a forested ridge. A fine white ribbon of smoke rose from a chimney.


    ‘Who lives there now?’


    ‘A young couple.’ Wisting took out his notebook and read from it. ‘They’re not from this area, but they’ve been living here for a couple of years.’


    ‘We ought to speak to them.’


    Wisting nodded. Bob Crabb might have sought them out in his search for Godwin.


    One of the horses reared its neck and whinnied, as if something had suddenly unsettled it. Wisting put the car in gear, turned into the narrow farm track and drove to the farmyard. ‘I’ll be ten minutes,’ he said.


    A lean and sallow woman in her late twenties appeared at the door before he reached the steps. A cat sneaked through her legs. According to the paperwork, her name should be Ada Alsaker. She had dark hair in a long ponytail that reached down her back.


    Wisting greeted her with a nod. ‘I’m from the police,’ he said, showing his ID. ‘There’s nothing wrong, but I have a few questions regarding a case from last summer.’


    The woman was flimsily dressed. She made no move to invite him in.


    ‘Do you have time?’ Wisting asked, nodding in the direction of the hallway.


    ‘Yes, of course,’ she said. She crouched down and lifted the cat. ‘Come in.’


    They sat at the kitchen table. ‘Are you alone?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘My husband’s in town. What did you say this was about?’


    ‘We wondered if you had any visitors last summer. An American?’


    The woman lowered her head and raised it again in very thoughtful confirmation. ‘His family had lived on the farm here in the 1800s. Before the son of the house sailed to America.’


    ‘Do you remember his name?’


    She shook her head. Wisting took out the photograph of the university professor, Bob Crabb. ‘Was that him?’


    Ada Alsaker smiled when she recognised the face. ‘Yes, that’s him.’


    Crabb had passed himself off as Godwin, Wisting realised. ‘When was he here?’


    ‘The day before my husband Eirik’s birthday, 15th July.’


    The day after his arrival in Norway, Wisting thought. ‘What did he want?’


    ‘Just to look around, I think. He was interested in whether we knew anything about his family, whether we knew any descendants of the people who lived here in the nineteenth century.’


    ‘Did you?’


    ‘No. The people who owned the place before us lived here for ten years. I think it’s a long time since anyone from his family was here.’


    ‘Did he say anything else?’


    ‘No, but he took lots of pictures.’


    Wisting took out the photos of the two unidentified wells, first showing the one with the pyramid-shaped cover. ‘Do you know where this is?’


    The woman leaned forward and studied the photograph carefully. She shook her head: ‘No.’


    ‘What about this?’ Wisting asked, showing the one that was probably a soil irrigation tank.


    She took it and held it up to the light. ‘This looks like over at Skaret.’


    ‘Where’s that?’


    She stood up and crossed to the kitchen window, Wisting following. Donald Baker was still in the car with the engine running.


    ‘On the other side of the road,’ the woman said, pointing.


    Cold grey mist lay like a pall over the landscape, but on the opposite side of the road Wisting could see a flat field and, where it met the edge of the forest, a broad track between two low hills.


    ‘I usually go riding there,’ she said. ‘I’m quite sure this is the old track through Skaret.’


    Wisting thanked her and took back the picture. ‘Is it correct there’s a concrete tank there?’


    ‘Yes, it’s what’s left of the old soil irrigation system, but it’s no longer in use.’
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    Line drove out of Stavern, taking the main road past Tanum church to Brunlanesveien. A flat landscape with snow-covered fields and drooping spruce trees stretched out on either side. Buildings were scattered, and the houses numbered to a distance principle, with addresses allocated street numbers according to how far they were from the town, given to the nearest whole hundred metres. Brunlanesveien 550 was located 5.5 kilometres from the centre of Larvik.


    The number was painted in black letters on a white plaque fastened to a telephone pole at a turning into a narrow side road. The house was situated under a snowy ridge several hundred metres from the road, a typical two-storeyed house from the seventies, with panorama windows and an entrance into the basement. The mailbox was marked ‘Linge’.


    The spruce forest had encroached all the way to the walls, branches weighed down with snow and, as she drew closer, she saw that the place was in need of maintenance. Both paintwork and plaster were peeling, and the timber was rotting. Three satellite dishes pointed in different directions on the roof, one badly stained with rust.


    There were no other buildings in the vicinity, but when you were stuck with the nickname ‘German Ole’, more than sixty years after the war, perhaps this was the sort of place you would want to live. She parked behind an old Mercedes.


    Ole Linge greeted her without showing how he felt about her visit, no fleeting smile, welcoming look or brief nod. Only the pinched, stiff expression of someone accustomed to keeping his feelings to himself. ‘Come in,’ he said.


    She took her boots off in the hallway and followed him upstairs. Everything in the house seemed old: laminated furniture, shagpile carpets, striped wallpaper and fringed lampshades. A television stood on a crammed bookcase.


    He invited her to sit in one of two brown leather chairs beside a circular table in front of the window. A car towing a horsebox passed on the main road. Ole Linge must have waited for her here, watching her approach. ‘Thanks for letting me come,’ she said with a smile.


    Ole Linge responded with a nod.


    ‘It was Annie Nyhus who told me you knew Viggo Hansen.’


    ‘Can’t really claim that,’ Ole Linge said, as he took his seat. ‘Must be twenty years since I spoke to him. Maybe longer.’


    He picked up a remote control and turned down the sound on the TV.


    ‘You live on your own as well,’ Line remarked, thinking it could as easily have been Ole Linge dead in the chair.


    ‘That’s how things turned out,’ he said slowly, choosing his words carefully. ‘Have you talked to anyone else, other than Annie?’


    ‘I’ve spoken to Odd Werner Ellefsen and Eivind Aske.’


    ‘What did they tell you?’


    ‘Not much. They hadn’t had any contact with him for a long time either.’


    ‘Did they say anything about me?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Who else are you going to talk to?’


    ‘I’m trying to track down Frank Iversen. Do you remember him?’


    Ole Linge looked through the panorama windows.


    ‘He was the ship pilot’s son,’ Line said. ‘Do you have any idea what happened to him?’


    ‘He must have moved away. I haven’t seen him in years.’


    Line drew out her notepad, although she felt the man facing her would not have much to contribute. ‘What I’m looking for is someone who can tell me about Viggo, as they remember him.’


    ‘I’m not so good at stories,’ Ole Linge warned her. ‘I’ve no wish to appear in the newspaper either. That’s not for me.’


    ‘Although you’re a few years older, I understand you spent a lot of time together when you were growing up. Do you recall any incidents?’


    Ole Linge shook his head. ‘Viggo wasn’t very self-assured. The way I remember him, he usually stood on the sidelines, just watching.’ Line jotted some notes. ‘And then he was kind. Kind and helpful. There was never any nonsense with him.’


    ‘Did you visit him at home?’


    ‘Never went inside.’


    ‘Did you talk to his parents?’


    ‘Not much. They were like Viggo. Didn’t say much.’


    Line stayed for another half hour. Ole Linge’s words were slow and measured, and although he did not say much about Viggo Hansen, he said something she could use in her article.


    Loneliness is not being alone, but not having anyone to miss.
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    Line took the local paper from the mailbox before letting herself into the house. The phone rang as she removed her boots in the hallway. She dashed into the kitchen, throwing the newspaper on the table, to take the call.


    ‘Is that William Wisting’s house?’


    ‘Who’s calling?’ she asked, wriggling out of her jacket.


    ‘Henning Juul, journalist with 123 News. Sorry if I’m disturbing you, but I’ve tried to reach him at his office and on his mobile, and he isn’t answering.’


    Line knew who the man was. They had covered some of the same stories, and she knew he was competent. ‘He’s not at home.’


    He apologised for disturbing her and hung up.


    Line put down the receiver, but continued to gaze at the phone. Henning Juul was so desperate to speak to her father that he had tried his private number. It could only relate to one case, the dead man from the felling area out at Halle.


    The headlines in the paper related to the cold front and the big freeze. Line riffled through the pages, in two minds about whether to phone Sandersen in the news section. If something was brewing, her newspaper was in danger of being beaten to it by 123 News.


    Change in weather at end of week, she read, leafing past the readers’ letters about school buildings, reports of a Christmas market and property adverts, all the way to the TV listings at the back. There was no follow-up story about the mysterious death among the Christmas trees.


    She found Sandersen’s number on her mobile, but had nothing to give him apart from confirming that they probably had a story. He was already aware of that and, if she called, he might assign her away from her own story to the Halle case. As things stood, she had no desire either to give up on Viggo Hansen or get involved in her father’s work.


    Her phone vibrated in her hand. The number on the display was not stored in her contacts list. ‘Hi, this is Line,’ she answered.


    ‘Hi,’ said a young man at the other end. ‘Roger Nicolaysen. I’m responding to an unanswered call.’


    Line struggled to place the name until it dawned on her that this was the locksmith who had been at Viggo Hansen’s house. ‘Thanks for calling back,’ she said, explaining that she worked at VG and had some questions about a job Nicolaysen had done in August.


    The man whistled, as if to give notice that August was a long time ago.


    ‘You fitted two new locks at a house in Herman Wildenveys gate.’


    ‘Oh yes,’ he replied, surprisingly fast. ‘I remember that well. He’s the guy who died. I was there for the police last week too, after they found him. Had to drill through the same locks.’


    ‘Why did he want to replace the lock?’


    ‘The one he had was too old, he said.’


    ‘But you fitted two locks?’


    ‘That’s right. He was a fairly nervous type.’


    ‘How do you mean, nervous?’


    ‘Well . . . he just seemed nervous, as if he was scared of something. He was very cautious when he opened the door.’


    ‘What was he scared of?’ Line asked.


    ‘I don’t know, but we’re always reading in the newspapers about foreigners breaking into people’s houses, aren’t we? Even when people are at home.’


    ‘Can you recollect anything else?’


    ‘No, not really.’


    ‘Did he say anything?’


    ‘He mumbled when he spoke. Said yes and thank you, and that was that. Why are you asking?’


    ‘You were probably the last person he spoke to,’ she said, and went on to tell him she was writing an article about loneliness. ‘I might be able to use a photograph of you in your work clothes and maybe with your van in the background.’


    That would enhance the selection of photographs, she thought. Among the pictures of old classmates and everything belonging to the past, it would be a good idea to have a picture of the last person to talk to Viggo Hansen. It being a random tradesman would suit the narrative. They arranged for Line to phone next day so that they could meet.


    Frank Iversen was the next bullet point on her list. She ate a slice of bread as she re-read the email from the researchers in the fact-checking department. They had tracked down a Frank Iversen, one year older than Viggo Hansen, who had lived in Stavern but later moved to Langesund. He was now listed as living in Denmark, with an address in Hirsthals.


    She keyed in the number supplied in the email. It rang for some time before a man answered in Danish. ‘Hello, this is Frank, Aqua Consulting.’


    ‘Frank Iversen?’


    ‘Yes, that’s me.’


    ‘Hi, my name is Line Wisting and I’m calling from Stavern in Norway. Is it true you once lived here?’


    He did not answer immediately. ‘Yes,’ he finally said, ‘but that was years ago.’


    ‘I’m calling about Viggo Hansen,’ she continued. ‘Do you remember him? You worked together at the prawn factory at one time.’


    Again he hesitated. ‘That was years ago.’


    Line sat at the kitchen table. ‘I don’t know if you’ve heard, but Viggo Hansen is dead.’


    ‘No, that’s a shame. When did it happen?’


    ‘He died last summer.’


    ‘Who is this I’m speaking to?’


    Line explained the circumstances of the death and that she was a former neighbour, now intending to write about Viggo Hansen in the newspaper she worked for. ‘I’m talking to the people who used to know him,’ she said. ‘Trying to find out what he was like as a person.’


    ‘I see.’


    ‘Can you spare a minute?’


    He needed time to consider this: ‘Yes, okay.’


    Line took out a notepad. ‘Is it a long time since you were in Stavern, or Norway?’


    This time the response came more quickly. ‘I’m in Norway now,’ he said. ‘In Larvik.’


    ‘In Larvik? But you live in Denmark?’


    ‘I’m a consultant with a company that deals in fish farming and aquaculture. At the moment I’m checking a mussel farm outside Stavern.’


    ‘Can we meet?’


    ‘Well, I don’t know . . .’


    ‘Where are you staying?’


    Frank Iversen hesitated again. ‘At the Farris Bad Hotel.’


    ‘Could I meet you there?’ she suggested, glancing at the clock. ‘At eight?’


    ‘I suppose that wouldn’t do any harm.’


    20.00, Line noted on the pad. ‘Brilliant, see you then,’ she wrapped up the conversation, ringed the time on her notepad when, as she did so, a thought struck her which she could not quite catch hold of. It had something to do with the television magazine on Viggo Hansen’s coffee table.


    She took out her laptop and opened the folder of photographs, clicking through to the picture of the TV listings.


    20.00 was the start time of FBI’s Archives on the Discovery Channel. Follow the FBI’s investigators in their pursuit of criminals, she read. Viggo Hansen had drawn an asterisk to show his intention of watching the programme. Later that evening, he had circled 22.50, when a nature programme about elk in Alaska started on NRK2.


    First an asterisk, then a circle. Two methods of marking the broadcasts. Why had he done that?
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    Nils Hammer unrolled a sizeable map across the office desk. Wisting did not take long to find his bearings and point out the two hills and the spot called Skaret. ‘There,’ he said, putting his finger on the map.


    ‘Not so good,’ Hammer said. ‘The tank is on open ground, with free access.’ Wisting walked to the window and stared into the evening darkness. Grey-white snow had been whipped into drifts at the street corners. ‘I’ll find a solution,’ Hammer promised, rolling up the map. ‘We’ll do it early tomorrow.’


    Someone lit an Advent star in a window across the street.


    ‘I’m going home now,’ Hammer said. ‘See you in the morning.’


    Wisting turned to face the room as his colleague disappeared through the door.


    His mobile phone rang. The third time from the same number. Again he did not answer but, once it had rung out, he sat at his computer and tapped in the number.


    123 News.


    He had managed to keep the VG journalist at bay but he was not going to give up. The story would probably receive some coverage in tomorrow’s paper, but in the meantime the journalists did not have a clue what this was all about.


    He reached across his desk for the case files for a total of twelve missing women. The names on the main list, as Leif Malm had described it.


    Investigators in the various police districts had worked systematically to account for the women who had vanished without trace. Every conceivable fact had been brought to light. Personalities and life situations had been probed, electronic clues from mobile phones and bank cards had been checked, but the twelve cases remained unsolved.


    What the investigators had failed to do was look at the cases in connection with each other. It was not to be expected that investigators in one part of the country would link their case to another in a different location and at another time. Some may have considered the idea, but probably it had been too much to manage.


    The case at the top of the pile concerned Charlotte Pedersen, aged twenty-one, from Porsgrunn, last seen at a Statoil service station on route E18 at Eidanger, just outside the town. On 19th June 2009 at 16.23, she bought a packet of chewing gum and ten Prince Mild. Images from the CCTV camera inside the petrol station were included in the case notes. All traces ended there.


    The next folder contained documents from a case in Drammen, in the autumn of 2007. Nineteen-year-old Diana Bender worked at a fast food kiosk in Tollbugata. The kiosk had closed at half past ten on the evening of Thursday 27th September. She had placed the day’s takings in the night safe at the bank in Strømsø and afterwards was seen in Konnerudgata, but she never got home to her parents in Tårnveien, no more than a kilometre from where she was employed.


    Then there was twenty-year-old Hilde Jansen who had hitchhiked from Risør to Kristiansand in 2005 to attend the Quartfestivalen music festival. She had been given a lift by a lorry driver delivering to the Sørlandsenteret shopping centre. He dropped her off at the exit road for Kristiansand Zoo where several witnesses saw her at the verge trying to get a lift into town. No one saw her being picked up.


    Wisting went to the photocopy room. On the top shelf of the bookcase, a stock of empty ring binders, notepads, ballpoint pens, paperclips and photocopy paper was kept, together with a rolled-up map of Southern Norway. He took the map back into his office with a box of paperclips and map pins with coloured heads. Pinning it to the wall of his office, he began to plot the missing women, according to where they had lived.


    First he placed the women in the three cases he had already familiarised himself with: Charlotte from Porsgrunn, Diana from Drammen and Hilde from Risør. He wrote their names on the map and noted the dates when they had gone missing on little post-it notes beside their home towns. He found pictures of them in their case files to cut out and fasten to the map.


    He continued to do this with the remainder of the bundle: Anita from Stavanger, Karoline from Kristiansand, Silje from Vinstra, Malin from Halden, Thea and Nora from Oslo, Julie from Arendal, Maja from Hamar and Janne from Sarpsborg.


    He read through accounts of interviews with witnesses: parents, siblings, teachers, work colleagues, neighbours and boyfriends; skimmed through reports of searches, including dog patrols, door-to-door enquiries and telephone tracking. All were equally lacking in results.


    After three hours, the map was covered with twelve names. Twelve faces.


    Ten of the young women were blond. Diana from Drammen was dark, both hair and skin colour. Nora from Oslo was also different. She was plump and, in the photograph, her hair was completely black with a few red streaks. Her eyebrow was pierced and she had a ring in her nose. Apart from them, the girls were all young and blond.


    He took a closer look at Charlotte from Porsgrunn. Her picture was taken at the service station, where all trace of her had ended. Hers was the most recent name on the list and he recalled the case. The picture of her at the counter was the one that had been used in the newspapers when she was posted missing. She had an unruly fringe, just like Line, and inquisitive blue eyes.


    Just as Donald Baker had explained about the Interstate Strangler, the pins on the map were placed along the motorway network. Route E18 ran like a dark orange line through the towns and cities from Stavanger to Oslo, while the E6 ran in a corresponding line northwards from the capital, through Hamar and up as far as Vinstra. In a southerly direction, it connected Janne from Sarpsborg with Malin down in Halden.


    Larvik lay like an intersection in the centre of the map. From there it was approximately five hours’ drive to Stavanger and almost equally long to Vinstra, though somewhat shorter to Halden. Wisting took a step back, feeling his pulse race. The orange line continued across the broken line marking the border with Sweden. If you followed the E6 as far in a southerly direction as Vinstra lay to the north, you would end up in Gothenburg.


    Names and images blurred on the map facing him, so much so that he had to use the desk for support. The case at once grew into something even more wide-ranging. There was no reason to believe that Robert Godwin had turned at Halden or stopped in Svinesund at the border. They would have to obtain a list of names from the police in Sweden as well.


    The thought made him restless. He paced the room before coming to a halt at the window, where he leaned his forehead on the cold glass in an effort to gather his thoughts, his eyes drawn to the lights of the ferry as it glided across the dark fjord on its way to Denmark.


    There was something terrifying about this case. Something he had never experienced before made him feel like a child afraid of the dark.
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    The hotel was located at the head of the Larvik fjord, partly on pillars above the beach and the sea. A colossal structure, it looked like a stranded cruise ship. Line had been inside only once before, and was again fascinated by its atmospheric calm, harmonious proportions, flooring, walls and interior furnishings in natural colours. She asked Reception to phone Frank Iversen’s room to let him know she had arrived.


    ‘He’ll be down shortly,’ the receptionist said.


    She put her waiting to good use by looking at the pictures on the walls, imposing black and white photographs by Morten Krogvold and Robert Mapplethorpe.


    Though Frank Iversen was silver-haired, his complexion was still smooth. He approached directly, without showing any of the hesitation apparent in their phone conversation. ‘Line Wisting?’ he asked.


    ‘That’s me,’ Line said. His handshake was exaggeratedly firm. ‘Shall we sit in the bar?’


    They sat in the deep sofas on either side of a window table. Far out on the fjord, they could see the lights of the Danish ferry. Closer to shore, the sea had frozen solid. Waves broke over thin ice, driving the floes inland. A waiter approached to take their order. ‘A glass of apple juice,’ Line said, turning to Frank Iversen. ‘Can I buy you a drink?’


    ‘I’ll have a beer.’


    Nodding, the waiter made a note and took his leave.


    ‘Are you in Norway often?’ Line asked, taking out her notepad.


    ‘Maybe a few times a year.’


    ‘Do you still have family here?’


    ‘No. It’s only in connection with my job.’


    The waiter returned with bottles and glasses and poured for them both. ‘How do you remember Viggo Hansen?’ Line asked when he had gone.


    Frank Iversen shrugged. ‘I don’t actually remember him.’


    ‘You grew up just a couple of hundred metres from each other, and worked together at the prawn factory.’


    ‘That’s more than forty years ago,’ Iversen said. ‘I can hardly recall working there myself.’


    Frank Iversen spoke a mixture of Norwegian and Danish, almost certainly more Norwegian now that he was talking to her, but there was something dilatory about him, making his sentences seem very sluggish.


    ‘You sent him Christmas cards.’


    ‘That could well be, but not for the past twenty years.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘That’s just how it went. He never sent me any.’


    Line held her glass and reclined into the sofa. A man in a black suit at the bar looked at her. Their eyes met momentarily before she looked away. ‘I spoke to Annie Nyhus yesterday,’ she continued. ‘Do you remember her?’


    ‘There’s something familiar about the name.’


    ‘She lived diagonally opposite you when you were growing up. Next door to Dr. Welgaard.’


    Frank Iversen smiled. ‘Old Annie, yes. What about her?’


    ‘She told me about you and Viggo, that you hung out together. I hoped you might remember more.’


    ‘Sorry, but that’s how it is. I remember how we moved from Stavern, but everything from the time before is pretty vague.’


    ‘When did you move to Denmark?’


    ‘In 1990. First of all I met a woman, and then I got a job there. Now there’s only the job.’


    Line asked other questions, but none of the answers brought her any closer to Viggo Hansen. When Iversen finished his beer, she did not offer him another.


    ‘Well,’ he said, standing up. ‘It was nice talking to you. Apologies again that I couldn’t be of more help.’


    Line thanked him for his time, before checking through her notes. She had tracked down many of the people who at some time or other had been part of Viggo Hansen’s life, but it seemed they had all drawn a veil of forgetfulness over him. Frank Iversen had not told her anything she had not previously known. On the contrary, really, since she was the one who had revealed what she knew.


    The waiter appeared again to place a drink clinking with ice cubes, slices of lime and a straw, before her. ‘I haven’t ordered anything,’ she said.


    ‘From the man over there,’ the waiter nodded at the man in the dark suit.


    He slid down from his bar stool. Around her own age, the beginnings of a beard gave his cheeks a fine dark veneer and the skin on the rest of his face bore witness to many hours spent in the fresh air. The muscles on his neck were taut and his brown eyes sparkled.


