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«Be yourself, everyone else is already taken.» 


Oscar Wilde











  
  
PROLOGUE




Maybe there was some elderly seagull perched up on the signal mast of the Sailing Club, digesting his luncheon this mild summer morning. Stretching his wings a little, peering down towards the ground, relishing the peace and quiet of Ankerholmen. No frenetic, loud-voiced parents of dinghy sailors in sight, nor well-heeled blazer-clad gentlemen with an ”anchor dram” tucked into their breast pocket, staring out across the archipelago, trying to discern who was in pole position in the day’s regatta. 

The tower the signal mast stood on stuck up from the surrounding land like a lump of brown sugar left on a blue tablecloth in a cafe – just as it had done so long as anyone could remember. I was fairly sure that there was a guitar hanging up in that tower. The fresh breeze was blowing in from Nøtterøy, ramming the guitar forcibly into the lowest crossbar on the mast, where it swayed in time with the gusts of wind. If you went close enough, as somebody would soon do, you could hear a faint, sharp complaint from strings that had survived many misadventures.

Presumably the seagull could also see the man lying on the rocks, surrounded by a lot of shiny brochures printed in bold capital letters and in-your-face colours. A scraggy pony tail in the desperate-musician-with-receding-hairline mode, stuck up at half mast from the back of his head. The man lay on his belly, arms above his head, and the seagull had already flown down to peck at him a bit, hoping to find a titbit. The man’s full-sized shoe soles were wreathed in a profusion of bladderwrack and green seaweed. The same kind of glossy flyers that lay scattered on the ground and up in the tower were floating in the water. The salt water had already robbed some of them of their garish hues. A few hours later, and they would all be leached of colour.

The seagull probably threw up a worm ball. Seagulls often do that. The dead man was not exactly an attractive spectacle, but the breeze caressed him gently, causing some of the flyers to flutter, as though in protest. In life, the man lying on the rock had often been known as one not afraid of protesting.








  
  
CHAPTER 1




I am aware that I can be mischievous. I don’t do it out of malice, but sometimes there’s something about other people that strikes me as so hilarious that my imagination runs riot. I’m ashamed of myself afterwards – after all, I really do like my fellow man. The great majority of them, anyway. 

“You must know what I mean?” Sebastian Moe, company founder, with more good luck than good judgement, stared intently at me from the other side of my desk.

“But of course”, I replied, struggling to keep a straight face.

The first time he’d turned up in my office was two months previously. I recognised him from the piece in the local newspa‐ per, and from the gossip bandied about among the town’s elite citizens, and also its less-than-elite citizens. “The chap who owns all the bars.”

Back in the 80’s, he’d owned one of Oslo’s best known and most notorious places of entertainment, a venue featuring strip‐ pers and live music, more usual then than in our own day, with its house rhythms. A place with walls upholstered in crimson velvet and a till that could be opened directly using a key. After what people claimed was a resounding bankruptcy, he moved to

Tønsberg along with his wife. For her part, she strutted about on 20 centimetres heels, dressed, depending on the season, either in furs or a miniskirt, both featuring exotic animals.

In the course of a few years, Moe had become one of the town’s wealthiest citizens. Reckoned in purely financial terms, that is. Well, that’s how most people measure success. In terms other than the strictly financial, I felt more dubious.

“I can’t accept this kind of thing”, he said, scratching at his hair transplant.

I attempted to pour a little oil on troubled waters. “Maybe have a chat with Turid first – might be a good idea?” I suggested. “It may not be as ... serious as it seems at first sight?”

Especially since his wife, Turid, had been caught in the act with their oldest daughter’s teacher, and it was not the first time the pair had been entwined like bindweed and columbine on a warm summer’s day. I knew this, for I had been tailing the lovers for a whole month before I had to undertake the painful task of ruining Moe’s day.

He’d appeared rather down in the mouth from the moment he entered my office that very morning. Rather like a depressed bulldog. Perhaps he had already anticipated that I was about to deliver bad news.

“I’d never met anyone like her, you see.” For a moment Moe looked just what he was: a betrayed and humiliated cuckold. “We were madly in love. I’ve never known anything like it.” He glanced down at his hands and plucked at something in the palm of his right hand. Possibly not callouses. “I still am. In love with her, that is.”

“I feel your pain. I really do.”

I was taken aback by his honesty. It’s always a shame when two people who’ve planned to spend the rest of their lives together decide to go their separate ways. A shame for one of them, or for the children, or for the father-in-law... a shame for someone, anyway.

“Yeah, yeah... it’s a good job we’ve got a prenup. Even though I’ll have to shell out a substantial wedge, nevertheless.”

