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    Hairy Mary could hardly remember her real name. She came into the world in the back of a truck in January 1945. Her mother was an orphan aged sixteen. Nine months earlier, she had sold herself to a German soldier for two packs of cigarettes and a bar of chocolate. Now she was on her way to Tromsø. Finnmark was ablaze. Having pushed out in freezing temperatures of minus twenty-two degrees Celsius, the baby was swaddled in a moth-eaten blanket and then turned over to a married couple from Kirkenes. They were walking along the road holding a child of five by the hand, and barely had a chance to gather their wits before the truck with the sixteen-year-old was gone. The baby girl, two hours old, got no more from her biological mother than her name. Mary.


    Incredibly enough, the family from Kirkenes managed to keep the infant alive. They held on to her for eighteen months. Before Mary reached the age of ten, she had put four new foster families behind her. Mary was quick-witted, remarkably lacking in the beauty stakes, and what’s more had sustained an injury to one leg during her birth. She walked with a limp. Her body twisted halfway around every time she set down her right foot, as if scared that someone might be following her. If she had problems moving about, she was all the faster at shooting her mouth off. After two combative years at a children’s home in Fredrikstad, Mary headed for Oslo to take care of herself. She was then twelve years of age.


    Hairy Mary certainly did take care of herself.


    Now she was the oldest street hooker in Oslo.


    She was an exceptional woman in more ways than one. Maybe it was an obstinate gene that had helped her survive almost half a century in the trade. It might just as easily have been downright defiance. For the first fifteen years, alcohol had kept her going. In 1972 she became addicted to heroin. Since Hairy Mary was so old, she was one of the very first people in Norway to be offered methadone.


    “It’s too late,” Hairy Mary said, and hirpled off.


    At the start of the seventies she had her first and last dealings with the social-welfare office. She needed money for food after starving for sixteen days. Only a few kroner; she was fainting all the time. It wasn’t good for business. A humiliating ordeal of being sent from one social worker to another, which only ended up with an offer of three days’ detox, ensured that she never set foot in a social-welfare office again. Even when she was granted disability benefit in 1992, everything was organized through the doctor. The physician was a decent guy, the same age as her, and had never let a single unkind word fall from his lips when she came to him with swollen knees and chilblains. There had also been the odd sexually transmitted disease down through the years, without his smile growing any less sincere each time she limped into his warm surgery on Schous plass. The disability benefit managed to cover house rent, electricity, and cable television. The money from street work went on drugs. Hairy Mary had never had a budget for food. When things became chaotic, she forgot about the bills. The debt collectors came to the door. She was never at home, and never protested. The door was sealed, her belongings removed. Finding a new place to live could be difficult. Then it was a hostel for one or two winters.


    She was worn out now, completely worn out. The night was bitterly inclement. Hairy Mary was wearing a thigh-length pink skirt, laddered fishnet stockings, and a long silver-lamé jacket. She tried to wrap her clothes more snugly around herself, but that wasn’t much help. She had to get inside somewhere. The City Mission’s night shelter would be the best option after all. Admittedly, admission was refused to anyone under the influence, but Hairy Mary had been high on drugs for so many years that no one could tell whether she was clean or not.


    She took a right turn beside police headquarters.


    The park surrounding the curved building at Grønlandsleiret 44 was Hairy Mary’s place of refuge. Conventional citizens gave it a wide berth. An occasional dark-skinned immigrant with wife and countless children sometimes sat there in the afternoons while the kids kicked a ball about and sniggered in terror at Hairy Mary’s approach. The winos were the trustworthy sort. The cops didn’t bother her, either; it was ages since they had stopped harassing an honest whore.


    On this particular night, the park was deserted. Hairy Mary shuffled out from the beam of light shed by the lamp above the entrance gate to Oslo Prison. That night’s honestly earned fix was in her pocket. She just had to find somewhere to shoot up. Her steps were on the north side of the police headquarters building. They were not illuminated and never used.


    “Fuck! Bloody hell.”


    Someone had taken the steps.


    That was where she planned to shoot up her fix. That was where she was going to sit and wait until the heroin had reached a proper balance in her body. The steps around the back of police headquarters, a short stone’s throw from the prison wall, those were her steps. Someone had taken them.


    “Hey! You!”


    The man made no sign that he had heard her. She tottered closer. Her high heels ground into rotten leaves and dog shit. The man slept like a log.


    The guy might be good-looking. It was difficult to say, even when she leaned over him. It was too dark. A huge knife was sticking out of his chest.


    Hairy Mary was a practical creature. She stepped over the man, sat down on the top step, and fished out her syringe. The pleasant, warming feeling she craved hit her before she had got as far as withdrawing the needle.


    The man was dead. Probably murdered. Hairy Mary had seen murder victims before, even if they had never been as expensively dressed as this one. Attacked, probably. Or maybe the guy was a faggot who had taken too great a liberty with one of those young boys who sold themselves for five times the price of a blow-job from Hairy Mary.


    She stood up stiffly, swaying slightly. For a moment she studied the corpse. The man had a glove in his hand. Its partner lay to one side. Without any appreciable hesitation, Hairy Mary crouched down and appropriated the gloves for herself. They were too big, but were real leather with a wool lining. The guy had no more use for them. She pulled them on and began walking to catch the last bus to the night shelter. A scarf lay on the ground a few meters from the body. Hairy Mary had hit the jackpot tonight. She wound the scarf around her neck. Whether it was the new clothing or the heroin that helped, she had no idea. In any case, she did not feel quite so cold. Maybe she should even splash out on a taxi. And maybe she should call the police to let them know they had a dead body in their back garden.


    All the same, the most important thing was to find herself a bed for the night. She didn’t know what day it was, and she needed to sleep.
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    Santa Maria, Mother of Jesus.


    The picture on the wall above the bed reminded her of one of her forgotten scraps from childhood. A pious face gazing down above hands folded in prayer. The halo around her head had long ago faded to a vague cloud of dust.


    As Hanne Wilhelmsen opened her eyes, she realized that the soft features, narrow nose, and dark hair with severe middle parting had led her astray. She saw that now, though she did not understand why it had taken such a long time. It was Jesus himself who had watched over her every single night for nearly six months.


    A ribbon of morning light fell across the shoulder of Santa Maria’s son. Hanne sat up and her eyes squinted against the sunlight forcing its way through the gap in the curtains. Stroking the small of her back, she wondered why she was lying crosswise in the bed. She could not remember the last time an entire night had been lost in deep, undisturbed sleep.


    The cold stone tiles on her feet made her gasp for breath. In the bathroom doorway she turned to study the picture again. Her gaze swept over the floor and came to a sudden halt.


    The bathroom floor was blue. She had never noticed that. She put the knuckle of her index finger against one eye and stared down with the other.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen had lived in this spartan room in Villa Monasteria since midsummer. It was now almost Christmas. The days had been drab, just as all other colors were absent in and around this huge stone building. Even in summer, the Valpolicella landscape outside the enormous window on the first floor had been monotonously free from true colors. The vines clung to golden-brown trunks and the grass beside the stone walls was scorched.


    A chilly intimation of December struck her half an hour later when she opened the double doors leading out to Villa Monasteria’s gravel courtyard. She ambled aimlessly across to the bamboo woods on the other side, maybe twenty meters away. Two nuns stood in animated conversation on the path that divided the grove in two. They dropped their voices as Hanne approached. When she passed the two older, gray-clad women, they bowed their heads in silence.


    The bamboo on one side of the path was black. On the other side the stalks were green. The nuns were gone when Hanne turned around, perplexed about what had caused the inexplicable difference in color between the slender plants about the thickness of her thumb on either side of the path. Hanne had not heard the familiar shuffling across the gravel yard. She wondered fleetingly what had become of the nuns. Then she let her fingers brush over the bamboo stalks as she scurried up to the carp pond.


    There was something going on. Something was about to happen.


    In the beginning the nuns had been friendly. Not particularly talkative, of course: the Villa Monasteria was a place of contemplation and silence. Sometimes a brief smile, perhaps at mealtimes, a quizzical look above hands that gladly poured more wine into her glass, and an odd softly spoken word that Hanne could not understand. In August she had almost made up her mind to spend the time learning Italian. Then she had dismissed the idea. She wasn’t here to learn anything.


    Eventually the nuns had realized that Hanne preferred complete stillness. Even the astute manager. He accepted her money every three weeks, with no more than a simple grazie. The fun-loving students from Verona, who sometimes played records so loudly that the nuns came running within a few minutes, had spotted a kindred spirit in Hanne. But only in the beginning.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen had spent six months being entirely alone.


    She had in the main been left in peace to her daily battle not to bother about anything. Recently, nevertheless, she had been unable to divert her curiosity from the obvious fact that something was about to happen at Villa Monasteria. Il direttore, a slim, omnipresent man in his forties, raised his voice increasingly often to the nervously whispering nuns. His footsteps pounded harder than before on the stone floors. He dashed from one incomprehensible task to another, immaculately dressed and trailing a whiff of sweat and aftershave. The nuns were no longer smiling, and fewer of them assembled at mealtimes. However, they sat increasingly often in silent prayer on the wooden benches in the small chapel dating from the thirteenth century, even when there was no Mass. Hanne could see them from the window as they padded, two by two, in and out through the heavy timber doors.


    It was difficult to tell the depth of the carp pond. The water was unnaturally clear. The fishes’ plump movements along the bottom seemed repellent, and Hanne felt a trace of nausea at the thought of them swimming around in the convent’s drinking water.


    She sat down on the wall surrounding the pond. Heavy oak trees, almost bare of leaves, were outlined against the wintry sky. A flock of sheep grazed on the northern hillside. A dog was barking in the far distance, and the sheep huddled more closely together.


    Hanne yearned for home.


    She had no reason to yearn for home. All the same, something had happened. She didn’t know what; nor did she know why. It was as if her senses, blunted through a conscious process over several months, were no longer lurking in enforced hibernation. She had started to notice things.


    Six months had passed since Cecilie Vibe died. Hanne had not even attended the funeral of her partner of almost twenty years. Instead she had shut herself into their apartment, numbly registering that everyone had left her in peace. No one rang the doorbell. No one had attempted to come in. The phone was silent. Only junk mail and bills in the mailbox. And eventually a settlement from an insurance company. Hanne had had no idea about the policy Cecilie had taken out years before. She had phoned the company, got the money paid into a high-interest account, written a letter to the Chief of Police, and applied for leave of absence for the rest of the year. Alternatively, the letter could be considered her resignation.


    She had not waited for an answer and instead simply packed a bag and boarded the train, heading for Copenhagen. Strictly speaking, she did not know whether she still had a job. It was of no concern to her, at least not then. She had no inkling where she was going or how long she would be away. After a fortnight of traveling haphazardly through Europe she had stumbled across the Villa Monasteria, a run-down convent hotel in the hills north of Verona. The nuns could offer her tranquility and home-made wine. She signed in late one evening in July, intending to move on the following day.


    There were prawns in the pond. Small ones, admittedly, but prawns all the same: transparent and darting by fits and starts in flight from the indolent carp. Hanne Wilhelmsen had never heard of freshwater prawns. Sniffing, she wiped her nose with the sleeve of her jacket and let her eyes follow il direttore’s car along the avenue. Four women dressed in gray stood under a poplar tree gazing up at her. Despite the distance, she could feel their eyes on her face, sharp as knives in the drizzly air. When the manager’s car disappeared out on to the highway, the nuns wheeled around abruptly and bustled toward the Villa Monasteria without a backward glance. Hanne got up from the wall. She felt cold and rested. A huge raven, flying in oval circuits below the low-lying clouds, made her shiver.


    It was time to go home.
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    Housing one of Norway’s three major publishing companies, the anonymous building was nonetheless modestly tucked away in a back street in the city’s most unprepossessing district. The offices were small and uniform. No history of the publishing house decorated the walls, and no dark furniture or plush carpets graced the interior. Along the glass walls dividing the office cells from the endless corridors hung newspaper clippings and posters, evidence of a memory that only extended a few years back in time.


    The conference room in the Literature Section, reminiscent of a lunch room in a social-welfare office, was situated on the second floor. The table was pale veneer and ordinary office standard, and the orange upholstery on the chairs belonged more to the seventies. The publishing company was Norway’s oldest, founded in 1829. This publishing company had history. Serious literary history. The books on the cheap IKEA shelves lining one wall, however, looked more like mass-market paperback novels. A random selection of that autumn’s publications was displayed with front covers facing out; they looked as if they might topple at any minute and clatter to the primrose-yellow linoleum floor.


    Idun Franck stared absent-mindedly at Ambjørnsen’s most recent bestseller in the Elling series. Someone had turned it upside-down and the dust-jacket was torn.


    “Idun?”


    The Senior Publishing Manager raised his voice. The five others in attendance sat with expressionless faces turned to Idun Franck.


    “Sorry—”


    She leafed distractedly through her papers and picked up a ballpoint pen.


    “The question is not really how much this project has cost us to date, but whether the book can actually be published at all. There has to be an ethical consideration of … Can we publish a cookery book when the chef who wrote it has been stabbed to death with a butcher’s knife?”


    The others seemed unsure whether Idun Franck was joking. One of them gave a slight smirk, before swiftly smothering it and staring at the table top as a red flush spread over his face.