    ‘Do you mind?’ he asked in an American accent, gesturing to where Frank Iversen had been sitting.


    Line was neither dressed nor groomed for an evening in a bar, but she smiled and nodded.


    He extended his hand and introduced himself. ‘John Bantam.’


    ‘Pleased to meet you,’ she said in English, glancing at his hand. No ring. ‘Line.’


    ‘Are you staying at the hotel?’


    ‘No, I live in Stavern,’ she said. ‘I’ve just been here for a meeting.’


    His gaze was penetrating, in a very affable way. ‘This is a beautiful country you live in,’ he remarked.


    ‘Thanks. Where do you come from?’


    ‘Minneapolis.’


    Line placed the American city on a mental map. Far north, near the large lakes on the Canadian border.


    ‘You would feel at home there,’ he continued. ‘Snow, wind, hats and gloves.’


    ‘So, what are you doing here?’


    ‘Work,’ he replied, as if his business was something very boring indeed. ‘I’m an analyst.’


    She lifted the drink he had bought for her. Gin and tonic. Her car was outside, but she could have a couple of sips without any danger.


    Raising his glass, he smiled and steered the conversation by asking questions about Norway, Norwegian authors, musicians, Thor Heyerdahl and the polar explorers.


    ‘My great-great-grandfather was one of the first men in the world to reach the South Pole,’ she told him.


    John Bantam’s eyes opened wide. ‘Really?’


    She told him about Roald Amundsen’s expedition to the South Pole in 1911, and how one of her ancestors had been a member of the group.


    ‘My great-great-great-grandfather came from Kristiansand,’ the American said. ‘His name was Daniel Larsen. Perhaps they knew each other?’


    After half an hour’s conversation she had drunk slightly more gin and tonic than she had planned, and pushed the half-empty glass away. ‘I have to go,’ she said, but in fact she had nothing to go to, and this was something she had yearned for on her own at home in Oslo. Interesting conversation, no strings.


    He took hold of his glass. ‘Already?’


    ‘I have an appointment,’ she lied, although the only plans she had were to sit at the computer and record the information she had gleaned that day. ‘How long are you staying?’


    He stood up at the same moment she did. ‘Not too sure. It would be great if you could keep me company another evening. Would it be very forward of me to ask for your phone number?’


    She produced one of her business cards from her bag. They had not spoken of her job, and she prepared herself to explain how she worked with VG.


    ‘Wisting,’ he said, tapping the card lightly on the palm of his hand. ‘Is that a common name in these parts?’


    ‘Not very.’


    ‘Well, Line,’ he said, slipping the card into his inside pocket. ‘It was very nice to meet you.’
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    The courtyard in front of the house was empty when Line arrived. Her father must still be at work.


    As she switched off the ignition, she heard knocking noises from the engine followed by an indefinable rumbling sound. When it ended she picked up her bag and stepped outside. A gust of wind blew powdery snow into her face. Tugging the lapels of her jacket round her neck, she hunched her shoulders and lingered for a second or two in the chilly darkness before making up her mind, taking out the key to Viggo Hansen’s house, trudging down the street and letting herself in.


    All was cold and silent, but the nauseating smell still hung in the air. She located the switch and turned on the hallway ceiling light before entering the living room and switching on the old standard lamp and wall lights.


    Her mobile phone gave a signal, and she took it out to read the message: Thanks for a pleasant evening, in English. John. She had not really expected to hear anything further from the American, but tapped in a return message to say she had enjoyed meeting him.


    The TV magazine was still spread out on the coffee table. The pages, once glossy, were now faded and dog-eared. She picked it up and browsed through, again noting that, in several places, the times of programmes he had wanted to watch were circled, and others had an asterisk drawn at the side.


    She glanced at the television set and back at the TV listings. It did not take her long to work out the code. The asterisks appeared every time he wanted to watch two programmes broadcast simultaneously. On a shelf under the television sat an old video recorder. Viggo Hansen must have asterisked the programme he intended to record. All the same, something did not add up. On that last day, he had asterisked the programme about notorious cases from the archives of the FBI, even though it did not clash with another programme on the broadcast schedule.


    She put the magazine down again. That might mean he wanted to watch it more than once, or possibly he would be busy while it was showing. He may have been expecting a visitor.


    In the kitchen the fridge motor kicked into life, breaking the silence. It struck her that the possibility of a visitor was consistent with the coffee in the machine.


    She crossed to the opposite end of the living room, where the game of solitaire was laid out on the table. The cards Viggo Hansen had held in his hand were lying on the left of the spread of cards. She picked up the little bundle of four cards: four of clubs, ten of hearts, eight of hearts and two of diamonds.


    The ten could be played immediately. Five moves later, she had won the game.


    Viggo Hansen had not stopped playing because he could not finish, so there must have been another reason.


    The wind outside picked up and a sudden squall drew a creak out of the north-facing wall. A long-drawn-out wail echoed along the roof ridge. Line crossed her arms. Who had been here on the last day of his life?


    She had scrutinised Viggo Hansen’s existence, but the closest she had come to someone who knew him was a girlfriend from the time he had been admitted to a psychiatric unit, twenty years previously, and a random locksmith who, to the best of her knowledge, had been the last person to speak to him. She turned off the lights on her way out.


    For every step she took away from the house, an uncomfortable, stabbing sensation grew along her spine. A feeling that something quite odd had happened there during the last days of Viggo Hansen’s life.
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    Wisting stood at John Bantam’s side, studying the map on the office wall. Outside, it was becoming possible to make out the neighbouring buildings in the silvery light of dawn. ‘We’ll go out to the other well as soon as it’s light,’ he said.


    The young FBI agent raised his coffee cup to his lips and nodded in agreement. ‘What are you doing about the women on the Swedish side of the border?’


    Wisting gathered his notes for the morning meeting. ‘Being cautious,’ he said. Leif Malm and Anne Finstad of the Kripos international section had returned to Oslo, but he had already discussed it with them by phone. They agreed that a discreet approach should be made to their colleagues in the National Bureau of Investigation in Stockholm.


    John Bantam nodded and followed Wisting into the conference room, which was cold. He crossed to the window and felt the radiator. Cold.


    ‘I’ve told the caretaker,’ said Torunn Borg, who had already taken her seat.


    Wisting sat at the head of the table and checked the agenda as the room filled.


    Hammer had brought the morning edition of the VG newspaper. ‘Fucking freezing in here,’ he said.


    ‘The caretaker said he’d attend to it.’


    ‘Here,’ Hammer said, flinging the newspaper onto the table.


    Wisting drew it towards him. Mysterious death was the front page headline. Chief Inspector William Wisting has admitted that the man found dead last week in a Christmas tree felling area presents the police with a mystery. They do not know who he is, where he comes from, how he died or what he was doing in the location where his body was found.


    Donald Baker and Maggie Griffin sat beside John Bantam in what had become their usual seats at the table. Wisting translated the report for their benefit.


    ‘We really need to watch our step,’ Baker said. ‘If they dig deeper, the case could unravel.’


    ‘Let’s get started,’ Christine Thiis said.


    Wisting agreed. ‘We’ve located another well. Hammer?’


    ‘Not exactly a well, but a water tank belonging to a private irrigation system that farmers use. Something about the hydraulic gradient meant the tank was never used.’


    ‘How can we check it without arousing curiosity? It’s clearly visible from the main road.’


    ‘I’ve borrowed overalls and a vehicle from the local authority,’ Hammer said. ‘It will look like a routine inspection. Anyway, one department doesn’t know what the other is doing.’


    ‘What about the third well?’ Wisting enquired, turning to Benjamin Fjeld.


    ‘Nothing new, but all this palaver about the wells is really incidental work. How do we know whether any well Bob Crabb tracked down is one that Godwin has used? Assuming he has even used one at all. Shouldn’t we adopt a more systematic approach and conduct a survey of all the old wells in the area?’


    ‘There’s probably one on every farm in the region,’ Mortensen said.


    Wisting agreed. ‘Bob Crabb must have had access to information we don’t have. Torunn?’


    ‘We’re receiving help from the National Archives in Kongsberg to go through old parish records, censuses and other records from the nineteenth century. We know the person who led Robert Godwin’s family to the USA was Niels Gustavsen who emigrated in 1889. The archivists up there have gone back two generations and are now working on finding all the surviving relatives in Norway. That could give us something, but it could also be a time-consuming blind alley.’


    ‘What about the list of possible Godwin aliases?’


    ‘Dwindling. We don’t have a match from the face recognition software, but we’ve been able to exclude a few who are completely out of the question on the grounds of ethnicity. Soon we’ll have about fifty men who should be examined more closely. The question is how to do that without revealing our motives.’


    ‘What about the age progression software?’ Espen Mortensen asked Donald Baker.


    ‘We’ve told our people to subject his photo to a simulated ageing process.’


    Baker produced three pictures from his folder. In them the features of Robert Godwin, as depicted in the wanted poster, were recognisable. One was a simple picture in which he had been given wrinkles and other signs of age. In the other two, the software program had provided him with a beard and glasses. What all three had in common was the receding hairline, which had retreated even further, and his much thinner hair.


    They spent half an hour dealing with practicalities and allocation of assignments but, by the end of the meeting, had not made much progress.
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    Torunn Borg sent him the provisional list of names which Robert Godwin could be hiding behind. The printer spewed out thirteen pages, an alphabetical overview of 123 men accompanied by dates of birth and current addresses.


    The list had been pruned from 2,127 names. Some left by statistical criteria could be deleted. ASKE, Eivind was entered on page one, the artist Line had interviewed in connection with Viggo Hansen.


    Otherwise, it included people who had not drawn attention to themselves in any way whatsoever. People who had lived anonymously throughout their lives. Cave dwellers.


    Hunting for serial killers was not part of in-service training at the Police College. Wisting had read a considerable amount but had not followed recent research. Quite simply, they were too far removed from his everyday work.


    The internet was crammed with articles about mentally ill killers who ate their victims, left messages for the police and collected trophies. On the web pages of CEPOL, the European Police College Network, he found an article summarising several years’ research in Australia.


    As a rule, he read, a serial killer took the lives of people he or she did not know, and the murders were usually sexually motivated. The time interval between homicides could vary from hours, days, weeks, to months or years. Many serial killers were psychopaths but could appear entirely normal and were often extremely charming. The average serial killer was in the main a white, unmarried man with normal, if not higher than average, intelligence.


    Around sixty per cent of them had been bed-wetters until the age of twelve. They seldom held down permanent jobs for long. They showed an early fascination for arson, cruelty to animals and similar sadistic activities. As a rule, they had grown up with single mothers and had little or no contact with their fathers. It was not unusual for them to have higher education and prestigious jobs.


    Serial killers often choose the same type of victim and employ more or less the same modus operandi both in making their approach and taking lives, the article concluded.


    Nothing helped. He tapped the stack of papers on the desktop to straighten the edges, and attached a paper clip at the top left-hand corner. Then, reclining in his seat, he read each and every name. Not until the final page did a familiar name appear. WANG, Jonathan. The man with the scars who had been in charge of the farm at Halle when Bob Crabb had been murdered.


    He took the papers to Torunn Borg’s office. Her desk was unusually untidy, with case documents piled in several bundles, and various printouts spread out, dotted with notes in different colours.


    ‘How many names have you arrived at?’ Wisting asked as he sat down.


    ‘Fifty-eight.’


    ‘Is Jonathan Wang still on the list?’


    Torunn Borg squinted at the screen and scrolled down. ‘Yes,’ she said.


    ‘His is the only name that’s already cropped up.’


    ‘The temporary relief worker at Halle farm,’ she said. She drew a stack of documents towards her and riffled through to find Benjamin Fjeld’s interview.


    ‘We have a video recording of the interview,’ Wisting said. ‘I spoke to him when he was here, but actually thought he doesn’t look like Godwin.’


    ‘I’ll have his picture run through the face recognition software program anyway,’ she said. ‘The software doesn’t recognise facial features as we do, but takes measurements of various aspects of the face, for example the distance between the eyes or the breadth of the upper lip. A face contains different geometric characteristics that form a key to identify the person. But I don’t think we should rely on it too much. The shape of any face can alter in twenty years. Glasses and facial hair can confuse the system, and the suspect may even have had plastic surgery.’


    Wisting raked his hands through his hair. They lacked forward momentum when the most important element in any investigation was to keep up the pace. As things stood, they were at a complete standstill. His mobile phone rang: Nils Hammer.


    ‘Empty,’ said Hammer.


    ‘You mean the water tank?’


    ‘It took some time to locate it under all the snow, but when we finally removed the concrete lid, it was completely dry. Only a few fragments of old pipe from the irrigation system.’


    Benjamin Fjeld appeared at the door. ‘I’ve found the third well,’ he said, waving the picture from Bob Crabb’s camera.


    ‘Wait,’ Wisting said. He put his phone on the desk and switched it to loudspeaker. ‘Benjamin has got something.’


    ‘The third well is no more than a kilometre from where you are now,’ Benjamin Fjeld explained to Hammer, leaning across the desk. ‘It’s a disused smallholding, just like the place you went to yesterday.’


    ‘Do you still have a crew there?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Then we’ll come to you.’
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    The pathologist who conducted Viggo Hansen’s autopsy was called Mogens Poulsen. He had something of the same accent as Frank Iversen, using Norwegian words but with Danish pronunciation.


    ‘I’ve received a copy of the autopsy report from the police,’ Line explained. ‘Do you remember Viggo Hansen?’


    ‘Of course,’ Poulsen replied. ‘It was an extremely unusual case. Bodies that have lain for as long as that will normally be decomposed and rotten. This one was almost mummified.’


    ‘How could that be?’


    ‘First and foremost because it was not exposed to different kinds of living organisms that can produce enzymes to degrade organic material. In this case, the corpse was located in an almost air-tight house in which all doors, windows and air vents were closed, and low humidity and temperature led to it drying out.’ He checked himself. ‘Actually, that has to be a general observation. I can’t speak about individual cases.’


    ‘I have a more general question,’ Line said. ‘It’s most likely that I won’t write anything about this, but I wonder what he actually died of?’


    ‘Loneliness, presumably.’


    ‘Loneliness?’ Line repeated, hoping at the same time this might be something she could quote, even though she doubted whether it was a strictly medical diagnosis.


    ‘Or of mental distress,’ the doctor clarified. ‘That is perhaps more accurate. He must really have led a dreadfully lonely existence if he could sit dead for four months without anyone finding out.’ The doctor sighed. ‘What good does it do us to have all the riches in the world if we no longer bother about one another? We are spiritually backward in this country. Empty shells only concerned with satisfying our own needs.’


    ‘Do you really mean that?’ Line asked. ‘That someone can die of loneliness?’


    ‘It’s obvious. Good social networks, friendship and family ties are important for our health, more important than blood pressure and cholesterol. Studies show people who are lonely are more disposed to contract all sorts of diseases and ailments. Everything from sadness, anxiety and depression to physical illnesses such as heart and vascular problems.’


    Line took notes.


    ‘Many married couples practically keep themselves alive so they can spend happy days with the one they love and help and support one another. When one of them dies the surviving partner will often follow after only a few months.’


    Line could not restrain a smile. She had obviously hit upon a subject close to the doctor’s heart.


    ‘One thing is the long-term lack of social contact,’ he went on. ‘Another is that you actually don’t have anyone to call the emergency number when you suffer from chest pains or fall downstairs. No one who can make sure your airways are not blocked, administer artificial resuscitation or heart compression before the ambulance arrives.’


    ‘Do you believe Viggo Hansen died of a heart attack or a stroke?’


    ‘Those are the most common causes of death, but it’s quite impossible to give a conclusive answer to that.’


    ‘What else might it have been?’


    ‘For all I know, he might have choked on something and suffocated. Although the body was well preserved there was not much to work with. What I can at least tell you is that he was neither shot, nor stabbed with a knife, nor hit over the head with a blunt instrument.’


    ‘So you lean towards the conclusion that Viggo Hansen died a natural death?’


    ‘Death is always natural,’ the doctor replied. ‘Sometimes it simply comes more suddenly and more violently and brutally than other times.’


    Line glanced down at her notepad. Suffocated she had written, followed by a question mark. ‘You said he could have been suffocated?’


    ‘That was just an example. There are no grounds for saying anything at all. No physical clues such as overturned furniture or other indications of a fight. The body was not sitting in an unnatural position, on the contrary really. He had fallen asleep nice and easy in his chair in front of the TV.’


    ‘But someone could, for example, have held a cushion over his face and suffocated him, without there being any visible signs?’


    ‘What I’m saying is we probably won’t arrive at any answers about how Viggo Hansen died, at least not from a forensic perspective.’


    Line thanked him and crossed to the window. Outside, the wind was whipping up the loose, powdery snow and sweeping it down the street. She had read more than enough police and post-mortem reports, as well as public statements, to know that what was printed on paper was only what the author was certain about. Leaving room for doubt or interpretation only created problems. What was stated in such reports was therefore, as a rule, plain facts: information it was possible to vouch for one hundred per cent. Her conversation with the pathologist, however, opened up other possibilities.
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    Nils Hammer had ensured the track was cleared all the way to the smallholding and the third well. To the left the land was thickly forested. On the right, a drystone wall separated the track from a field. The wind had swept away its top layer of snow, and stones protruded like jagged peaks on a mountain range.


    In front of the old farmhouse, more snow had been blown into towering drifts. A tractor with a snowplough, and the same anonymous delivery vehicle they had used the previous day, were parked in the farmyard. Several of the police contingent wore thermal suits marked with the logo of Larvik local authority, some of them huddled round a propane stove, the kettle steaming vigorously. Wisting was forced to screw up his eyes against the snow flurries.


    ‘Five minutes, then we’ll be ready,’ Hammer said, looking towards the barn where two men had cleared the pyramid-shaped well cover and were now lifting the lid while another prepared a climbing rope.


    Wisting stood with his back to the wind. ‘Is there water in it?’ he asked.


    ‘Yes, but it’s not so far down to the surface.’


    The men at the well signalled they were ready. A portable generator was fired up, and a floodlight directed into the opening. The first policeman tied the rope to his abseil harness, leaned back over the edge and dropped down.


    Wisting walked over to the well and peered into a square shaft lined with concrete for the first metre of its depth. He could see the impressions of the formwork boards in the grey concrete. Below that, the walls were built of stone.


    The ice in the well was almost as thick as the layer they had hacked their way through the day before. The man at the foot of the well took five minutes to smash through, breaking out increasingly large chunks that were hauled up and piled at one side. Hunching his shoulders, Wisting stood with hands deep in his pockets as he watched them work.


    As soon as the ice had been removed, the bilge pump was lowered, and Espen Mortensen placed the hose in the box he had constructed to collect loose objects. The pumped water quickly froze to ice which he had to chip away with a hammer, to prevent it clogging the mesh. Eventually a large patch of ice formed underneath the contraption.


    The water level sank centimetre by centimetre in the well until Wisting spotted something that glinted and twisted before moving out of sight. He leaned forward and stared into the depths. Mortensen and Hammer arrived to stand beside him, gazing into the same nothingness.


    An object was sucked into the bilge pump. The hose pipe writhed and squirmed and spat a piece of wood into Mortensen’s box.


    There was another movement in the bottom of the well. It looked like currents caused by the bilge pump, but there was something wriggling directly under the surface.


    ‘Fuck,’ Hammer said. ‘It’s an eel. In the old days people used to drop eels into wells to keep the water pure and uncontaminated by worms and creepy-crawlies.’


    Wisting groaned. Eels could live to be more than eighty years old. This one could have subsisted for years on snails, tadpoles, insect larvae and scraps of God only knew what.


    ‘There are two of them,’ Mortensen said, pointing.


    He was right. Two gleaming bodies twisted and turned under the surface; gradually, as the water level sank, coiling around each other. Suddenly, another sound came from the bilge pump. The regular thrum turned into a high-pitched whine and the hose pipe emptied itself of water. Hammer unplugged the pump from the generator and hauled it up. A length of fabric was blocking the inlet. He let Espen Mortensen remove it. About the size of a newspaper page, but ragged at the corners, as if it had been torn, the fabric was saturated with brown slime but it was possible to make out a striped pattern, like a piece of clothing.


    Wisting leaned over the edge again. The eels had calmed down now the pump was gone. The remaining water was thick with mud so that, even in the strong floodlight, it was impossible to see what else might be lying down there.


    Hammer lowered the pump again, and once more dirty brown water streamed from the hose. A smaller fragment of fabric was tossed out, again with the same striped pattern.


    Five minutes later the bilge pump began to gurgle and draw air. The eels writhed in the thick mud but there was something else down there. At first it looked like part of a tree root, brown and round and slippery, but that was not what it was. What lay down there was what they were looking for and why they were here. The slick bodies of the eels were curling around human bones.
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    Half an hour later a large tent had been erected above the well and a space created beside it. The tent walls stopped the bitterly cold wind, and a space heater raised the temperature inside to make it possible to remove gloves and loosen scarves.


    A ladder had been dropped inside the well. The eels had been brought up and were lying, frozen stiff, on the snow.


    Espen Mortensen climbed down the ladder to retrieve a bone he saw sticking out of the mud. There was a gurgling sound as he pulled it free. Balanced on the bottom rung he studied it closely, before bringing it up and into the tent. Dark brown, it looked like a knobbly piece of wood.


    ‘Human or animal?’ Wisting asked.


    Mortensen placed it in the middle of a table and took a thick book from his rucksack. Henry Gray: Anatomy of the Human Body. He leafed through it until he found what he was looking for: a human bone shown from both front and back.


    ‘Humerus,’ he read, as he placed his finger on the sketch. The bone they had found fitted into the upper arm of a skeleton.


    Wisting drew on a latex glove and lifted it carefully. He held the bone above the illustration and compared them point for point. No doubt about it, the bone came from a human arm. The stench of putrid well water assailed his nose.


    Mortensen descended into the well again. In the same way an archaeologist unearths relics of the past, he used small tools to dig into the brown, mushy pulp at the bottom. Several more bones appeared, each discovery photographed before being laid in a basket and hauled to the surface: fragments of vertebrae, a hip bone and ball and socket joints. Each one was listed, placed in a paper bag and collected in a box.


    Several scraps of crumbling fabric were hoisted up. On one of the fragments they could see the remains of a zip fastener. A mouldy belt with a rusty buckle was hauled out, recorded and packed.


    ‘We have something here!’ Mortensen shouted, clearing the top of a ball-shaped object. With every layer of mud he scraped off, it became increasingly obvious that this was the top of a skull. He removed more before putting his hands round it and lifting. It came out to the squelching sound of a vacuum disengaging. Mortensen turned it over to show two empty eye sockets.