“I know a good lawyer if you need one.” “No, no, I’m already all lawyered up.”

Of course. Having a good legal team was a central plank in Moe’s business affairs. He gave me such a “Breaking Bad” feeling.

“Do you want to hear how I first met Turid?” Moe gave a little chuckle, yet I sensed a touch of sadness in his humour. I’m not sure if I was concentrating on his words, so fascinated was I by the heavy gold chain that slapped against his chest when he leaned back in his chair again.

“Yes, indeed”, I replied, resting my arms on the desk and leaning forward. Sebastian Moe paid well, after all.

“She worked for me. When I had the businesses in Oslo. She was something special, because she was Norwegian. Usually, the girls who worked there were from Eastern Europe.” He cast me an oblique glance. “Strippers, you know.”

I must admit I was scarcely shocked to the core by this admission.

“She shared the evening show with a rock band. God, the racket they made, playing at full volume. Anyway, every single night, in the middle of the climax of Turid’s performance, the electricity would go off. The highlight of her show was a gladi‐ ator number, and just as she was brandishing her sword in the grand climax, the whole stage would be plunged into darkness”, said Sebastian Moe with a faint smile. “Turid came to me to complain, of course, but we never did discover the cause of the outage. But it did lead to Turid and myself meeting. One thing led to another, she had relatives in Tønsberg, and so, to cut a long story short, here I am.”

By now my curiosity was aroused. “But what about the outage? Did you ever find out what had caused it?”

Moe actually looked quite personable when he smiled.

“I ran into the guy who played bass in that rock band, a few years later. He bought me a beer, and told me the whole story.”

“Oh, yes?”

“In those days there was a decibel metre in all bars. We’d set a block on the circuit the rock band used, but we hadn’t done that for Turid’s act. The band knew the current would cut out if they played too loudly, so they swapped the circuits for the two acts without our knowledge. So they could screw the sound up to eleven, but Turid’s drum rolls were too much for the equipment.”

Apparently, the memories of these good times triggered a fit of nostalgia, and Moe laughed as loud as I guess you have to if you want to drown out the sound of the music in his bars. But not loud enough to drown out the sound of the sirens I suddenly heard outside. Rising half-way from my chair, still with a smile on my lips, I peered out of the open window and inhaled the warm scents of summer. Sebastian Moe stretched his neck in the same direction. “Jeez”, I heard him exclaim, as he too caught sight of the police cars speeding towards us, pitching up and down so fast over the bumps in the narrow road that I was reminded of a car chase in some American movie from the 70’s.








  
  
CHAPTER 2




The telephone rang, and I turned back to my desk. “It’s me. Have you heard the news?” 

For the sake of good order: I immediately recognised that “me” meant my friend Mona. Mona was breathless. I sent an apologetic smile and a nod towards Sebastian.

“It’s Arne … Arne of the Socialist Left!” 

“What about Socialist Left Arne?”

“He’s down by the Sailing Club! On a rock below the tower.” 

“What’s he doing there?”

“He’s dead! It seems he’s lying half in and half out of the water. And guess who found him?” She didn’t even pause to give me a chance to guess. “Alfred! On his morning beach-walk constitutional.” What on earth ...? “You’d better get yourself down there right away.”

Socialist Left Arne? Dead? Discovered by Alfred the chef? “Speak later”, I said shortly, cutting her off before she could

get another word in. I was so flurried I’d forgotten all about Sebastian Moe. He sat there in the visitor’s chair looking somewhat alarmed. He reminded me of a fountain in my other home

city, Rome. A marble statue, spouting a stream of water from his open mouth.

“I need to be somewhere urgently. Sorry, but we were nearly finished anyway, weren’t we?” Snatching up my jacket from the back of the chair, I made for the door.

“Yes, yes, sure ... Can I ask what’s going on?”

“Something’s going on down at the Sailing Club. That’s why all the police cars are here”, I replied, nodding in the direction of the road. “I think I’ll go and have a look. Professional curiosity, you know.”

We could still hear the sirens. After all, the Sailing Club was not all that far from the house I shared with my brother, Oskar. With frequent visits from my two sons, admittedly. I thrust my hand in my pocket to fish out the keys to my Saab. My fingers encountered only a bit of fluff and a single krone coin.

“Damn.”

I usually minded my language when in the presence of clients, but I was upset now.

“I beg your pardon?” Sebastian Moe glanced at me with an ill-concealed grin.

“Sorry ... but my brother borrowed my car to drive to work.

“I’d forgotten that.”

“I’ll give you a lift, if you like?” Moe was holding a bunch of keys.