    “Well, we don’t know whether it was a butcher’s knife,” Idun Franck added. “But he certainly was stabbed. According to the newspapers. In any case, it would be considered rather tasteless to follow up a gory murder by publishing an account of the victim and his kitchen.”


    “And we don’t want to be tasteless. We are, after all, talking about a cookery book,” Frederik Krøger said, baring his teeth.


    “Honestly,” muttered Samir Zeta, a dark-skinned young man who had started in the Information Department three weeks earlier.


    Krøger, the stocky Senior Publishing Manager, who tried to hide his bald pate under an awe-inspiring comb-over, made an apologetic gesture with his right hand.


    “If we can go back and examine the actual concept for a moment,” Idun Franck continued on her own initiative. “We were definitely on the track of something. A further development of the trend in cookery books, so to speak. A sort of culinary biography. A mixture of cookery book and personal portrait. Since Brede Ziegler has for several years been the best—”


    “At least the most prominent,” Samir Zeta interjected.


    “… the most prominent Norwegian chef, he was a natural choice for a project such as this. And we had come quite a long way with it.”


    “How far?”


    Idun Franck was well aware what Frederik Krøger was querying. He wanted to know how much the whole thing had cost. How much money the publishing house had thrown out the window on a project that, in the best-case scenario, would have to be put on ice for some considerable time.


    “Most of the photographs are done and dusted. Also the recipes. However, there’s an appreciable amount of work to be undertaken with respect to Brede Ziegler’s life and personality. He insisted on concentrating first on the food, and then we were to follow up with anecdotes and reflections on his life connected with each individual dish. Of course, we’ve chatted a great deal, and I have … notes, a couple of tapes, and suchlike. But … the way I see it today … Can you pass me the pot?”


    She tried to pour coffee into a cup without a handle, decorated with the Teletubbies. Her hand was shaking, or perhaps the thermos coffee-pot was too heavy. Coffee spilled across the surface of the table. Someone handed her a blank sheet of paper. When she placed it over the spillage, the brown liquid seeped out along the edges and ran across the table, dripping on to her trousers.


    “As I was saying … We could of course make use of what we have for a straightforward cookery book. One among many. The pictures are good, for that matter. The recipes are fabulous. But is that what we wanted? My answer would be—”


    “No,” Samir Zeta said, feeling too warm in his sweater.


    Frederik Krøger pinched the bridge of his nose and hiccuped.


    “I’d like you to put that down on paper, Idun. When I … With figures and all that. We’ll take it from there. Okay?”


    No one waited for an answer. Chair legs scraped across the floor as they all scuttled out of the conference room. Only Idun was left sitting there, her eyes fixed on a black-and-white photograph of a cod’s head.


    “Saw you at the cinema yesterday,” she heard and looked up.


    “What?”


    Samir Zeta smiled and ran his palm over the door frame.


    “You were busy. What did you think?”


    “Think?”


    “About the movie! Shakespeare in Love!”


    Idun lifted the cup to her mouth and swallowed.


    “Oh. The film. Excellent.”


    “A bit too theatrical for my liking. Movies should be movies, in a sense. Even if the actors are wearing costumes from the sixteenth century, they don’t need to talk like that, do they?’


    Putting down her Teletubbies cup, Idun Franck rose and tried, to no avail, to wipe a dark stain from her trouser leg. Then she looked up, smiling faintly as she collected her papers and photographs, paying no heed to the spilled coffee that had stuck two large color photographs of fennel and spring onions together.


    “Actually I really liked the film,” she said. “It was … warm. Tender. Colorful.”


    “Romantic,” Samir said, grinning. “You’re an absolutely hopeless romantic, Idun.”


    “Far from it,” Idun Franck said, closing the door softly behind her. “But at my age that would be permissible anyway.”
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    Billy T. was fascinated. He held the glass up to the light and studied a ruby-colored spot wedged inside pink pack-ice. Russian Slush was most certainly not the best drink he had tasted. But it looked beautiful. He twisted the glass toward the chandelier on the ceiling and had to screw up his eyes.


    “Sorry—”


    Billy T. held his hand out to a waiter in blue trousers and immaculate collarless white shirt.


    “What is this, in actual fact?”


    “Russian Slush?”


    One corner of the waiter’s mouth tugged almost imperceptibly, as if he didn’t quite dare to smile.


    “Crushed ice, vodka, and cranberries, sir.”


    “Oh, I see. Thank you.”


    Billy T. drank, though strictly speaking he might be said to be on duty. He had no intention of presenting the bill to the Finance Section; it was seven o’clock on a Monday evening, December 6 to be precise, and he could not care less. He sat on his own, fingering his glass as he scanned the room.


    Entré was the city’s new, undisputed “in” place.


    Billy T. had been born and raised in Grünerløkka. In a two-room apartment in Fossveien his mother had kept him and his sister, elder by three years, in line while she worked her fingers to the bone in a laundry farther up the street and spent her nights mending clothes for extra payment. Billy T. had never met his father. It was still unclear to him whether the guy had done a runner or his mother had turned him out before their son had arrived into the world. Anyway, his father was never mentioned. All Billy T. knew about the man was that he had been six foot six in his stocking soles, a womanizer of the first order, and an out-and-out alcoholic into the bargain. Which had in all likelihood led to an extremely premature death. Somewhere far back in his memory, Billy T. had gained an impression that his mother had one day come home surprisingly early from work. He could only have been about seven years old and kept off school because of a bad cold.


    “He’s dead,” his mother had said. “You know who.”


    Her eyes forbade him from asking. He had gone to bed and had not got up again until the following day.


    There was only one picture of his father in the apartment in Fossveien, a wedding photograph of his parents that had, surprisingly enough, been allowed to remain on display. Billy T. suspected that his mother used it to prove that her children had been born in wedlock, if anyone should be impudent enough to assume any different. If a stranger were to set foot inside the front door of their overcrowded apartment, the wedding photograph was the first thing they spotted. Until the day when Billy T. had come home in his stiff uniform, having passed his exams at what was then called police college. He had sprinted all the way. Beads of sweat hung from the synthetic fibers of his clothing. His mother refused to let him go. Her skinny arms were locked around her son’s neck. His sister sat laughing in the living room as she opened a cheap bottle of sparkling wine. She had become a fully qualified nurse two years earlier. The wedding photograph had disappeared that same day.


    Billy T. had not acquired a taste for alcohol until he reached the age of thirty.


    Now he was over forty, and weeks could still pass between the occasions when he drank anything other than cola or milk.


    His mother still lived in Fossveien. His sister had moved to Asker with her husband and eventually three children, but Billy T. had remained in Løkka. He had experienced all the ups and downs of the district since the start of the sixties. He had grown up with an outside toilet, and been at home on the day when his mother, tearful and proud, had run her fingers over their newly installed WC in what had until then been a closet. He had seen the urban regeneration program break the back of one housing cooperative after another during the eighties, and had lived through trends and fashions that came and went like birds of passage in Cuba.


    Billy T.’s love for Grünerløkka was anything but trendy. He was not someone who had only recently fallen in love with Thorvald Meyers gate’s tiny, jam-packed bars and cafés. Billy T. lived outside the Løkka community that had formed in the course of the past four or five years. It made him feel old. He had never been in Sult waiting an hour at the bar for a table. At Bar Boca, where he had once ventured for a glass of cola, his eyes had stung after only a few minutes of claustrophobic posturing at the bar counter. Instead, Billy T. took his youngsters to the McDonald’s across the street. The world outside his windows had become something that did not impinge on him at all.


    Billy T.’s love for Grünerløkka was connected with the buildings. With the houses, purely and simply, the old workers’ apartment blocks. Below Grüners gate, they were built on clay soil and had unexpected cracks in the middle of their façades. As a little boy, he had thought that the houses had wrinkles because they were so old. He loved the streets, especially the short and narrow ones. Bergverksgata was only a few meters long and came to an end at the slope down to the Akerselva river. The current can take you away, he remembered; you mustn’t venture into the water, the current might take you away! His body turned red with eczema every summer. His mother complained and scolded and smeared liniment on his back with furious hands. The boy jumped into the polluted water just the same the very next day. Summer after summer. It was a holiday as good as any.


    Entré was located on the south-west corner of the intersection between Thorvald Meyers gate and Sofienberggata. A department store full of old-fashioned women’s clothes that never sold had resisted the forcible modernization of Løkka for years. However, big business had won out in the end.


    He was sitting on his own at a table just beside the door. The restaurant was crammed, despite it being a Monday. The makeshift sign on the door had been written with a marker pen that had scored through the paper. Billy T. could read the reversed lettering from where he was seated:


    THE RESTAURANT’S OWNER AND CHEF, BREDE ZIEGLER, HAS PASSED AWAY. IN MEMORY OF HIS LIFE AND WORK, ENTRÉ WILL REMAIN OPEN THIS EVENING.


    “Fuck!” Billy T. said, gulping down an ice cube.


    He should not be sitting here. He should be at home. At the very least, Tone-Marit should have accompanied him if he was going to eat in a restaurant for once. They hadn’t been out together since Jenny was born. That was almost nine months ago now.


    A molar was causing him extreme pain. Billy T. spat the ice cube out into his half-clenched fist and tried to drop it unnoticed on the floor.


    “Anything wrong?”


    The waiter bowed slightly as he placed a glass of Chablis on the tablecloth in front of him.


    “No. Everything’s fine. You … you’re staying open today. Don’t you think many people will feel that’s … disrespectful, in a way?”


    “The show must go on. It’s what Brede would have wanted.”


    The plate that had just landed in front of Billy T. looked like an art installation. He stared in bewilderment at the food, lifting his knife and fork, but had no idea where to begin.


    “Duck liver on a bed of forest mushrooms, with asparagus and a hint of cherry,” the waiter clarified. “Bon appetit!”


    The asparagus was arranged above the liver like an American Indian tepee.


    “Food in a prison,” Billy T. murmured. “And where the hell is the hint?”


    A solitary cherry sat in splendor at the edge of his plate. Billy T. pushed it in and sighed in relief when the asparagus tent collapsed. Hesitantly, he cut a slice of liver.


    Only now did he catch sight of the table beside the massive staircase leading up to the first floor. An enormous picture of Brede Ziegler was displayed on an immaculate white tablecloth flanked by two silver candlesticks, a black silk ribbon draped across one corner. A woman with an upswept hairdo approached the table. She picked up a pen and wrote a few words in a book. Then she held her hand to her forehead, as if about to burst into tears.


    “You’d think the guy was a royal,” Billy T. muttered. “He hadn’t done anything to deserve a bloody book of condolence!”


    Brede Ziegler had looked anything but regal when the police had found him. Someone had phoned the switchboard and slurred that they ought to check their back steps. Two trainee police officers had gone to the bother of following that exhortation. Immediately afterwards, one of them had come running, out of breath, back to the duty officer.


    “He’s dead! There is a guy there! Dead as a—”


    The trainee had stopped at the sight of Billy T., who quite by chance had popped into the duty office to collect some papers, bare-legged and wearing only a singlet and shorts.


    “Doornail,” he had finished the sentence for the young man in uniform. “Dead as a doornail. I’ve been exercising, you know. No need to stare like that.”


    That had been eighteen hours ago. Billy T. had gone straight home without waiting to find out anything further about the dead man. He had taken a shower, slept for nine hours, and arrived at work one hour late on Monday morning in the forlorn hope that the case would end up on some other chief inspector’s desk.


    “Great minds think alike.”


    Billy T. looked up, at the same time struggling to swallow an asparagus spear that could never have been anywhere near boiling water. Severin Heger pointed at the chair beside Billy T. and raised his eyebrows. Without waiting for a response, he plumped himself down and stared skeptically at the plate.


    “What’s that?”


    “Sit on the other side,” Billy T. spluttered.


    “Why’s that? I’m fine here.”


    “Bloody hell. Move yourself! It looks as if we’re—”


    “Boyfriends! You’ve never been homophobic, Billy T. Take it easy, won’t you.”


    “Move yourself!”


    Severin Heger laughed and lifted his rear end slowly off the seat. Then he hesitated for a second before sitting down again. As Billy T. brandished his fork, something stuck in his throat.


    “Just joking,” Severin Heger said and got to his feet again.


    “What are you doing here?” Billy T. asked, once his throat was clear and Severin was safely seated on the opposite side of the table.


    “The same as you, I assume. Thought it would be a good idea to get an impression of the place. Karianne has interviewed a whole load of these people today …”


    He used his thumb to point vaguely over his shoulder, as if the staff were lined up behind him.


    “… but it’s helpful to take a look at the place. Check out the ambience, in a manner of speaking. What’s that you’re eating?”


    The food had been reduced to a shapeless jumble of brown and green.


    “Duck liver. What do you think?”


    “Yuk.”


    “I don’t mean the food. The place!”


    Severin Heger rapidly surveyed the room. It was as though his many years in the Police Security Service had enabled him to look around without anyone even noticing that his gaze had shifted. He held his head absolutely still and half-closed his eyes. Only an almost invisible vibration of his eyelashes betrayed that his eyeballs were actually moving.