    ‘I think there’s only this one,’ he said, his eyes following the basket as the skull was hoisted up. ‘There’s only about thirty centimetres of mud on the foundation stones. I don’t think there’s room for more than one skeleton down here.’


    He resumed his slow and laborious work, scraping away another layer of foul-smelling mud to uncover the sole of a shoe. He put a photographer’s ruler alongside it and took a picture. ‘25.5 centimetres!’


    Size forty-one, Wisting thought, without knowing if any of the missing women had such large feet.


    Mortensen yanked the shoe out of the mud and turned it round. It was a sandal. One of the women had been wearing sandals, but Wisting could not remember which one. All the same, it suggested that the person lying at the bottom of the well had arrived there during the summer.


    Wisting stayed for another hour, following Mortensen’s meticulous work as he dug to the bottom of the well. A few more bones appeared, but the quantity suggested Mortensen was right. Only one body here. Wisting had seen all he needed to see. They had already made a great deal of progress and, in the course of the afternoon, would reach a considered opinion about the identity of the dead body.


    The sharp wind gnawed at his face as he opened the tent flap and stepped outside. He felt tense and restless. The thought ran through his head: it’s now it begins. It’s only now it all begins.

  


  
    58


    Had Line been sure she would have reported it to the police, but her work was about to take another direction. It was no longer a matter of finding out who Viggo Hansen was, but what had happened during the last hours of his life.


    On her computer, she had already saved a draft of more than five thousand characters describing Viggo Hansen as a lonely person although, at some time towards the end of his life, that loneliness had been broken. Of that much she felt certain, but who had been in touch with him, and why? And what was the motive if she was dealing with a meeting that ended with his death?


    She glanced at the clock. Almost 14.00. She had an appointment with Jonas Utklev, Chair of the committee that arranged the class reunion to celebrate the forty year anniversary of the pupils leaving Stavern Junior High School in 1964. She had found the invitation among the papers at Viggo Hansen’s home, but according to Utklev, Viggo Hansen had not even answered. Nevertheless, he had agreed to talk to her.


    Jonas Utklev lived in a block of terraced flats at the top of Ohlselia. Walking along the footpath would take less time than driving. She left her car but regretted this after a hundred metres. The cold had not loosened its grip. The wind made it even colder, and blew her hair into her face.


    Jonas Utklev had a large bald head and a stiff moustache. He waved her in as he opened the door, as if to avoid the inclement weather. ‘Did you come on foot?’ he asked, craning his neck to see where she had parked her car.


    ‘Yes,’ she replied, nodding at the mountain ridge behind them. ‘I live just on the other side.’


    ‘Of course, of course. You’re William Wisting’s daughter. William Wisting at the police station,’ he chattered, leading her into a cramped living room crowded with furniture. ‘You live up in Herman Wildenveys gate. So you do.’


    The room smelled of leather, pipe tobacco and infrequent airing. Line looked around before sitting down: pine furniture, wall-to-wall carpet, family photos on the walls, green indoor plants with huge leaves in pots on the floor, a rocking chair in a corner and knitting in a basket on the floor beside it.


    ‘My wife’s gone out on an errand.’


    Coffee was ready and waiting on the table. A thermos jug and small cups of fine porcelain. He filled one and pushed it over to Line without asking first.


    ‘You went to school with Viggo Hansen,’ Line said.


    ‘Yes, that’s right,’ Utklev replied, filling his own cup.


    ‘What can you remember from that time?’


    ‘Well, he wasn’t good at coming forward. He sat at the back of the class, as I recall, always at the very back. I don’t think he ever put his hand up to say anything or ask the teacher a question. He was just there, but I don’t think many of us would have noticed if he wasn’t.’


    ‘Was there anyone in the class he spent more time with than the others?’


    ‘There were two of them who were really quiet. Viggo Hansen and Odd Werner Ellefsen.’


    Line nodded, refraining from saying she had spoken to the taciturn and simple-minded classmate two days earlier.


    ‘I don’t know if they were really friends,’ he continued. ‘It was more a case of them keeping themselves to themselves, if you know what I mean. They were the two who were left when we picked football teams and that kind of thing. Probably that’s the main reason I think of them together, because they both kept themselves to themselves.’


    ‘When did you last see or speak to Viggo Hansen?’


    ‘Oh, a long time ago. I’m honestly not sure if I would even recognise him. We had that class reunion party in 2004, the forty year anniversary, but he didn’t come. Didn’t even reply to the invitation. Neither him nor Odd Werner Ellefsen. Those were the two who were missing. Oh, and Eivind Aske, but he’s become so high and mighty since he became an artist. He doesn’t even say hello when I meet him in the street. At least, not until I’ve said hello to him first.’


    Line leaned back in the chair. ‘If anyone was to visit Viggo Hansen at his house . . .’ she said, inviting Jonas Utklev to join in her thinking aloud, ‘who do you think it might have been?’


    ‘Who would it be? No one from the old days, anyway.’


    There was a noise at the front door and Mrs. Utklev entered the living room, still wearing her coat. The cold had made her red in the face. Jonas Utklev stood and introduced the two women. ‘We’re sitting here talking about Viggo Hansen,’ he said. ‘You should really tell her about when you saw him last summer.’


    His wife puckered her lips.


    ‘Maren works at the local library,’ her husband said.


    ‘Did you talk to him last summer?’ Line asked.


    Maren Utklev unbuttoned her coat. ‘He came into the library. I didn’t actually recognise him.’


    Jonas Utklev continued, ‘Maren was a year below us at school.’


    She stepped into the hallway to hang her coat and returned to the living room, where she stood in the kitchen doorway. ‘I don’t think he remembered me either,’ she said. ‘He had never been before, and didn’t have a library card.’


    ‘He didn’t borrow anything,’ Jonas Utklev said. ‘He just wanted to browse through a few books.’


    ‘What sort of books?’


    ‘He sat for hours reading different books in the local history collection. Memories of Stavern and that kind of thing.’


    ‘That’s a book with photographs and small short texts about Stavern that was published ten or fifteen years ago,’ Jonas Utklev said. ‘We had a copy in our bookcase when we had our house but, when we moved, we couldn’t bring all the books with us. We didn’t have room and, of course, we had read them all anyway. Some of them more than once, so we handed them over to a second-hand book shop.’


    ‘What was it he was looking for?’


    ‘That’s not so easy to say,’ Maren Utklev commented, pursing her mouth again.


    ‘He tore out a couple of pages,’ Jonas Utklev told Line. ‘Just tore them out and took them with him.’


    ‘I didn’t discover that until after he’d gone,’ Maren Utklev explained. ‘The book had been returned to the wrong place, and when I went to move it back I noticed.’


    ‘What pages had he torn out?’


    ‘It must have been something he was interested in. Maybe a photograph he was in himself. I’ve no idea.’


    ‘Can we find out?’ Line asked. ‘Which pages are missing?’


    ‘We don’t have that book any longer,’ Maren Utklev replied. ‘We had to throw it away. Fortunately they had several copies at the main library, so we were able to replace it.’


    ‘Did you not take it up with him?’ Line asked. ‘Charge for damages or suchlike?’


    ‘I couldn’t be completely certain it was him. It could have been someone who borrowed the book before him. I wasn’t entirely sure it was even Viggo Hansen. It was Gunvor in the bank who told me who he was.’


    Line waited for the woman to explain.


    ‘You see, Gunvor was in the library at the same time. When Viggo Hansen left and I discovered the pages missing I asked her if she knew who he was. She knew him from the bank. As for me, I hadn’t seen him since our schooldays.’


    Somewhere in the house, a clock struck three.


    ‘How long is the library open?’ Line asked.


    ‘Today’s Wednesday,’ Jonas Utklev answered. ‘It’s open till four o’clock.’

  


  
    59


    Line had forgotten she had not brought her car. She had to walk home before she could drive to the library in the centre of Stavern.


    Walking against the wind she stared down at her own footsteps, snow whirling up to hammer her face like nails. It could not have been by chance that Viggo Hansen had paid a visit to the library. It must have been something in particular he was looking for, and had found.


    The car was cold and difficult to start but, at the third attempt, spluttered into life. She let the engine run while she scraped a thin layer of ice from the windows and kept her gloves on when she sat behind the wheel, her breath forming a gossamer-light white vapour that left dewdrops on the inside of the windscreen.


    There was one space left in front of the building. She parked and climbed the well-worn stairs to the little branch library on the first floor. The woman behind the counter smiled as she peered over her glasses.


    ‘Hi,’ Line greeted her. ‘I’m looking for a book called Memories of Stavern.’


    ‘There are three of them,’ the librarian replied. ‘That is to say, it comes in three volumes.’


    Line sighed. That would make it even more difficult to find out what Viggo Hansen was searching for. ‘Then I’d like to borrow all three.’


    ‘They’re not for lending, I’m afraid. They belong to the local history collection and they’re only for reference.’


    ‘Okay. Can I have a look at them?’


    The librarian disappeared and returned right away with three books with colourful dustcovers.


    People’s own photographs, was the subtitle.


    Line took them to a sitting area and began to leaf through. Many of the pictures were from the war years although some were older and showed how the town and seaside had looked a century ago, but there were also more recent photographs: Norway’s National Day, 17th May, summer parties and Midsummer celebrations, dances, flea markets, football matches and gymnastics performances. She was not actually sure what she was looking for, but hoped it would dawn on her when she saw it.


    She found pictures of the prawn factory, the canning factory and Stavern school, but the text under the photographs told her nothing of interest.


    Her mobile phone vibrated. She took it out of her bag and opened a text message sent in English. This evening? Same time? Same place? John. She sat looking at the brief invitation. She did not know him, and for that very reason it felt much simpler to say yes. It would be totally non-committal. Totally uncomplicated. OK, she keyed in, but then deleted it and wrote, Yes please.


    The librarian came across. ‘We’ll be closing in five minutes,’ she said.


    Line continued to leaf through the book, then stopped and leafed backwards. A colour photo from 1967 showed four teenage boys in front of a familiar building.


    The quick-witted efforts of four boys who happened to be passing by in the autumn of 1967 saved the Reimes prawn factory from being destroyed by fire, she read in the text underneath the photograph. From the left: Frank Iversen, Odd Werner Ellefsen, Cato Tangen and Viggo Hansen.


    Behind them was a fire engine and a man in uniform rolling up a hosepipe.


    The boy who was standing third from the left seemed slightly older than the others. Cato Tangen was leaning over the handlebars of a moped. His face was narrow, and his long hair hung down on either side.


    At the counter the librarian was rattling the keys. Line produced her camera and snapped a photograph of the page before the ceiling lights were switched off. She did not know if this was one of the pictures Viggo Hansen had torn out, but it was the only one she had found so far.
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    Darkness had fallen when Line left the library. A man with a black dog loitered in the cone of light under a streetlamp, but otherwise the street was deserted.


    When she turned into Herman Wildenveys gate, she was detained behind a pewter-coloured estate car with a ski box on the roof as it struggled to climb the slight incline to where the road flattened out beside the old reservoir. She let it move some distance ahead and watched it turn into the Brunvall property, across the street from Viggo Hansen’s. She drove past her own driveway and watched Steinar Brunvall get out of the car.


    She had postponed calling without being entirely sure why. Perhaps it had something to do with him being married and having children, while she herself had not found a real foothold in life.


    According to the police report, neither he nor his wife had had anything to do with Viggo Hansen, and she had decided there was no need to speak to them. However, the situation was different now. She was no longer simply examining a solitary life, but also searching for something to support the theory she was formulating.


    She parked behind the dark-grey estate car. Steinar Brunvall peered at her windscreen, but was blinded by her headlights. Even when she had switched off the ignition, he still had difficulty seeing who sat behind the wheel. She stepped out and spoke his name.


    ‘Line?’ he said with a smile. ‘It’s been a long time. Are you home for Christmas, then?’


    She started to explain why she was at home but, before she reached halfway, he interrupted and invited her inside.


    The smell of cooking greeted them. Line followed Steinar Brunvall into the kitchen where he introduced her to Ida, who was standing at the cooker stirring a pot. Children were playing in the living room.


    ‘I won’t stay long,’ she said, and finished her explanation about why she was here.


    ‘Nobody deserves to die like that,’ Ida said, lifting the wooden spoon from the pot. ‘It’s shameful that the people around him could be so indifferent, and that applies to us too.’


    Her husband agreed. ‘We all should have been more concerned.’


    ‘But that’s the way our society has developed,’ his wife continued. ‘We don’t have time for anyone but ourselves. In a small town like Stavern you would think that everyone would be visible, but Viggo Hansen never drew attention to himself.’


    Steinar Brunvall nodded. ‘He never had any visitors, no one at all. And if, now and again, someone came selling raffle tickets or something like that, then he didn’t open his door.’


    ‘There was that one time last summer, though,’ his wife reminded him.


    ‘Yes, that’s right. There was a guy there. I was out in the garden and was a bit surprised to see a car in the street outside his house.’


    ‘There are never any cars there, you see,’ Ida Brunvall added.


    ‘It was a hired car,’ Steinar continued. ‘A grey Audi. It had an Avis sticker in the back window. It was so unusual to see a car there that I went over to the hedge to take a look. Then a man came out of the house.’


    ‘What had he been doing there?’ Line asked.


    ‘I don’t know but he was carrying a thick envelope when he left. He put it on the back seat before driving off.’


    ‘When was this?’


    ‘Probably at the end of July. That’s the only person I’ve seen there in many a year.’


    ‘What did he look like?’


    ‘Slightly older than Viggo Hansen, and heavier built. He had a beard and glasses.’


    The description did not fit anyone Line had talked to.


    ‘Children!’ Ida Brunvall shouted. ‘Dinner in five minutes!’ She turned to face Line. ‘We’ll never know what he died of. Perhaps it was his heart? He was a good age, wasn’t he? Although we may have a guilty conscience about him sitting dead for four months, it doesn’t mean he wouldn’t have died anyway.’
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    Instead of transporting all the bone fragments to the Institute of Anatomy at Oslo University, they arranged for a professor, a specialist in biological anthropology, to travel to Larvik to examine and classify their discoveries and draw provisional conclusions.


    On the workbench in the crime technology lab at the police station, Mortensen rolled out a sheet of grey paper, arranging the bones from the bottom of the well in such a way that they formed a skeleton. From what Wisting could see, nothing was missing.


    On an adjacent bench, the fabric scraps were placed so that the striped material took the shape of a shirt, while some thicker remnants of fabric had been patched together to make a pair of shorts. What was left of a pair of sandals lay at the end of the bench.


    Julie from Arendal was listed as wearing sandals, but her shoe size was thirty-eight, and Janne from Sarpsborg had been wearing summer shoes in size forty-one when she went missing. ‘Summer shoes’ could well have been sandals. Everything else they had found was arrayed on a stainless steel drying table beside the work benches. The silt had been brought in large plastic containers and filtered to rinse off all the mud and soil but retain larger objects, just like panning for gold.


    The most interesting item found was a five kroner coin bearing the date 1985. In addition, they found a few rusty screws and nails, most probably from when the well was built, a button and something that looked like part of a ballpoint pen.


    The professor’s name was Mons Holgersen, and he had thick grey hair, an irregular nose, bushy eyebrows and glasses hanging from a cord around his neck. ‘Here we have him, then,’ he said, putting on his glasses before stooping over the bones.


    ‘Him?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘Oh yes, no doubt about it. This is a man.’


    Holgersen took a pen from his breast pocket and pointed to the skeleton’s abdominal area. ‘The pelvis is a distinct gender indicator, the female being broader and more capacious than the male. The side-walls here, as you will see, are cone-shaped, but on a woman the pelvic cavity is almost cylindrical. The opening is larger and rounder, and the angle adapted to allow a baby to pass through the pelvic canal during childbirth.’


    Three investigators were huddled round the workbench: Wisting, Nils Hammer and Espen Mortensen. They all looked dubious at the professor’s absolute certainty.


    ‘Both the inlet and outlet are wider in the female,’ he continued, circling his pen round the opening in the pelvic bone. ‘The anterior pelvic wall is shallower, and the distance between the ischial spines greater. The sacrum is somewhat broader, shorter and less curved.’


    ‘So you’re quite sure?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘Absolutely,’ the professor answered, moving on to the ribcage. ‘There are also gender differences in the ribcage. Women have a rounder shape and the bands of soft cartilage in front of the breastbone remain intact until old age. In men, ossification begins earlier.’


    They let the grey-haired professor examine the skeleton without posing any more questions: picking up individual bones, holding them up to the light before setting them down again, moving a few vertebrae, squinting over his glasses as he studied the skull from various angles.


    ‘Can you say how old he was?’ Wisting asked. ‘Or how long since he died?’


    Taking a step back, Mons Holgersen removed his glasses and gazed down at the bones. ‘It’s an adult male, anyway,’ he concluded. ‘A man in mid-life.’


    ‘Aged forty?’


    ‘Plus or minus ten years, but I’ll have to run a number of radiographic tests before I can say anything further about the maturity of the skeleton.’


    ‘Time of death?’


    ‘That’s even more difficult to determine. Chronometric dating will not produce an exact answer. You have the coin. If that was in the victim’s pocket he must have arrived there after 1985. The deterioration of the bones indicates they have lain for at least fifteen years. So after 1985, but probably before . . . let’s say the year 2000.’


    ‘Can you tell us anything more? Weight and height?’


    The professor lifted the glasses hanging round his neck and began to chew one of the arms. ‘Nothing other than that he was normal, meaning of normal height. His weight is rather more difficult to assess.’


    Espen Mortensen summarised. ‘So we have a man of about five feet eleven tall, aged between thirty and fifty when he went in the well, and he’s been lying there for between fifteen and twenty-five years?’


    ‘Fairly fluid parameters,’ the professor admitted, ‘but at the moment that’s the best science has to offer.’ He double-clicked the pen and returned it to his shirt pocket. ‘The cause of death is easier to explain.’


    ‘What caused his death?’


    Professor Holgersen put his glasses on again and lifted the skull, turned it round and showed them a spider’s web-shaped fracture on the back of the cranium. ‘This is a fracture with no bone growth, no sign of bone repair, meaning that this injury occurred at the time of death.’


    ‘Could it be from the fall down the well?’ Hammer asked.


    The professor replaced the skull face down. ‘If it was empty of water,’ he replied, tugging off his latex gloves, ‘but the thick lines on the fracture suggest that great force was used with an extremely hard object. Perhaps an iron bar or something of that nature.’ His eyes shifted from one detective to the other. ‘Do you have any idea who this is?’


    Wisting shook his head.


    The professor produced his pen again. ‘Here’s something that may help with identification.’ He pointed along the bone on the lower left arm. ‘This is possibly an old fracture, which X-rays will confirm.’


    Wisting ran his hand through his hair. ‘Okay,’ he said, ‘Thanks very much.’


    The professor peered at him over his glasses. ‘Something tells me that what I’ve told you wasn’t what you expected to hear.’
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    After the skeleton had been packed into crates and driven off for closer inspection, the investigators assembled in the conference room. Maggie Griffin had gone back to the USA, but the two male operatives remained. John Bantam hung up his black jacket and rolled up his sleeves. ‘A man?’ he asked, picking up one of the photographs.


    ‘A man,’ Wisting confirmed. Lifting the lid of the pizza box, he helped himself to a slice of cold pizza topped with something resembling bacon. ‘Maybe we’ll have to rethink this totally. We have a list of missing women, but they’re obviously not linked to this case. What we already had is Bob Crabb with the fingerprint of an American serial killer in his inside pocket and strands of hair from a woman in his fist. In addition we now also have the body of an approximately forty-year-old man who was murdered about twenty years ago.’


    ‘Looks like you’ve found the Caveman,’ Donald Baker said. ‘Or at least the person he’s now hiding behind.’


    Wisting let the FBI agent explain.


    ‘This is probably Robert Godwin’s first victim in Norway. A painstakingly selected victim, with no family, friends, work colleagues or any kind of social circle who would miss him or notice that another person had taken his place and was living the same solitary life.’


    ‘A caveman,’ Wisting said, nodding. ‘Does that mean that if we identify this body from the well, we’ll have found Robert Godwin?’


    ‘How is it actually possible,’ Hammer asked, ‘for nobody to notice that someone takes another person’s place? Does anyone so anonymous really exist?’


    ‘It’s possible,’ Wisting said, thinking of Viggo Hansen. He was far from being the only person who lived such an isolated life, with no job or close relatives, no friends or social contact with neighbours. With nobody ever paying him a visit.


    ‘The list I’ve been working on is now down to forty-six names,’ Torunn Borg said, placing her hand on a stack of computer printouts. ‘None of them is recorded in the Passport Register, but I’m working on obtaining access to the Driving Licence Register. It will soon be time for us to start knocking on doors.’


    ‘Is there anyone on that list of forty-six who might be able to get hold of chloroform?’ Mortensen asked.


    ‘Not as far as we know,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘Most of the men on this list are unemployed.’


    Christine Thiis put down the photograph of the skull with the spider’s web fracture. ‘Can we find out who this is?’


    ‘Identification is usually a matter of confirming a theory,’ Wisting said. ‘Depending on who was reported missing within a particular time frame, we can seek confirmation through dental records and DNA, or distinguishing marks such as tattoos, scars and birthmarks. If, that is, the body is intact. Here, at present, we have nothing to go on.’


    ‘We have the fracture on the arm,’ Mortensen said. ‘The man from the well had a break on his left lower arm.’


    ‘Where to begin?’ Hammer asked. ‘Given that he broke his arm at some point during his adult life, we would have to trace all arm fractures between 1970 and 1990. I don’t think the hospital has a readily accessible overview, even if we actually got permission to examine their data.’


    Wisting agreed. ‘Let’s leave it in the meantime,’ he said.


    ‘How’s the family history research going?’ Christine Thiis asked. ‘Have we found any descendants of Robert Godwin’s great-great-grandparents?


    ‘It’s not so simple,’ replied Torunn Borg, who had been tasked with this aspect of the investigation, ‘but I’m expecting some answers before tomorrow’s out.’


    ‘Wasn’t his name Gustavsen, the guy who immigrated to America?’ Hammer asked, drawing Torunn Borg’s lists of names towards him. ‘Is there not a single one of these lonely souls with the surname Gustavsen?’


    ‘No Gustav, and no Gustavsen,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘The surname disappears in the generation that succeeded him.’


    The informal meeting came to a close. Wisting returned to his office, where he took out the provisional autopsy report on Bob Crabb. In some of the accompanying photographs, his hair had been shaved off, the skin at the back of his scalp folded to one side and the wound washed clean, showing the same fracture pattern on this skull as on the cranium hoisted from the bottom of the well.