Accepting a lift from Moe? Wouldn’t I be better off taking my bike? It was downhill all the way to the Sailing Club, there’d be no time for awkward chit-chat, except for a monologue, quicker than walking, and a bit of a climb and good exercise on the way home ... Yes, the freedom offered by my bike was preferable.

“It’s very kind of you, but I’ll take my bike.” “As you wish.”

Sebastian Moe shrugged and opened the door for me. I hurried out on to the landing. It was not very big, there was

hardly room for two people, but I managed to turn round and lock the door before we proceeded down the steps in single file. I glanced at my enamel sign:



OLIVIA INVESTIGATION BUREAU


INSURANCE AND FAMILY CASES A SPECIALITY




I still had to suppress the urge to polish the thing every time I passed. Now I had hung another smaller sign below the larger one. The writing was smaller, but it read:

“Member of the Norwegian Association of Private Investigators.”

I felt proud of my achievement. Admittedly, it had cost a lot of time and effort, but it was well worth it. Now I was able to earn a living by solving cases which usually involved marital infidelity, light-fingered employees with dubious morals, and insurance clients with a tenuous relationship with the truth. There were a preponderance of cases in the first category. Quite sad, really. Fair enough, I had long since recovered from my own personal experience of being cheated on by my ex-husband, Erik, the diplomat, but I would probably always feel a sense of righteous indignation when it came to marital infidelity. Not to say a vague mistrust of the male sex. Yet no more severe than that certain specimens of the species still had the power to enchant me. Almost as much as in the pre-Erik years.

Torstein, for example. Torstein, my fantastic police officer. Well, to tell the truth he wasn’t “my” Torstein, except in my imagination. Besides, I hadn’t really had time to think much about men on the whole. Building up my detective agency had taken all my energies during this short year. So far, Torstein was just a great guy to share a glass of wine with, or watch a film, or listen to music, but maybe one day...

“So you’ll send me a bill, then? You’ve kept account of the hours you’ve spent?”

Sebastian Moe turned to face me as he pressed the key control, and unfortunately I couldn’t follow his train of thought. “I’ll do it tomorrow!” I said, setting my foot on the pedal and

steering out of the gate. “Stay safe till then!”

Sebastian Moe muttered something almost inaudible, and slammed the car door shut.

A second later, I was struck by a sense of guilt. Not for Sebastian Moe, but for Dino, my little beagle, who was doubtless lying in the kitchen. I’d not had the time to take him along with me. I hoped he was sleeping, because he had already had his morning walk. I hoped he was dreaming of chasing his favourite prey, an unfortunate roe deer, or, best of all, a jogger.

As I pedalled gently downhill, zig-zagging to avoid the potholes, I thought about Sebastian Moe. Rumour had it that he was extremely careful about his money.

“You make sure you get the dosh out of him, Mum”, Felix, one of my sons, had said one day as he was leaving.

“What do you mean?”

“You know what they call him? Well, it’s his name really, but do you know who they compare him to?”

“No idea.”

“Moe, you know ...” Felix rolled his eyes when I clearly failed to understand. “Moe – with an American accent? Moe from The Simpsons? The stingy bartender?”

“You mean he’s that bad?”

“Yup”, Felix replied as he went out of the door. No doubt on his way to meet one of his sun-tanned female acquaintances, with salt spray in her hair, thighs as smooth as silk, figure-hugging denim jeans to the waist.

I sighed a little as the wind rushed about my ears and I reached the bottom of the hill. The birches along the wayside had been out for ages, and in between the trees the faded white

wood anemones nodded in the breeze. Somewhere a wood-pigeon was cooing. The sea gleamed, and the plain and the rocks lay deserted and empty. Rather strange, in fact, because it looked like being a warm day. Usually, by this time, the prime positions were already occupied by mothers and children.

A last spurt of energetic pedalling brought me within sight of the Sailing Club buildings ahead of me. There was a boat-builder’s yard there, too, and many cabins dotted about on the hillside. Right across the bay towards Nøtterøy, the big villas lay spread out, competing for the sea view. And indeed it was an amazing view. The only problem was that the more sought-after the location, the denser the concentration of buildings in the development that had taken place over the past few years. The large apple orchards with uninterrupted views along the coast were a thing of the past, and the same applied to the well-trodden pathways and fences.

By the Sailing Club’s back room, next to the restaurant and the old sail house, stood the police cars. Striped plastic tapes in gaudy colours bearing the legend POLICE were probably trying to tell me something. “No entry for nosy private detectives”, for instance.

