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Introduction


George Manus


Rat Catcher was the name given to the Norwegian resistance fighters who carried out the dirtiest jobs during the second world war. They exterminated or, liquidated, informers, torturers and other Norwegians who worked for the Germans.


The post-war period of war history is fascinating yet has been mostly concealed. In this short novel written in 1948 by my stepfather Max Manus, a well-known resistance fighter, it tells a story of the Rat Catchers. At the centre is Max’s alter ego Freddy and a group of veterans. They try to find love and their place in society but drown out the bad memories from the days of war in different ways.


We actually know quite a lot about my stepfather Max Manus - as early as 1945 he published Det vil helst gå godt, followed by Det blir alvor in 1946, and in 1995 Mitt liv (My Life) was published. In addition, the book Tikken, which is about my mother, was published in 2009.


Max’s war books were a success. He himself claimed that only the Bible sold more in the post-war years!


People were keen to know what kind of life the boys really lived during the war. In 2008 the film Max Manus became a blockbuster and the most watched movie in Norway. It was directed by Joachim and Espen Sandberg (Pirates of Caribbean, Maleficent: Mistress of Evil, Kon-Tiki, Bandidas).


It shows authentically, as my mother confirmed, what the atmosphere was like during the war, and what role Max had played.


The story told in The Rat Catcher (Rottejegeren in Norwegian) is from the years immediately after the war, and we assume that Max wrote it in 1948. After all he felt he had proven to himself and the world that he could write.


His joint company Clausen & Manus did not demand too much from him so in 1953 he started his own company, Max Manus Kontormaskiner (supplier of office machines).


The Rat Catcher was written on a travel typewriter. Every millimetre of the A4 sheet was utilised, with compact text, without line breaks, and with infinitely long sentences and commas in the strangest of places. The language was a mixture of Danish and Norwegian with spelling mistakes all over, however, what Max lacked in correct Norwegian, he made up for in his story telling.


The family has no idea why the script was never published. Nor why mother, who was Max’s secretary, did not rewrite the manuscript. We all knew that the script existed, and that it was kept in a yellow folder in the bottom drawer of the rose-painted cupboard, at our home on Landøya in Asker, outside Oslo.


My mother gave me the manuscript of The Rat Catcher as a gift. It was not the original, but a copy. The original, my brother says, was bound by him at Blinderen University in 1976, at the same time as his main thesis, and was given to Max as a gift for his sixtieth birthday. To this day no one knows where the bound script is.


In the spring of 2020 I was 81 and had in previous years spent a lot of time with my own writings. In other words I already had some insight into what it means to publish one’s own books. With new enthusiasm, action was taken by my sister Mette to explore the possibilities of publishing it.


The book could certainly, in the hands of qualified people, become the basis for further elaboration of the theme and thereby perhaps historically become more interesting, but together with the publisher Kagge Forlag the decision was taken to print it just as Max wrote it, with only some small judicious edits which I am responsible for.


After it became a best-seller in Norway in 2021, I took it upon myself to translate it into English, being very careful not to alter the original novel. It has then been proof read by my friend and native Englishman Spencer Smith (Yin Yang Studios).


To me The Rat Catcher is a wonderful insight into human reactions and feelings of people in what was a unique time of liberation after the second world war. For further insight and a taste of more writings from my step father I include at the end of the book two excerpts from his book Underwater Saboteur.


There is speculation surrounding whether Max at some point, was himself an active Rat Catcher. The family refrain from taking a fixed opinion on this, but we all remember that mother, when asked directly, distanced herself from him being a Rat Catcher.


George Manus


Autumn 2023
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Max with his portable typewriter on which he wrote The Rat Catcher in 1948













CHAPTER 1


The rain splashes down, and the same strange old feeling explodes in his chest. The memories come and go as he trudges along the streets in the dark autumn night. In a particularly dark place in the street, he stops for a moment, and as he pretends to pull his raincoat tighter around his neck, he takes a good look around.