    Deciding to take a step back, think through the case and let all the details filter through his consciousness, he put the documents aside. Usually he was searching for something they might have overlooked when he let his thoughts drift like this. Now he was looking for something to propel the case forward.


    The most confusing aspect was the hair held in Bob Crabb’s clenched fist. It ran counter to everything in this case, but nevertheless there had to be a link. The explanation would be both logical and natural, but at that very moment he could not think of it.


    He had been immersed in thought for half an hour when his mobile phone rang. Morten P, VG. At first he decided not to respond, but eventually pressed the answer button.


    ‘Any news in the case?’ the journalist asked.


    ‘What case?’


    ‘The body among the Christmas trees. Has he been identified?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘What’s taking you so long?’


    ‘That’s something you’d really need to ask the forensic scientists.’


    ‘I’ve tried. They’re saying nothing.’


    ‘That’s good to hear.’


    ‘Is there really nothing new?’


    ‘Strictly speaking, nothing at all.’


    Wisting could hear the journalist leafing through papers at the other end. ‘We’ve received a tip-off that we’re talking about an American called Bob Crabb. Apparently, he rented an apartment in Stavern last summer and left his belongings there.’


    Else Britt Gusland must have alerted the newspaper.


    ‘Can you confirm that?’ the journalist asked.


    ‘We’re aware of his stay in Norway.’


    ‘What was he doing here?’


    ‘As far as we know, he was doing family history research,’ Wisting said, resorting to Bob Crabb’s own cover story. ‘His forefathers immigrated to America at the end of the nineteenth century.’


    ‘Had he any family on the farm where he was found?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘Was he not reported missing by his family at home in the States?’


    ‘He had no family.’


    ‘Anything more about cause of death?’


    ‘Still too early to say.’


    The journalist asked a few more questions, twisting the ones he had already asked, but Wisting managed to emerge without telling any direct lies or revealing anything that might create headlines. He had just ended the call when the phone rang again. Leif Malm, Kripos.


    ‘The Swedes have come up with five names,’ Malm said. ‘In Strömstad, Uddevalla, Trollhätten, and two in Gothenburg. They’ve already linked the cases. One of the investigators at the Swedish National Bureau of Investigation is on his way to Norway.’
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    Line showered and chose an outfit appropriate for the bar in the Farris Bad Hotel, actually a dress she had intended to wear on Christmas Eve. Before she dressed, she sat at the computer in bra and pants, uploading new photographs from her camera and printing the picture of the four boys who had prevented the fire at Reimes prawn factory in 1967.


    She called up the old tax lists she had used when she embarked on this story, naming everyone in the local authority area of the same age as Viggo Hansen. She could not find anyone called Cato Tangen. On the internet, she found several people with that name, but no one whose age matched the man lounging over the handlebars of the old moped.


    Her father had still not arrived home by the time she left, leaving a note for him on the kitchen table to say she might be late.


    She had no expectations of the meeting, other than that it would be uncomplicated. There was something attractive about going out with a man she was not going to bump into in the canteen the next day or encounter in a coffee bar the following week. Now and again she missed being in a long-term relationship, and the stability and security of that. However, at present it was delightful to escape any serious entanglement, and equally delightful to be embarking on a non-committing adventure.


    She had not had very many boyfriends, her longest relationship being with Tommy Kvanter. One of the things she had fallen for had been his energy. Never at rest, he had tremendous strength and charisma. When his enthusiasm was directed at her, as it had been in the beginning, it had felt absolutely marvellous, jolting her out of her trivial everyday problems. After a few months though, Tommy started to focus on things other than her, spending his weekends white-water rafting, mountain climbing and in other extreme sports. He lived so completely in the moment, and extreme sports demanded such concentration that it was impossible to think about the past or the future. And that was the way he preferred it.


    She left early, intending to revisit Odd Werner Ellefsen in Torstrand before heading for the hotel. He was at the back of his parked car in front of the open garage door as she drew to a halt, lifting two carrier bags, advertising a department store on the other side of the Swedish border, from the boot of his vehicle.


    ‘Hello again,’ Line said, ‘been on a shopping trip?’


    ‘In Sweden,’ he answered, setting down the shopping bags and slamming the boot lid.


    It dawned on Line that she was not really dressed for an outdoor conversation. ‘I have a photo I’d like you to look at,’ she said. Odd Werner Ellefsen cocked his head. ‘I’m trying to find Cato Tangen.’ She showed him the picture from the fire at the prawn factory.


    ‘Can’t help you,’ he answered, pulling down the garage door.


    ‘You don’t know where he lives now?’


    He nodded at the picture in Line’s hand. ‘That’s a long time ago,’ he said, picking up his shopping bags. ‘It’s chilly,’ he said.


    Line watched his retreating back as he closed the door behind him; she returned to her car, started the engine and adjusted the heater to direct hot air on her feet.


    At quarter to nine she parked in the long-stay car park close to the hotel, feeling slightly too early, although she had not arranged a specific time to meet the American. Sitting with the engine running she looked out Annie Nyhus’ phone number. Remembering the prawn factory and Frank Iversen as she did, she must have a good recollection of the fifties and sixties.


    The old woman answered after two rings and Line introduced herself. ‘Can I help you with something?’ she asked politely.


    ‘I’m trying to find somebody called Cato Tangen. I’ve come across an old photograph of him with Viggo Hansen at the time of the fire at the prawn factory in 1967.’


    ‘But, my dear, Cato Tangen is dead. He died in a motorbike accident in the summer of 1968.’


    Line picked up the picture lying on the front passenger seat, thinking it strange that Odd Werner Ellefsen had not known that. ‘There’s another boy in the photograph. Do you know someone called Odd Werner Ellefsen from that time?’


    ‘The Ellefsen boy, yes. Nora and Peter took him in some time in the mid-fifties. They both worked at the match factory in Agnes, and didn’t have any children of their own.’


    ‘He was a foster child?’


    ‘Yes, his mother died a few months after he was born. His father was Peter’s brother. Sigurd, he was called, a well digger, but he drank himself out of a job and the child. He couldn’t take responsibility, so Nora and Peter took Odd Werner for their own. He was a peculiar child, in every way, but of course he hadn’t had the best start in life. He was the one who set fire to the prawn factory, though it never came out at the time.’


    ‘He was the one?’


    ‘German Ole got the blame, but it wasn’t him. There wasn’t much damage done, but a lot of people had their own thoughts when Odd Werner’s father, Sigurd, burned to death in his house four years later.’


    ‘What happened?’


    ‘Nobody really knows. He lived in one of the workers’ houses at Agnes, and one night it caught fire and he was killed. That was in 1971. Odd Werner was twenty-one at the time. He hadn’t had any further contact with his father after he’d been given away, until the evening before the fire. The neighbours heard them quarrelling.’


    Line put the picture of the four boys down. Maybe not so strange, she thought, that Odd Werner Ellefsen had been so uncommunicative, if he was the one who had started the fire at the prawn factory. ‘Are Nora and Peter still living?’


    ‘No, that was tragic as well. Peter drowned while out ice fishing the same year as his brother burned to death. Nora took ill and died the following summer.’


    ‘So Odd Werner was left on his own?’


    ‘By that time he was grown up, but I don’t think he’s ever had a girlfriend or anything. At least not while he was living here in Stavern. Later, he moved to Larvik but, as I said, he was a peculiar lad.’


    Thanking her for the information, Line switched off the ignition and walked to the ticket machine. She inserted thirty kroner, enough to park until 00.53. Instead of pressing the button to print the ticket, she dashed back to her car and returned with all the coins stashed on the mid-console. Once she fed them all in she had permission to park until 09.55.
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    John Bantam stood up when she entered, took her hand and gazed intently into her eyes before leaning forward to give her a hug, leaving a faint masculine scent of after-shave in his wake. ‘Eaten yet?’


    Line shook her head. She was actually feeling quite hungry.


    The head waiter found them a window table and John Bantam held out a chair for her and waited until she was settled before sitting down himself. Line could not remember the last time she had been out with someone who did that. He opened the menu. ‘I’m so glad you agreed to come,’ he said. ‘It’s pleasant to spend time on something other than work.’


    ‘What work do you do?’ she asked.


    ‘I’m an analyst’,


    ‘What do you analyse?’


    ‘Information. I work mainly on gathering knowledge and information for public authorities, and trying to look at things in context.’ He smiled. ‘But now I have some time off.’


    Line returned his smile, not wanting to discuss her work either. That would be the empty chitchat of a first date, like talking about the weather.


    He recommended she order baked halibut for starters and duck for her main course. ‘You’re not driving?’ he asked, looking at the wine menu. She shook her head.


    ‘Good,’ he said, and ordered a bottle of white wine from Argentina. ‘That has travelled almost as far as I have.’


    He talked entertainingly about everything from music and films to American politics, with amusing anecdotes about people he had met and places he had been. After their main course he ordered chocolate mousse for them both and another bottle of wine. Two hours later they were in his room on the top floor with windows overlooking the sea. Outside, it was a cold moonlit night and she could make out the contours of an uneven line far out on the horizon where dark clouds were gathering.


    ‘The weather’s going to change,’ he said. ‘It’s getting milder.’


    A note of hesitation had entered his voice, as if he felt less self-confident in this situation, but he approached her and laid his head in the crook of her neck. She put her arms around him, pulling him even closer. He pushed her away and gazed at her for a few moments, with moonlight shining in his eyes. ‘I’ll get us something else to drink.’


    It was unnecessary, but she did not protest and paid a visit to the bathroom while she waited. She took out her phone and sent a quick message to her father. Caught up in something. Coming home tomorrow. She did not have to let him know, but liked to do so when staying under his roof. She knew he would worry if she didn’t, and he obviously had enough worries.
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    Wisting’s mobile phone signalled as he drove into the courtyard in front of the house. He switched off the ignition and fumbled to see who had called. It was a message from Line saying she would not be home until tomorrow. He replied OK before opening the car door and stepping into the completely silent neighbourhood. A full moon shone in a sky strewn with stars and snow-laden trees cast pale shadows.


    Letting himself into the empty house, he hung up his jacket, took off his shoes and made for the kitchen. In the fridge he searched for something to stave off his hunger without having to do any cooking. He decided on a wheat bran yogurt and an apple.


    In the bathroom he undressed, brushed his teeth, and appraised his naked body in the mirror, momentarily pulling in his stomach to see if he could detect traces of his younger and more athletic self. With a sigh, he switched off the light and crept upstairs to bed. He was almost asleep when the phone rang: Morten P, VG.


    ‘Sorry for calling so late,’ the journalist said.


    Wisting grunted a response.


    ‘We’re going to press in an hour and something’s cropped up that I wanted to run past you. We’ve been in touch with the police in Minneapolis, where Bob Crabb came from. They confirm he’s the man who’s been found, and that they’ve searched his apartment following a request from the Norwegian police.’


    ‘I see.’


    ‘What’s behind all this, Wisting? Our information suggests that this case has been given top priority from every quarter: our local police, Kripos, Interpol and the police at 3rd Precinct in Minneapolis but, according to what we’ve discovered, this Bob Crabb is just a retired university lecturer from Minnesota.’


    ‘Professor,’ Wisting corrected him, pleased that the journalist had not yet learned about the FBI.


    ‘An enormous operation has been initiated. I could understand if he was a high-ranking government official or something along those lines, even a Hollywood star, but a pensioner on holiday in Norway?’


    Wisting’s thought processes were sluggish. He had been on the receiving end of many such phone calls from journalists, confronting him with information the police would prefer to hold back for tactical reasons. He was used to improvising, parrying questions with off-the-cuff remarks so rounded at the edges they were bordering on lies, but now his brain was dead and he could not utter a word.


    ‘After the coverage in today’s paper, we’ve come into contact with a high school teacher called Endre Jacobsen. He and his son were the ones who found the body when they went to fetch a Christmas tree. He’s quite certain that the body was pushed under the branches, that the dead man could not have lain down like that by himself or had any kind of accident.’


    ‘I see,’ Wisting said again.


    ‘I appreciate you can’t say much, but can you confirm whether you’re treating this as murder, or not?’


    Wisting cleared his throat to give the journalist the standard response: they were keeping all possibilities open, but then his brain began to function. The reporter had been in touch with the American police. No matter what, they were going to print a follow-up to today’s story. He had an opportunity to steer the information.


    ‘We’ve instigated a murder investigation,’ he confirmed, thinking this might be something to drive the enquiry forward. All they knew about Bob Crabb’s stay in Norway was what they had learned from the woman who had let her apartment to him. They needed more. Somewhere or other was a point of contact between the American professor and Robert Godwin.


    ‘The last confirmed observation we have is around dinner time on Wednesday 10th August at the Skipperstua restaurant in Stavern,’ he said. ‘We’re working on charting all his movements during his stay in Norway.’


    ‘Have you any theories about what might have happened?’ The journalist sounded enthusiastic.


    ‘Nothing specific.’


    ‘Why have you waited so long to make this statement?’


    ‘We wanted to be certain.’


    ‘So you’re not holding anything else back?’


    ‘In an investigation such as this, we always keep something back. What makes our work difficult is that four months have elapsed since the homicide, making it more challenging for both the forensic scientists and crime scene technicians to draw conclusions. Now we hope someone can provide information to help us find out what happened.’


    The reporter had several more questions, but was impatient to conclude the conversation and meet his deadline.


    After he hung up, Wisting stretched out on his back and looked at the shadow patterns cast by the moonlight on the wall. He felt sure the case was about to accelerate, and then the room darkened as a blue-black cloud covered the moon.
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    Overnight the weather became milder. As Wisting parked in the backyard of the station, the first snowflakes fell. He met Christine Thiis on the way into the building, carrying a copy of VG. ‘Shouldn’t we have discussed this?’ she asked, holding up the folded newspaper.


    As police lawyer, she had responsibility for the legal aspects of the case. All media contact, strictly speaking, should be conducted through her, or at least cleared with her first.


    He admitted she was right, but that there had not been time. ‘They were going to write about it anyway,’ he said, holding the door open for her, ‘one way or another. I thought we should try to make them do it our way.’


    Christine Thiis nodded. She had been in the police force for only a couple of years and was wary of criticising experienced investigators. Moreover, she was not the type to be overly concerned with principles and formalities.


    Leif Malm had given them prior warning that he would arrive at ten o’clock with a detective from Sweden’s National Bureau of Investigation. Wisting kept the morning briefing short, informing them of the latest news from the Swedish side of the border, and asking Nils Hammer and Espen Mortensen to stay behind for the meeting with the Swede. He related the background to the coverage in VG, which had published a picture of Professor Bob Crabb and quoted Wisting.


    The younger FBI agent had not appeared, but he could see from Donald Baker’s face that he did not like what he was hearing. ‘We’re in danger of pushing him away,’ Baker said, without introducing any direct criticism.


    ‘The police in Minneapolis had already confirmed most of the story,’ Wisting said. ‘This turns it to our advantage.’


    Hammer held up the article with the picture of Bob Crabb. ‘It’s doubtful whether anyone will remember him from a busy summer’s day four months ago.’


    Christine Thiis drew a line under any further discussion. ‘I agree with the decision taken. We can’t fool the press forever. This has been well handled and could be to our benefit. Meanwhile I plan to invite our communications adviser to handle the media and control the flow of information.’


    Though grateful for her support, Wisting would have preferred to do without the newspaper coverage. Others would make approaches now, and it was only a question of time until the presence of the FBI became known, as well as what they were actually dealing with.


    ‘We have a lot to do,’ he said. ‘Torunn has come up with forty-six possible names and it’s about time we made use of them. We’d do well to take a photo of Bob Crabb, knock on doors and ask if anyone remembers seeing him last summer. Make it look like a general door-to-door operation, a plausible enquiry. Then we’ll just feel our way forward and see who we might want to check out.’


    He passed the practical implementation details to Torunn Borg. ‘Just remember, though,’ he said, ‘you go in pairs. Anyone you meet might be the killer.’


    Wisting returned to his office, where he had been burning the midnight oil after his colleagues had gone home, closely reading the documents on the twelve missing persons. Not contenting himself with the investigation reports, he had dug down into the bundles of paper for particulars and details that might form a pattern. Checking whether observations of the same make of car had been reported, or repeated similar descriptions.


    What alerted the American investigators to a pattern when they arrested the notorious serial killer, Ted Bundy, was that witnesses at several crime scenes had noticed a young man with his arm in a sling. Under the pretence of having injured his arm, Bundy had asked for help to do practical things, such as lifting shopping into his car. At the same time, the sling made him appear harmless.


    Wisting leaned back in his chair. This type of work could not be left to a computer. It meant absorbing every tiny detail to isolate the one element that would slot everything into place. The problem was, though, he had no idea what that detail could be, was not even certain that it existed. Even if it did, there was no guarantee he would appreciate it first time, but the information would be retained to gnaw away at him, until a single sentence from some report or other allowed him to see everything, the whole picture.


    All he had found in these piles of papers, however, was a tremendous degree of variation. All the women had gone missing during the summer months, but on different days of the week, at different times of day and from different places. Some had been on their way home from work, others were on their way to college, or to meet friends. The only common denominator was that they had been in the vicinity of a motorway with a huge volume of through traffic.


    He peered at the map with the women’s faces, having removed the picture of the dark-haired girl from Oslo with a pierced eyebrow and Diana from Drammen, leaving ten blond women.


    Beside the overview of the assumed victims hung a map of the police district. It bordered Telemark to the west, to the north Lardal and the inner part of Vestfold region, and to the east the towns of Andebu and Sandefjord. Around five hundred square kilometres. Approximately 43,000 inhabitants.


    Identifying the farm where they had found the skeleton at the bottom of the well, he drew a circle around the spot, and put crosses where they had found the two empty wells, and something in his subconscious began to surface.


    All the farms probably had a well, as Espen Mortensen had pointed out before they identified the three places Bob Crabb had photographed. Something fell into place when he recalled that sentence, as if a lamp had gone on in a corner of his mind.


    He returned to his desk and took out the statement given by Per Halle, owner of the forest of Christmas trees where the body was found, and located his phone number among the personal details at the top of the interview form. ‘Just a quick question,’ he said, after introducing himself. ‘Is there a well on your farm?’


    Per Halle hesitated before giving his answer. ‘Not one in use nowadays.’
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    The sound of the shower woke Line. She propped herself up, rocking slightly on the unfamiliar soft mattress before letting her head fall back on the pillow. Waking in a strange hotel room was something she was unused to, but it felt neither wrong nor embarrassing.


    John emerged from the bathroom, hair dripping, with a towel round his waist. ‘Awake?’ he asked with a smile.


    Line sat up, wrapping herself in the quilt with a modesty that was several hours too late. He leaned over the bed and kissed her. ‘I have to go to a meeting. Is that okay?’


    She smiled in response. Not having any clothes other than the ones she arrived in, she would really prefer to be alone while she dressed.


    ‘It might be a long day, but I hope we can meet again this evening. Maybe you could show me some more of this town of yours?’


    ‘I have to work too,’ she said, ‘but text me if you decide on something.’


    He disappeared into the bathroom again, appearing five minutes later in a white shirt, dark suit and tie. He kissed her again, this time tasting of toothpaste, picked up the Do not disturb sign and crossed to the door. ‘Stay for as long as you like,’ he said.


    Line threw back the quilt and sat on the edge of the bed as soon as he closed the door. They had not shut the curtains before going to bed, and she could see it had started to snow again. Dense white flakes whirled through the air, covering the skies with a semi-transparent, hazy veil.


    Retrieving her underwear from the floor, she made for the bathroom and the shower. The water was exactly the right temperature. She soaped herself, closing her eyes and turning her face into the warm spray, letting the water wash over her as she rested her back on the shiny white tiles. For a long time she thought over the previous evening and night, and found she regretted none of it. Her mind turned to Viggo Hansen.


    She turned off the water, picked up a towel and began to dry herself, pulled on her underpants and leaned over the wash basin to wipe the condensation from the mirror and examine the smile on her own face.


    John Bantam’s toilet bag sat beside the basin with an ID card caught between a toothpaste tube and a deodorant stick. It bore the photograph of the man she had spent the night with, but that was not what drew her attention. It was the letters FBI. She lifted it out and studied it more closely.


    Special Agent John Bantam of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, United States Department of Justice.


    She took a step back, clutching it in her hand. She felt her blood run cold.


    He said he was an analyst, she recalled, that his work consisted of gathering information for public authorities and looking at things in context. Her thoughts churned inside her head. John Bantam worked for the FBI. What on earth was he doing in Norway? What sort of assignment was he on?


    A number of small details suddenly fell into place, details that gathered into a single mass of great enormity. The case her father would not talk about. Sandersen who had phoned from the news section and the forensic scientists who were ordered to work overtime. The team of crime scene technicians from Kripos who were on standby. All of it centred on a man found dead among the Christmas trees at Halle farm. She had no idea what was going on, but knew now it was something really major.


    The case had brought an FBI special agent to Norway. That must be how it all fitted together. Line felt her heart sink. She felt dizzy and confused.


    She left the bathroom, located her bag and took out her phone to find it had run out of juice overnight. Anyway, she did not know who to call, her father or Sandersen at the news desk. Obviously there was a story here, a massive story. She could not remember the last time the FBI had assisted or cooperated with Norwegian police. The paintings The Scream and Madonna had ended up on the FBI’s top ten list of the world’s most wanted stolen works of art when they were swiped from the Munch museum in Oslo, but she could not recollect the FBI being involved in an investigation in Norway.


    Her hair was still damp when she departed through the hotel’s front entrance and swept a fresh layer of snow from the windscreen. Lobbing her bag onto the front passenger seat she sat behind the wheel. She heard slipping and grinding noises from under the bonnet before the motor fired up and stabilised into a regular rhythm. The heating system blasted cold air through the interior and she dipped her head to peer through the opening in the layer of condensation at the bottom of the windscreen.


    After a few hundred metres, the engine began to misfire, jerking and spluttering worse than ever and the speedometer dial dropped from sixty to fifty. She tried the old trick of pumping the accelerator, and for a few minutes the engine ran as normal, the dial crept from forty to forty-five, but then the rattling began again. She pressed the accelerator to the floor, but this time it had no effect. Instead the engine began to knock, and she was thrown forward in fits and starts. The warning lights on the dashboard flashed, the car was reduced to a crawl, and traffic started to pile up behind her. She used the remaining forward momentum to turn into a bus stop. When she lifted her foot to brake, the car shuddered one last time before coming to a complete standstill.