    “Strange place. Fancy. Hip. Trendy and almost old-fashioned sophistication at the same time. Not my cup of tea. I had to flash my police badge even to get through the door. Rumor has it there’s a waiting time of several weeks to book a table here at weekends.”


    “Honestly. This food is awful.”


    “You’re not supposed to mash it all up into a mush, either, you know.”


    Billy T. pushed his plate away and took a gulp of white wine from the huge glass with a splash of liquid at the bottom.


    “What can I say?” he murmured. “Who could be interested in killing this Brede Ziegler?”


    “Aha! Numerous candidates. Just look at the guy! He’s … Brede Ziegler was forty-seven and a social climber all his life. In the first place he had an amazing favorite hobby: picking fights with everything and everyone in the Norwegian culinary milieu. Secondly, he’s achieved great success in everything he has—”


    “Do we actually know that?”


    “… both economically and professionally. This place here …”


    Now they both had a good look around.


    The Entré restaurant represented the fashion pendulum’s swing back from the minimalist functionalism that had dominated the business in recent years. The tablecloths were voluminous, white, and swept the floor. The candlesticks were silver. The tables were placed asymmetrically in the room, some of them on small podiums ten or fifteen centimeters above the rest. From the first floor a staircase flowed down, reminiscent of something from a Fitzgerald novel. The interior architect had understood that nothing should block the massive sweep of old, ornamental timber, and had created a wide corridor of open floor space all the way to the entrance. Four crystal chandeliers of varying size were suspended from the ceiling. Billy T. fidgeted with a rainbow-hued reflection of light shimmering on the tablecloth in front of him.


    “… was a success from day one. The food, the interior, the ambience … Have you not read the reviews?”


    “The wife,” Billy T. said wearily. “Has anyone spoken to his wife?”


    “Farris mineral water, please. Blue. No ice cubes.”


    Severin Heger nodded to a waiter.


    “She’s in Hamar. Went to her mother’s before any of us had managed to talk to her properly. The clergyman arrived, the girl cried, and an hour later she was on the train. It’s understandable to some extent that she might need some motherly comfort. She’s only twenty-five.”


    “Twenty-four,” Billy T. corrected him, polishing off the last of the wine in his glass. “Vilde Veierland Ziegler is only twenty-four years old.”


    “Which means that our friend Brede was pretty well exactly … twice as old as his wife.”


    “Almost.”


    The waiter, who had just removed the catastrophic remains of the first course, made a fresh attempt. The plate was bigger this time, but the food was equally impregnable. Islands of mashed potato were arranged into a defensive fort around a piece of Dover sole decorated with thin strips of something that had to be carrot and something indefinably green.


    “It looks like a fucking game of Pick-Up Sticks,” Billy T. said despondently. “How on earth do people eat food like this? What the hell is wrong with steak and French fries?”


    “I can eat it then,” Severin offered. “Thanks.”


    The waiter deposited a glass of Farris with a sprig of mint hanging on the rim in front of him and vanished.


    “No, you bloody won’t. That dish cost three hundred kroner! What are these green streaks in the sauce? Confectioner’s coloring?”


    “Pesto, I think. Go ahead and try it. They had only been married for six or seven months.”


    “I know. Do we know anything about his assets, inheritance, will, and so on? Does everything go to his wife?”


    Severin Heger’s gaze shifted to a couple in their forties who had lingered for some time at the condolence book. The man was wearing a tuxedo, the woman an eggshell-colored dress that would have been more appropriate at another season. Her skin looked dull and pale against the heavy silk fabric. When she turned around, Severin could see that she was weeping. He looked away when their eyes met.


    “You haven’t ordered red wine with the sole?”


    The waiter poured another glass without blinking.


    “My sister says you can drink red wine with white fish,” Billy T. said stubbornly and took a demonstratively large swig.


    “Cod, yes! Halibut, maybe … But Dover sole? It’s up to you. And no, we know next to nothing about money and suchlike. Karianne and Karl are working their socks off. We’ll know a lot more tomorrow.”


    “Do you know that his real name is Freddy Johansen?” Billy T. said with a grin.


    “Who?”


    “Brede Ziegler. He was damn well called Freddy Johansen until he was grown-up. What a show-off. Pathetic. Changing your name – honestly. Especially for a man—”


    “And you say that, though you dropped your own surname twenty years ago!”


    “That’s different. Completely different. This is tasty, in fact.”


    “It looks good. Wipe your chin.”


    Billy T. unfolded the stiff linen napkin and rubbed his jaw.


    “I spoke to Forensics this afternoon. Ziegler was very unlucky. That knife wound—”


    He raised his own knife and directed the blade at his chest.


    “It struck here approximately. If it had gone in just a couple of centimeters farther to the right, then Ziegler would still be alive.”


    “Oh, shit.”


    “You can well say that.”


    “Did they know anything more? Force – I mean, above and down, the other way around, left-handed murderer, small man, strong man. Woman? That sort of thing.”


    “Nothing at all. They’re not clairvoyant, either, you know. But something more will be forthcoming. Eventually. Aren’t you going to eat at all?”


    “I’ve eaten. But you … My goodness, there’s Wenche Foss!”


    Severin Heger spoke in a whisper and tried to avert his eyes.


    “Well, then,” Billy T. said. “She is allowed to go out, you know. What did you mean when you said that everyone and his aunt could have had a motive for killing Brede Ziegler? Apart from that the guy had a career, I mean.”


    “I thought she only went to the Theater Café.”


    “Hel-lo.”


    “Sorry. I’ve spoken to Karianne—”


    Severin tried to keep his eyes fixed on Billy T.


    “And got some kind of summary of the witness statements up till now. Although we’re used to everybody jabbering away about ‘oh, so shocking’ and ‘no, I can’t think of anyone who would want to kill the man’ and … This case is entirely different. The witnesses seem shaken, of course, and that sort of thing, but all the same, they are … Not exactly shocked. Not the way we’re used to. They all have thoughts about who might have done it. They speculate indiscriminately without batting an eyelid.”


    “That could have more to do with the witnesses themselves than our homicide victim. Many of the people who surround a guy like Ziegler are attention-seekers. They just want to make themselves seem interesting.”


    The First Lady of the National Theater had positioned herself at the condolence book, together with a young curly-mopped actor.


    “Is it permissible to read what people write in that book over there, do you think?” Severin Heger asked.


    “No. For fuck’s sake, you’ve become fixated on celebrities! Get a grip.”


    “We should’ve had Hanne Wilhelmsen here,” Severin Heger said all of a sudden as he straightened his back. “This case is just up her street.”


    Billy T. laid down his cutlery, clenched his fists, and smacked them down on the table on either side of his plate.


    “She’s not here,” he said slowly without looking Severin in the eye. “She’s not coming, either. There’s you, me, Karianne, and Karl, as well as five or six other investigators if it turns out we need them. We don’t need Hanne Wilhelmsen.”


    “Okay, then. I was just trying to make conversation.”


    “Fine,” Billy T. said, sounding exhausted. “The syringe. Have you found out anything else about that?”


    “No. It was lying right beside the body, and looked as if it had just been dropped there. It doesn’t need to have anything to do with the murder. Or have you heard anything different from Forensics?”


    “No.”


    The dessert was microscopic and devoured in thirty seconds flat. Billy T. waved for the bill.


    “We’re leaving,” he said as he paid in cash. “This place isn’t for the likes of us.”


    He came to a sudden halt at the exit door.


    “Suzanne,” he said softly. “Suzanne, is it you?”


    Severin Heger stopped as well, his eyes appraising the woman. Tall, slim bordering on morbidly skinny, she was dramatically dressed in a blue-and-black outfit. Her face was pale and narrow, and her hair drawn back from her forehead. She looked as if she wanted to offer Billy T. her hand, but changed her mind and instead gave a perfunctory nod of her head.


    “B.T.,” she said quietly. “Long time no see.”


    “Yes, I … What are you doing …? Lovely to see you.”


    “Could you please decide whether you’re coming or going?” the head waiter, a strange-looking man with an over-large head, said with a smile. “You’re blocking the door standing there.”


    “I’m coming in,” the woman said.


    “I’m going out,” Billy T. added.


    “Hello,” Severin Heger said.


    “Perhaps we’ll bump into each other another time,” the woman said, disappearing into the restaurant.


    The December night was unusually mild. Billy T. turned his face up to the black sky.


    “You look as if you’ve seen a ghost,” Severin Heger said. “Someone who’s allowed to call you B.T., eh!”


    Billy T. did not answer.


    He had more than enough to contend with, struggling to keep his body calm. He held his breath to avoid gasping. Suddenly he broke into a run.


    “Bye, then,” Severin shouted. “See you tomorrow morning.”


    Billy T. was already too far away to hear.


    Neither of the two police officers had noticed a young man peering into the restaurant through the window that overlooked Sofienberggata. He was holding his hands like a funnel around his eyes and had been loitering there for some time.


    Severin Heger had turned his back on Billy T. and started to walk east. If he had taken the opposite direction, an automatic reflex might have made him talk to the boy.


    At least he would have, if he had seen the young man’s face.


    * * *


    Interview with witness Sebastian Kvie, edited extract


    Interviewed by police officer Silje Sørensen. Transcript typed by office colleague Rita Lyngåsen. There are in total two tapes of this interview. The interview was recorded on tape on Tuesday December 7, 1999 at Oslo police headquarters.


    Witness:


    Kvie, Sebastian, ID number 161179 48062


    Address: Herslebsgate 4, 0561 Oslo


    Employment: Entré Restaurant, Oslo


    Given information about witness rights and responsibilities. Willing to provide a statement.


    The witness was informed that the interview would be taped, and a transcript produced later.


    Interviewer:


    Can you first of all tell us something about what you do? About what connection you have with the deceased and that sort of thing? (Coughing, some unclear speech.)


    Witness:


    I’ve worked at Entré since it opened. That was on March 1 this year. (Paper rustling, mumbling in the background.) I qualified in catering at Sogn High School in the spring of ’98. I worked for a few months at the Hotel Continental immediately afterwards. Then I was traveling in Latin America for a while. Nine weeks, in fact. Brede Ziegler said that he’d heard about me from others, and wanted me for Entré. It goes without saying that I fucking wanted the job. I was really happy that a guy like him had heard about me as well. The pay is shit-awful, but it always is when you haven’t yet made a name for yourself.


    Interviewer:


    How … did you like it?


    Witness:


    Basically, I’ve worked non-stop since I started. For instance, I didn’t get a summer holiday this year. I’m meant to be off every Monday and every second Wednesday. But that’s only in principle. But what the fuck – I really enjoy it. Entré is the most exciting kitchen in the city right now. Both because … I mean … (Unclear speech.) Although I really only have to do what I’m asked, I learn a huge fucking amount. The head chef is very efficient, and quick to praise those of us who put in a bit of extra effort. Actually, all of us do that on the whole. Brede isn’t scared to lend a hand, either. He’s worked in the kitchen himself, five or six times at least. That’s bloody brilliant, when you think about all the other things he has to attend to. I mean, he fucking owns the whole place. Most of it, anyway. That’s the impression I’ve got, at any rate. I’ve heard that he owns a lot of other stuff too, but I’m not really sure what.


    Interviewer:


    I don’t like to be prudish, but it would help matters a great deal if you didn’t swear so much. This interview is going to be written down word for word from the tape recording. It actually looks pretty stupid in print.


    Witness:


    Oh yes. Sorry. I’ll be more careful.


    Interviewer:


    Did you know Brede Ziegler well?


    Witness:


    Well … well? He was my boss, of course. Chatted to me quite often, at work, I mean. But know him … (Longish pause.) He was older than me, you see. Much older. So we weren’t exactly friends. I can’t really say. It wasn’t as if we would go for a beer or to a football match together. (Laughter.) No. Not like that.


    Interviewer:


    Do you know who the deceased was actually friends with?


    Witness:


    Everybody! You name ’em! (Loud laughter.) There were loads of celebrities around Brede. They attached themselves to the guy. There was something about … Of course, I was quite shocked when I heard that Brede had been murdered. But he was really pretty controversial, you know. In the trade, I mean. He was so fucking … so damn successful! (Feeble laughter.) Apologies. Won’t swear. Sorry. (Pause.) Brede was the very best, you know. There must have been an incredible number of people who were jealous. It was as if everything he touched turned to gold. And loads of people out there are quite petty, you know. In our trade there’s a lot of jealousy. More than most, anyway. At least that’s my experience of it.


    Interviewer:


    Do I interpret you correctly if I say that it seems as if you … admired Brede Ziegler? Almost a bit star-struck?


    Witness:


    (Soft laughter, changing to coughing.) I read an article about Brede Ziegler in one of my mother’s weekly magazines when I was eleven. He’s kind of always been my hero, I guess. My greatest wish is to be like he was. Hugely accomplished and generous with it. For instance, I’ve heard he was thinking of giving each of us our own Masahiro knife for Christmas. With our name on it and all that. Sort of engraved on the handle, you know. Maybe it was only rumor, but I’ve heard that anyway. It would be just like Brede. (Lengthy pause, paper rustling.) He always remembered names. Even the people who come and go in the dishwashing section, he talked to them as if he knew them well. I will say that Brede Ziegler had great insight into people. And he was the best chef in Norway. Without a doubt, if you ask me.


    Interviewer:


    Did you know the deceased’s wife?