Abandoning my bicycle, I hurried across the quays to the boathouse to get close to the starting tower. Rounding the corner, I slipped on the rough boards. When I reached out my hand the rock still had the chill of the morning. So I clambered up the cliff until I could see the tower and the signal mast. If the rock was cold, that was nothing to the man who lay there, his legs in the water. He certainly resembled someone who was irretrievably dead.








  
  
CHAPTER 3




But there was another man out there, a man literally buzzing with life and manliness. I sensed his energy, even from that distance. Why on earth had it never occurred to me that Torstein would be there? Torstein, my occasional buddy. Now he towered over all the other police officers, and I had not been standing up on the cliff very long before he turned round and gave me a little nod. A discreet little greeting that made me break into a broad grin. 

Pulling myself together, I wiped the smile off my face and returned to my contemplation of the deceased. Or I should say, more accurately, my surveying of the scene – the deceased, and chief police officer Evert Karlsen and the forensics team. Evert was standing on the small concrete walkway, and I recognised him by his style, even though on this occasion he was enveloped in a thin windcheater, the zip pulled right up. On his head he was wearing a cap with a football logo.

Now, if Mona was to be believed, I already knew the identity of the dead man, so I concentrated more on the position of the body, and the objects scattered round about. He might have got out onto that small rock in many ways, but what struck me first

of all was that perhaps he had fallen. There was a considerable drop from that tower. Enough to cause severe injury, possibly even death. There were colourful pages floating round in the water, too. But from where I was standing it was impossible to make out what they were.

A seagull emitted a piercing cry from the signal mast, but the sound was soon drowned out by a skerries jeep which came thundering past at a speed far in excess of the recommended speed limit. A few choppy waves attacked the shore, and suddenly the dead man was soaked to well above his knees. One of the forensics team out on the rock, clearly annoyed, glared in the direction of the speeding driver.

“My goodness, if it’s not our private detective!” I jumped in surprise to find Evert standing beside me.

“Indeed ...” for some strange reason I felt as though I’d been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“And how did you hear about this incident?”

“Well, the police cars drove right past my window ...” I started to explain.

“And Alfred found the guy, and Alfred works for Mona.” Evert emitted his notorious whinnying laugh.

What could I say? Unfortunately, Evert knew me only too well.

“Is he ... dead?” Of all the idiotic questions, this was the one that burst out of my mouth.

Evert scratched his bristly chin before replying, with ponderous irony.

“It has occurred to me that that just might be the case, yes.” 

“Did he fall, or what?” Slightly more intelligent, this question, but hardly Mensa level. “He’s lying in a rather awkward position.”

“We shall see, we shall see”, Evert replied. “If you have a really nasty fall, you could kill yourself falling off garden steps.”

“Quite. So you don’t know yet?”

Evert just looked at me. Since I had officially become a professional private detective, I had had to worm information out of him in the few cases where I had needed the help of the police. It was no easy task. Evert could be as schtum as an oyster hiding under a thick layer of sand. So I went on gabbling.

“And there was I thinking you tended to fast track post mortem reports a bit, when well-known people were involved.”

“We treat everyone the same”, Evert retorted quickly, but a gleam of interest had appeared in the eyes beneath his bushy eyebrows. “Well-known people, you say?”

“Yes. A highprofile politician like Arne Gustavsen must have made a lot of enemies.” I blurted out without thinking.

“Is this something you know?” Evert asked, studying my expression. “Or just some theory you’ve got?”

“A vague theory, certainly”, I said, feeling pleased. Evert had virtually confirmed the identity of Arne of the Socialist Left. “I don’t know him, I’ve just heard a bit about him.”

“Hm”, Evert growled. “Heard about him from whom?”

“Well, read about him in the local newspaper ... a few rumours.”

“Rumours are like dandelion clocks, Olivia. Try and grasp the seeds and they fly away everywhere.”

This somewhat lyrical image caused me to study him keenly. He did not return my scrutiny, but glanced back at the start tower, with a rather perturbed expression.

“Just remember this isn’t your case”, he said. “Irrespective of whatever may have occurred.”

“My case? No, I just popped along out of curiosity, that’s all.

Sebastian Moe and I were sitting chatting and then...”

“Ah, the Bar Baron? I had no idea you moved in such circles.” 

“Circles? No, he’s a ...” I shut up when I suddenly realised I was imparting too much information. “Oh, just forget it. We were simply having a bit of a chat, that’s all.”

There came a loud whistle from the tower, and a police officer in white overalls waved to Evert, who turned, set off down the path and disappeared.

I went on standing there, feeling rather crestfallen, if I’m honest. Had I managed to extract any information at all from Evert? No. Had he learned anything from our conversation? I had a sneaking feeling that he might well have done. Never mind. It’s good to share, I suppose.