Not spotting any people, he slips his hand under his armpit. He moves the gun from his armpit into his coat pocket. It’s nice to feel the wonderful sense of security that the touch of a gun always gave him. His cigarette has gone out a long time ago, he puts the rain soaked stub in his mouth, however reluctantly he wants to - he has to spit out the remains.


He dreams more and more back to the time when it was serious. The time when he had a task, and life really seemed to have meaning. How far it was - and yet so damned close. Tonight he feels more intensely than ever how lonely he is, and how foolish his whole life seems to him. This life which for five long years he has fought so hard to preserve.


His innate sense of humour is slowly starting to help him get back on track. Although it’s a chore, he stops and unbuttons his coat so he can reach into his trouser pocket for his cigarettes and matches. With his cigarette lit again, he felt significantly better and saw the situation a little brighter.


Freddy, he says to himself, you are a fool. Come down to earth. You have never had as good a time in your life as you have now.


He then tries to hum a little to himself and involuntarily begins to go to a beat, then the hum takes the form of a march. The lyrics are English and it seems that the melody fits particularly well tonight.


‘She’ll be coming round the mountain when she comes’.


Gods know how many times he marched to it in Scotland during the war. And now the memories come back. It’s no use trying to forget. Will he ever forget? Will anybody in this strange little country of ours forget?


Sometimes he has the feeling that people would only look back - and not forward. How ridiculous all these fools are who will tell all men to their uttermost in life and death, how heroic they had behaved in such and such a situation. It is almost as if their life depended on telling their story in such careful detail.


He has to smile when he thinks about his routine way of treating such heroes. Always the same interested expression and always the same remarks:


‘Yes, I know you wouldn’t have stood a chance if the Germans had found out.’


After all, it is the same boring insignificant stories about the man who had an underground resistance newspaper in his office or at home, and state police and Germans who for one reason or another had come near the place where the illegal newspaper was located.


Perhaps the person telling the story had worked for the Germans? And that this, with his efforts with the underground newspaper at the time when the Germans were actually not that far away - perhaps it had become his lifeline purely morally towards himself? It was perhaps supposed to cover his German work, which at the time he did not think or feel was so wrong, but which, after the war ended, he had perhaps begun to speculate a little about? There could be all kinds of motives.


Freddy never bothers to think about why he should be stuffed with these stories in life and death. But it is now always the same. Immediately a man realises that he is Freddy, and had been involved in sabotage, and that he must therefore have belonged to the sabotage company, then there is no way around it. He must - whether he wants to or not - listen to all the heroic stories. But there are also quite moving stories he gets to hear every now and then. About everyday life’s real little heroes from those five long years.


Sometimes he can’t stand the word resistance being mentioned. Still, he is like everyone else. Day after day, week after week, for over three long years, not a day had passed without him having spoken about the underground to someone. It was like a curse that followed him 24 hours a day, when he laid awake and in dreams when he slept. It toils and toils, steadily and surely on his nervous system. Every now and then he panics and then he waits for the bang, hoping only that they will miss or that the shot will not cripple him. It also happens that at times, when he sees life very bleakly, he actually waits for that liberating bullet to come.


But despite his melancholy and sometimes black outlook on life, he has an intense desire to live. Thank God this panic is becoming less and less frequent as time goes on. Sometimes he even goes to work without his gun on him. But he always puts his hand in his pocket when he enters the main entrance, or when he goes back through the gate.


He thinks of the old envy of the common man in the street. The envy which he suffered so greatly during the five years when he was constantly in fear of the day his luck would run out and was always prepared to die through the most sadistic torments that a human brain could devise.


And he does not forget the idiotic self-pity that he always suffered from, which at special moments can still bring tears to his eyes today. Or how he can also now stand and cry inside himself when he stands on a street corner waiting for something. Then it is just like he was waiting for the name that he had been ordered to delete from the list of informers, which had been sent from London.


Had the Nazis guessed what was stirring in him at such moments? Had they known how he had then envied the little clerk who might pass him in the street, half-starved, in only the most necessary rags, when, due to the lack of food and the unwillingness not to profit from the misfortune of his fellow man, he had to sell everything of value to buy food?