    She turned the key in the ignition. The starter motor cranked slowly, but there were only a few grunts from the engine. She moved the ignition key backwards and forwards, took it out and inserted it again several times while pressing the accelerator. The wipers slid halfway across the windscreen and stopped. Beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead.


    ‘Come on!’ she shouted, turning the ignition yet again as she pumped the accelerator pedal, but to no avail. She remained seated with her hands on the steering wheel, staring straight ahead. Heavy grey snowflakes were falling, already blanketing the windscreen.


    As she was not suitably dressed for walking, she rooted around in the glove compartment and centre console to see if she had a mobile phone charger. In the pocket on the driver’s door she found a bright yellow reflective waistcoat, still packed in transparent plastic. She felt idiotic, but pulled it on and stepped into the snowy landscape. If luck was on her side, it would not take long until some acquaintance happened along and gave her a lift.


    She skirted to the back of her vehicle, opened the boot and removed the warning triangle. As she had never needed to use it before, she struggled to set it up. When she turned to place it on the road verge, a car pulled into the bus stop and drove right up to her before stopping. The driver got out and asked, ‘Do you need help?’


    At first she was pleased to see a familiar face. Then she noticed the darkness in his eyes and realised that something was very wrong.
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    The National Bureau of Investigation detective was called Ingemar Bergquist and he was a kriminalkommissarie, a detective superintendent, one of the highest ranks attainable without a law degree in the Swedish police hierarchy. A serious man of around fifty, Wisting suspected his wavy black hair was really a toupee. He carried five thick case files that he stacked on the table.


    In addition to Wisting, six others were seated: Leif Malm from Kripos seated beside his Swedish colleague, Christine Thiis, Espen Mortensen, Donald Baker and John Bantam, who had just arrived, breathless, in the conference room.


    Wisting would have liked to have Nils Hammer with him, but had sent him to Halle farm to locate the well, apparently situated about fifty metres from where Bob Crabb’s body had been found. He asked Donald Baker to give an account of the FBI’s investigation twenty years earlier, before summarising their own case in broad brushstrokes.


    First the dead body among the Christmas trees, followed by the brochure with Robert Godwin’s fingerprints, the strands of female hair in Bob Crabb’s fist and the list of missing women.


    ‘A woman’s hair?’ the Swedish police officer queried. ‘Are you quite sure of that?’


    ‘We’ve conducted two independent tests,’ Espen Mortensen said. ‘The conclusion is absolutely unambiguous.’


    Ingemar Bergquist shook his head uncomprehendingly. The stiff hairs on his toupee moved unnaturally. ‘How do you explain that?’


    ‘A wig,’ Wisting said. The word emerged just as the idea entered his head. ‘Robert Godwin has in all likelihood changed his appearance. That also applies to his hair. He is probably using hair extensions, a wig or toupee. They use real hair when they make them. Poor women in eastern Europe and India sell their hair to wig-makers.’


    Espen Mortensen stared at him open-mouthed, before closing it and nodding in agreement. ‘That could certainly be an explanation,’ he said.


    Wisting gave Donald Baker leave to speak again, to report on Robert Godwin’s origins, and explain their theory that he had decided to go on the run to Scandinavia, and how he now lived, having assumed another man’s identity.


    ‘A caveman,’ the Swedish policeman said. ‘Interesting.’


    ‘We are attempting to close in on him in two ways,’ Wisting continued. ‘Firstly by trying to find the alias he is now living under. Secondly, we believe he has chosen to hide in our area because this is where his family originated. This is the same trail that Bob Crabb spent years tracking and that brought him here last summer. We believe Godwin may have come back to his roots and are investigating the branch of his family that remained in Norway.’


    The Swedish police officer made notes while Wisting was speaking. Now it was his turn.


    ‘On 27th July 1996, Agneta Gunnarson disappeared,’ he said, placing a picture of a young woman on the table. Her blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail tied with a fur-fabric elastic band. ‘She took a bus to Torp shopping centre, seven kilometres outside Uddevalla town centre. All trace of her ends with an image from a CCTV camera outside the H & M department store at 15.23.’


    He took out another photograph. Another young blond woman. ‘Sonia Thuv was last seen at the Daftö campsite outside Strömstad. She had a summer job at the kiosk there, but never arrived home after it closed on the evening of 4th August in 1999.’


    The third woman’s name was Lisbeth Larsson from Gothenburg. ‘She intended to hitch a lift to Kungsbacka on the evening of 11th June 2002. The last sighting we have was at an intersection near Mölndal, just south of Gothenburg.’


    ‘We have a hitchhiker too,’ Espen Mortensen interjected.


    ‘Several of the victims in Minnesota were too,’ Donald Baker said.


    ‘Anja Lundgren also tried to hitch a lift,’ Bergquist told them, placing an image from a CCTV camera dated 28th June 2008. ‘The last witness observation was from a Q8 petrol station at Hisings Backa, north of Gothenburg.’


    The Swedish detective arranged the four photos already lying side by side on the table and added a missing person poster showing a short-haired girl in her late teens with big blue eyes and freckles on her nose. ‘Last summer Kikki Lindén went missing. They found her bike behind a bus shelter at the exit road north of Trollhättan.’


    Wisting picked up the photo. ‘When last summer?’


    ‘18th July.’


    ‘Four days after Bob Crabb came to Norway,’ Mortensen said.


    ‘What made you think these cases are connected?’


    ‘A stubborn old mule of a policeman. The detective at Trollhättan police station assigned to the Kikke Lindén case simply did not give up. When they ran out of clues he searched for similar disappearances and found these five. All young, blond women, who went missing within a limited area. Not mentally ill or suicidal, we have no reason to believe they were victims of an accident or disappeared of their own free will. They distinguish themselves in another way too. They do not belong to the type of women we sometimes receive reports about. They were not married to violent husbands, did not frequent an environment where drugs and prostitution were prevalent, and had no criminal associations. They were merely in the wrong place at the wrong time.’


    Wisting nodded. This summary would cover the women on their own list.


    ‘Have you any clues?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘Nothing,’ Ingemar Bergquist said. ‘Five cases with no specific clues.’ He gathered up his photographs. ‘What do you have?’


    Christine Thiis left Wisting to answer.


    ‘We have ten cases. At least ten cases, all with no trace.’ He went on to reiterate how they had two lines of enquiry. One involved circling in on Robert Godwin, the other searching for bodies he may have hidden.


    ‘At what stage is your enquiry now?’ Bergquist asked.


    ‘We are in the process of opening the fourth well.’


    ‘And this American serial killer?’


    ‘We don’t know if we’re closing in, and there is of course a danger that we push him away.’


    ‘That can be an effective method of pursuit,’ the Swede said. ‘Frightening the prey in order to pounce when he tries to flee.’


    ‘It’s one thing finding him,’ Wisting said, ‘but that’s when our work really begins. We also have to link him to every single victim.’


    ‘The geographic spread gives us an advantage,’ the Swede suggested. ‘We need to chart his movements and draw that timeline over the victims to see if they coincide in time and place.’


    Wisting agreed. His Swedish colleague envisaged the same tactical approach. However, connecting Robert Godwin to crime scenes years and decades back could prove an impossible task.


    The last Swedish case of the girl from Trollhättan, however, gave them hope. Four months was a relatively recent case in terms of the timescales involved. If they succeeded in linking him to one case, the modus operandi would connect him to others and the cases would collapse like dominoes.


    ‘If we’re lucky, he’ll have placed all his eggs in one basket,’ the Swede continued. ‘Shall we head out and see what we can find in the fourth well?’
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    Donald Baker and Ingemar Bergquist drove to Halle farm in Wisting’s car. Behind them, Espen Mortensen followed with Leif Malm and John Bantam.


    The snow again created chaos on the roads. A bus had stopped in the middle of the lane in front of Wisting to let a passenger dismount. A snowed-in car was parked at the bus stop, with a warning triangle on its roof. They took double the usual time for the journey to Halle farm where the sale of Christmas trees was operational again, but it would not open for another four hours.


    Wisting parked in the open area in front of the sales booth. A new track had been cleared between the trees, and a tractor with an orange warning light blinking on its roof was parked at the far end. A group of men was busy working with a chain.


    ‘In Stockholm, the sun is shining,’ Ingemar Bergquist said as he opened the car door.


    Wisting pulled on a hat before leaving the car. ‘Bob Crabb was found over there,’ he said, pointing into the dense forest of fir trees.


    ‘Why wasn’t he put into the well, if there’s a well here?’


    Wisting did not answer. He pulled his jacket tight and walked along the cleared track, the other investigators following in silence. Nils Hammer came to meet them, his hair dotted with snowflakes.


    ‘The well is old and deep,’ he said, shielding his eyes from the swirling snow. ‘It hasn’t been used since the sixties. Previously there was only a cover on it, but last spring the farmer placed a large boulder on the opening. We’re working on removing that.’


    ‘Ah yes,’ the Swede said, answering his own question about why Bob Crabb’s body had not been thrown into the well. That was probably where Robert Godwin had been taking him but, since the last time he had been here, the old well cover had been topped with an immovable rock.


    The chain was attached, and one of the men gave a sign to Per Halle at the wheel of the tractor. Thick black smoke poured from the side pipe and the huge stone crunched against the edge of the well. It shifted and was hauled a couple of metres across the snow. Hammer signalled for him to stop.


    Wisting and the other investigators trudged to the edge and peered less than half a metre down at an old washing machine. Underneath he could see a bicycle and other pieces of scrap metal.


    Per Halle leapt from the driver’s cabin and approached. ‘We filled it with a number of things I had stored in the barn,’ he said apologetically.


    ‘What’s under all the scrap?’


    ‘Water! Why do you ask? I still don’t understand what you’re going to . . .’


    ‘We want to get to the bottom,’ Hammer said.


    ‘I have a crane on the lorry,’ Per Halle said. ‘I can have it ready in fifteen minutes.’ He did not wait for an answer, but jumped back onto the tractor and drove off.


    Before he returned, Hammer’s crew erected a work tent and hung tarpaulins to block prying eyes. The snow-covered landscape was transformed into a military operation buzzing with activity. Mobile generators were switched on and floodlights set up.


    Per Halle returned and prepared his lorry for action, manoeuvring the arm of the crane above the well while a policeman climbed down with cargo straps that he fastened underneath the washing machine. It was then hoisted slowly and set on the ground. The bike and other smaller objects were passed up to the policemen. Larger items, such as a moped frame and cast iron stove, had to be hauled out. As they reached the ice layer in the well, a heap of rubbish accumulated at its side.


    Parts of a car axle projected from the ice. They tied the cargo strap round it and, when they hoisted, the ice accompanied it like a lid.


    The bilge pump was lowered and eventually, as the water level fell, more scrap appeared. One of the specially trained men from the Emergency Squad dropped down in an abseil harness with the cargo straps. After a while, they reached such a depth that the arm of the crane was no longer capable of lifting and they set up a winch in its place.


    Wisting stood beside Leif Malm, Ingmar Bergquist and the two FBI agents in the work tent. The side facing the well was open to allow them to watch the work in progress. Wisting had brought a thermos flask; he passed around some disposable beakers and poured them all coffee.


    Nils Hammer joined them. ‘The first journalists have turned up,’ he said. ‘Two guys from VG. We’ve sealed off the forest behind us, to prevent them approaching from that side.’


    Wisting nodded approvingly. As long as the reporters did not have a direct view it would look as if they were extending their investigation of Bob Crabb’s death. He bit the edge of his paper beaker as he glanced at the leaden sky. If it had not been for the snowfall, hired helicopters would have been circling above them by now. Regardless, if the well contained what they feared, Robert Godwin would understand what they were doing. In all likelihood they had only twenty-four hours before he was driven away.


    A shout came from the edge of the well and Wisting threw down his beaker. A coil of rusty barbed wire was hoisted out with an object hanging from it: a handbag. The coil was towed over the edge and remained hanging from the arm of the crane, dripping with water. It was a small brown bag with a shoulder-strap.


    Mortensen loosened it from the barbed wire and brought it into the tent. It looked like leather but was actually plastic.


    We’re here, was what went through Wisting’s head. This is the right place. He pictured the missing person photo of Charlotte Pedersen who vanished in 2009, captured by the CCTV camera at a Statoil service station outside Porsgrunn. She had bought cigarettes and chewing gum and had placed them both in a small brown bag.


    Mortensen laid the bag, covered in a layer of slick waxy mud, on a table, and opened it. Most of the contents had turned into a lump of mud, but it was possible to make out a lipstick and a little bottle of perfume. He transferred it to a plastic basin, marked it and recorded the find in a notebook.


    The brown water pumped from the well hollowed out furrows in the newly-fallen snow. A penetrating heavy rotten stench followed the muddy water. ‘Stop!’ shouted the man supervising the pump.


    The pump motor was cut and the flow of water stalled.


    Wisting approached the edge. In the floodlight beam, a shapeless bundle came into view in the dark water. One of the men lowered himself down and tugged at it gingerly before attaching a cargo strap.


    Slowly, a waterlogged sack was lifted out of the well. The sound of dripping water amplified, echoing around the walls of the well. When it was hauled over the edge, Wisting could see it was a sleeping bag. At the open end, where the cargo strap was fastened, it was tied with a shredded length of rope.


    The bag swayed from side to side as the water seeped out. Espen Mortensen prepared a tarpaulin on the ground while Nils Hammer took hold, pulled the bag to one side, signalled for it to be lowered, and the men huddled in a semi-circle.


    Hilde Jansen, Wisting thought, who hitchhiked from Risør in the summer of 2005 with a rucksack and sleeping bag, heading for the music festival in Kristiansand.


    Hammer removed the cargo strap and left Espen Mortensen to get two of the men to stretch the sleeping bag fabric while he made a metre-long incision with a scalpel. A rotten smell billowed out and those standing nearest drew back.


    Wisting covered his nose and mouth with his arm as he stepped closer. Spindly bones protruded from the fragments of clothes inside the sleeping bag.


    Mortensen lengthened the incision and folded the sodden material to one side. The remains were lying head down at the foot end of the sleeping bag. A grimy face with open mouth. As well as the corpse, there were a few stones to keep it on the bottom.


    In silence, Mortensen covered the opening and lifted the bag with assistance into a white plastic body bag. Snow fell softly, blanketing the corpse.


    The bilge pump was switched on again but after a few minutes the order was made for it to stop. Another bundle had come into sight at the bottom of the well. It looked as if it had been lying for longer, and they did not risk hauling it up in its present condition. Instead, a stretcher was lowered and pushed underneath so that they could hoist it like an injured mountaineer rescued from a rocky mountainside.


    A rough woollen travel rug was bound with rope tied around a large flat stone. The rug was disintegrating like the decomposing bandages encasing a mummy. They lifted this bundle directly into another body bag without examining it more closely.


    The bilge pump sucked up more of the thick liquid silt. The men responsible for securing the extracted objects dropped small brown bones into transparent bags. These looked like detached bones from a hand.


    Wisting walked to the edge of the well again. It was, so to speak, empty of water now, and measured approximately seven metres to the bottom. The man in the abseil harness looked up. Perspiration left grubby tracks down his cheeks. Underneath him lay a pile of bones and unrecognisable fragments. Two yellowed skulls lay forehead to forehead as if engaged in intimate conversation.


    Wisting turned towards Leif Malm. ‘I think you should ask that team of yours to come,’ he said.


    ‘They’re already on their way,’ Malm replied.
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    Leif Malm, Ingmar Bergquist and the two FBI agents piled into Wisting’s car for the return journey to the police station. They had seen what they needed to see, and there was no longer any use for them at the discovery site.


    The press contingent outside the crime scene tape swelled in number when Wisting drove off. Experienced journalists sat in their vehicles along the main road. Their doors were flung open and they stepped out of their cars when the police drove past. They still did not know what was going on, Wisting realised, but when the story broke, the crowd would grow like a virus spreading at record speed.


    ‘He’s going to slip through our fingers,’ Donald Baker said, turning to avoid a camera lens. ‘In only a few hours, he’ll be out of the country.’


    ‘All the same, we’re closer now than you’ve been in twenty years,’ Wisting said.


    His phone began ringing as soon as they passed the huddled press pack. He took it out and checked the display. Morten P, VG. He stepped on the gas when he arrived at the dual carriageway as a passing lorry whipped up a cloud of snow. ‘We have the lists of names,’ he said, braking. ‘We can block their transit out of the country. If any of them turn up on airline or ferry tickets, we’ll pick it up.’ He had already keyed in Torunn Borg’s number to ask her to send the names to the Customs Service.


    ‘We don’t even know if his name is on that list,’ Leif Malm said.


    At the station, Wisting was met by the communications adviser for the district. It was 13.00. They had a quick meeting in Christine Thiis’ office, where Wisting provided them with a brief status report.


    ‘We’ll have to send out a press statement and call a press conference,’ was the information adviser’s immediate reaction. ‘When can you meet the press?’


    Wisting was already on his way out the door. ‘When Robert Godwin’s been arrested,’ he said. ‘Until then, we’ve something else on our minds.’


    For the next hour they felt as if they were treading water. Their efforts and movements did not lead them in any particular direction. They aimed to keep their heads above water, and all they could do was let themselves be carried along by events.


    They had received a handful of approaches from the public after VG published Bob Crabb’s photograph. Copies of the tip-offs had been left on his desk. Two neighbours in Stavern had contacted the police even though they did not have any fresh information to offer, and a pensioner couple thought they had seen him on board a ferry to Denmark when they had been on their summer holidays. A passenger who arrived on the same plane as him thought he should let them know, but he had not noticed him on board the flight. Three others thought they had seen a man resembling the man in the photograph in Stavern last summer, but could not pin the time down and had not noticed anything else.


    From that perspective this case did not distinguish itself from any other. Investigation was a business with countless blind alleys and colossal amounts of wasted time and effort.


    They used the firing range in the police station basement as a collection area, and the first car of remains arrived at quarter to two. Wisting went down to see how the team of technicians from Kripos organised their work.


    The coppery stench from the stagnant well water met them inside, masking the smell of gunpowder and lead that permeated the walls. The firing range was not only the location affording most space but also had its own ventilation system with air exchange to avoid the accumulation of dangerous airborne pollutants and noxious gases.


    Thick plastic cloth was rolled over the floor. Men in white suits made notes and collected papers in folders, took photographs, sorted and recorded. One of them was Jon Berge, the crime scene technician who had participated in the video broadcast post-mortem. He greeted Wisting with a nod of the head before returning to his note-taking.


    The corpse wrapped in a woollen travel rug lay nearest the door under the floodlight from the large ceiling lamps. A crime scene technician took a close-up photograph of the tight knot before the rope was cut. The ragged travel rug was unwrapped to reveal a waxy shape with the external contours of a body. Wisting had seen similar transmutations on cadavers recovered from the sea and corpses that had lain for a considerable time in damp surroundings. The adipose tissue of the body had been transformed into a white, brittle, swollen mass that resembled solidified stearin.


    The macabre remains would make the task of identification simpler than only bones would have. Tissue samples would provide them with a DNA profile but even now a faded red leather belt with rusty buckle told them that this was Silje from Vinstra, transported more than four hundred kilometres before being dumped in the well.


    Wisting tried to envisage what she had gone through before the woollen rug was wrapped round her and the knots tightened. Before Godwin began to cover his tracks in the USA, his victims had been dumped in ditches along the Interstate Highway and so the crime scene technicians and forensic scientists had more to work with. It emerged that some of the victims had been kept alive for up to seventy-two hours before they were killed. During that time they had been raped repeatedly.


    ‘The bodies have been subject to different degrees of decomposition,’ Jon Berge said, ‘depending on how long they have been in the well and what they have been wrapped in. We probably can’t expect to find any more than bones from the oldest remains.’


    Wisting followed him to the corpse in the sleeping bag. Among the crumbling clothes lay black bones, still with fragments of organic material, not completely decomposed.


    ‘It’s absolutely incredible that he has been able to continue like this,’ Berge added, ‘for more than twenty years, without anyone having spotted a pattern or suspected anyone in any way whatsoever.’


    Wisting did not answer.


    ‘But it is possible, of course,’ Berge went on. ‘If you do it in the right way and don’t become over-eager. A young girl disappears every other year, one in Western Norway, one in the east, and another in the south. It reminds me of the guy who designed the first computer system for the savings banks. He wrote into the program that all financial transactions should be rounded down to the nearest whole ten øre. The few øre rounded off were transferred to his own account. No one noticed the loss of a few øre here or there, but it amounted to a great deal of money in the long run.’


    Wisting was about to mention that he had been caught and sentenced to three years for fraud, but was interrupted by his mobile phone. He answered with his name, but heard nothing but scraping sounds. The concrete walls in the firing range were affecting the signal. He walked to the door. ‘Hello?’ he tried again, emerging into the corridor.


    ‘Hello?’ answered the voice at the other end.


    ‘Sorry, poor signal,’ Wisting said. ‘Who’s this?’


    ‘Steinar Brunvall,’ the man said. ‘We’re almost next door neighbours.’


    ‘You’re Tor and Marianne’s son,’ Wisting said as he walked towards the stairs. ‘Is something wrong?’


    ‘No. I was actually trying to phone Line. She called in yesterday in connection with a story she’s writing about Viggo Hansen. I told her then about a man who visited him last summer.’


    ‘A man?’


    ‘Yes, and today there’s a picture of him in the newspaper.’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘I’ve tried to call Line several times, but she’s not answering her phone. Then Ida said I should phone you instead. After all, it’s the police who are looking for information about him.’


    ‘What are you telling me?’ Wisting asked, his chest tightening.


    ‘Line was curious about a man who visited Viggo Hansen last summer. He never normally had visitors, and then we saw the picture in today’s paper. It fits that he was driving a hired car as well, Bob Crabb from the USA. The professor who was found dead beside the Christmas trees last week.’


    It felt as though a secret door had opened.
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    Line woke in a cold, cramped space that was pitch dark and with no wiggle room. She had a thumping headache and no inkling of how long she had been unconscious. Her hands and feet were tied together behind her back, her mouth was taped shut and she was covered with some sort of woollen blanket. Tossing her head, she managed to uncover her face, and lay breathing heavily through her nose. The air was stuffy, and she began to feel queasy. If she threw up, the consequences could be fatal. Feeling the material beneath her spring as she twisted about, she realised she was in the boot of a car.


    She listened intently, straining to hear with breath held, but the silence was total. The car must be parked in some deserted spot, and there could not be anyone else inside or she would be aware, either by movement or sound. With her hands and feet tied behind her she was unable to hit or kick the boot lid.