Evert leapt up the steps to the top of the tower two at a time. He must have been working out since last we met. He’d lost weight, too, I thought. He looked slim, despite the white mummy outfit he was wearing. The wrought iron railings gave a loud creak as he used his arms to pull himself up. The police officer who’d whistled was already standing at the top, also dressed in white, apparently scanning something in the north‐ east corner, where I knew there was a bench. Then I saw that Evert, the superior officer, was holding a brown leather case in his gloved hands. It was a somewhat worn case that looked like something from the 70’s, probably purchased during a trip to Greece. On the lid, the remains of a red sticker with a golden sun could still be glimpsed. The pair of them studied the case, turning it this way and that, and then they put it into a large plastic bag and dropped it down behind the stone parapet.

I was peering at something else: in the signal mast, from one of the lower crossbars, hung, of all things in the world, a brown acoustic guitar. It looked as though it had been in the wars. Evert Karlsen spoke with the other two men, who were pointing and explaining, then he quickly turned and came back down the stairs, this time at a steadier pace, only one step at a time. Strictly speaking, the alternative would have been somewhat hazardous.

The crime technician went on fussing round the corpse out on the little rocky outcrop. There was something familiar about the man who was snapping photographs of Arne. I realised it was the same guy who had been working when I’d had the misfortune to stumble upon the late advocate Fridtjof Prebensen the previous year. Vestfold police precinct was, after all, not LAPD. In contrast to that occasion, he had undone the top button of his white overalls, as a kind of concession to summer.

I hung around for a while to see whether Torstein found time to emerge. When quarter of an hour had passed, and the female police officer whose name I knew was Frida had appeared but Torstein still seemed to be otherwise engaged, I started to feel rather foolish. A bit like a spare part, if you see what I mean. If there was one thing I didn’t appreciate, it was nosy onlookers. Nosy private detectives were a completely different kettle of fish. But it struck me that maybe there was not really that much difference, after all, and that Olivia Henriksen would be more usefully employed back in her home office. Because, after all, Evert was quite right: this was not my case. Perhaps the police already had a potential suspect in their sights. That was entirely possible. Hearing my tummy rumble with hunger, I decided it might be just as well to cycle home and write Sebastian Moe’s bill.

“Olivia … wait!”

I’d just that minute mounted my bicycle but hadn’t yet estab‐ lished my balance. I turned and caught sight of a flash of red and white out of the corner of my eye. Realising at once who it was, I slammed on the brakes and came to a dead stop, swirling the gravel in a professional manner reminiscent of Henning Solberg, with a childish stab of pride.

“Alfred!”

“I felt pretty sure I’d find you here. Mona’s bush telegraph’s working efficiently, just as you’d expect.”

Alfred stopped in front of me, hands on hips. He was wearing tight red running leggings with a matching sweater. Yellow trainers and a bulky heart-rate monitor on his wrist

completed his look. He smelled slightly of some spicy scent, with a ground note of fresh perspiration.

“I thought you were at the hotel. Seeing that Mona knew all about ... the dead body, and all that.”

“I went to ring the police, but then I ran down here again right away. The police had a couple of questions.”

For the first time ever, I noticed how fit Alfred actually was. He made the most delicious sauces and baked the best cakes, and always tested his creations, so I had not expected him to be so muscular, well-proportioned and long-limbed under his chef’s uniform. Then I told myself severely that I wasn’t there to admire Alfred’s physique.

“Is it really Arne Gustavsen? The Socialist Left guy?” I asked. “I didn’t see his face, so I can’t swear to it, but there was no

mistaking his physique and his hair. And there were Socialist Left pamphlets scattered all around the place. Masses of them, in fact.” Alfred appeared to be shivering in his thin running kit. “Anyway, I’ll go up there with you. I’ve been sitting in that clammy patrol car for over an hour, giving a detailed account of every single step I’ve taken all morning.” He set off, and I rolled the bike quickly after him over the worn asphalt.

“Did the police, or the officer in charge, say what had happened to Gustavsen?”

“No, they didn’t. It was probably just an accident. People are always having falls.” Alfred shrugged his shoulders. “By the way, I saw your gorgeous chum when I was down there. He asked me to give you his regards.”

“Thank you”, I replied.

The blueberry bushes flourished, green and luxuriant, along the wayside as we went, their self-confidence restored by last week’s heavy showers. Two young girls in their late teens cycled past us, rolled-up towels on the carriers of their bikes, bikini straps fluttering over the edges of their blouses. I could vaguely

remember having seen one of them on her way either to or from Kasper’s room some time ago. Or was it Felix? Whatever. She waved at me in a friendly way, and I returned her smile. They were no doubt headed for the first dip of the season and the warm rocks down by the beach, the lucky young things.