First various objects in the home, then clothes. He was not well, the little common man in the street.


After all, he didn’t risk having to do such work.


It was now also hell that he was going to become a specialist, what they in London called a Rat Catcher. To this day, so many years later, he still has to struggle with this cursed Rat Catching. Drunk or sober. Night or day. The memories never leave him. Once, when he was slightly drunk, his self-pity and inebriation brought him to tears and he told one of the boys that the only moment he had peace from Rat Catching was when he was sleeping with his wife.


For good reasons therefore, the peace he then gets in his soul cannot last more than a few moments compared to the long hours that 24 hours of sleeplessness can bring out of an ordinary day.


In itself, there was never any reason for him to regret the Rat Catching. He had saved the state a lot of trouble. Because when it really mattered, he knew better than anyone what it meant to the Nazis when one of their most aggressive and dangerous men, despite the most incredible precautions, was gunned down, for example in the middle of the center of Oslo, with bodyguards in front and behind.


And there were certain cases which even today - so many years later - fill him with a certain perverse satisfaction. Like the time he emptied the entire magazine from a distance of two meters into the body of an informer who was also a sadistic torturer, and who he knew had been the worst of those who had tortured his younger childhood friend to death - a friend who was actually his only fixed point of contact in this life.


When he was asked if he wanted to take the job as a Rat Catcher his eyes had fallen on the name at the top of the list. He knew that this name covered the terrible beast in human form, which had cost the lives of so many Norwegian patriots. This name was probably the reason why he had taken on the job as a Rat Catcher.


This name would be removed from the list. It was thus his first so-called victim.


He thinks back to that morning when he stood in the hallway of the house on the west side, together with one of the boys, he can again sense the strange smell that was in the hallway.


His mate had said that Freddy had gone wild and used up the whole magazine. Well, they had gotten away, and well, there was some satisfaction in seeing the Nazis’ fury at losing one of their best men.


But no, the Rat Catching itself didn’t really bother him that much. It was all the good Norwegians who had been shot in retaliation that bothered him.


It was these memories that tormented him. He knew that sooner or later this was what would drive him mad.


He had done the most foolish things after liberation that no normal man would do. Things that indicated he had given in to an urge for perverted self-torture.


He had acquired another trauma to add to the many others, which he would never get rid of. He had gone up to Trandum where the German executioner, Oskar Hans, had shown where the bodies (of those whom the Germans had liquidated as revenge for the various victims of the Rat Catchers) were buried. It had been a perverse urge to torment himself when, after the terrible experience, he continued to go to all kinds of funerals where the weeping families paid their last respects to the victims of the Germans’ reprisals.


The gods should know that after one of the Germans’ high commanders had been shot and his entourage taken hostage, he had tried every opportunity to fall in battle.


But he is still alive. Now he has to pull himself together and let bygones be bygones.










CHAPTER 2


It stops raining. He suddenly gets an intense feeling of longing for his comrades from the time of the war. It’s late, but maybe there is still someone over in the Club. It will be a long walk, but maybe he will get a taxi on the way.


Damn! No more cigarettes. Damn!


A car is coming. Freddy goes out into the street and waves and the car stops. It’s a taxi.


Freddy gives the address of the Club to the driver as he turns around smiling and says:


‘Oh! you are one of them? You’re going to the X Club, aren’t you?’


‘Yes’ replies Freddy and asks if the driver possibly has cigarettes. He gets one and the driver begins telling the story about what he, had done during the war.


Freddy leans back in the car’s soft cushions and smokes his cigarette pleasantly. He hears the driver’s voice; it is like a faint murmur.


The driver chats and chats and Freddy grunts once in a while to show his attention.


Suddenly he hears the driver say:


‘I would probably have ended up on Victoria terrace if he had realised that, but the Germans were so stupid.’


Yes, Freddy must agree. They were so stupid.


The taxi stops and Freddy gives a generous tip. The driver says it’s fun to meet such a fellow and then drives off.