    Witness:


    I met her only once. I think, anyway. She’s called Vilde or Vibeke, or something like that. Much younger than Brede. Pretty. She popped in once a couple of months ago to pick him up. Didn’t get any particular impression of her. I’ve no idea if she’s in the habit of eating at Entré, since I’m in the kitchen all evening, and it’s rare for me to get time to peek out into the restaurant. That day she came to collect Brede, we weren’t open yet. I was standing talking to Claudio, the head waiter. She didn’t say hello to us. Maybe seemed a bit high-and-mighty. Maybe she was just in a hurry.


    Interviewer:


    Have you—


    Witness (interrupts):


    You really shouldn’t ever listen to rumors. But I’ve heard that Brede snatched the girlfriend from a boy who’s not so very much older than me. Twenty-five or -six, maybe. I don’t know the guy, but he’s called Sindre something-or-other and works at the Stadtholdergaarden. Smart guy, I’ve heard. But that’s just rumor, you know.


    Interviewer:


    What do you think, then? (Pause, sound of chair scraping, somebody entering the room, sounds of something being poured into a glass.)


    Witness:


    About what?


    Interviewer:


    About this whole business.


    Witness:


    I’ve no idea who killed Brede. But if I were to take a guess, it’s most likely that it has something to do with jealousy. Crazy, of course, totally crazy to kill someone just because you don’t like them being successful at this or that, but that’s what I believe anyway. As for myself, I was in the kitchen at Entré on Sunday evening. I arrived between two and three o’clock in the afternoon, and didn’t go home until after two that night. I was with other people the entire time, apart from the three or four times I had to go for a pee.


    Interviewer’s note: The witness gave a good, coherent statement. The witness was provided with coffee and water during the interview.
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    “Stazione termini. Il treno per Milano.”


    The manager had followed her to the taxi that was waiting outside the gate beside the dry-stone wall. He chided the driver and expressed concern about Hanne Wilhelmsen’s sudden departure.


    “Signora, why can’t you wait – very good flight from Verona tomorrow!”


    But Hanne couldn’t wait. There was a plane to Gardermoen from Milan that same day. The train from Verona to Milan took less than two hours. One hundred and twenty minutes closer to home.


    At passport control she felt faint. Perhaps it was her travel jacket. It had belonged to Cecilie. Like a vague memory, she caught a scent she had thought gone. Leaning against the counter, she waved on the people behind her.


    The apartment.


    Cecilie’s things.


    Cecilie’s grave – she didn’t even know where it was.


    An official handed her passport back. She could not summon the energy to take it. Her arm would not rise. Her elbow on the counter was aching. She counted to twenty, pulled herself together, snatched the burgundy-red booklet, and legged it. Out of the queue, out of the airport terminal, off the road leading to home.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen was back in Verona. She had followed her very first impulse. From Verona there would be a flight to Oslo via Munich the next day.


    She had hardly seen anything of the city. She had confined herself to the Villa Monasteria and the hills around the old convent since she had arrived in July. To begin with, the students had tried to entice her to Verona at weekends; it took less than fifteen minutes by car. Hanne had never succumbed.


    The long series of days from brownish-yellow summer to wet December had assuaged some of the pain that had paralyzed her the night Cecilie had died. In a way, Hanne had moved on. All the same, she needed more time. Just twenty-four hours. In twenty-four hours she would board the flight to Norway.


    She would go home to the apartment with all Cecilie’s more or less half-completed renovation projects. Hanne would go home to Cecilie’s clothes that still lay neatly folded and sorted in one half of the wardrobe in their bedroom, beside Hanne’s unsystematic chaos of trousers and sweaters.


    She would search out Cecilie’s grave.


    Hanne stood in Piazza Bra in Verona, struggling to shut her ears to the clamor of the city. When she reluctantly listened, it was composed only of voices. The city traffic was shut off from the extensive square. The shouts ricocheted off the ancient marble walls surrounding the Arena di Verona in the center of the city and reverberated back across all the market stalls, at which hundreds of vendors sold sausages and crockery, car vacuum cleaners and gaudy finery per la donna.


    Her rucksack chafed her shoulder. She wandered aimlessly, away from the teeming crowds of humanity, into the shade; a side street. She had to find a hotel. A place where she could leave her luggage, spend the night and prepare herself for the long journey home. She wasn’t sure whether it had already started.
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    The morning meeting should have commenced twelve minutes ago. Billy T. had not yet shown his face. Karianne Holbeck had fixed her gaze on a hook screwed into the ceiling just above the door, trying to avoid looking at the clock. Sergeant Karl Sommarøy had pulled out a Swiss knife and was gently whittling the bowl of a pipe.


    “Far too big,” he explained to whoever was interested. “Doesn’t sit well in my hand.”


    “Do you use studded or unstudded tires?”


    “Eh?”


    Glancing up, Karl Sommarøy brushed some shavings from his trousers.


    “I’m not giving up studded tires, anyway,” Severin Heger commented. “I’m going to pay the fucking fine for as long as that’s allowed. Yesterday morning, for instance, when I was going out—”


    “Good morning, folks.”


    Billy T. crashed through the door and slammed a ring binder down on the desk.


    “Coffee.”


    “Say the magic word,” Severin commanded.


    “Coffee, for fuck’s sake!”


    “Okay, okay. Here you are! You can have mine. I haven’t touched it.”


    Billy T. raised the cup halfway to his mouth, but put it down again with a grimace.


    “Let’s summarize what we have, and then divide up the assignments for the next forty-eight hours. Something like that. Severin. You go first.”


    Severin Heger had traipsed around on the very top floors of police headquarters for years on end. He had enjoyed working for the Security Service. It was exciting, varied, and gave him a sense of importance. An exhausting period of scandals and carpet-bombing from a unified Norwegian press corps had not eradicated his enthusiasm for the job that he had aspired to ever since he had been old enough to understand what his father did for a living. Severin Heger enjoyed the work, but nevertheless always felt scared.


    At the age of eighteen he had reluctantly reconciled himself to the idea that he was gay. It would not prevent him from reaching the goals he had set for himself. On his twentieth birthday – after a puberty filled with competitive sports, soccer, and incessant wanking – he decided never to tell anyone, never to show anything that might betray what would cause his father to kill himself, if he ever got to hear. His father had sailed with Shetlands Larsen during the war, and had been highly decorated for his efforts for his homeland. In the fifties and sixties he had worked for the Police Security Service. That was when Communists lurked in every trade union, and the Cold War was truly icebound. Severin was an only child and a daddy’s boy, and only once did the façade crack, when he had attempted to chat up Billy T. He was solicitously rejected, and since then Billy T. had never uttered a single word about the episode.


    The Head of Security Services had been forced to resign in the wake of the Furre scandal, when Berge Furre, a respected historian and former Socialist Left politician, was himself investigated by the Security Service while serving on the Lund Commission, set up to look into the activities of the self-same Security Service. This resulted in the appointment of the first female boss of the Police Security Service, though her tenure proved short-lived. Before she left, though, she had managed to summon Severin Heger to her office and declare: “It’s not a security risk that you’re gay, Severin. What’s suspicious is that you put so much energy into hiding the fact. Give in. Look around you. We’re approaching a new millennium.”


    Severin recalled that he had stood up without giving an answer. Then he had gone home, slept for a long time, got up, taken a shower, and, smelling sweet, had paid a visit to the gay club Castro that same evening. After spending a night making up for lost time, he requested a transfer to the Crime Section. His father had died two years earlier. Severin Heger finally felt liberated.


    “All we know for certain are the following—”


    He tapped his fingers one by one on the edge of the table.


    “The body is Brede Ziegler. Born 1953. Recently married. Childless. When he was killed, he had a wallet with more than sixteen thousand kroner in banknotes on his person. Sixteen thousand, four hundred and eighty-two kroner and fifty øre, to be painfully precise.”


    “Sixteen thous—”


    “Plus four credit cards. No less. AmEx, VISA, Diners and MasterCard. Gold and silver and platinum, and God knows what.”


    “That sends the robbery motive up in smoke,” Karianne murmured.


    “Not necessarily.”


    Severin Heger adjusted his glasses.


    “The thief might have been surprised by passers-by before he got hold of the loot, so to speak. But if it was a thief, he chose a strange murder weapon. A Masahiro 210.”


    “A what?”


    Karianne swallowed the sugar cube she had been sucking.


    “So he was really stabbed to death? A Massa-what?”


    “Masahiro 210. A knife. An expensive, beautiful knife. It should really have been listed in the weapons register. A particularly dangerous kitchen implement.”


    “That was what the kitchen boy was talking about,” Silje Sørensen said eagerly. “They were each to get one at Christmas or something!”


    Billy T. gave Karianne a vexed look.


    “If you can’t be bothered coming to the meetings, but are instead more preoccupied with interviewing peripheral witnesses, then for God’s sake you’d better find out exactly what was said.”


    “But … it was actually you who turned up late—”


    “Cut it out. We discovered that yesterday.”


    He forced out a smile. Karianne chose to interpret it as some kind of apology, but did not relinquish eye contact until he averted his eyes and pressed on: “By yesterday morning, a message was relayed from Forensics informing us that it said ‘Masahiro 210’ on the knife blade. We should have had that information right away. Sunday night. As soon as they pulled the knife out of his ribcage. Maybe sometime in the next thousand years we’ll manage to get those bloody medics to understand that they need to communicate with us.”


    “You were fast asleep then,” Karianne muttered, barely audible.


    Severin Heger stood up and flung out his arms dramatically.


    “My friends. Greatly esteemed colleagues. How can we possibly solve this case if we’re more obsessed with cutting one another’s throats?”


    “I’m very happy – no problems!”


    Silje Sørensen smiled broadly and raised her coffee cup in a toast. She was a newly qualified officer from that year’s litter, and delighted to have landed right in the middle of the Crime Section. Her fellow-students were plodding the streets in the uniformed branch.


    “You, yes. But our Chief Inspector here …”


    He put his hand on Billy T.’s shoulder, but Billy T. shook him off.


    “… he’s in a terrible mood. I don’t know why, but it really isn’t very productive. And you, dear lady …”


    He pointed his finger at Karianne Holbeck and drew a spiral in the air.


    “… you seem to be going through a somewhat delayed revolt against authority at the moment. Is it hormonal or what? PMS perhaps?”


    Karianne blushed deeply and was about to protest. Billy T. gave a smile, a far more genuine one this time.


    “Dare I suggest that we call a truce, that Karl puts down his dainty handiwork, that somebody puts on more coffee, drinkable this time, and that I am then permitted to sit down quietly to share a bit more of my knowledge about the murder weapon with this truly eminent, if rather grumpy, group of investigators?”


    He smiled at each and every one of the six others in the room. Karianne’s face was still bright red. Silje Sørensen concealed a smirk behind her hand. On her ring finger sparkled a diamond that must have been worth half a police officer’s annual salary. Karl hesitated, but in the end folded his pocket knife and stuffed the pipe into his jacket pocket. Annmari Skar, the Police Prosecutor, who until this point had been sitting immersed in her documents and obviously could not care less about the whole debacle, stared at him with a look he was not quite sure how to construe. Then, to his surprise, she burst into peals of laughter.


    “You’re a treasure, Severin. You really are a treasure.”


    Sergeant Klaus Veierød had already headed for the coffee machine.


    “How many want some?”


    “All of us,” Severin said mildly. “We all want coffee. So—” He resumed his seat and took a deep breath.


    “It says something else on the blade of the knife.”


    He leafed through his papers and held a slip of yellow paper up to his face.


    “I really must learn to use my glasses. ‘Molybdenum Vanadium Stainless Steel’. In plain Norwegian that means something like aerospace steel. Strong and unbelievably light. Monobloc. All the classiest restaurant kitchens have such knives. These are considered to be the hottest. The best. They cost one thousand and twenty-five kroner and eighty-two øre, to be exact, at GG Storkjøkken, the catering suppliers in Torggata. In other words, you’re unlikely to find this sort of knife in our canteen here.”


    He pointed at the ceiling with his thumb.


    “Anyway, Entré uses these knives exclusively. The problem is that so do ten or twelve other restaurants here in the city. At least. Incidentally, the knife blade measures two hundred and ten millimeters. Eighty-two of them were inside Ziegler’s body. The tip had only just perforated the pericardium.”


    He fell silent. No one said a word. The hum from the dilapidated ventilation system was giving Billy T. the beginnings of a headache, and he rubbed the bridge of his nose.


    “Light,” he said with a sigh. “The knife is also extraordinarily light?”


    “Yip. I called in at GG’s yesterday to feel one. It’s unfortunately outwith my budget, but my God, what a knife! I’ve always thought Sabatier was the only acceptable brand, but now I know better.”


    “Light,” Billy T. repeated, grimacing this time. “In other words, we can’t exclude a female killer.”


    “We can’t do that anyway,” Karianne said, clearly straining not to appear ungracious. “I mean, a knife doesn’t ordinarily weigh so much that a woman couldn’t wield it as a murder—”


    “Or a child,” Billy T. interrupted pensively.


    “Exactly. The weapon actually tells us very little, other than that the killer is either extremely well off or belongs to the restaurant fraternity.”