“How much do you really know about Arne Gustavsen?”

Alfred scrutinised me. “Probably no more than you do. I did hear about what happened during the Poetry Festival, of course.”

During the local Poetry Festival, Arne Gustavsen had taken over the stage in front of everyone, legs apart, cocksure, and started handing out Socialist Left material. He had a large stock of banners that confusingly resembled the festival’s own banners, and he pressed his pamphlets on people without them really realising what they were being given. Until afterwards, of course, when they were sitting in their own living-rooms going through the stuff they’d collected.

“How many forests do you suppose were destroyed to make all that paper for the festival?” I asked.

“Maybe half of Canada.”

“Good job Birk Grønn gave him a thorough grilling in the media.”

“The festival director? Yeah. I guess he was pretty teed off.” Alfred added.

“The worst thing about it was that Arne didn’t accept that it was directed at him. He answered him back tit for tat.”

“I’ve heard he could be an arrogant fellow”, Alfred replied. “Or maybe he was just lacking in self-awareness.”

“Birk Grønn was fuming for ages after that.”

I bent down as I went, and plucked a blade of grass. I was just about to put it in my mouth and chew it when I remembered how often Dino watered the grass that grew beside the path. Alfred looked at me.

“I think Arne Gustavsen had a great talent for teeing people off. He made a lot of ...”

“Enemies!” The temptation to intercede was irresistible.

Alfred nodded. He turned his gaze to contemplate the glit‐ tering ocean, rolling in eternally from Skagerrak.








  
  
CHAPTER 4




“Time for a cuppa?” 

Alfred asked as we approached the path that led down to the Harbour Hotel. We’d walked in silence up the relatively steep slope. There was something bothering me about Gustavsen’s death. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but at least Alfred and I had established that he was a man who had enemies, and that was a start.

“No, thanks, not today. Dino is alone home and he’s been there for a while ...”

“Oh, the little darling. How’s he doing?”

“Pretty well, as usual, but Oskar is on duty. The charter flights have started up again, so he’ll be fairly busy for the fore‐ seeable future. Kasper and Felix will be home for a few weeks in the summer. Luckily.”

“Are they doing well in Oslo?”

“Pretty well. Their Mum feels a bit lonely without them now and then. But they’ll spend a few weekends and holidays with her. When they have the time.”

“C’est la vie, you know. Kids are only loaned to us.”

“Oh, I know. And I’m not really whingeing. It would be strange if they didn’t want to go their own ways, really.

“But you’ve got enough going on to keep you busy”, Alfred said. “See you Saturday?”

“Indeed. My grand debut as a waitress.” I nearly groaned aloud, but exerted my inner self-control.

“Very sporting of you to lend a hand. Good help for both Mona and me.”

“Well, of course I’m doing it for your sakes, but I warn you, I am an awful klutz.”

“Oh, relax, it’ll be fine”, he chuckled, and I imagined he envisioned Olivia Henriksen turning a somersault with a tray full of champagne glasses, or tipping meatballs in tomato sauce down the decolletage of some voluptuous female guest.

“But are you sure it will be going ahead? This tragedy might put a damper on the festivities here and there?”

“I haven’t heard anything to the effect that the celebrations are to be cancelled. Mona’s relief is ready to step in at the hotel, too. Got a message from Kragevik, he was wondering if all was well. I assured him the staff were as keen as mustard in June.”

“Yes, you could say that...” I replied, and anxiety about my waitressing on Saturday gripped my guts in a little fit of nerves. Well, I had given them all fair warning. One of the major events this springtime on Ankerholmen, the inauguration of Kragevik’s new cabin, would be launched with a crew of singularly inexpe‐ rienced personnel.

“I’ll cook an extra-special dinner for you at the hotel after‐ wards, as a little bonus”, Alfred twinkled. “So long as you promise to bring Oskar along.”

“Oh, Oskar will be delighted by an invite to dinner”, I replied. It had taken me a while to realise which team Alfred batted for, until one day Mona, in the middle of a conversation about

some completely different topic, dropped in the remark:

“Oh, he’s as queer as Dick’s hatband, you know.”

Alfred appeared to be getting psyched up for a final spurt on his jog down to the hotel. He raised his shoulders, rolled them back and took a deep breath. He looked like an athlete poised in the starting blocks.

“I’ll probably be speaking to Mona later”, I said quickly.

“Yes, do that. Sort out the rig for the evening.”

“Exactly.”