Freddy stays outside the Club for a while. It is right next to and overlooks one of the big prisons with iron bar and closed windows. Poor bastards sitting in there. Well, the times when the screams of the torturers echoed through the corridors are over. But that is also the end of the time when ”Ja, vi elsker” (the Norwegian National Anthem) was sung from the cells. The atmosphere is altogether so completely different now.


During the war, a man could endure humiliation, torture and death. He could go to the judgment seat with his forehead raised. He could look his executioners in the eyes, and he could sing: “Fight for everything you hold dear, die if it matters”.


When the liberating shot came, the victim’s last thought would be that there are others who continue, where I leave. We never give up!


The wretches who now take our places, the fellows who are now led to the judgment seat, are of a different cast. They know one thing: after us, no one will come. They are the last. That everything is hopelessly over. No one, when the death sentence is executed, will grit their teeth and say:


We never give up!


No mother would look demonstratively and reproachfully at her son, and demandingly point to the notice in the newspaper and say:


‘Look what those pigs have done.’


We knew that every time one of us gave his life for the cause, hundreds of new ones entered, Freddy thinks.


There was increasingly strong opposition. We fought for what we loved, fought for our country, our people, our existence. But the others, what are they fighting for? They are now fighting for their lives, and when it’s over, it’s over.


The Club front door opens and a man comes out.


‘Gee, is that you Freddy?’


I snapped: ‘sure, I thought it was one of the runaways standing there to catch me.’


Freddy laughs.


‘Yes, you had little chance. I would have shot you down before you had a chance to say cake.’


‘Are you going home?’


‘Yes, I have given it a thought.’


‘Is there anyone in the Club?’ Freddy asks.


‘Yes, Knut and Harald are sitting in there and arguing as usual.’


The fellow, who had been standing in the door, followed Freddy inside. The Clubs premises were previously a small restaurant, and to be honest they were rather dark and sad. But if the premises were nothing special, the names in the guest book were so much more. Generally the Club had grown up under the strangest and most difficult conditions imaginable.


Freddy has to smile to himself when he thinks about the meetings he has attended. No matter what is proposed, there is always someone who objects. And when you do get to talk you are talked over. I guess it cannot be avoided when perhaps a hundred individuals have to make a joint decision.


He hears the voices of Knut and Harald. They are very excited. Knut is the one with the loudest voice so Freddy listens to him to try to understand what they are discussing.


That’s the usual. Harald is hot-tempered and very interested in politics, and Knut loves to wind people up. Being interested in the military, Knut only needs to mention the Minister of Defence, and Harald explodes:


‘I don’t give a damn how he, the Minister of Defence, was during the war. It’s just as well that if he has a job like this, and has been responsible for our entire defence, then it is not possible to only think about yourself and your own career.’


Freddy knows that here is a welcome opportunity to disconnect, and intervenes in the discussion by saying:


‘I have understood it to mean that the Minister of Defence had taken up the position only after hard pressure, and very much against his will?’


Harald almost turns violet and explodes by saying that it is really strange that he is not more receptive to the pressure to make him withdraw from work.


‘That way, our entire defence goes to hell!’


Now Knut gets the chance to say something. He hastens to say:


‘The Minister of Defence is one of Norway’s sharpest legal minds. The Prime Minister himself has said that it was a great asset for Norway to have such a force at the head of the defence. And if it was something that everyone had to know, it was that all the old officers were jealous of the new ones.’


‘They had simply set up the campaign to overthrow the Minister of Defence.’


Harald understands that Knut wants him angry, so he controls himself and answers calmly:


‘Even you, Knut, would not claim that any of the three generals who left in protest against the Minister of Defence could imagine the possibility of participating in a plot?’


Knut realises that the discussion is entering a more serious track and says to Freddy:


‘Now you really have to take cover, Freddy! Those fellows who have escaped are not to be trifled with, and I think they have a bone to pick with you.’


Freddy laughs and throws his coat and hat over a chair. Then he remembers that he had taken the gun out of its holster and put it in his coat pocket. He takes it out of his pocket and slips it into place in his shoulder holster. Neither men makes any comment.