    The blush crept over Karianne’s face again. She ran her finger vigorously across one cheek, as if trying to wipe it away.


    “The restaurant fraternity,” Karl reiterated. “Or someone who simply wanted it to look like that.”


    “As usual.”


    Billy T. stroked his neck with his pass as if he were shaving.


    “But of course it’s quite encouraging all the same—”


    Silje Sørensen had raised her hand in the air, though that wasn’t necessary.


    “I mean, it would’ve been a lot worse if the knife had been from IKEA or some such. There has to be a far more restricted number of these knives here in Norway, doesn’t there? Do we know anything about fingerprints?”


    “Yes,” Severin Heger said. “Though Forensics are dilatory as usual, I’ve put a rocket under Kripos to get an answer. Nothing found as yet. The handle is clean, apart from some blood and trace fibers of fine paper. Wiped with a paper handkerchief, if you ask me.” Since responsibility for the scientific and technical aspects of police work had been centralized at Kripos, Norway’s National Criminal Investigation Service, obtaining the results had become a notoriously slow process.


    “And I am,” Billy T. said. “How long is the DNA-analysis going to take?”


    “Too long. Six weeks, they’re saying now. But I’ll get that cut down as much as possible. Also, they haven’t found any other stab wounds on Ziegler’s body. However, there were fingerprints on the syringe. Kripos are running them through our records. I don’t think we should raise our hopes too high. But apropos of nothing, Forensics said something about Ziegler’s complexion being an odd color. The doctor asked whether he was a drinker. Do we know anything about that?”


    They all stared at Karianne, who had been assigned responsibility for coordinating the tactical investigation. She shook her head gently.


    “We’ve conducted twenty-four interviews and I still couldn’t say whether or not the man was a drinker. This new system whereby we record the interviews on tape is all well and good, but it becomes fairly difficult when there aren’t enough people to type them up. There are only three transcripts available at present. Silje and Klaus have done a fantastic job, and we’ve got through more interviews in a single day than I can ever remember doing before now. But what good is that when they’re just on a brown tape! Now I can’t be bothered doing any more interviews until we’ve got transcripts for the ones we already have!”


    “Of course you can be bothered.” Billy T. looked straight at her as he continued: “I appreciate the problem. I’ll see what can be done. But you must go on with the interviews as long as I tell you to. Capice?”


    “Guys,” Severin Heger said in a warning tone. “Now we’re not going to continue where we left off, are we? What do you say, Karianne, do you know absolutely nothing about Ziegler’s alcohol consumption?”


    Karianne Holbeck’s cheek muscles contracted in knots before she went on: “Some say that he drank every day. Not plastered, but more … continental drinking habits. Some say for the most part he would take only a glass or two, whereas others say he poured it down his throat.”


    The door opened. A gust of fresher air blew into the windowless room, and Hans Christian Mykland, Chief of Police, followed it. Chairs scraped on the floor.


    “Just sit down,” he muttered as he took a seat beside the coffee machine, after flashing Billy T. a smile.


    The Chief Inspector straightened his back almost imperceptibly and indicated with a hand motion that Karianne should continue.


    “Now you have to understand that I haven’t read the interview transcripts,” she said, before looking in the direction of the Police Chief, adding: “There’s nobody to type out the tapes, so—”


    “We’ve heard that,” Billy T. said flatly. “Go on.”


    “But I have now formed some kind of picture of the guy. I mean to say, I haven’t.”


    She touched her neck and twisted her head from side to side.


    “It’s so difficult to get hold of who he really was. For example … At least half of the witnesses claim to be close friends of Ziegler. When we press them harder, it turns out that they’ve met him – I mean properly – only two or three times in recent years. And then there’s this business of his wife. Hardly anybody even knew they were going out together, until they arrived back from Milan with gold wedding rings and were suddenly married.”


    “Was that chunk of gold a wedding ring?” Billy T. asked, taken aback. “That huge thing with a red stone in it? Do we have …? Is there a Norwegian embassy in Milan?”


    “Maybe the Italians have different rules from us,” Karianne said tartly. “Maybe, for example, they don’t demand a residence permit. Maybe it’s just a case of traveling to Italy and getting married. If you live in a European Economic Area country, perhaps. You possibly know that we are affiliated to the European—”


    “Cut that out, now!”


    Annmari Skar had become visibly more animated in the presence of the Chief of Police.


    “Continue with what you were telling us.”


    “Okay then,” Karianne said, with a sharp intake of breath. “I’m just answering questions from my boss. As far as the wife is concerned, Vilde Veierland Ziegler, then I’m pretty discouraged, to be honest. I spoke to her twice on the phone yesterday. Both times she promised to come to Oslo as soon as possible. She hasn’t turned up yet. If she doesn’t attend as arranged at twelve o’clock today, I’ll go to Hamar to talk to her there. But—”


    She brightened and thrust her index finger in the air.


    “I’ve checked the register of nuptial agreements in Brønnøysund. Nothing is recorded for the Zieglers.”


    “Joint ownership, then,” Annmari Skar said slowly. “The lady inherits everything. He doesn’t have any children.”


    Different variants of aha combined in a babble of voices across the table.


    “Wrong,” Karianne said. “At least not entirely correct. Maybe the young widow won’t be particularly happy, because she doesn’t get the restaurant.”


    “No?”


    Chief of Police Mykland raised his voice for the first time since his arrival.


    “Why not?”


    “No—”


    Karianne Holbeck hesitated.


    “I’m not entirely familiar with this aspect of law, but … There’s apparently something called a deed-of-partnership agreement. Can that be right?”


    Annmari Skar and the Chief of Police both nodded.


    “Anyway, it says the following.”


    Karianne grabbed a blank sheet of paper and quickly ripped it in two. She waved one piece as she went on: “Ziegler owned fifty-one percent of Entré. The rest, that is to say forty-nine percent …”


    Billy T. rolled his eyes. Karianne waved the other piece of paper.


    “… was owned by the head waiter, Claudio—”


    She was forced to glance down.


    “Claudio Gagliostro. What a name! Hardly any of the witnesses had any idea what his surname was. Nobody really knew that he had such a large stake in the business, either. Claudio is the head waiter and day-to-day manager, and in the partnership agreement it says that each of them will inherit the other’s shares in the case of death prior to December the thirty-first, 2005.”


    “So it’s our friend Claudio who’ll grow rich,” Karl Sommarøy said. In distraction he had resumed whittling the pipe bowl.


    “Huh,” Karianne said. “We don’t yet know what the place is actually worth. In any case, there’s plenty left over for the wife. The apartment in Niels Juels gate was purchased in ’97 for over five million. The mortgage is about three million, but we haven’t got round to checking with the bank how much of this sum had actually been repaid. There’ll be a substantial amount of money left over, anyway. In addition, the bank hasn’t been very forthcoming. It’s possible we might have to ask for help from the court.”


    “Why a knife?” Silje mused softly, as if she really had no wish for anyone to hear what she was saying.


    “Eh?”


    Karl Sommarøy squinted in her direction.


    “I mean … Brede Ziegler was murdered with a knife. A very special kind of knife. And only one stab wound. One single stab. Knife killings are usually very violent. Forty-two stab wounds, I read in another case the other day. The perpetrator is furious and stabs over and over again. Usually, I mean. This guy only stabbed once. With a very special knife. That has to mean something, surely?”


    “Fuck,” Billy T. muttered, shaking his head abruptly. “It’s unfathomable that nobody can get this ventilation system to work. You get a headache just from thinking in here. Continue with what you’re doing. Severin … You and I are going to go for a jaunt to Ziegler’s apartment. Karl, put some pressure on Kripos and Forensics.”


    “I forgot something,” Karl Sommarøy said with a start, dropping his pipe on the floor. “Insignificant, maybe, but—”


    He lifted his backside and produced a folded sheet of A4 paper that had assumed the shape of his back pocket.


    “Other finds at the crime scene,” he read out. “Two used condoms. Sixteen cigarette butts of miscellaneous brands. Four beer cans, Tuborg and Ringnes. A pocket handkerchief, yellow and used. A large piece of giftwrap with a blue ribbon. A scrap of ice-lolly wrapper, Pin-up brand.”


    He refolded the sheet of paper and, satisfied, pushed it back where it had been.


    “Thanks for nothing,” Billy T. said. “Do you have an archive in your ass, or what?”


    Then, nodding to Severin Heger to accompany him, he raised his hand to take his leave of the Chief of Police, and disappeared from the room.


    “What’s actually wrong with the guy?” Karianne said, before providing the answer herself. “He’s suffering from post-Hanne-Wilhelmsen-syndrome. Isn’t it about time he got over that woman?”


    No one responded. She bitterly regretted her outburst when she felt the Police Chief’s eyes on her.


    “I think you should confine yourself to matters you know something about,” he said, unruffled. “That’d be the best course of action.”


    It was Tuesday December 7, 1999 and, outside, it had started to snow.
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    Hanne Wilhelmsen did not wear black because she was in mourning. It’s simply that it was so practical. Her leather jacket had four capacious pockets, making it unnecessary to carry a handbag. When she had left home, she had thrown two pairs of black jeans and four dark T-shirts into a bag together with underwear and socks. It was mainly because she had nothing else that was clean, and also because she had no idea when she would have the opportunity to wash clothes when traveling.


    She caught sight of herself in a shop window.


    Her hair had grown long again. A few months earlier, she had begun to comb her fringe back. At long last her hair had grown long enough to sit properly in the new style. The reflection on the glass showed her someone she barely recognized.


    She shifted her focus from the strange mirror image to the shop itself. A clothes shop. They did not have especially much on sale. The interior was simple and severe, with a few garments hanging on a steel frame. Two slim headless mannequins were dressed in tight trousers and crop-tops. A pair of bright-red gloves took center stage on a small high-legged table.


    She went inside.


    They were the reddest gloves Hanne had ever seen.


    Slowly, paying no attention to the young woman who was presumably asking if she needed any help, she tried them on.


    They were made for her, enveloping her hands like a second skin. Hanne, feeling warmth spread along her arms, touched her face.


    “Duecentomila lire,” she heard someone say.


    Without answering and without removing the gloves, she produced her wallet and handed over her VISA card. The woman smiled expressively and said something, possibly an acknowledgment of the customer’s taste and choice. Hanne was still wearing the gloves as she signed the receipt.


    When she left the shop, she noticed for the first time the gentle breeze sweeping through the narrow streets. High above the terracotta-colored buildings she could see the sky turning blue: an unfamiliar summer hue, out of place in December. She stared at her gloves and started to walk.


    The gloves were all she could think about.


    Suddenly a rectangular piazza opened out before her. A marble fountain was surrounded by sidewalk restaurants, open even now, well into the Advent season. She took a seat at a table beside the wall and ordered a cappuccino.


    Momentarily she felt something reminiscent of peace. Animated voices, laughter and unceremonious scolding, clinking of glasses, and rasping sounds of opera from the loudspeakers above her head all blended together into something that epitomized Italy, the Italy she had sought refuge from, in months spent off the beaten track. She fished out a cigarette, still wearing her gloves. As she coaxed a flame from her lighter, she heard a voice.


    “Scusi—”


    Hanne slowly lifted her eyes from her own cigarette. They stopped at a pair of red hands. She was taken aback for a second. She had to cast about, to find out where her own hands were, whether they were still hers.


    Someone held a cigarette between two fingers, asking for a light. The hands were wearing the same gloves as Hanne’s. Exactly the same snug-fitting, fiery-red calfskin gloves for which she had just paid a small fortune.


    “Scusi—” she heard once more, and looked up.


    The woman was gazing at her and smiled. When Hanne showed no sign of sparking her lighter again, the stranger took the unfamiliar gadget from her hands and helped herself. She lingered. Hanne stared at her. The woman was no longer smiling. Instead she stood with the cigarette in her hand, untouched, until there was nothing left but a baton of ash.


    “Can I sit here?” the stranger eventually asked, dropping the cigarette end on the ground. “Just for a minute?”


    “Of course,” Hanne replied, pulling the adjacent chair out from the table. “Please do. Sit. Please.”


    Then, leisurely, she drew off her gloves and stuffed them into her pocket.
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    Brede Ziegler’s apartment in Niels Juels gate was located in a pale-gray anonymous block in the functionalist style of the 1930s. Billy T. clambered out of the patrol car and peered up at the façade. A button on his pea-jacket fell off and disappeared into the slush underneath the vehicle.


    “We can’t park here,” Severin Heger said.


    “Help me, won’t you? My button’s somewhere under here.”


    Billy T. groaned and stood upright again, drying his hand on his trousers.


    “Bloody hell. Now Tone-Marit will change all the buttons. I like these ones. See if you can find it for me.”


    “We can’t stay here,” Severin reiterated. “The car’s blocking the vehicle entrance.”


    “I’ll stay wherever I fucking want,” Billy T. said crossly. “Besides, it’s mid-morning and this is a residential property. Nobody will go in or out of here at this time of day.”


    He slapped the police ID on the dashboard, clearly visible through the windscreen, and locked the car.


    “How many apartments are there here, actually?”


    Severin Heger shrugged, appearing to contemplate moving the car himself.


    “One, two, three—”


    Billy T.’s right forefinger ran from window to window. Several of them had no curtains, and the building seemed dazzled by the low winter sun that had just broken through the cloud cover.