    Despite her extremely limited opportunity to move, she began to feel about behind her back until her fingers closed on something, an empty plastic bottle. There was a newspaper and things that felt like paintbrushes. Then her fingers grasped something different, a thin metal plate with a handle. A putty knife, she thought. She had used one like it while redecorating her flat. The edge might be sharp enough to file through the rope.


    She pulled it towards her, fumbling for a secure grip, and succeeded in positioning it to file the rope. As droplets of perspiration formed on her top lip, she blew them away and kept rubbing the putty knife to and fro, fearing at every second that the boot lid would be flung open. While she worked, her thoughts strayed to how she had arrived in this situation.


    She remembered her car breaking down, and how pleased she was when another car stopped and she recognised the driver, but then came the damp cloth pressed over her nose and mouth, and the smell reminding her of glue or varnish, burning her lips and nostrils until everything went black. With no idea how much time had passed, she wondered whether she should have anticipated something like this, whether she should have realised she had come too close to something, too near the truth about Viggo Hansen.


    The rope snapped suddenly and her legs shot forward to strike the side of the boot compartment. She dropped the putty knife and lay considering her next step, contemplating whether she should try to attract attention and, if she succeeded, whether anyone other than the man who had shut her in would hear.


    Her hands and feet were still bound, but she could wriggle into a position from which she could kick the boot lid. She tried to shout from behind the tape, managed a few feeble sounds and lay listening. Nothing. No footsteps. No cars in the distance. She would freeze to death if she stayed here, she thought. No matter what, she had to get out before he came back.


    She twisted round, placing her feet against the back of the rear seats separating the boot from the car interior. When she felt it give a little, she drew her knees to her chest and pushed with her feet. The whole vehicle rocked, and the back of the seat creaked. She kicked again, and a chink of grey light appeared. It was still daylight outside.


    She pressed her back against the wall of the compartment and her feet against the rear seat until she almost passed out and the chink of light grew in size, giving her renewed strength before the partition gave way with a crash.
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    Wisting tried to reach Line three times both on her mobile and the land line at home on his way upstairs to his office. Her mobile phone must be either switched off or in an area with no signal.


    There was a link between the Viggo Hansen story she was working on and his own investigation. The trail was already four months old, but new to them. Strands were interlinked, and he needed to ascertain what she knew.


    The FBI agents had been critical of his statement to VG, but a witness had now turned up with information, justifying his decision. He called both FBI agents and his own people into the conference room.


    ‘Go to the witness’ house,’ he said, pointing his pen at Benjamin Fjeld. ‘Get him to tell you everything he remembers about that visit last summer.’


    The young detective left at once.


    ‘Who is this Viggo Hansen?’ Donald Baker asked.


    ‘He actually lived in my own neighbourhood,’ Wisting said, explaining how the dead man had sat undiscovered in his own living room.


    ‘And this man was visited by Bob Crabb in July?’


    ‘That’s what our new witness says.’


    ‘Have you any background on him?’


    Wisting gave an account of what he recollected from the case documents. As he spoke, it dawned on him that Viggo Hansen would be the perfect shell for Robert Godwin to hide behind. The same thought struck all the others in the room.


    ‘Do you have his fingerprints?’ Donald Baker asked.


    Wisting shook his head. They had been unable to secure fingerprints from the desiccated corpse. ‘Only DNA.’


    ‘When can we have it?’


    Leif Malm took out his phone. ‘I’ll get the records section to send it to the same place we sent Bob Crabb’s profile. How soon can we have the comparison done?’


    ‘As soon as we receive the DNA,’ Baker answered, lifting his own phone.


    Christine Thiis leafed through her papers. ‘Why is this Viggo Hansen not listed among the possible candidates?’


    Torunn Borg leaned back. ‘We were only searching for living people.’


    The police lawyer nodded as she grabbed a pen and took notes.


    Wisting ran his hand through his hair. They could not be detained by this single possibility. ‘Where are we otherwise?’ he asked.


    ‘The Customs barrier is in place,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘We’ve made a few house calls and were able to delete some names from our list. Several officers recruited from neighbouring areas are still out in the field.’


    ‘Have you spoken to Line?’ Christine Thiis asked.


    ‘Not yet. She didn’t come home last night.’


    ‘Do you know where she is?’


    He shook his head, unable to recall the last time Line had not been accessible by phone. ‘I’m going to nip home. She’s probably sitting there immersed in work.’


    He pulled on his jacket and headed for his car in the backyard, more troubled than he was willing to admit. Line was a fearless journalist, not only in swimming against the current or writing about controversial matters, but also in her unconventional methods. She might have crossed a dangerous boundary.


    Thick snow was falling: huge snowflakes swirled from a leaden sky. His windscreen wipers struggled to work, and the roads were slippery.


    New-fallen snow lay like down on his tyre tracks from earlier that day; there were no others. Line could not have been home, but he decided to go inside anyway. She had gathered notes and cuttings in Ingrid’s old workroom. He did not like the thought of snooping among her papers, but something lying there might shine a light on Bob Crabb.


    His phone rang as he stepped from the car. Leif Malm asked, ‘How’s it going?’


    Wisting fumbled for his house key and let himself in. ‘She’s not at home.’


    ‘There’s something you ought to know.’


    ‘What’s that?’


    ‘Your daughter spent last night at the Farris Bad.’


    Wisting paused in the hallway. ‘At the hotel? What do you mean?’


    ‘It’s not really anything to do with either of us,’ Leif Malm said, ‘but she spent the night in John Bantam’s room.’


    ‘I don’t understand . . .’


    ‘Donald Baker came to tell me. They met in the bar there a couple of nights ago. Last night she stayed over.’


    ‘How could he . . . She’s a journalist, for God’s sake.’


    ‘He didn’t know she was your daughter until our last meeting.’


    ‘It’s all the same whose daughter she is. It was bloody unprofessional.’


    ‘Above all else, she’s become an interesting witness. We need to find out what she knows about the connection between Bob Crabb and this Viggo Hansen.’


    Wisting glanced at the clock: almost half past three. ‘Could she still be there?’ he asked, walking inside, still wearing his snow-covered shoes.


    ‘They’re checking that now. No one’s answering the phone in the room, but Bantam has gone there to find out.’


    Wisting was climbing the stairs. ‘Let me know if she’s there,’ he said, not believing she would be. More likely she had been re-assigned and transferred to the Bob Crabb case.


    Opening the door to what had been Ingrid’s workroom he noted the tidy desk and shut-down computer. Documents and printouts were stacked in bundles. She was like her father, preferring the papers in front of her instead of browsing through electronic documents.


    On the expansive pinboard, pictures and notes were placed to form a chronological overview of Viggo Hansen’s life. It was really impressive how she had managed to sketch a portrait of this solitary man, who seemed to have led a sad life. A father who had worked in construction and been absent for most of his son’s upbringing, and later spent almost four years in jail. His mother admitted to a psychiatric hospital.


    1969, he read, moving his finger along the timeline. Father hangs himself in basement. Viggo finds him.


    1974 – Mother dies.


    1989 – admitted to psychiatric unit.


    She had also drawn up a relationship chart. Inside a circle at the centre of a large sheet of paper, she had written the name Viggo Hansen, surrounding this with the names of the people who in some way and at some time had been in his social circle. Some of the names were familiar: neighbours and parents, the artist Eivind Aske. Wisting recalled her saying he had been Viggo Hansen’s schoolmate. He recollected another name without knowing why.


    Odd Werner Ellefsen.


    He spoke the name aloud in the hope of triggering information he had absorbed but not yet properly processed. His eyes flitted over the other notices, stopping at an old class photograph on which the name appeared again. Odd Werner Ellefsen was the boy on Viggo Hansen’s right, but there was nothing familiar about the face from almost fifty years ago.


    He took the relationship chart from the pinboard and folded it. Then it dawned on him. Odd Werner Ellefsen was one of the forty-six names on Torunn Borg’s list of possible cavemen.
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    Wisting tapped in Torunn Borg’s number on his way downstairs. The snow he had brought in on his shoes had melted and lay in soggy puddles on the hallway floor. ‘Odd Werner Ellefsen, has anyone been to his door?’


    ‘Let me check.’


    Outside, it had stopped snowing. Wisting closed and locked the front door behind him.


    ‘Why do you want to know?’ she asked. He explained how he had discovered a specific intersection between Line’s story and the material they had gathered. He could hear Torunn Borg riffling through papers while she listened.


    ‘There’s a connection here,’ he concluded.


    ‘He lives in Torstrand. We were there at 13.45 but he wasn’t at home.’


    ‘Do we have a photo of him?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Do we still have people out and about?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Put surveillance on his address,’ Wisting said, ‘and find out as much as you can about him.’


    He clambered into the car before calling Nils Hammer and explaining how the people in these two cases were like links in a chain. Bob Crabb was connected to Viggo Hansen and Viggo Hansen was connected to Odd Werner Ellefsen.


    ‘He’s one of the few remaining men on Torunn’s list of possible cavemen,’ he said, manoeuvring the car out of the courtyard. ‘We’re putting a watch on him, but I want you to call in the officers from the Emergency Squad and prepare them for action.’


    Hammer gave a brief confirmatory response and closed without asking any more questions.


    On the dual carriageway Wisting stepped up his speed. He was in a legal borderland and would have to think how to present this to Christine Thiis before he phoned. She would have to make the decision about whether Odd Werner Ellefsen could be arrested and his house searched.


    The criminal code demanded what was called reasonable grounds for suspicion that a crime had been committed. There had to be a balance of probability that Odd Werner Ellefsen was the person they were looking for but, so far, all they had learned could as easily be a fluke, a coincidence. He was working on his own gut feeling, knowing that only hard facts and evidence counted in a court of law, but it was often this same intuition that led to a breakthrough. He keyed in her number and detailed the facts.


    ‘We need more than that,’ she said.


    ‘We’re working on it. We’ve set up a surveillance operation and are gathering intelligence.’


    Too late, he discovered he was driving too fast when he turned into a bend. He stamped on the brakes, the ABS system kicked in, and the pedal vibrated under his foot. The car skidded on the slippery road surface, swerving sideways, on the verge of spinning right round. A billowing cloud of snow obscured his view until he turned the steering wheel in the opposite direction. The tyres gripped the road at last and he regained control.


    ‘Tell me as soon as you have anything,’ Christine Thiis said. ‘This is too flimsy for an arrest. You can bring him in for questioning and take his fingerprints if he agrees, but no more than that.’


    He had not expected more, and it was important to keep her continually updated so that she could make a rapid decision when the decisive pieces fell into place.


    He passed the Farris Bad Hotel on his route into town. An imposing, magnificent ice palace on the shore, the building was shrouded in snow with light streaming from all the windows.


    Line had not been in a long-term relationship for more than a year. He knew very little about the life she led in Oslo, but was astonished to hear that she had spent the night in a hotel room with someone who could only be regarded as a stranger.


    He called Leif Malm’s number. ‘Any news?’


    ‘She’s not at the hotel. The room was cleaned about 12.30. She must have left before that.’


    ‘Okay, but do you think we could keep this information about the hotel room between ourselves?’


    ‘That was why Donald Baker came to me. None of your immediate colleagues knows about it.’


    ‘Thanks.’


    There was silence at Malm’s end. Finally she asked, ‘Should we set something in motion? Run a trace on her phone, something like that?’


    ‘Not yet. I’ve a feeling I know where she might be.’


    He rounded off the conversation and turned into the Statoil petrol station in Torstrand. Odd Werner Ellefsen’s house was located only a few blocks away. He looked through his telephone contacts until he came to Morten P, VG. The journalist answered immediately. Wisting glanced at his reflection in the rear-view mirror. ‘This is William Wisting,’ he said.


    ‘I see that. Your name comes up on the display.’


    ‘Are you still in Larvik?’ Wisting asked, peering up at the sky. It had brightened a little. Soon the editors of the major newspapers would have helicopters in the air.


    ‘I’m at Halle. Do you have any news?’


    ‘I was wondering whether my daughter was with you,’ Wisting said. ‘Line.’


    ‘No, why do you ask?’


    ‘I can’t get hold of her.’


    ‘I’ve actually been trying to contact her myself. I think she must have run out of battery or something.’


    ‘Thanks anyway.’


    ‘Wisting,’ the journalist said, holding him on the line, ‘while I’m talking to you. What is actually going on here? You’ve cordoned off a large area of forest and there’s a lot of officers working in there. Cars are driving in and out all the time, and it’s totally impossible to find out anything.’


    ‘There’ll be a press conference sometime this evening.’


    ‘Has there been a development, then?’


    ‘I can give you the direct number for our press liaison officer.’


    ‘I’ve spoken to him, but he isn’t telling us anything we don’t already know. You’ve always been so open and honest. Tell me something about what is going on.’


    ‘Sorry,’ Wisting said. ‘I have another call now.’


    He finished their conversation to answer an incoming call from Torunn Borg.


    ‘Odd Werner Ellefsen,’ she said, as if reading from a text and stopping at a colon. ‘He grew up in the home of an uncle and aunt who died when he was in his early twenties. After that he had no family, and there’s never been anyone else registered at his address.’


    ‘No girlfriend, then,’ Wisting said.


    ‘In the nineties he worked for a while at one of the Jotun paint factories. He’s been on disability pension since 1998.’


    ‘Solvents,’ Wisting said, interrupting. ‘Do you know if they used chloroform in the factory?’ If Odd Werner Ellefsen had previously had access to the chemical it would support Wisting’s suspicions.


    ‘We can find out.’


    ‘What else have you come up with?’


    ‘He drives a silver Toyota Camry, 1998 model.’


    ‘Criminal record?’


    ‘A spot fine from Customs last summer. Import of four litres of liquor from Sweden; apart from that, nothing.’


    ‘Sweden?’ Wisting said. ‘When last summer?’


    He heard Torunn Borg thumbing through papers. ‘19th July.’


    ‘Kikki Lindén went missing from Trollhättan on 18th. Who is leading the surveillance operation?’


    ‘Nils Hammer.’


    Wisting ended the call to Torunn Borg and phoned Hammer. ‘What can you tell me?’ he asked.


    ‘He’s not at home,’ Hammer answered. ‘He’s probably out driving. The garage is empty. Judging from the tracks in the driveway, he drove out almost immediately after it began to snow.’


    ‘Do you have a secure surveillance post?’


    ‘We have a car at each end of the street, and we’re inside the house directly opposite. One of our undercover detectives is on the Parent Council with the woman who lives there. She’s cooking waffles for them now.’


    ‘Can she tell you anything about him?’


    ‘They don’t have any contact with him. They’ve never seen people there, but they did see Line visiting. At least, it must have been her. Aged about thirty and driving a grey Golf; first visit was Monday. She went inside the house then, and came back again yesterday evening.’


    ‘Yesterday evening?’


    ‘Yes. Have you spoken to her about this?’


    Wisting shook his head, as if Hammer could see him. ‘Ring me as soon as you catch sight of him,’ he said. Then he phoned Leif Malm again.


    ‘This is Wisting,’ he said, clearing his throat. ‘How quickly can you trace her phone?’
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    Line’s hands were still tied together behind her back and the rope was chafing her wrists. She twisted round and felt her way to the putty knife, grabbed it and wriggled over the broken seat back, pulling herself forward on her elbows, and pushing with her legs until she could reach far enough into the car to raise her head and look outside. Snow was everywhere, partly like a smooth white carpet and partly accumulated in deep drifts.


    The car was parked at the entrance to an avenue of mature birch trees with a red house at the far end. The track leading to it had not been cleared and there were footprints in the snow, although no one was to be seen. The car must have become stuck on its way to the house.


    Placing the putty knife on the rope round her wrists, she began to rub, grinding backwards and forwards, feeling it digging into the strands until suddenly it slipped from her fingers. She managed to catch it before it fell to the floor, but had to waste time feeling her way back to the notch she had already made.


    Her body was tense and her breath whistled in her nostrils. As she put more pressure on the putty knife, it felt as though she was rubbing more skin than rope, and only the tape across her mouth prevented her from screaming out loud. Pain and despair brought tears to her eyes but she continued to work away, keeping her mind on what she would do when she was free. She glanced at the ignition, but there was no key. The surrounding area appeared to be deserted, as if they were somewhere in the countryside. Flight was her only option, but the snow would make her easy to follow.


    The rope suddenly broke.


    Pulling the tape from her mouth, she filled her lungs in deep gulps and rubbed at her wrists before pulling up her feet and picking at the knot with one corner of the knife. Eventually it loosened enough for her to tug the ends of the rope apart. Creeping forward in the car, she raised her head and peered outside at a desolate wilderness.


    Tentatively, she opened the car door. The air was bitterly cold with a faint salty tang. She must be somewhere along the coast, she thought.


    Her foot sank into the snow as she stepped out, standing for a moment before leaning into the car to pick up the putty knife. Crouching beside the rear wheel she pressed the corner of the knife into the tyre until she could hear the whistling sound of air seeping out. Then she moved in a stooped position around the car, puncturing each of the tyres in turn, until she started walking.


    The dress she had chosen the previous evening was thin and only thigh-length. Her high boots protected her a little, but above them she wore only fine nylon tights, already torn in several places. As the distance between her and the car increased, she broke into a run, though she could see nothing but white winter landscape all around.
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    Wisting drove to the police station. In the changing room toilets, he splashed his face with cold water, drying with a paper towel, staring at himself in the mirror, observing himself as others saw him. His expression was calm and serious, even as a wave of anxiety swept through him. The situation made his head spin and he felt sick. When his mobile phone rang, he hooked it out of his pocket. It was Line’s journalist colleague, Morten P.


    ‘Yes?’ he said breathlessly.


    ‘Do you have any comment?’


    ‘To what?’


    ‘To the photo I sent you?’


    ‘What photo?’


    ‘I just sent it to your mobile.’


    Wisting removed the phone from his ear to peer at the display. He had received one message without hearing the bleep, while the water was running in the basin. He opened it and looked at the image. Even on the tiny screen, he could see the white body bags, one being lifted into a car, two lying on the ground. Quite involuntarily, he gasped for breath.


    ‘The news desk is preparing a headline saying that several bodies have been brought out. Will you confirm that?’


    ‘I don’t have any comment,’ Wisting said, heading for the stairs. ‘Not at present.’


    Morten P began to argue, but Wisting broke off the conversation.


    A photographer must have sneaked behind the crime scene tape and soon the whole case would explode. The photo must have triggered furious activity at the VG news desk. They would be reading about this for weeks.


    The communications adviser emerged from Christine Thiis’ office with red blotches on his throat and face. ‘It’s out,’ he said before Wisting reached him. ‘VG has photos of body bags at the discovery site.’


    ‘I know,’ Wisting replied. It had only been a question of time; nevertheless, they were ill-prepared.


    ‘We have to compose a press release,’ the communications adviser said, notepad in hand. ‘We can’t hold back any longer.’


    Wisting turned on his heel and made for his own office, calling out for Benjamin Fjeld. The communications adviser followed him in. ‘We’ve waited too long already,’ he said.


    Benjamin Fjeld appeared in the doorway behind him. Wisting rooted around in the papers on his desk to find the list of ten missing women. ‘Get in touch with the responsible investigators,’ he said. ‘Fill them in on the case and ask them to contact the families. The parents have to be told that we may have found their daughters before they see any media reports.’


    Christine Thiis appeared at the door, nodding approvingly. Benjamin Fjeld took the list and left as Wisting turned to face the communications adviser.


    ‘This is what you write,’ he said. ‘The police have conducted further investigations in the area where sixty-seven-year-old American citizen Bob Crabb was found murdered on Friday 9th December. Discoveries have been made at the site and further information will be given at a press conference . . .’ He glanced at his watch: almost half past two. Things were moving quickly. ‘. . . at 18.00,’ he suggested, looking at Christine Thiis, who again nodded. ‘Media enquiries prior to that will not be answered.’


    The communications adviser noted all this and left the office without another word. Wisting sat down.


    ‘I’ll need to have you there,’ Christine Thiis said.


    ‘We’ll have to sit like prize exhibits, all of us,’ Wisting said. ‘Are you going to speak to Donald Baker?’


    She nodded and, turning to go, bumped into Espen Mortensen at the door.


    ‘Anything new?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘By the time I left, we had found eight bodies,’ he said, ‘and we haven’t reached the bottom yet. There could be more.’ He stood in front of the map with the ten faces. ‘I understand that Odd Werner Ellefsen may be the man we’re looking for. Have you spoken to Line?’


    Shaking his head, Wisting tried hard to seem unconcerned. ‘I can’t get hold of her,’ he said, taking a portable police radio from his desk drawer and turning to the channel used by the undercover detectives.


    ‘Do we have any idea of where he is?’ Mortensen asked.


    ‘The tyre tracks from the garage are covered in snow,’ Wisting said. ‘That means he left his home sometime this morning. He could have travelled a considerable distance by now.’


    ‘How long have you been thinking about this business of the wig? That the strands of hair in Bob Crabb’s hand could be from a toupee?’


    ‘It struck me at the moment I said it. Could that be true from a purely technical viewpoint?’


    ‘Absolutely.’


    The radio made a crackling sound: ‘A man is approaching on foot,’ one of the undercover detectives reported. ‘Passing the intersection at Huitfeldts gate.’


    Wisting increased the volume. The detectives in the house opposite Ellefsen’s responded: ‘Continuing along Bugges gate,’ and added: ‘Rapid footsteps, looking over his shoulder.’


    Wisting grabbed the radio and barked his name. ‘Is it him?’ he asked, understanding that the suspect would have been named if they had recognised him.


    ‘The problem is that we don’t know what he looks like,’ the detective reported back. ‘There aren’t any photographs of him.’


    ‘Don’t we have a description?’


    ‘Aged sixty, about five foot ten in height, normal build, according to the neighbour,’ Hammer intervened. ‘Grey beard, bristly dark blond hair.’


    ‘The height and build could fit,’ the undercover detective said. ‘Age too, judging by his gait, but he’s walking with his head hidden between the lapels of his jacket.’


    ‘Are you sure his car isn’t in the garage?’


    ‘Yes.’


    The radio went quiet until Hammer reported they could see him approach. Odd Werner Ellefsen’s house was second-last in the street that ended at a fenced industrial area. The farther along the street the man walked, the greater the chance it could be him.


    ‘Fox 0-5,’ he said, calling the officer in charge of the Emergency Squad. ‘Do you have anyone present to stop him before he enters the house?’


    ‘Negative. We’ve packed our equipment and are driving through the gate now.’


    Wisting crossed to the window to see the Emergency Squad vehicle leaving.


    ‘It is him,’ Hammer said. ‘He’s letting himself into the house now.’