Knut asks if Freddy wants a small drink. ‘Yes please’, says Freddy and then asks what they’re drinking.


‘Aquavit and soda’ answered Harald, still a little sullen.


‘Toast!’ Freddy says, taking a deep gulp. He leans back in his chair, letting the smoke rise as he looks around.


It’s a shame that the venue is so unattractive. Various objects have been hung on the wall. A silk banner from the French resistance movement, souvenirs from the Danish resistance movement as well as greetings from the English, Americans, etc.


But there is also something else hanging there. Something that always makes Knut think, there are photographs hanging row after row. Photographs of handsome young boys. Fair, blue-eyed, dark - without exception with sparkling eyes. All possible types.


But what is common to all those hanging there on the wall is that they had given their lives for Norway’s cause. They had all believed that what they fought for was worth giving their lives for.


Freddy ponders, and suddenly he says out loud:


‘I wonder if the guys’, he nodded his head towards the pictures, ‘would have died the way they did if they had assumed that today we are once again facing a new war.’


He points to one picture of a slim young boy with a KNS (Royal Norwegian sailing-club) hat and a blue sky as a background.


‘I know that it was the belief that something good would come after this war, which enabled him to tie his shirt around his neck and tighten it, until the spark of life was extinguished.’


Neither Knut nor Harald say anything, and the fellow who had met Freddy at the door had left.


Freddy looks at Harald.


Harald is very young, only about 27-28 years old. A medium height, stout, square cut type with light curly hair and clear blue eyes. He had broken his nose once during a parachute jump over Norway. He had crushed it against the edge of the hole in the plane during the jump-out, and for good reasons there was no medical attention for a long time.


But Harald is not particularly worried about his nose.


Knut turns to Freddy:


‘You, Freddy, do you think any of the Nazis ever think about liquidating us?’


Freddy thoughtfully takes a sip from his glass before answering, while he takes a quick glance towards Knut.


Knut is about Freddy’s age, about 35 years old. Fairly thin and pale with little hair, almost black eyes, nervous movements. Always dark bags under the eyes and nicotine-stained fingers. Above average height and very shabby dressed.


Freddy pauses a little more before answering:


‘Now that’s difficult to answer. You know it doesn’t take more than a single slightly confused Nazi soul to take you out. It could be a relative of one of those who was taken by us during the war, who thinks he has something to avenge.


But otherwise I don’t believe it. And it is difficult. It would hit all Nazis in Norway very hard if something like this were to happen. Besides, it goes well with many of them. A whole bunch have been granted amnesty, and there are unlikely to be any more death sentences.’


‘Geez, I’m so glad I didn’t have such crappy work during the war, says Harald.’


Freddy sees that Knut is shaking. Freddy knows that at a very early stage Knut had been involved in a very traumatic event, where they had to liquidate a female informant.










CHAPTER 3


The gang had lured her into a trap by using her own terrible means: namely pretending that they could get her information that could lead to her seeing some Christmas presents at the expense of Norwegian patriots.


Once they had her trapped, they had driven her to a place of cover. There they had made her tell everything she knew. She had been much more dangerous than they had imagined. She did not hold back and explained in full detail the German’s torture techniques. She had told how Norwegian patriots had broken down, and had not hidden the fact that she had taken part in the terrible interrogations which were based on sadistic torture, of both female and male Norwegian patriots.


When they had learned what they wanted, they had told her that she was now to be transported onward. She was brought down to the car and driven out to a deserted place near Oslo.


Here they had parked the car on a side road, and together with her had walked along the road to a bridge. Their plan was to shoot her, tie a huge stone to her corpse, and throw her into the deep river below the bridge.


The boys had been both excited and nervous at the thought of what was about to happen. From the moment they had trapped her, they had dreaded the step they would have to take. It was a terrible feeling to sit and talk to a woman and know that they would soon kill her. They had tried to tell themselves that she was a beast that needed to be exterminated, and were determined to complete the task.