    “I’ll bet there’s two on each floor,” he said, as he set off, jogging across the asphalt driveway. “That makes eight apartments, plus Ziegler’s big penthouse at the top.”


    Beside the double glass doors at the rear of the building, the doorbells were marked with brass nameplates.


    “No temporary paper labels here, eh?”


    Billy T. fumbled with a bulky bunch of keys. Finally he found the right key and let them in. The hallway brought to mind a small hotel reception. The floor was covered in azure and gray tiles and there was a faint smell of ammonia. The walls were primrose-yellow with three lithographs in severe black frames. On the opposite side, mailboxes were built into the wall and labeled with brass plates similar to the ones on the doorbells. An enormous leather winged armchair and a sideboard had obviously been placed here so that residents could sort their mail before going out or going home. A manila-fiber wastepaper basket, half-filled with advertising flyers and empty envelopes, capsized as Billy T. tried to inspect the contents. He righted it carelessly, leaving three colorful ICA supermarket-chain leaflets scattered on the floor. He stretched out to reach a small box fixed to the cornice directly above the chair.


    “CCTV,” he said eagerly. “Get somebody to secure the tapes, Severin. Today.”


    “There should be a sign on the door advising people of that. Both because it’s a legal requirement and because part of the point must be to scare layabouts from trying anything. And while we’re talking about rules and regulations, Billy T., do we actually have permission to do this?”


    Severin Heger leaned against the wall beside the framed lithographs, with his hands thrust deep inside his pockets as if to distance himself from the entire enterprise. Billy T. waved the bunch of keys.


    “His wife said yes. As for Ziegler himself, well, asking him is a bit more difficult.”


    “Did his wife really agree that we could enter the apartment without her being present? That’s obviously Ziegler’s own bunch of keys you have there.”


    “Yep. But I phoned the lady. On her cellphone. She was on her way to Oslo. She said it was fine.”


    Severin removed his glasses and placed them in a brushed-metal spectacle case.


    “Can’t get used to these,” he said glumly as he stepped into the open elevator. “I would never have let anyone like us into my apartment if I weren’t absolutely obliged to. Do you have the code to go all the way up?”


    A small metal plate was hooked on to the key ring. Billy T. squinted at the tiny figures and tapped a five-digit number into the display on the door.


    “Crazy to have the number attached to your keys, don’t you think?”


    “Oh, good Lord,” Severin exclaimed.


    Billy T. gave a long-drawn-out whistle as the metal doors opened soundlessly.


    The elevator went directly into the apartment. From where the two police officers were standing, the distance to the opposite wall must have been at least thirty meters. The floor was glossy black and Billy T. could count four doors on either side of the wide corridor that opened out into what had to be the living room.


    “Black lacquer,” he blurted in excitement. “The guy’s damn well lacquered the whole floor!”


    “Floor paint,” Severin Heger mumbled. “It’s just floor paint. I’ve never in my life seen a coal-black floor in anyone’s home.”


    “Smart! Really smart!”


    Billy T. strode into the apartment with his boots on, his footsteps clearly delineated in the light from the spots running along the perimeter of the high ceiling. They had switched on automatically as the elevator doors opened. Severin Heger removed his shoes.


    “Check out this kitchen,” he heard Billy T. yell. “Mini-kitchen! I thought chefs had gigantic kitchens.”


    Severin found himself tiptoeing as he crept along the corridor. He felt just as awkward every time.


    “Oh, good Lord,” he repeated as he turned the corner and peered into the diminutive kitchen. “Well, it might be small, but no expense has been spared.”


    The refrigerator looked like a bank vault. Constructed of solid steel, it was divided vertically, with the freezer on the left side and the fridge on the right. In the freezer section a built-in dispenser displayed buttons for ice, crushed ice, water, and carbonated water. The fridge gave the impression of being a fortress around an abundant storehouse of food, but turned out to contain three rolls of film, a table-pack of butter, and two bottles of champagne.


    “Besserat de Bellefon,” Billy T. read aloud. “Brut. Grande Tradition.”


    “That’s not too bad a drink. But look at that!”


    Severin pointed at the actual kitchen fittings, while Billy T. surreptitiously tucked the rolls of film into his pocket.


    “I’ll bet that’s German.”


    Severin caught hold of an arched steel handle and opened a drawer.


    “Feels expensive,” he said as he peered at a label, discreetly attached to the inside of the drawer. “Poggenpohl. The best there is.”


    “But that there is more like a canteen—”


    Billy T. wrinkled his nose and pointed at the stainless-steel cutlery, all arranged in perfect order, as if a photographer from an advertising bureau was expected at any minute.


    “In that case it must be the canteen in the royal palace,” Severin said. “This is Italian designer steel. There’s not a single item here that doesn’t match.”


    If the kitchen was minuscule, the living room on the other hand measured more than a hundred square meters. The walls and ceiling were chalk-white and the beams were black like the floor. The entire room centered on a seating arrangement comprising two five-seater settees facing each other, separated by at least four meters. Billy T. picked up a deluxe edition about Indian temple monkeys from the table and leafed through it indifferently. Tossing it aside with a thump, he pointed at an oil painting on the gable wall behind one of the settees.


    “Look at that red color at the bottom there. It matches the settee! He’s bought a fucking picture to match the furniture!”


    “Or the other way round,” Severin said, as he approached the enormous abstract painting. “Gunvor Advocaat. I think it’s the other way round, Billy T. First the picture, then the furniture. Incredibly stylish, with that red against the black!”


    Billy T. did not answer. He struggled to open a door in the south-facing glass wall that gave on to a magnificent roof garden.


    “Locked,” he said superfluously as he gave up. “Let’s take a look at the bathroom. Bathrooms are always mind-blowing.”


    He trudged back to the long corridor between the living room and the elevator. Suddenly he halted, squinting at a series of fifteen to twenty photographs framed behind glass and hanging in three rows on the wall.


    “Brede Ziegler and … Here’s something for you, Severin. Brede and Wenche Foss!”


    Severin Heger grinned as he pointed at the next picture.


    “Catherine Deneuve! That’s Brede Ziegler and Catherine Deneuve!”


    “And Brede eating with Prime Minister Jens Stoltenberg!”


    “And that’s … Who the fuck is that?”


    “Björk,” Severin said. “That’s Ziegler and Björk in a car!”


    “Jaguar,” Billy T. murmured. “Who’s Björk?”


    Severin laughed so hard he began to hiccup.


    “And you say I’m star – hic – struck!”


    Billy T. thumped him on the back and leaned closer to the picture on the lower right.


    “It can’t be,” he exclaimed, smacking his index finger on the glass.


    “Do you see who Brede is shaking hands with there?”


    Severin tried to hold his breath and talk at the same time.


    “The Pope,” he groaned. “Brede is being intro – hic – duced to the Pope.”


    “Take a glass of water. That gizmo on the fridge looked classy.”


    Billy T. let his hand slide across the wall to the first door beyond the photographs. The handle felt cold and heavy against his hand. He pressed it gingerly and nudged the door open.


    The bedroom was similar in style to the rest of the apartment. The floor here was lacquered in brilliant white. A double bed with a brushed-steel frame was placed in the center of the room. The bed linen had been stripped, and the quilts and pillows were neatly folded at the foot of the enormous mattress. The bedside tables were also white, with frosted glass drawers. A book by an author unfamiliar to Billy T. lay on one of these. The other was bare, apart from a table lamp with a globe shade fashioned of the same glass as the drawer fronts. The bedroom walls were stark and unadorned. The wardrobe sliding doors were of smoked mirror glass. Billy T. stared at his reflection for a second or two, before drawing one door aside.


    “This is perverse,” he said in an undertone to Severin, who was standing in the doorway gulping a glass of water. “There must be fifty here.”


    A broad tower of shoeboxes, each one with a Polaroid photograph attached, was stacked inside. Billy T. opened the box at the top of the pile. The front picture showed a pair of lady’s red stiletto shoes. The contents matched. The next box was labeled with a photo of men’s black dress shoes. The contents were exactly as expected.


    “An archive of shoes,” Severin said, impressed. “He had quite a sense of order, our friend Brede!”


    “But look here—”


    Billy T. opened the closet on the other side, where three columns of wire baskets stood side by side.


    “Two baskets of women’s stuff,” he said, lifting a black bra between his thumb and forefinger. “The rest is men’s clothing. You’d almost think the woman didn’t live here. Look at this—”


    He opened the middle of the wardrobe. A clothes rail extending for at least three meters was crammed with hanging suits, trousers, blazers, and shirts. At the far end beside the shoeboxes dangled a gossamer party dress, a maxi-skirt, and two blouses.


    “Is it just me, or is there something creepy about this whole place?” Billy T. asked. “It looks like something in an expensive showroom. The only thing approaching any kind of personal touch in the entire apartment is a really tacky wall covered in celebrity photos and a wardrobe that could be put on sale in the Ferner Jacobsen department store. Was he never at home, or what? And Vilde, then … Did she actually even live here?”


    “This stuff’s not Ferner Jacobsen,” Severin said, running his hands lingeringly over a cashmere jacket. “This hasn’t been bought in Norway at all. The bathroom – you said that we ought to take a look at the bathroom.”


    “If we can find it,” Billy T. mumbled, closing the bedroom door behind him. “What about this door here?”


    Stepping into Brede Ziegler’s workroom was like moving from one world into another. The walls were decorated with deep-red silk wallpaper in a pattern Severin chose to call lions’ paws. Fifteen to twenty lithographs and three oil paintings hung close together, some in semi-darkness, others below their own brass picture lights. The flooring was dark and partly covered with an oriental rug. In the corner farthest from the door stood a marble statue of Aphrodite on an open shell, measuring one and a half meters high. The writing desk was roughly rococo style: shiny lacquered wood with an inlaid sheet of green felt as a writing pad. A Mont Blanc fountain pen lay diagonally on the felt, beside a matching glass inkwell, black and yellow. A telephone with a mahogany case sat beside an answering machine that looked as if it came from some time in the seventies. The air was oppressive and clammy. Severin poked his nose forward and sniffed loudly.


    “Do you smell it?”


    “Mmm. Pot.”


    “I agree – and listen, my hiccups have stopped.”


    “Good for you. What do we have here?”


    Billy T. picked up an onyx owl, set it to one side, and riffled quickly through the papers it had held down on the desktop.


    “A bill from the phone company: eight hundred and fifteen kroner and fifty øre—”


    “Not particularly chatty, in other words.”


    “An invitation to … the Chinese embassy. Dinner. And this—”


    He unfolded an A4 sheet of paper. “Eh?”


    “This is too stupid,” Severin said.


    “Some kind of—”


    “Threatening letter. For fuck’s sake, it’s a threatening letter.”


    Billy T. roared with laughter.


    “The daftest threatening letter I’ve ever seen! Take a look at this!”


    He laid the paper carefully on the green felt and produced a pair of thin plastic gloves from his pocket. The paper was yellow, with pasted letters that at first sight looked as if they had been clipped from a magazine. The sender had been generous with the paste, and individual letters were almost drowning in goo:


    ThE CheFs GoOse iS CoOkEd


    RegGArDs


    IRoN FiSt


    “Turn round with your hands in the air. Nice and slowly.”


    The voice sliced through the heavy, marijuana-laden atmosphere. Billy T. wheeled around and automatically threw himself to one side when he had completed the move.


    “Stand still!” the voice in the doorway yelled. “I told you both to stand still.”


    “It’s Securitas,” Severin said, crestfallen, as he stretched out his hands.


    “Securitas?”


    Billy T. ran his fingers over his skull and grinned at the terrified young man holding a Maglite, for want of any other weapon.


    “Take it easy. We’re from the police.”


    Billy T. took one step forward.


    “Stop right there!” screamed the Securitas guard. “Let me see your ID! Easy now!”


    “Relax, for fuck’s sake!”


    Billy T. patted the pockets of his jacket.


    “Shit! My police ID’s in the car. The car parked outside here. Maybe you saw it? Right in front of the entrance?”


    Severin Heger produced a plastic card from his wallet and held it out invitingly. The security guard hesitated, before stepping three paces into the room and snatching the ID.


    “That adds up,” he said with a faint smile to his colleague. “He’s from the police. You should have switched off the alarm.”


    “Alarm? I didn’t hear shit.”


    Billy T. put on the plastic gloves and folded the extraordinary letter, before dropping it into an evidence bag and tucking it in his inside pocket.


    “Silent alarm. It’s not intended that you should hear anything. Will you be staying long?”


    “No,” Billy T. said tartly. “We’re leaving now. Then you can sort out that alarm shit on the way out. Severin, give me the tape from the answering machine.”


    The car was still parked where they had left it. Someone had attached a penalty ticket under one of the windscreen wipers. Farther up the street stood two traffic wardens, notepad and pen in hand, beside a truck with front wheels on the pedestrian crossing.


    “Hoi, you,” Billy T. yelled. “You up there! Didn’t you see the police badge or what?”


    “Forget it,” Severin Heger advised him, tapping impatiently on the roof of the car. “We don’t have permission to park here anyway.”


    The traffic wardens did no more than glance in his direction before continuing with their issue of another ticket. Billy T. vented a series of expletives from the time he opened the vehicle until he started the engine.