    Wisting felt too restless to remain in an office. ‘Are you coming?’ he asked, picking up the police radio transmitter.


    Mortensen shook his head. ‘I’ll stay here and get the fingerprint exam ready,’ he said. ‘If you bring him in, it’ll take only a few minutes to find out whether he’s the man he purports to be.’
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    Wisting parked behind the vehicle used by his undercover colleagues, his stomach knotted with anxiety about Line, his mouth dry and his hands sticky with sweat.


    Donald Baker leaned forward in the passenger seat, staring at the house at the end of the street. The Emergency Squad officers had observation posts on all sides.


    ‘Where did he keep them?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘In some of the reports, it says that the first women were kept alive for up to seventy-two hours before they were killed. Where did he hold them?’


    ‘He may have used a workman’s hut on the outer edge of his uncle’s apple farm. It was searched several years afterwards. No technical evidence was found, but it was conspicuously well cleaned.’


    ‘3-0 Alpha in position,’ came across on the police radio. ‘All the curtains are drawn.’


    ‘Received,’ the officer in charge answered. ‘Wait.’


    The passenger door of the car in front opened and the officer in charge emerged, skirted round them and sat behind Wisting. ‘What’s our plan?’ he asked.


    ‘I’ll go and ring the doorbell,’ Wisting said.


    ‘I expect that could be called a plan, of sorts. Listen, I have ten armed men here.’


    ‘We don’t have legal grounds for an arrest,’ Wisting said. ‘We don’t even know if he’s the man we’re after. If we’re going to check him out, the simplest way is to make the least possible fuss.’


    The officer leaned back. ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘It’s your show, but you can’t go in alone.’


    ‘I’ll take Hammer with me.’


    ‘Then I’ll inform the crew.’


    Five minutes later, Wisting stood on the doorstep with Nils Hammer, rapping his knuckles on the rickety window on the front door. A shadow appeared behind the glass and a sallow-complexioned man opened.


    ‘Mr. Godwin?’ Wisting asked.


    The man looked bewildered. His beard obscured most of his face, but Wisting saw no similarity with the more than twenty-year-old wanted poster of Robert Godwin. His hair looked real, bushy and uneven, as if he cut it himself.


    ‘Mr. Robert Godwin?’ Wisting made another attempt.


    ‘Ellefsen,’ said the man in the doorway. ‘You’ve made a mistake. My name is Ellefsen. Odd Werner Ellefsen.’


    He tried to shut the door, but Wisting held it open. ‘I’m from the police,’ he said, giving his name. ‘Where’s your car?’


    ‘My car?’


    ‘Where is it?’


    ‘At the Viking garage. I drove off the road. They towed it in.’


    ‘Listen,’ Hammer said. ‘We’re working on a case and need your fingerprints to exclude you from the enquiry.’


    ‘Okay then.’


    Odd Werner Ellefsen looked like a man who was not used to expressing his opinions, who preferred to defer to others. If a serial killer was hiding here, there were two possible reactions to be anticipated: attack or flight. He must have anticipated this day, and passivity was hardly likely. However, if his past was going to catch up with him, he would not have reckoned it would arrive in the form of a middle-aged, plain-clothes policeman.


    ‘We’d like you to come with us to the station,’ Wisting said, implying no choice.


    ‘Now?’


    ‘It won’t take long.’


    Odd Werner Ellefsen took an outdoor jacket from a peg. He was brimming with questions, but unused to asking them.


    ‘A journalist visited you,’ Wisting said in the car. ‘What did she want?’


    ‘To talk about the old days.’


    ‘Such as what?’


    ‘People I don’t know any longer.’


    ‘Who would that be?’


    ‘Viggo Hansen. And Cato Tangen. They’re both dead. Nothing to talk about. Nothing to write about.’


    ‘She visited you more than once?’


    ‘Came back yesterday.’


    ‘Why was that?’


    ‘The same stuff.’


    The car stopped for children carrying their sledges across the street.


    ‘Bob Crabb?’ Wisting asked when they were moving again. ‘Is that a name you know?’


    ‘There was something about him in the paper.’


    They drove the rest of the distance to the police station in silence and handed Odd Werner Ellefsen to Espen Mortensen who was ready with the fingerprint reader. Returning to his office, Wisting passed Torunn Borg’s door. She put down the phone and glanced up at him.


    ‘They don’t use chloroform at the Jotun factory,’ she said.


    ‘I think we have the wrong man anyway.’ Wisting leaned on the door frame. ‘We’ve brought him in but the man with Mortensen just now has probably never been violent.’


    ‘The business of the chloroform doesn’t necessarily tell us much; it’s really only a movie cliché. There are other anaesthetising chemicals he could have used, almost any kind of solvent. If you breathe in the gases from thinners or turpentine, for example, you risk knocking yourself out. Teenagers sniff glue and lighter gas just for fun.’


    ‘Thinners and turpentine, who uses them?’


    ‘Painters, for instance. They use them to mix their paints and to clean their brushes and other tools.’


    ‘Anything else of interest?’


    ‘The family history trail doesn’t seem to have taken us anywhere.’


    ‘It must surely lead somewhere?’


    ‘The folk at the National Archives have managed to find a living third-cousin of Robert Godwin. He stays in Denmark. They have a common great-great-grandfather.’


    Leif Malm appeared further down the corridor, tossing his head in the direction of the office door. Wisting held up a hand to Torunn Borg. He would hear the rest later. He followed Leif Malm into his own office and sat down.


    ‘The phone trace gave us nothing,’ Malm said. ‘The last activity was late last night. At that time, the mobile was located in the Farris Bad Hotel. Apparently it ran out of battery power overnight.’


    ‘So the last location was the hotel?’


    ‘We’ve watched the film from the CCTV cameras there. She left the hotel at 09.33 this morning.’


    ‘Is there anything more you can do?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘We have done more. Her computer has not been connected to the internet today. Neither has she checked her email, not from her computer, her mobile phone or any borrowed equipment. She normally checks frequently but the last time was last night at quarter past nine.’


    Wisting raised his eyebrows. ‘Have you checked her email? Is it possible to do that?’


    ‘We can’t read the contents, but we can see when her address logs on and makes contact with the server.’


    ‘What about toll stations and speed cameras? Can you find anything there?’


    ‘We’ve set up a surveillance network,’ Malm said. ‘Five minutes ago, this cropped up.’


    He handed across a printout, a report from the police operations log, in which all incidents were recorded. A car abandoned at a bus stop along the Stavern road had been towed in after a complaint from the bus company. The owner could have it returned after paying a fine. The registration number and name of the car owner were listed. Line’s car.


    ‘We’ve been in telephone contact with the vehicle recovery company,’ Malm said. ‘The car was unlocked with a handbag lying on the front passenger seat. Her phone was in it.’


    He paused, holding back slightly, before continuing. ‘I’ve sent two of the crime scene investigators, presently tasked with sorting the skeletons in the basement, to the bus stop to see if they can find anything.’ He fell silent, before adding, ‘Viewed in connection with all the other information we have, I’m afraid this gives us real grounds for concern.’


    Wisting blinked rapidly and repeatedly, struggling to find a logical explanation for what had occurred, something to rationalise events and render them innocuous. His thoughts all pointed the other way.
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    Line was freezing. Her damp breath crystallising in the air in front of her. The cold burned her thighs, but her fingers more. She pushed her hands into her jacket pockets, but it worked its way from her fingertips into her body all the same. Her feet were like blocks of ice.


    The surrounding landscape was unfamiliar, with tall pine trees on both sides of the road. She had no idea where she was, but followed the cleared road. Fresh snow lay on the road surface with only one set of tracks visible; there must be very little traffic here. Looking back, her footprints left no doubt about which direction she had taken.


    The narrow roadway twisted and turned through the forest landscape and she wondered whether she should have chosen the other road. In the end she decided she had made the right choice. This was the direction she had arrived from, and somewhere ahead must be an intersecting road with more traffic. However, she knew she could not risk continuing until she encountered a car. She must seek refuge from the cold, and from the man who would surely come after her.


    Up ahead she spotted a lean-to shed beside the road with Vremmen painted on a sign, but that did not tell her much. An old milk shed; part of the roof had collapsed, and deciduous trees had grown between the grey timber planks. Beside it she found a narrow uncleared track and, in among the trees about fifty metres on, a few scattered buildings. A power line stretched between poles blown askew by the wind. The place was probably only used in summer but, if she was lucky, the power supply would still be connected. She came to a hurried decision.


    Soon she would have no feeling left in her feet. She tottered onto the track, sinking to her thighs. After only the first few steps her boots filled with snow, but she battled forward dejected, knowing she could do nothing about her footprints. The farmhouse was burned down. Doors, windows and walls were missing. Only the brick gable-end with chimney and hearth remained, but the barn was intact.


    Its timber walls were faded to pale grey by sun and wind and canted forward, the door closed and barred with a bolt. She unlocked it and pulled it against the snow, finally creating a gap she could squeeze through.


    The wooden floor creaked under her feet and the place smelled of dry, old timber and thick dust. She had no plan other than to seek warmth, to rest here until darkness fell and it became safer to move outside.


    Light filtered under the roof ridge and through cracks in the wall planks, but it took some time for her eyes to adjust. She could make out a cart and, behind that, dry hay hanging over the edge of the timber wall that divided the barn from the hay loft. Old crates and chests were stacked in the middle of the floor, grey with age. Abandoned tools were propped against the wall: a pitchfork, a crowbar and a couple of spades.


    Farther forward was a wall with a door. She opened it and stepped through. The air in this room had a hint of mould and lacked ventilation; a high window provided light. The walls had once been whitewashed, but patches of black dampness had eaten their way up from the floor. A faded poster of a pin-up girl hung from a nail. There were two chairs and a table, and a work bench strewn with machine parts. Small boxes, plastic containers and jam jars containing nails and screws sat on a shelf. A pipe rested on the edge of an ashtray.


    In the innermost corner lay a heap of canvas sacks. Line picked up a couple. Tiny balls of mouse droppings rolled off, and she could see they had been gnawed at, but they were thick and could be warm. She moved several aside before lying down and pulling five or six over herself. She could not stay long, but needed heat, and time to consider her course of action.
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    ‘She fits his victim profile,’ Leif Malm said.


    Wisting shook his head, though he knew he wasn’t thinking clearly. ‘Line’s too old,’ he said. ‘She’s twenty-eight.’


    ‘She has put herself in a high-risk situation,’ Malm said. ‘Somewhere in her investigation she must have crossed Robert Godwin’s tracks.’


    There was a knock at the door. Wisting did not often keep it closed, and though he did not want to share this with the others, he would soon have to tell them that his daughter might have become part of their enquiry.


    ‘Come in!’ he shouted.


    It was Mortensen. ‘He’s been checked and is nowhere near. Odd Werner Ellefsen has a whorl pattern, while Robert Godwin’s fingerprints have a loop formation.’ He sat in the vacant chair and looked at them, picking up the tense atmosphere. ‘Spit it out,’ he said.


    Wisting gave him a condensed version and watched Mortensen draw conclusions. As investigators, they were used to assuming that the worst had happened.


    ‘She could have discovered something,’ Mortensen said, leaning back.


    ‘She may have found the Caveman,’ Wisting said.


    ‘Talking to people about Viggo Hansen, she may have come into contact with him. That also opens the possibility that Viggo Hansen’s death was not from natural causes.’


    ‘You examined the scene,’ Wisting reminded him.


    ‘The discovery site,’ Mortensen corrected. ‘There was nothing to suggest a crime, but perhaps we were prejudiced. Blinded by the idea that there was no motive or people around him who might do him harm. Now we know that Bob Crabb visited him last summer. He could have stirred up something.’ He placed his palms on his knees. ‘Where’s her computer?’ he asked.


    ‘At home,’ Wisting said. He assumed it would be password-protected, but regretted not bringing it with him. Staff here could circumvent such things. He had not gone thoroughly through her papers either. The relationship chart was all he had brought.


    ‘What is it we’re not seeing?’ Leif Malm wondered. ‘Bob Crabb found something that led him here. Now it seems that Line has come across something similar.’


    ‘Bob Crabb followed the family history,’ Wisting said. ‘We have a theory that Robert Godwin’s Norwegian origins made him choose Larvik when he fled here. His ancestors were from this area. Crabb simply followed his tracks.’


    A thought struck Wisting as he spoke. He searched among the papers on his desk and found the list of tip-offs that had arrived in the wake of the newspaper article with Bob Crabb’s photograph. He keyed in Torunn Borg’s room number on the intercom. ‘Did you say that Robert Godwin had no surviving relatives in Norway?’ he asked.


    ‘Yes. The last one who lived here was called Iversen and moved first to Langesund in the sixties and later to Denmark.’


    Wisting held up the report from the pensioners who thought they had seen Bob Crabb on board the Danish ferry. Aware that his pulse was racing, he pulled out Line’s relationship chart. ‘Is his name Frank Iversen?’ he asked, in an unsteady voice.


    ‘Yes, he lives in Hirsthals, moved there in 1990. He has no other family.’


    Wisting turned to face Leif Malm. ‘We need everything you can find on him,’ he said. ‘And we need it as fast as possible.’
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    Everything else was set aside and, only a few minutes later, a picture of Frank Iversen was formed.


    ‘His address is Fyrrevænget 16,’ Torunn Borg said. ‘It’s a terraced flat. According to the Danish Population Register he lives alone. He’s never been married, and has no children.’


    ‘No mention in Norwegian criminal records,’ Espen Mortensen added.


    ‘Not in the Danish ones either,’ Leif Malm said. He was receiving information on his laptop from the intelligence section at Kripos. ‘The records say he is employed by Aqua Consulting of Denmark.’


    Wisting looked up the company name on the internet. They had their own home page, and were involved in advice and consultation in fish farming. Frank Iversen was on the list of employees. Though there was no photograph of him, a mobile phone number was listed.


    He turned the screen towards Leif Malm. ‘Can you do anything with that?’


    ‘We’re already on it,’ Malm said.


    Wisting turned the screen back and clicked, slightly tentatively, on the other links. ‘Here’s something,’ he said, turning the screen to the others again. One of Aqua’s projects was a mussel-growing facility outside Stavern.


    Wisting picked up the office phone, programmed so that his number was not shown. He tapped in Aqua’s number, connected the loudspeaker and asked for Frank Iversen. A woman answered.


    ‘He’s away at the moment. You can have his mobile number.’


    ‘Is he in Norway?’ Wisting asked.


    ‘Yes, that’s right.’


    ‘At the mussel farm in Stavern?’


    ‘Yes, but he’ll be back on Monday. Would you like his mobile number?’


    ‘Yes, please.’


    Wisting jotted it down, confirming it was the same as on the web pages.


    ‘He’s here,’ he said, putting down the receiver.


    Mortensen turned his laptop towards him, showing the results of an internet search. The key words mussels and chloroform had produced almost two hundred hits. One was on Aqua Consulting and had to do with checking the toxicity of the shells.


    ‘Looks like they use chloroform to control algae toxins in mussels,’ he said, reading aloud: ‘Toxins from mussels are extracted using chloroform and analysed in our advanced laboratory.’


    Unable to sit still, Wisting walked over to the window. The weather had eased, and a helicopter was flying across the fjord in the direction of the discovery site at Halle. The area would be besieged by journalists.


    ‘That’s our people,’ Malm said. ‘I’ve told them to remain on alert. We may need them.’


    Wisting nodded, but remained at the window, listening to his colleagues working. His office had been transformed into a command post: keyboards were tapping and conversations buzzing, investigators coming and going.


    ‘He’s been staying at the Farris Bad Hotel until today,’ Mortensen said. ‘Checked out at 08.53.’


    ‘Has the room been cleaned?’


    ‘Cleaned, but not re-used. I’ve asked them to close it off.’


    Wisting turned to face the others. Donald Baker stood with his back to the wall, silently watching. Conversations were conducted in Norwegian now. Baker did not understand the language, but would appreciate that the investigation was escalating. Most cases were about finding the guilty party. This time they had known who it was almost from the beginning, but only now were the pieces falling into place.


    Torunn Borg returned. ‘According to the Color Line passenger lists, he arrived on Monday and has a return ticket for the ferry leaving today at 17.30. On the boarding card, an Opel Vectra with the registration number XM43251 is listed. He’s probably in the ferry queue now.’


    The crew on standby to go into action against Odd Werner Ellefsen were actioned, leaving only Leif Malm and Torunn Borg with Wisting.


    ‘Do they have any history for him on their passenger lists?’ Malm asked. ‘When was he in Norway last?’


    ‘I’ll check that out,’ Torunn Borg said.


    The first observation post reported that Frank Iversen’s Opel Vectra was parked in lane four, waiting to drive on board.


    Wisting was still at the office window. A blue-grey winter dusk was settling. The helicopter came in over the fjord and hovered. Over the radio he heard how the crew were positioning themselves, and then were told to maintain radio silence.


    The crowd in his office had made the air stuffy, and he found it difficult to breathe. Seconds ticked by, slowly turning into minutes. Listening to Leif Malm’s laboured breath, he struggled to overcome his anxiety.


    Torunn Borg returned. ‘Frank Iversen was in Norway twice during the summer,’ she said, glancing up from a sheet of paper with the ferry company logo. ‘First one week from 14th to 21st July, and then another week from Monday 8th until Sunday 14th August.’


    ‘The week Bob Crabb was murdered,’ Malm said.


    ‘Kikki Lindén went missing from Trollhättan on 18th July,’ Wisting reminded them.


    The police radio crackled: ‘Man taken into custody.’


    Confirmation that the short message had been received was relayed, before silence descended again. That was all.


    Wisting clasped his hands, in furious need of action. He crossed to the wall where Robert Godwin’s wanted poster hung alongside pictures of the missing women. Staring at the dark eyes, he imagined a pale, quiet kind of madness in them. Turning on his heel he paced to and fro beside the desk. It was too simple, he thought, the way everything had fallen into place and they were able to pick him out of a ferry queue.


    Nils Hammer appeared in the doorway. ‘They’ve got him.’


    Wisting nodded in the direction of the police radio on the desk, as if to tell him they had already learned of the arrest.


    ‘He was alone,’ Hammer explained as he entered the room. ‘They’ve brought him in so we can question him as quickly as possible.’


    ‘Good.’


    ‘I found this,’ Hammer continued, placing a photograph printout on the desk.


    Wisting stooped over it. A grey-haired man with a slightly crooked nose and deep-set eyes.


    ‘Who’s that?’ Leif Malm asked.


    ‘This is Frank Iversen’s passport photograph.’


    The man in the photograph bore no resemblance to the wanted serial killer.
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    Wisting stood in front of the TV screen to watch the video footage from the interview room. Nils Hammer sat in the chair opposite Frank Iversen. No one any longer believed him to be Robert Godwin, and it was only a question of minutes before his fingerprints confirmed that. From a purely practical point of view, they had fabricated a charge of falsifying documents and use of false identity papers. The grounds were flimsy, but it meant they could hold him and conduct an interview.


    Hammer went through the formalities and Iverson freely explained how he had been born in Norway in 1949, grown up in Stavern but moved to Langesund when his father was appointed master of the ship pilots’ guild in the neighbouring district. Both his parents died young. He had studied as a marine biologist, and during a research project in Denmark had met a woman who attracted him there. The relationship did not last, but by then he had a job at Aqua Consulting and decided to stay.


    ‘What’s this actually all about?’ he asked.


    Hammer produced a photograph of Bob Crabb and pushed it across to the man on the other side of the table. ‘It concerns this man,’ he said.


    ‘The American?’ Frank Iversen asked, picking up the photograph.


    ‘Do you know him?’


    ‘I don’t know him, but he visited me last summer.’


    Wisting took a step closer to the TV screen, watching Hammer straighten in his chair.


    ‘Did he visit you?’ Hammer asked. ‘At your house in Denmark?’


    ‘Yes, it was actually quite peculiar. Has he done something wrong?’


    ‘What did he want?’


    ‘He wanted to talk about the old days in Stavern.’


    ‘Why was that?’


    ‘He was searching for an old friend he had lost contact with. I answered as best I could, but don’t remember much about my childhood years.’


    ‘Was there anything or anyone he was particularly interested in?’


    ‘He was very interested in Ole Linge.’


    ‘Who’s Ole Linge?’


    ‘Someone I knew when I lived in Stavern. He asked probing questions, and I answered as best I could.’


    Wisting left the room and walked rapidly back to his own office for the relationship chart. Then he returned and opened the door to the interview room.


    The men sitting at the table turned towards him.


    ‘Ole Linge,’ Wisting said. ‘Was he known as German Ole?’


    Frank Iversen looked across at Hammer in confusion. Nils Hammer nodded, inviting him to answer.


    ‘It was said that his father was German,’ Frank Iversen explained. ‘He was a few years older than us, born right after the war.’


    Line had used that nickname on her chart. Wisting looked again at the man in the interview seat. ‘What do you know about him?’


    ‘Nothing, really. I tried to explain that to the American as well. He wanted to know about his family and that sort of thing, but there was only Ole and his mother.’


    Wisting nodded in thanks and left the interview room. In the video room, Torunn Borg was already working at the computer.


    ‘Ole Linge,’ she said, reading from the screen. ‘Born 1946. His mother died in 1972, and he has no other family registered. Last employment was in 1984. Now on a disability pension. Lives at Brunlanesveien 550.’


    ‘That’s just a couple of kilometres from Halle farm,’ Espen Mortensen said. ‘Could he have dumped the bodies in his own backyard?’


    ‘Why hasn’t he appeared on any of the lists?’ Leif Malm asked.


    ‘Too old,’ Torunn Borg explained. ‘He’s four years older than Robert Godwin, and we worked on parameters of plus or minus three years.’


    The communications adviser entered the room. ‘Press conference in fifteen minutes,’ he reminded.


    Wisting ignored him. ‘Do we have a photo?’ he asked.


    Torunn Borg returned to the computer screen. A couple of keystrokes later Ole Linge’s passport photograph filled the screen.


    ‘That’s him!’ Donald Baker whispered. ‘We’ve found him.’


    The narrow face shone from the computer screen, its dark eyes hidden behind thick glasses. It was him. Wisting felt perspiration break out on his entire body. His mouth became dry as dust, and a nerve vibrated in his face.
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    For the third time the Emergency Squad drove out of the police garage but, on this occasion, Wisting sat in the passenger seat.


    Tactically, their subject was in a challenging position, under a rocky ridge with open terrain to the front, and would probably see them approach. In a planned action, the crew would normally inch towards the rear of the building under cover of vegetation, but the officer in charge decided instead to launch a sudden attack. They would drive to the house at top speed, storm out and enter the building. Simultaneously, the police helicopter would shine its searchlight on the house from above, watching for any attempt to flee from the back.