I went on, my scepticism growing by the second. “I wouldn’t be doing this if you weren’t such a class cook, Alfred! And as a thank-you for all the cakes I’ve shared with Mona. Besides, Mona needs the cash to finance her trip to England!” I had to yell the last words after him as he spurted off down the hill at full speed.

“Don’t forget you’re nothing but a money-grubbing bitch yourself!” he shouted back, teasing, and increased his speed.

“Ha! You wouldn’t dare come back here and say that!”

I grinned. In my heart I knew Alfred was right – not about me being a money-grubbing bitch, but that Kragevik was paying us good money for that one evening, and it was an open secret that I could use the money. My detective agency was progressing rather by fits and starts, it was still a start-up company, and I couldn’t afford to turn down the opportunity to earn a bit of extra cash.

I was still smiling secretly as I jumped on to my rickety bike. I really hoped I looked as sporty as Alfred, but I had my doubts on that score.

Dino was obviously besides himself with delight when I got home, so I didn’t even bother to change my shoes, just grabbed his lead where it hung by the door, clipped it on his collar, and we set out on Ankerholmen. We walked almost halfway round the island, through the woods, past cabins both large and small, and along the shore, marked with many footprints and littered with plastic buckets abandoned on the middle of sand-castle building. From some of the cabins, the sound of children’s laughter and the clatter of plates sounded from terraces where a late lunch was being served, or possibly an early dinner. The summer visitors who owned other cabins had clearly not yet opened their cabins for the summer. After all, it was only mid- June. The beaches were adorned with soaking clumps of seaweed, and empty mussel shells. On the surface of the sea, swans and their mates floated, and above our heads swallows swooped elegantly, hunting insects. I inhaled the air, redolent of salt and seaweed, and watched a rib steering towards Tjøme.

Dino and I were both happy and fulfilled when we collapsed on the garden sofa after our walk. He was still slurping after a visit to his water bowl, and I treated myself to a delicious peach- flavoured iced tea. Before us stood a dish containing two digestive biscuits and some doggy treats for Dino.

As I munched my biscuit my thoughts were haunted by Arne, lying there on the rocks. I had no appetite for the second biscuit.

That death seemed rather mysterious. Could it be suicide? I didn’t think so. Any prospective suicide would surely have chosen a higher tower. It was not really my business whether he’d had an accident or been helped on his way, but I was driven by curiosity. I felt the call of the chase, like Dino in pursuit of a roe deer. I was just making up mind when the phone rang.

“Hi, now listen to this ...” Patience was not Mona’s strongest suit.

“Hi”, I answered, “have you spoken to Alfred?”

“Oh, yes, but that’s not why I’m ringing. This is far more important.” Mona laughed. “Yes, it’s awful about SL-Arne, but, honestly, he wasn’t a very likeable character.”

I paused. Well-brought up ladies didn’t speak ill of the dead, surely?

“I hope you’re ready for the party”, she went on, before I had collected my thoughts.

“Party? It’s more like a job, isn’t it?” “Call it what you like.”

“OK, sure, whatever”, I replied, but my scepticism lay like a mist over my utterance.

“Fine. By the way, Kragevik is an old pal of Arne Gustavsen’s. When he heard about the tragedy, he changed his plans a bit, so tomorrow’s party will be a sort of memorial. Or a wake, if you like.”

“Good Lord!”

“Yeah. Kragevik’s not exactly known for honouring anyone else but himself. He told me he intended to honour Arne in the way he thinks he should be honoured, with one hell of bash.”

“Isn’t it jumping the gun a bit? After the man’s death, I mean?

Especially if you’re talking canapes and champers?” “I guess not, in Kragevik’s book.”

No, Mona could well be right. Most people on Ankerhol‐ men, and probably everyone in Tønsberg, too, knew who Kragevik was. The grandson of the man who founded the first shoe factory in the area. Rich as Croesus after he sold all his shares in the concern a few years back. Rich also in self-aggrandisement and the desire to impress, or so his detractors claimed. Possibly they were envious of his success, I did not know the fellow well enough to judge.

“I saw the article about his cabin in the housing news, by the way.”

“Oh, yes. Dream on! It’s just gorgeous out there”, Mona said dreamily. “I love the hotel dearly, but sometimes you just think something new would be fab.”

Her last words came in a guilty whisper. Sometimes she got fed up with pitched roofs, window bars in permanent need of a coat of paint, pergolas that collapsed like arthritic old men, lumpy antediluvian sofas, and garden furniture that left paint stains on guests bottoms. But she had been running the Harbour Hotel so long that she had a personal relationship with the

building. She was afraid it would hear her if she criticised it too loudly.