    “I hate folk in uniform,” he snarled. “Be it Securitas clowns or …”


    He rolled down the window on Severin’s side as they passed the traffic wardens.


    “… the assholes from the Traffic Department!” he shrieked.


    He narrowly avoided crashing into a bright-yellow Polo.


    “Had Brede Ziegler reported anyone for making threats before now?” Severin Heger asked, wiping condensation from the front windscreen.


    “Parking-meter morons,” Billy T. replied.
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    Daniel regretted leaving his winter boots behind. It was the evening of Tuesday December 7 and the temperature had dropped again. The last few days had alternated between snow, rain, and sunshine. Now his good leather shoes were splashing through ice-cold slush, and he clenched his legs to keep warm.


    He was running short of time.


    The IKEA bus arrived. The people around him at the bus stop in front of the Law Faculty scuttled into the warmth, and Daniel looked at his watch.


    She could not stand him turning up late. That’s the way it had been ever since he was old enough to go to the theater. Thale always wanted him to see the third performance after the premiere. By then the production still had something about it that his mother called “creative tension.” At the same time the first-night nerves had gone, and mistakes that had only been discovered with exposure to a real audience had been smoothed away.


    Watching Thale’s performances was a duty.


    It fell into the same category as emptying the dishwasher after school and scrubbing the floors every Friday. Washing the stairs had been discontinued when he moved to a student bedsit two years ago. The obligatory theater visits would stick to him like glue for as long as his mother could stand upright on a stage. Fried eggs and hot chocolate at the kitchen table after the show were also so inescapable that he had never dared to protest. Not even the time when his girlfriend’s twentieth birthday fell on the same day as the third performance.


    “She can come with you, of course,” Thale had said unflappably. “You’ll be coming in any case.”


    When he was younger, he had believed his mother had done this for his sake. That was what she said. He would benefit from going to the theater, she claimed. Only recently had he realized it was a tradition that actually ministered to her own need to have someone to talk to.


    Thale always chatted energetically after performances. She related to her roles, the characters in the plays, as if they were close friends. Apart from that, she was reluctant to discuss other people. She said very little at all, except for those nights when they drank hot chocolate with a skin on top and ate eggs and tomatoes with English toast until he could not bear any more and simply had to sleep.


    Daniel turned up his jacket collar more snugly around his ears when he felt the wet snow against his neck. He felt it was childish of him to wait for her to say something. On the other hand, he felt a sort of adult defiance: she ought to appreciate that he was having problems. She had not spoken a single word about the incident. When he had phoned her earlier that day, her only concern had been that he should make it to the performance.


    “Egoist!” he said under his breath, startled by his own remark.


    Now he was really having to rush. He scanned up and down Karl Johans gate, but could not find what he was looking for. He glanced again at his watch. In five minutes’ time he absolutely must go.


    Daniel had always known that his mother was not like other mothers. The mere fact that she insisted on him calling her Thale, rather than Mum, had made him feel different as early as kindergarten days. Mostly she left him in peace. She never asked him about his school work. She rarely showed any interest in who he was mixing with. Throughout his upbringing she had been strict about what time he came home and about theater visits, and moreover taught him that he should always keep his promises. Apart from that, she let him do as he pleased.


    She had not said anything.


    It wasn’t so strange, but he felt offended all the same.


    It was even worse that Taffa had not phoned. That was also far more significant. Perhaps she would phone him tomorrow. Or call in.


    “Hi! Sorry I’m late.”


    Daniel nearly jumped out of his skin and dropped the envelope he was clutching tightly. Quick as a flash, he bent down to retrieve it from the slush.


    “It’s okay. Here. A thousand kroner. You’ll get more in a fortnight.”


    “A thousand—”


    The other young man screwed up his nose.


    “I’ve no more just now,” Daniel said, taking a deep breath. “And anyway, I’ve got to run. A fortnight. I promise.”


    He punched his companion lightly on the shoulder and sprinted across the street. His shoes were squelching. He just managed to find his seat in the National Theater before curtain-up, aware that he was about to succumb to a heavy cold.
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    The snow had arrived that same night. Silence reigned. The clamor of voices, children crying, and the clatter of footsteps on the cobblestones had all disappeared. Hanne closed her eyes and listened, but could apprehend no more than a regular tapping from the bathroom pipes.


    She had gone.


    It must have been about six o’clock when she slammed the door behind her. Hanne was not entirely sure. It meant nothing. She had been there. Her scent still wafted from the bedclothes. She had disappeared around six.


    “It’s not true, you know,” she had said before she left. “That Venus doesn’t smile in a house of tears. She does!”


    Hanne got out of bed and drew back the curtains. The sunlight, strongly reflected on the snow, assaulted her eyes. She felt faint. She felt light-headed. Everything was white, and her mind turned to Cecilie.


    Nefis Özbabacan was her name, and she had only just run her index finger over Hanne’s lips in farewell.


    Hanne dressed without showering and crammed the rest of her luggage into her bag. Today she would succeed. Nefis had made it possible for her to travel home to everything that had been Cecilie. Hanne Wilhelmsen snatched her key from the bedside table and slung her bag on her back. She thought of Nefis’s parting words as she drew on the red gloves when she was seated in the taxi headed for the airport.


    * * *


    Interview with witness Vilde Veierland Ziegler


    Interviewed by police officer Karianne Holbeck. Transcript typed by office colleague Rita Lyngåsen. There is in total one tape of this interview. The interview was recorded on tape on Tuesday December 7, 1999 at Oslo police headquarters.


    Witness:


    Ziegler, Vilde Veierland, ID number 200576 40991


    Address: Niels Juels gate 1, 0272 Oslo


    Informed about witness rights and responsibilities. Willing to give a statement.


    The witness was informed that the interview would be taped and that a transcript would be produced later.


    Interviewer:


    Let me first of all offer my condolences on (cough, indistinct speech) of your husband. We’re working hard to solve this case, and we are dependent on … If we’re to find the perpetrator, we need to know as much as absolutely possible about your husband. That can seem unpleasant, but unfortunately it is … (Scraping sounds, indistinct speech.) Eh … It can certainly be difficult when—


    Witness (interrupts):


    Yes, I understand that. It’s okay.


    Interviewer:


    Then we can begin. First something about yourself, perhaps. What work do you do?


    Witness:


    Well … No … (Clears throat.) A bit of modeling. Bridal shows and that sort of thing. And I’m taking prelim exams in the spring.


    Interviewer:


    Do you earn anything? I mean, what do you earn from that?


    Witness:


    Not much. Brede … (Indistinct speech, cough?) … what I need. Sixty thousand, maybe? I think I earned something like that last year.


    Interviewer:


    Who have you worked for? In the modeling business, I mean.


    Witness:


    Various. Had an assignment for Tique last summer. KK, for example. I was in a kind of stable at Heads & Bodies before, you see. That’s a model agency. But now … I sort of get more direct approaches. It’s not so important, really. It’s not as if I’m dependent on it, you see. It’s just for amusement. I’m going to study languages. French and Italian was what I had planned. Or maybe Spanish. Haven’t quite made up my mind.


    Interviewer:


    Did you have anything to do with the running of the restaurant?


    Witness:


    No. Brede didn’t want that. I said several times that I could do some work there … And that sort of thing. He didn’t want that.


    Interviewer:


    How long had you known Brede?


    Witness:


    About two years, I think. Of course, I’ve kind of known who he was, for a long time. More than two years, I mean. But it’s about two years since we got to know each other. Sort of properly, if you know what I mean.


    Interviewer:


    When did you get married?


    Witness:


    In May. May 19. This year, that is. It was the day before my birthday. I got a bit kind of … a bit cross with Brede. He forgot my birthday. He always said it was childish. Bothering with birthdays, I mean. He didn’t want to celebrate or mark it in any way. Not his own, either. That was for children, as far as he was concerned.


    Interviewer:


    Childish … (Coughing.) Did he say that often? That you were childish? Of course, there was quite a big age difference and—


    Witness (interrupts):


    No. Not exactly that. But he did make most of the decisions. That was only natural, I think. You see, he had lived … He had money and all that. He worked extremely hard and long hours, while I … (Pause.)


    Interviewer:


    How did you meet?


    Witness:


    At a party. Or a function, really. A friend of the guy I was with before was going to open a new eating place, and then … (Inaudible.) … Sindre and I split up. He took it quite badly, since … (Lengthy pause.) I was with Brede after that party. (Brief laughter, giggle?)


    Interviewer:


    Do you know anyone in Brede’s family?


    Witness:


    Mrs. Johansen. His mother, that is. Or … (Pause.) I don’t really know her. But I’ve met her a few times.


    Interviewer:


    How do you get on?


    Witness:


    Get on? What do you mean? Get on … Well, fine, presumably.


    Interviewer:


    Fine? Presumably?


    Witness:


    I mean … She was … is, I mean. She’s a real mother hen. The sort that almost seems head over heels in love with her own son. You know the sort of thing I mean.


    Interviewer:


    Not entirely.


    Witness:


    Yes, you do … Everything was absolutely splendid with Brede. The way she saw it, he could never do any wrong. She … I will say that she worshiped her son. And that made it not so easy for me to … (Long pause.) But everything went well, all the same.


    Interviewer:


    (Paper fluttering.) Brede’s father died when he was small, and according to what it says here, Brede was both an only child and childless. Did he have any other relatives that you know of?


    Witness:


    No. Can I have a pastille?


    Interviewer:


    Go ahead. No relatives. Friends, then?


    Witness:


    Loads.


    Interviewer:


    Such as?


    Witness:


    The list’s enormous. Do you want me to write them down?


    Interviewer:


    We’ll see. But who was closest to him, in your opinion?


    Witness:


    No idea.


    Interviewer:


    Don’t you have any idea who your husband’s closest friends were?


    Witness (raising voice considerably):


    He knew everybody. Everybody. He had an unbelievable number of friends. It’s not so easy to … Claudio, then. If you absolutely need to have a name.


    Interviewer:


    Claudio. The head waiter? Claudio Gagliostro?


    Witness:


    Yes. He’s the day-to-day manager of Entré. He’s known Brede … forever, so it seems. He owns a share of the restaurant as well, I think. I know that he’s part-owner of Entré. Anyway, he was the only one who knew in advance that we were getting married in Milan. In addition to the two from Se og Hør magazine, anyway. The ones who were there to do the reporting. They paid for the whole thing.


    Interviewer:


    Did Se og Hør pay for your wedding? (Pause.) What did you think about that?


    Witness:


    Don’t know … (Indistinct speech.) … such things. Brede was dependent on the publicity. He said that he always had to put himself forward, or else no one would accept the food he had to offer. That was how he put it. Fair enough, really. They just took lots of photos. Brede knows loads of people in Milan that we met down there. Of course they chatted to one another in Italian, so it was actually fine for me to have someone to talk to in Norwegian.


    Interviewer:


    Now that your husband has passed away … do you know anything about the more … financial consequences for yourself? I’m sorry, but …


    Witness:


    No, I … (Sniffling, sobbing.) He once said that we should have separate ownership, but … (Pause, indistinct speech, and sniffling.) I’m not sure if that had been arranged yet. He had a pile of papers that he wanted me to sign, but I don’t actually know what they were. (Pause.) Do you know what happens now? With the apartment and that kind of thing?


    Interviewer:


    You … Brede Ziegler most certainly had a lawyer who organized the business side of things for him. Do you know who that might be?


    Witness:


    No … He knew a number of lawyers. Celebrities. They … (More sobbing.)


    Interviewer:


    Listen to me. You’ll need to get in touch with a lawyer yourself. Someone who will represent you, and only you. Then it will all get sorted out. (Violent sobbing, presumably from the witness.) Shall we take a break, then? Then you can have some coffee and maybe something to eat. Does that sound okay?


    Witness:


    Mmm. Yes. (Violent sobbing continues.)
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    Several seconds had passed since he had said “excuse me” and rapped his knuckles on the open door. The woman at the writing desk sat with her back to him, still with no sign of turning round, even though she must have heard him.


    “Excuse me,” Billy T. repeated. “Can I come in?”


    She was wearing an apple-green sweater and appeared to be holding her breath.


    “What a fright you gave me,” she said finally as she slowly swiveled round. “Honestly, you gave me such a fright.”


    “Apologies.”


    As Billy T. held out his hand, she stood up and grasped it. Her handshake was firm, almost too earnest.


    “Billy T.,” he introduced himself. “I’m from the police. And you are Idun Franck?”


    He pointed at the sign on the door in the glass wall dividing off the corridor.


    “Yes. Take a seat.”


    There was barely room for him. One of the longer walls was covered from floor to ceiling with packed bookshelves. On the floor beside the doorway sat an enormous stack of books that the office was too small to house. An incredible quantity of papers, stashed among pens and cups full of pencils, lay on the broad desk under the window. A grubby plush Moominpappa soft toy perched on the far edge of the table, the brim of his top-hat torn, and stared vacantly at a colorful Gustav Klimt poster. A bulletin board plastered with cartoons, a couple of photographs, and three newspaper cuttings hung crookedly above Billy T.’s head. Idun Franck removed a pair of gold-rimmed glasses and polished them with her sweater sleeve.


    “How can I help you?”