    ‘Suspect uses a grey Mercedes E220, 1993 model, with registration number AX81212,’ was relayed over the police radio while they drove.


    Leaning forward, the officer in charge picked up the microphone. ‘Received,’ he said. ‘Arrival in approximately one minute. Initiating immediate action.’


    The driver dropped his speed and, swinging off the main highway, advanced along a bumpy side road. Wisting held tightly to the handle above the door. Lights were showing in the house but no one appeared at the wide panorama windows to take a closer look. They could see no car parked in the yard, and there was no garage on the property, only an open carport where outdoor furniture was stored for the winter.


    They stopped a few metres from the entrance, the side door slid open, and the armed officers piled out in a carefully practised manoeuvre. Two of them carried a crowbar, while a third wielded a sledgehammer. The crowbar was inserted between door and frame and splinters flew as it broke open.


    They entered the house in a snaking line, commands shouted and answered. Wisting knew that the leading officers would break to right and left as they encountered doors and rooms, while those bringing up the rear would continue into the house. Through the windows he could see sweeping flashlights and the narrow beams from red dot machine gun sights. The police helicopter hovered overhead, shedding its powerful floodlight in expansive circles.


    ‘All clear,’ was the report. The house was empty.


    Two other cars drove up. Nils Hammer emerged from one in company with the Swedish detective, while Leif Malm and the two FBI agents stepped out of the other. ‘We’ll have teledata on him in less than ten minutes,’ Malm said.


    Wisting entered the house, keen to discover how the serial killer lived. The smell of paint hit him as he entered a basement room. Apart from this renovation, little had changed since the house was built. It was furnished with moulded plastic chairs and rosewood veneer furniture, everything durable and easily cleaned, and a yellowish-brown colour scheme repeated on wallpaper and rugs.


    The Emergency Squad crew conducted a thorough search, looking underneath beds, rummaging through cupboards and storerooms while Wisting stood in the centre of the living room to survey the scene: furniture along the walls made the room seem more spacious, and a shelf unit was crammed with books. A book collection expresses the owner’s personality. Titles and authors speak of character and individuality.


    This collection had a preponderance of American writers: Ernest Hemingway, F. Scott Fitzgerald, Sinclair Lewis, Eugene O’Neill and William Faulkner. Some books were present in more than one edition, both English and Norwegian. Apart from these books, he noted a total absence of personal touches. No ornaments or pictures.


    His mobile phone rang: Torunn Borg. ‘I’ve spoken again to Odd Werner Ellefsen,’ she said. ‘It turns out that Bob Crabb visited him in the summer as well. Wanting to talk about Ole Linge.’


    Wisting nodded. Bob Crabb’s behaviour had been that of an investigator, interviewing people and gathering evidence, such as the flyer from the MS Elida with Robert Godwin’s fingerprints, photographing and documenting. Probably he had been on the brink of contacting the authorities when Godwin realised what was happening.


    Leif Malm shouted to him from further inside the house. Wisting ended his conversation with Torunn Borg to find Malm in a room equipped as an office, its shelves stacked with books, ring binders and boxes of periodicals. On the desk sat a laptop computer, and beside it a camera with a powerful lens. Malm held a blue passport in his hands. United States of America. He raised it to Wisting’s eye level: Bob Crabb. These were the American university professor’s passport and missing belongings.


    ‘Godwin must have felt extremely safe here,’ Malm said, ‘leaving all this in plain sight. Or perhaps he thought he could somehow make use of it in some way.’


    Wisting lifted the camera and located the on-button, but nothing happened. It must have run out of battery power.


    Replacing it, he contemplated how the man who had once lived here, the original Ole Linge, had probably lain at the bottom of a well with two eels for company for the past twenty years. Since then, Robert Godwin had lived in his stead, until Bob Crabb arrived. Crabb had talked to the same people as Line when she was familiarising herself with Viggo Hansen. In Bob Crabb’s case, that had cost him his life.


    His train of thought was broken by Leif Malm’s mobile phone. Malm answered in monosyllables before disconnecting. ‘Ole Linge’s phone is somewhere in Sweden. The police there are collaborating with the Telia phone company to locate it.’


    ‘Sweden? What’s he doing there?’


    ‘He may have gone on the run. If so, he’ll probably try to travel farther, over the Øresund Bridge to Denmark or on one of the Baltic ferries.’


    Ingemar Bergquist bounded upstairs two at a time, with Nils Hammer following.


    ‘He’s in Sweden,’ Malm told them.


    ‘I know,’ the Swedish investigator replied. ‘We’ve run his name through our records, and it appears the real Ole Linge owned a smallholding in Tanum district. He inherited it from his father in 1982.’


    ‘His father was German,’ Wisting said. ‘At least he was rumoured to be.’


    ‘According to our records, his father’s name was Olle Fredriksson and he came from a small place called Vremmen.’


    ‘Whereabouts in Sweden is that?’


    ‘In Western Götaland.’


    Wisting conjured up a mental map of that part of Sweden, remembering how the E6 motorway stretched from the border to Gothenburg. He glanced through the panorama window to the helicopter still hovering above.


    ‘Can you get that to land?’ he asked.
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    Line fell asleep wrapped in several layers of canvas sacks. Having at last stopped shivering, her eyes had slid shut. When she opened them again, the room was dark except for the moonlight shining through the narrow window high on the wall.


    She kept still and considered her position. Wet and cold, she had no idea of her whereabouts other than that it was a desolate spot. Somewhere ‘out there’ was the man who had killed Viggo Hansen. Though she had no idea why, she knew that was how all this must hang together. Neither did she understand what she had done, or what questions she had asked, that had brought her to this.


    A noise had roused her from sleep. She heard it again: a car driving past, followed immediately by another vehicle.


    She threw the sacks aside and rushed to the door, struggling at first to push it open. When that proved useless, she pulled it towards her, again failing. Wrenching the handle up and down she applied her shoulder, still without success. Taking a couple of steps back, she twice launched herself at the door. It rattled on its hinges but did not yield.


    He must have found her, she realised. Her footprints would not have been difficult to follow. He must have found her while she slept and barricaded the door from the outside. The narrow window was high on the wall, but if she succeed in climbing up she could squeeze her way through.


    She clambered onto the workbench, crouching down under the ceiling to peer outside, and froze when she saw Ole Linge shovelling snow only a few metres from the barn wall, his powerful flashlight illuminating the scene as he cleared an area about two metres square. After clearing a few more patches he straightened and drove the shovel into a snowdrift. Lifting the flashlight, he trained the beam down at a trapdoor. Fiddling with a metal hasp he lifted the cover from the farm’s old well.
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    The helicopter crew consisted of a pilot and a systems operator. Wisting and Nils Hammer squeezed behind them with Ingemar Bergquist. Wisting would have preferred Leif Malm to have come but, as the helicopter had only three passenger seats and their intention was to traverse Swedish territory, he chose Bergquist.


    Flying across the outer part of the Oslo fjord, they reached Sweden south of Strömstad and followed the coast southwards, looking down on the lights of densely populated areas before the helicopter abruptly changed course. The flight took less than thirty minutes. Robert Godwin would have taken at least three and a half hours by car.


    ‘Down there,’ the pilot said, his words strangely distant through the headphones although he sat directly in front of them.


    They circled and hovered above the red painted buildings of the smallholding Ole Linge had inherited from his father. Beside the road, several Swedish police vehicles were parked, and a number of police officers were tramping through the snow. A few peered up at the helicopter.


    Changing channel on the radio, the systems operator called the forces on the ground and a number of brief messages were relayed back and forth without Wisting understanding much of what was said. ‘They’ve been in,’ the pilot told him. ‘It’s empty.’


    Keeping the engine steady he directed the helicopter floodlight onto the road and an unmarked car parked at the verge beside the driveway. Turning in a semi-circle they dropped enough to identify it as an ancient Mercedes, stuck in a snowdrift.


    ‘That’s his car,’ Wisting said.


    The pilot switched on the heat-seeking camera and the policemen were transformed into red blazing figures on-screen. As they turned in widening circles the camera under the fuselage swept across the terrain in pursuit of temperature differences, but all that was visible on-screen remained in shades of grey.


    ‘We have less than forty minutes flight time left,’ the pilot said. ‘We’ll soon have to head back to Rygge airport for refuelling. Do you want me to land here and drop you off, or are you returning with me?’


    Wisting stared out into the darkness, at the grey silhouettes of endless forests blanketed in snow: ‘Go down,’ he said.

  


  
    84


    The man in the yard pointed his flashlight into the well, staring into it for a long time before switching off, turning on his heel and approaching the barn entrance. Line’s panic rose inside, but she needed to keep a clear head. If she could not think, every chance of escape would be lost.


    Fumbling along the edge of the window she used her fingers to search for the hasps, but realised that this window had no hasps or hinges: it could not be opened. She supported herself with one hand on the ceiling as she searched among the tools on the shelves for something to smash the pane of glass with until, suddenly, she noticed that the ceiling panels above her head were loose. She pushed at one, lifting it without difficulty, and shoved it aside. Cold air blasted her face.


    With wall shelves serving as ladder rungs, she clambered to the dark opening in the ceiling, kicking aside objects that dropped noisily to the floor. At the same time she searched for something to defend herself with: an iron bar, knife, or chain. On the top shelf she found an axe and a box of matches. Ignoring the axe, she grabbed the matchbox and hauled herself up the last stretch. Behind her, she heard the barn door banging shut, but also another, fainter sound she could neither locate nor identify.


    On her knees, she pushed the ceiling panel back into place, struggling to make out her surroundings in the darkness. She was almost at the mid-point of the barn, with the large room she had left directly below. The barn door was ajar, admitting moonlight from outside, and drifts of snow had been blown inside by the wind. Only a few metres away, Ole Linge was removing the barricade from the interior door, pushing the wooden chest along the floor, his flashlight beam sweeping to and fro, but then he stopped in mid-movement. The cone of light froze and was directed at the ceiling as he strained to listen.


    The distant sound she had heard earlier increased in volume and became the pulsing sound of helicopter rotor blades.


    She retreated farther inside the barn to the hay loft. Just below the roof, several peepholes lined the wall. Balancing on a beam, Line reached the nearest, which was just wide enough to squeeze through, thrust her head out and looked down. It was almost three metres to the ground, but the deep snow would cushion her fall.


    She looked behind and heard the room door open as the sweeping beam of light vanished, feeling that she had blundered by not bringing the axe. If a crooked ceiling panel gave her away, letting him realise how she had escaped, then she could have slugged him as he poked his head through. Too late for regret, but she already had a plan. Putting one leg through the peephole she took out the box of matches, opened it, removed a match and drew it along the rough sandpaper. Though it sparked slightly, it did not catch. She tried again, but the sulphur only smouldered.


    The matches were old, and not until the fourth attempt did she strike a flame. Using her hand as a shield, she held the match in front of her until it was going well, and lobbed it at the hay. Nothing happened. It must have gone out.


    Her plan had been to attract attention by setting the barn alight. In the meantime all she could do was hide in the forest. The helicopter in the vicinity might be sheer chance, but might also mean they were searching for her.


    A fifth match also would not light, and then a powerful ray pierced the darkness. Ole Linge had discovered the only possible way out of the room. The light struck her face, blinding her as she fought panic. A pulse beat behind her eyes. She fumbled for another match, but it broke when she tried to strike it. Ole Linge was about to haul himself up through the opening in the ceiling. There were only two or three matches left. She struck one and this time it lit immediately and burned with a clear flame.


    She tossed it with care, aiming for the closest pile of hay. A second or two elapsed before the flames caught hold and the dry grass began to crackle. The fire spread rapidly, and smoke spiralled from the barn roof.


    Line hauled her other leg through the peephole, lowering herself until she was hanging by her fingertips. She let go.
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    There was enough time for a final flight over the terrain. The pilot pointed the helicopter’s nose in an easterly direction, its searchlight following the road that advanced into the forest. Treetops swayed beneath them, releasing a shower of snow from their branches. Two red flecks appeared on the infra-red camera screen and remained totally still until both suddenly bounced out of sight. ‘Elk,’ the systems operator explained.


    Wisting watched them disappear from the screen before his attention returned to the road. After a few hundred metres, a cluster of buildings came into view on the left. A barn, a farmhouse and associated outbuildings. On the screen, heat loss from the windows and doors appeared as yellow squares with green edges.


    A figure emerged onto the steps, with another person in the doorway behind. Wisting peered down at a man with his hand to his forehead to shield himself from the strong light, a woman in a skirt at his back. A dog dashed between them to stand in the farmyard, barking.


    The pilot banked the helicopter, turned and flew back. Sweeping past the red cottage where the Swedish police officers were still working, they increased their altitude to cross power lines at a safe height.


    ‘One o’clock,’ said the systems operator on the intercom, pointing simultaneously. Between the trees up ahead they could see an orange glimmer.


    The pilot pushed the control stick forward, dipping the helicopter’s nose, and gave it full throttle.


    A barn was on fire, with flames leaping from just below the roof, black smoke belching.


    The systems operator called the ground crew, giving specific directions, and the pilot directed his searchlight onto the area at the front of the burning building. Tracks in the snow led to the barn door.


    ‘Down!’ Wisting commanded, loosening his safety harness. ‘Take us down!’


    The helicopter ascended, turned round and flew to a straight length of road where the pilot switched on his landing lights and dropped to fifty feet. Spruce trees loomed above them on either side as the rotor blades whirled up snow. They landed with a bump and the doors were pulled aside. Wisting leapt out into the snowstorm, stooping under the rotor blades as he raced towards the blazing barn.
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    A sharp pain shot from her foot up through her left leg as she hit the ground. She must have landed on a stone lying under the snow. Stretched on her back she floundered with her leg dragging behind, listening to the fire take hold as it spread rapidly on the other side of the barn wall.


    As she approached the fringe of the forest, she stood and tried to hobble between the trees, but the snow was too deep and she stumbled and fell. Hauling herself up again she toiled on, though painful shudders coursed through her whenever she put weight on the injured foot.


    Supporting herself on the first tree trunk, she turned and looked back to see flames licking round the peepholes high on the barn wall, and him approaching, wading through the snow with flashlight in hand, the cone of light picking out her footprints. Behind him, flames were eating through the barn roof.


    Fear sharpened her senses and she heard the helicopter rotors as it again approached. The fire would attract the pilot’s attention. Only one question: would it be in time? The man was heading directly towards her. Their eyes met. Despite being over sixty years of age, his bulk and strength were nevertheless superior to hers.


    She retreated into the deep snow, falling on her back, but managed to right herself again. Terror overwhelmed her. She held out one hand and begged incoherently, ‘No! Don’t!’


    He struck a blow with the flashlight to the side of her head, stunning her and forcing her to her knees. She tasted blood in her mouth as she struggled to her feet, but he was quickly behind her, pressing hard around her neck with one hand and holding her kicking legs in check with the other.


    Line used her arms to fight him off, grabbed his foot and yanked it hard. He lost his balance and fell, and she aimed a kick at his groin but was hampered by her sore foot. He caught hold of one of her wrists and grabbed her hair with the other, dragging her behind him. The pain at her hair roots was excruciating, and she struggled to scramble after him. From the corner of her eye she saw flames advance along the barn walls and creep under the roof.


    He hauled her towards the well opening. Realising his intention, she twisted and turned and tufts of hair were pulled from her scalp. The heat from the fire was intense. Near the edge of the well she hurled her body forward and sank her teeth into his hand, forcing him to let go, and tried to take hold of the spade he had dug into the snowdrift.


    Ole Linge launched himself at her and they rolled on the ground. When she dug her fingers into his face, pressing her thumb into his eyeball, Ole Linge screamed and pulled himself free. As he stood up, he kicked her on the jaw, grabbed her by the feet and pulled her towards the well opening.
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    Wisting sprinted along the snow-covered road, his pulse racing until he was on the verge of passing out. He slipped and tumbled headlong on the snow before hauling himself up and continuing.


    At an old milk depot hut he saw footsteps leading from the road into the forest. Among the trees the fire had grown fiercer. Flames broke through the barn roof and a plume of grey smoke billowed towards him.


    Five metres from the barn he stopped and raised his hand to shield his eyes. The fire burned most voraciously at the other end of the building, where the roof had already started to sag, and twisting, curling tongues of flame were consuming the entire structure.


    He looked over his shoulder before stepping forward and pulling the barn door open. Smoke belched out and brought tears to his eyes. He shouted, but received no answer other than the crackling of the inferno. Using his arm to cover his nose and mouth, he dived inside.
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    Line made a last strenuous effort to find a handhold, clutching at the powdery snow, digging down in the hope of locating something. She struggled and twisted, and managed to take hold of the open trapdoor. As Ole Linge kicked at her to make her release her grip, splinters pierced her fingers. She was on the point of letting go when something inside the barn exploded and the entire wall blew out. Chunks of burning timber flew in all directions. Sparks showered against the sky above a sea of blue and orange flames.


    Line watched as what was left of the roof was destroyed. The internal framework resembled a black, fragile skeleton. One of the dividing beams between the roof ridge and the wall slowly gave way, subsiding into the burning room and disappearing. A series of smaller explosions followed, and yet another beam loosened its grip on the wall, swayed and plunged into the flames. The roof structure collapsed, and a shudder passed through the back wall before it fractured and fell into the demolished building.


    Only when she saw blue flashing lights on the road and silhouettes of running figures did she turn to discover that Ole Linge was gone. Struggling into a kneeling position, she crawled to the edge of the well and peered down. Flames from the barn cast flickering lights down into it, but the bottom was too deep and dark to make anything out.
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    The heat was too ferocious. Wisting struggled out of the barn and skirted the building to find Line on the ground just as the explosion ripped through the yard. She was lying prone with Robert Godwin straddling her, but the pressure wave from the detonation lifted him into the air and flung him sprawling onto the ground. He disappeared in a hail-storm of burning wood splinters.


    Hit by the same blast, Wisting, struck between the shoulder blades by something heavy and hard, staggered and fell, but managed to scramble to his feet. Behind him the internal barn walls collapsed.


    He rushed forward to Line, put his arms around her and, with flames mirrored in her moist, red-ringed eyes, held her tightly until she carefully extricated herself from his embrace. Blood dripped from a cut above her eye. ‘He fell,’ she said. ‘He slipped into the well.’


    The Swedish police arrived at full pelt, armed with guns and flashlights. Wisting directed them to the well and assisted Line to the edge. A rancid stench rose from the depths as three torches trained their powerful white lights on the bottom. The well was dry, and Robert Godwin lay six or seven metres below on bundles wrapped in grey canvas. One leg projected at an unnatural angle from his knee, but he had survived the fall. Grimacing with pain, he pushed against the well wall to put his head back and peer up. The dark lustre in his eyes had been extinguished.
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    Not until she was lying in hospital in Gothenburg could Line fully assemble the story, as her father slept in a chair at her bedside.


    The extra bulletins on the TV above her bed had continued all night, repeating the press conference in Norway with representatives from the Swedish and American police forces present. Sixty-one-year-old Robert Godwin from Minnesota was charged with twenty-three homicides in the USA, ten in Norway and five in Sweden.


    The picture transferred to the forest outside Hamburgsund and footage of firemen coiling their hoses. A reporter explained that several bodies had been removed from the property behind. Subsequently, a taciturn police officer took questions, confirming that the case involved a joint action in which Norwegian police had participated, leading to the arrest of the wanted American.


    Her father moved in his sleep in the chair. She changed the channel to watch CNN and Sky News. In both instances, the sensational arrest in Sweden was the main news item. The American channel showed archive photographs from when Godwin had been nicknamed the ‘Interstate Strangler’.


    On the Swedish channel, a burly criminologist and author was interviewed by a reporter who wanted to know how Robert Godwin had managed to avoid police attention for so many years. The expert pushed his glasses over his forehead onto his thick grey hair before embarking on a lengthy response. He reckoned there were probably as many as fifty thousand people living illegally in Sweden. The authorities had no clear picture of who they were. The only thing known for certain was that they financed their existence and residence through criminal activities.


    Line switched off the television. At present she was not part of the news story, but that would come later. She pulled aside the quilt and, studying her ankle encased in plaster, reached for a pencil and the bundle of writing paper that one of the nurses had acquired for her.


    Twenty years ago, Viggo Hansen had been regarded as crazy and was admitted to hospital when he thought one of his few friends was no longer the person he purported to be. Now he had become part of an international news story, though that did not change the principal fact. His life had been spent in loneliness.


    We will never really know how he lived, she wrote, nor will we ever know how he actually died. We only know that he was alone. Alone in every respect.
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    Line’s article about Viggo Hansen was published the day after Boxing Day.


    Wisting slept late before getting up to go to the local shop, where he bought a couple of freshly baked rolls and returned home with the newspaper. Line had gone back to Oslo and the house was empty.


    He switched on the radio, relishing the company of a morning discussion programme as he made himself a cup of coffee. He cut the rolls open, spread jam on two halves and herring on a third. Breaking the last half into pieces, he opened the kitchen window and put them on the bird tray outside.


    Robert Godwin was still all over the front pages. VG’s journalists had travelled to the USA to interview the families of several of the American victims, who thanked the Norwegian and Swedish police for finally catching the murderer. Now they could move on with their lives.


    Godwin had been released from hospital and placed in the secure unit at Tidaholm Prison. According to the newspapers, he was willing to give a statement to Swedish police, but demanded guarantees that he would not be handed over to the US authorities. Many questions had not been answered, and Wisting anticipated they never would. That was how it always was. In every investigation, a number of elements sank to unfathomable depths.


    Two red-breasted birds with blue-black hoods and grey body feathers appeared outside the window, as they had every day throughout the Christmas period, helping themselves to crumbs from the tray.


    He read Line’s article twice. The frame was still the story of a lonely man, but it had gained another dimension and another context. She drew a portrait of a man no one would miss, but who had occupied his place here on earth. Afterwards Wisting crossed to the window to stare at the empty house further down the street. It had started snowing again, as forecast. Large feathery flakes swirled through the air, obscuring his view, until at last a grey wall divided him from the world.


    Returning to the kitchen, he rinsed his plate and placed it upside down to drain, before carrying the newspaper to the living room. As he located the TV listings on the back pages, he picked up the remote control and chose a film about a boy alone at home when burglars tried to break into the house.


    He leaned back in his chair and it took only ten minutes for him to fall asleep. Outside, fierce gusts of wind whipped snow along the street, obliterating all traces.
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