“You should just see the amazing windows they’ve put in overlooking the water”, Mona went on, whispering like one bewitched. “Huge roof terrace, masses of designer furniture, infinity pool …”

“Plastered outer walls, white, white, white... and one of those globe lamps suspended on a pole over half the room, that just cry out films from the 60’s.” I went on. “There were pictures of them in the paper...” The 60’s formed too large a part of my childhood for me to truly appreciate them. But since I’d grown up with uber-tolerant hippy parents, I naturally accepted that other people might have an opinion different from my own. Pretty much, anyway.

“Exactly! Wait till you see the three stones on the mantelpiece – I know you love stuff like that... Anyway, Alfred is ready to undertake his butler’s duties.”

“I thought he was to be the chef ?”

You could say many good things about Alfred, but servile was not one of them, in my estimation.

“He can do butlering, too. He was trained in London. He had a job with a lady in Monaco, she was loaded, but he moved here instead. Can you imagine? To Tønsberg? Instead of the soft beds of Monte Carlo? Warm croissants for breakfast beneath the Mediterranean sun and Golden Widows for lunch?”

“He’s very fond of you, you know.”

“Oh, what brought him here was a man, darling. Nothing to do with me.”

“He missed a trick there. You’re a fox. But I still don’t under‐ stand why Alfred wants a poor little private detective as waiting-on staff tomorrow.”

“He knows you’re strapped for cash. And you are not a private detective tomorrow night, my dear.” Mona smiled again.

“You and I are a Socialist Left canapé waitress and a distributer of champagne. If such jobs have titles...”

“I’ll be the canape waitress”, I hastened to say, visualising in my mind’s eye a tray stacked with high champagne flutes.

“Agreed. Think of what Kragevik will be paying us. It’s incredible. It made it worth my while to hire a stand-in for the whole evening. When it comes to it, the only post that needs to be manned is the reception desk. And there are few overnight guests at the moment.”

Mona had mentioned a fee for the evening that had got me checking the charter flight offers.

“Besides, I’ve heard that both Arne Gustavsen’s ex-wife and his latest mistress have announced their attendance.” Mona laughed. “Well, the latest mistress in a long succession, that is. There’ve been quite a few of them.”

My detective’s brain sparked into life. “Both ladies meeting? So soon after the death?” I gave a slow whistle. “Kragevik’s a brave man”, I answered, wondering how I was going to sneak into the presence of the ex-Mrs Gustavsen and the would-be future Mrs Gustavsen. Kragevik’s terrace might be the setting for an exciting game of chess tonight. Or a game of Pick Up-sticks, but I decided to repress that thought.

“Well, I guess it’s because it’s a kind of memorial gathering.

By the way, have you any idea who the latest mistress is?”

“Not the faintest. But I’m thinking you are about to tell me.” “Just wait till you see her.” Mona’s sigh sounded suspiciously

envious. “I must say it’s difficult to understand what she saw in Arne Gustavsen.”

“So she’s gorgeous?”

“Oh boy! But he always did choose the gorgeous ones. He was a man who really paid attention, he ‘saw’ them, that must be why they fell for him.”

I refrained from mentioning power, position, social status, sound economy and all the other factors that often weigh

heavier than mere looks and personality. I suddenly remem‐ bered something Alfred had said earlier in the day.

“Alfred mentioned something about ...”

I was interrupted by a loud, wet splash on the other end.

Like a sucking fish on a mission. I hoped it was Keith. “Was that Alfred?” I asked, in a feeble attempt at a jest.

“Ha ha! That was Keith arriving”, Mona confirmed, in that chirpy tone she usually reserved for members of the male sex. And occasionally for Dino.

“Tell him hi from me. I’m hoping to meet him soon.”

“We’re trying to organise a dinner. But you’ll be dropping in before the party, anyway? Tomorrow? We can talk about it more then.”

“Yeah, it was just about the rig…”

“So we’ll leave it at that, then? Toodle-oo.”

“Toodle-oo?” The anxiety I’d been feeling about the attire was hardly allayed by the fact that Mona seemed to be avoiding the topic, but I shook off my misgivings and tried to feel pleased for Mona and Keith.

Keith Bradley had been over to visit her several times since the events of last year, when they met under what one might describe as very stressful circumstances. Soon, Mona would be making a trip to England to meet Keith’s aristocratic family, but I wondered greatly whether her cheap leatherette handbags would hold their own against the family portraits in the oak-panelled galleries. Probably not, but I hoped the thought was not weighing on Mona unduly heavily.

Plunging my hand into Dino’s thick neck fur, I reflected that there were many people who needed a change in their private circumstances. I sat up for a long time, and finally I sent Torstein a text, into which I sneaked the question: “All well with you?” hoping for a reply.

None came.
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