The whole thing nearly went wrong when one of the guys suddenly lost control and hit the informer with his Totenschlæger (German baton). The end piece had fallen off, and he continued to strike and strike with only the spring. The girl screamed out, and Knut, who had been carrying up the heavy stone to attach to her, had to drop it and run to her.


The boy was now completely hysterical, the girl stood there with blood running down her face while trying to control herself and kept repeating:


‘You’ll have to excuse me for screaming, but he’s hitting me.’


Knut ended it by putting a gun with a silencer to her temple and pulling the trigger. The girl had always been certain that she was going to be sent to Sweden, and had not understood that she was going to die until the bullet smashed its way through her brain.


Panic had now taken hold of the three men, they eased the body over the bridge railing into the river. Unfortunately the river was frozen so the body had been left on the ice and would be found as soon as it became daylight.


They also knew that Knut had thrown up afterwards, so it was no wonder that the boy was thin and pale and had blue rings under his eyes.


The worst thing is that to this day Knut seems to be completely out of balance. He is often quarrelsome, ill-tempered and drinks too much, at the same time no one is aware of what he does for a living. Knut is not very popular, but Freddy knows that deep down Knut is a good, wholesome guy when it comes down to it.


But the same thing might happen to himself. It is clear that Knut finds it even more difficult than Freddy to relax.


Freddy suddenly feels a strong warm, almost loving feeling rise up in him for Knut: poor damn thing, he feels like doing something for him.


‘You, Knut, if you get something to drink and some food it will be on me. I have some money today, and you have contacts so you can manage it even if it’s late at night.’


Knut walks over to the phone and a moment later he is talking to someone else.


Freddy takes out a hundred Norwegian Kroner. Knut throws on a raincoat and a shabby hat, and picks up a folder. Freddy gives him the hundred note and Knut disappears.


There is a bad atmosphere in the room. Freddy empties the bottle that is between his own glass and Harald’s.


‘Toast!’ He says.


‘Toast!’ Replies Harald. ‘You Freddy, do you think Knut is out of his mind? Didn’t you have some knowledge of him during the war?’


There we have the old thing again, Freddy thinks. But out loud he says:


‘Knut was fine during the war, and even though there is a bit of trouble with him now, Knut has become completely OK again.’


‘Yes, you know that Knut loves to make me angry - but it is said that he is a communist?’


Freddy smiles a little:


‘If Knut is a communist, then it is probably only to tease others.’


Harald is now very serious. He says:


‘You see, Freddy, it’s not much fun if we can’t trust each other here in the Club. And you know you can’t trust a communist. You can explain how much you want them to be good Norwegians, etc., but the fact is that if the communists themselves do not understand that they are a tool of Moscow, then the rest of us will have to pay for their stupidity. Besides, you probably know that not all communists are stupid. They have their leaders who are obviously in direct Russian service, and those fellows will probably know and exploit the entire communist flock.’


‘I think that you are taking things a bit too hard with regard to the communists’, replies Freddy. ‘We have easily been unfair to them. I mean our own domestic communists. The big guys abroad and the communists in Russia, you can’t count on them. It is clear that they are like the devil on wheels, and that they want to subjugate the whole world is something everyone must understand.


‘However, I believe that our own communists are so insignificant that they only play the role of extras in this big difficult game. It is conceivable that they would like to gain power one day, but I am sure that they will be horrified if the trolls ever spoke, and the Russians really marched into our country. It is easier to shout we demand! in Norwegian than in Russian.


‘Actually, I don’t think I should say that I am almost convinced - that most communists do not seriously dream of becoming traitors. But you are right that by then it is too late to regret. Then you know that we only have one thing to do, and that is to get back underground as quickly as possible.‘
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igjenn sa Barald " Det er snart samme faen hvad som skjer sa Freddy,men jeg er mu glad
over at jeg ikke sitier derinne,sa han og pekte med hodet over mot den dystee konturen
av mellergt.19. " Ja meg skel de gldri f£4 levende innenfor igjemn sa Knub innbitt "
¥en hvilken vei skal Dere, jeg'skal boriover torvgeten, jeg har en jenie jeg kan ligge
hos i nett.De de andre skulle mot vestkanten skiltes de med et koselig kvell,iz¥k
so long. Freddy ville gjerne b1i alene nu s& han sa 2% han skulle en amnen vei emn han
igrunnen skulle,Herald trykket ham veldigh i hinden og takket for at s& hyggeligt hadd:
_ han dkke haid det p& lenge,og nu métie de sees ofters,Freddy var glad da han si Hareld
stime bortover gaten forbi justisbygningen oppover mot vergelandsveien,
Freddy slentret boriover mo¥ Stortorvet,han kjente 2% han ver trett,men alikevell vn»
éer kommet en slik uro i hem. &t han viste at det ville bli vannskeligt & f4 sove.
P4 stortorvet gikk hen imn i'en telefonboks.hen la ti‘ere pd telefonen, summetonen ks
\men s& angret han seg.Han trykket pi kneppen og fikk tisren tilbake,Det ville vare ©
-8 ringe til henne s sent p& kvelden han fikk heller gf hjem $il sin kone.
Han gikk boricver gaten,men sé brisnu'.’l pen og gikk tilbake til telefonboksen,han 1t
_ . tioren igjenn,og ventet pi summetonen,og sé slog han eit nummer pd telefonen,Een kunne
hove telefonen ringte,of bhan lurts 74 hved som mu ville skje.FPluiselig slog en tanke ned
ham,Tenk om hun hadde en mann hos seg.Han ville legge pd Toret igjemn,men s herte han ht
nes stemme pi den andre siden 2v triden,.¥n sevnig men klar stemme som sa Hallo-
Freddy wville si noe men det blev bars ett grotet grynt,han kremtet,og la hetten ved:side:
av telefonen.BEr det deg Cerd,sz han si.Ja svarte stemmen. Det er Freddy, Han herte at de
sovnige forsvant fra stemmen,og den hertes opphisset ut da hun spurgte om der var nos ga.
Nai sa Freddy,men jeg er 1litt uie av like vekt,og har ikke lyst til & g& hjem i natt,kan
du ikke rive i en kopp kaffe pi meg,Stemmen byeyxkedirvrotiz pi den andre siden blev kel
rolig og xmxt behersket, Bare kom med sngang s& skal jeg mete deg 1 porten.det er ikke v
2+b du vekker opp hele huset,Evor er du hemne for resten..Freddy sa at han ver pd Storio
vet men der var ingen &rosjer p2 holdeplasden e hen ville bruke en 15 minutter pd & g2
opp +il der hun bodde 1 Pavkveisn,.0,X. sa stemmen i telefonen;jeg seiisr p& kaffen nu.
Freddy hang orp telsfonen, tok sin hett og gikk ut av boksen.En drozjevil stoppet i gaten
snuddes og kjerte opp pi holdeplassen,Freddy langet ut oppover grensen, Han si pd Kleckke
sin,han ville yers dex presis om 15 minnutter, Tankene begynte & kretss om det som kunne
je.Men s provet han & tvinge tankerns inm i en annen retning,Hen tenkte pé Gerd slil
-om hun var under krigen,og kvad bun hadde betydd for ham i hans arbeide,Han prevet & se
herne for seg som den gode og reelle Xemmerat som hedds delt godt og ondt semmen med gut
,08 1itt efter 1itt gled den erotiske villskapen som ver flammet opp i ham ved tanken
p& at han skulle $il henne o4 denne tid av natien,og ved hennes ord om at hun metie hem
i porten for at ingen skulle bli vekket,velkk,og kammeratekapsfelelssn tok overhind,
En bil gled plutselig lydlest opp ved siden ay Fraddy,os Freddy skvaii voldsomt og hans
hind gikk automatisk inn i armhulen og grep om pistolen,sd si han at det var Politists

nadmil fevosn.Bilen sioppet og de to politibetjentens som satt forsmn ble sittsnds og s3i
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