    “Brede Ziegler.”


    Feeling claustrophobic, Billy T. tried to reach the handle of the door he had just closed behind him.


    “I can open the window,” Idun Franck said with a smile. “It gets a bit stuffy in here.”


    A puff of cold, exhaust-laden air forced its way into the room.


    “Not much of an improvement, I’m afraid.”


    Nevertheless she left the window open.


    “I did realize it would be about Brede Ziegler,” she said pointedly as she put her glasses on again.


    “Yep. I’ve learned that you’re working on a book. About Ziegler, I mean.”


    “Do you usually interview witnesses at their place of work? I had anticipated some kind of summons. I thought that was how you normally went about these things.”


    The woman did not seem hostile, despite her appropriate reprimand. Billy T. scrutinized her while scratching his thigh. She must be around fifty. Although she could not be described as fat, she was certainly well built. Her breasts strained behind the green sweater: the stitches were stretched, revealing her black underwear. She peered at him over her glasses, as if she did not quite know what to make of him.


    “You’re right,” Billy T. said, grinning. “It is slightly irregular. But I was in the neighborhood and thought I might as well pop in and see if you were here. You don’t need to talk to me at all. In any case, you will be called for interview later. For a formal interview, I mean. And if you—”


    He started to rise from his chair.


    “Stay seated.”


    Her voice reminded him of his mother’s. He did not know whether he liked that or not. He sat down again.


    “Officer,” she began.


    “Chief Inspector, in fact, though that’s not so important.”


    “I didn’t catch your surname.”


    “That’s not so important, either. Billy T. is plenty. Is it true that you’re writing a book about Ziegler?”


    Idun Franck removed the elastic band holding her hair back in a ponytail. Only now did Billy T. notice that she had thick streaks of gray in her ash-blond hair. However, her face looked younger with her hair loose; her cheekbones no longer seemed so schoolteacherly severe, beneath her unusually large eyes.


    “Well,” she said, her mouth contracting into what might be some sort of smile.


    “Well?”


    “I wasn’t actually writing a book about Brede Ziegler. I’m an editor, not a writer or an author.”


    “But—”


    Billy T. produced a newspaper cutting from his inside pocket and spread it over his knee.


    “This was in Aftenposten three weeks ago or—”


    “That’s right. We had planned to publish a culinary biography. A kind of odyssey through Ziegler’s life and work, if you like. With recipes and anecdotes, his life story, and pictures. Unusually, I was to do the writing, but the plan was that this should be a sort of autobiography. A hybrid, so to speak. In several places the text would be written in the first person. Is this important?”


    Again the corner of her mouth tugged into what might be construed as a smile. Her face took on a slightly mocking aspect, and Billy T. felt his armpits sweat. He pulled off his jacket, though he had no idea what to do with it.


    “Did you already know Ziegler?” he asked, dropping the jacket on the floor.


    “No. Not before I met him in connection with this project.”


    “But you now know him well, isn’t that so? I mean, how far had you got with this … cookery book?”


    Idun Franck suddenly got to her feet and used both hands to brush her tweed skirt.


    “I should have offered you coffee, of course. Sorry. Black?”


    She grabbed her own mug and disappeared without waiting for an answer. The phone began to ring. Billy T. stared at the apparatus. The sound was unusually discordant: an old-fashioned, piercing ring that made him rise to pick up the receiver. As he hesitated momentarily, it fell silent.


    “Are you looking for something?” he heard at his back and wheeled round abruptly.


    Idun Franck had returned with two cups of coffee and was staring at him with an expression he interpreted as somewhere between irritation and curiosity.


    “The phone,” he said, pointing. “The ring was so damn loud. I thought I should answer it, but then it stopped. Bloody awful noise.”


    Idun Franck’s laughter was unexpectedly deep and husky. She snaked her way past Billy T., handed him a cup, and fished out a cigarette from a pack of Barclay extra-mild in a drawer.


    “Does it bother you?” she asked, lighting the cigarette.


    “No, it’s fine.”


    “Where were we?”


    Once again she stared at him over her glasses. For the first time it struck Billy T. that he found this somewhat overweight fifty-year-old woman attractive. She made him feel hesitant and awkward. He had to pull himself together to avoid his eyes lingering on her bust.


    “How well did you know the man?” he repeated, shuffling his feet. “How far had you reached in the work on this book?”


    “It’s actually difficult to say. People have a tendency to think that a book project is like … a fifty-kilometer ski race, for example.”


    She took a long drag, betraying that she was used to far stronger cigarettes.


    “It’s surprising how many people believe that a book is completed by placing one stone on top of another. It’s not normally like that. The process is more … organic, you might almost say. Unsystematic. So I can’t …”


    Billy T. again felt the gaze above her glasses that forced his eyes to stray to the Moominpappa, which had now toppled on to its back and was staring at the ceiling.


    “… say how far we had reached.”


    “Okay, then,” Billy T. said, clearing his throat. “That’s fine. But can you tell me whether, through the work you’ve done to date, you’ve learned anything about who … or what – whether he had difficulties with anyone? Conflicts above and beyond the everyday?”


    Idun Franck took a gulp of coffee and a last puff of her cigarette, before stubbing it out and dropping it into a Farris bottle. She leaned across the desk and closed the window. Afterwards she remained seated with her eyes half-closed, as if thinking through a lengthy exposition.


    “Billy T.,” she said quizzically.


    He nodded.


    “Chief Inspector Billy T.,” she said long-windedly. “You are intruding on an extremely problematic area now. I am actually an editor. As you almost certainly know, that gives me certain editorial responsibilities. I can’t say just anything to just anyone. You are asking me about things that I might possibly have learned from a source I have spoken to, in connection with work on an as-yet-unpublished book.”


    “So what?”


    Billy T. opened out his arms expressively, narrowly missing a mind-your-own-business potted plant on an adjacent sideboard.


    “Confidentiality of sources,” Idun Franck said, smiling. “Publisher’s ethics.”


    “Confidentiality!”


    Billy T.’s voice rose to a falsetto.


    “The guy’s dead, and you’re not bloody working for a national newspaper! Of all the preposterous things I’ve heard – and believe me, there’s been a whole fucking lot of those over the years – you’ve got the nerve to tell me you plead confidentiality for your sources, in connection with a cookery book! What the hell kind of book is it, then? Full of secret recipes or what?”


    Idun Franck used her coffee cup to heat her hands: broad hands with short nails. On her left hand she wore a large ring of Viking design. She tapped it against the cup in a regular nerve-racking beat.


    “If you reflect on it, I think you’ll understand the problem. I’ve initiated a collaboration with a man who is going to tell me about his life, so that I can obtain enough material to publish a book. What would be printed of what he has told me was to be decided much later in the process. Everyone we obtain material from, whether it is authors or anyone else, is assured that what gets published will only go to print with their full agreement. I’ll permit myself to refer you to both the Criminal Procedure Act, section 125, and to the European Convention on Human Rights. Article ten, if I’m not entirely mistaken. If I gave you information now, under cover of the fact that Brede Ziegler is hardly in a position to protest …” She stopped and held her breath for a moment or two before continuing: “… then none of my authors would be able to trust me in future. It’s as simple as that. I had a purely professional relationship with Ziegler. Talk instead to those who knew him personally.”


    Billy T. thought he detected a touch of vulnerability about this person who had sat with her back turned and let herself feel alarmed at his approach.


    “How wrong can you be?” he said, retrieving his jacket. “You want to play hardball. Okay then. We too have lawyers to deal with that sort of thing.”


    There was nothing more to be gained here. As he headed for the door, the phone rang again. The window opened by itself, and a strong blast of air lifted four sheets of paper from the desk. All of a sudden Billy T. was aware of a whiff of perfume from Idun Franck, a fragrance he had not encountered for a long number of years. It made him dizzy. When he irritably raised his hand in some kind of farewell gesture to the publishing editor as she spoke on the phone, he narrowly avoided colliding with a young man. Billy T. thought he recognized the boy.


    “Authors just keep getting younger and younger,” he muttered, pulling on his jacket as he strode off.
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    Thomas needed to pee. If he did not think about it too much, he might manage to reach all the way home before he came to grief. Even though he was seven and a half, he sometimes wet his pants. Yesterday he had met a man with a blue nose. The man was terribly old and his awful stink extended as far as the electricity substation where Eirik, Lars, and Thomas were doubled-up with laughter, yelling and jeering from their hiding place as they stared at his huge bright-blue nose. When the man had crossed Suhms gate at the gas station, Thomas had been left standing with a wet patch on the front of his trousers and a yellow puddle at his feet. Running home with the hilarity of his pals at his back, he nearly got knocked down by a car.


    Now he stood on tiptoe at the gate with his legs crossed. His mum preferred him to wear the key around his neck. Dad had given him some sort of janitor’s gizmo at Christmas: a metal key ring that could be fastened to his belt. Thomas had to stand on tiptoe to make the key’s cord long enough. At last the key slipped in and the gate slid open. Thomas rushed into the entrance.


    “Somersaults, sandcastles, sardines.”


    That usually helped. Long strings of words with difficult S-words. He had posted a list in his room, and constantly added new and increasingly difficult words that he could learn by heart.


    He came to a sudden stop before he reached the front door. The witch was on the prowl. Thomas Gråfjell Berntsen never walked past Tussi Gruer Helmersen of his own free will. Mrs. Helmersen on the first floor was the only person in the whole world of whom Thomas was really scared. Once she had bumped into him on the stairs and made him fall. Not that he hurt himself at all badly, but since then he had suffered nightmares about her yellow eyes. If she came upon him unawares – something that happened increasingly infrequently – she was in the habit of pinching him hard on the cheek in some odd kind of greeting.


    Thomas could not hold out any longer. He stood behind the garbage bins, not daring to move a muscle, with tears welling up in his eyes.


    Mrs. Helmersen was wearing her dressing gown, even though the weather was quite chilly. That probably meant she was heading straight back up again. Thomas closed his eyes and sobbed through gritted teeth: “Go away. Go away!”


    But Mrs. Helmersen stood still, with only her head moving, as if she were looking for something.


    “Pussy! Here, puuuuusssy! Come on, pussy-cat!”


    Mrs. Helmersen did not have a cat. She hated cats. Thomas knew she had complained to the management. About Helmer, a ginger tomcat that Grandma had given Thomas for Christmas two years ago. Actually he had wanted a dog, but dogs were not allowed.


    “Clever puss,” he heard Mrs. Helmersen say. “Drink it all up, that’s right.”


    As Thomas held his breath, he peeped out from behind the garbage bin. Mrs. Helmersen was crouching over Helmer, who was lapping milk from a saucer.


    Finally she moved away. She really did not seem human and instead reminded him of some kind of robot, her movements were so stiff and frightening. Thomas’s teeth were chattering, but he was reluctant to creep from his hiding place until he was certain that Mrs. Helmersen had returned all the way up to her apartment.


    Eventually he felt reasonably safe. His trousers chafed on his crotch as he sneaked up on Helmer, who was still licking a white saucer decorated with tiny sprigs of flowers. He picked up the cat.


    “Did Mrs. Helmersen give you some food?”


    The soft cat’s ear against his mouth made him burst into tears. When he arrived at his own apartment and managed to strip off his clothes, he was still freezing cold. He knew he ought to wash, but wanted to wait for his mum. He crept into bed, pulling the quilt over himself and Helmer. The cat was whimpering softly. Thomas fell asleep.


    When he woke just before five, when he heard that his mum had come home, Helmer was dead.
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    Only afterwards did he notice the warning on the package. He had taken two Paracet tablets an hour ago. Now he had swallowed down another two and the bitter taste burned his throat. He read the warning yet again, shaking his head.


    “If only this damn tooth would let up.”


    It was not going to let up. Lately it had throbbed whenever he drank or ate anything either above or below body temperature. This evening the toothache had taken complete hold. Billy T. did not want to visit the dentist. Admittedly, the tooth was a goner. The dentist would take one look at the damage and suggest a crown. Three thousand four hundred kroner for a single crown. Out of the question. To put it mildly, Billy T. could not afford it. Jenny would need a pushchair soon. Four child-support payments in addition to Jenny made him sick every time his paycheck arrived. The pay rise that had accompanied his temporary appointment as chief inspector in charge vanished in one huge gulp.


    He needed money. As far back as he could remember, he had been short of cash.


    The toothache sneaked up the left side of his face and ended as a shooting pain somewhere deep inside his head. He wrung out a dirty cloth and pressed it against his eyes. The faint reek of baby poo made him snatch it off again.


    “Shit. Shit!”


    He snarled at his reflection in the mirror. The fluorescent light made him look more pallid than he actually was, and he stood there rubbing his temples as he struggled to squint away the bags under his eyes. It was past midnight and he really ought to grab some shut-eye while Jenny permitted it.


    Warily, he opened the bedroom door.


    Jenny was lying on her back in the cot with her arms outstretched, the quilt in a tangle at her feet. She resembled a sunbather in blue pajamas. Billy T. carefully covered her with the quilt and pushed the grubby yellow rabbit into its usual place in one corner.


    He felt Tone-Marit’s warmth on his back when he lay down gingerly in the double bed. The toothache did not ease off. Instead, it grew worse.


    Even though he had already sired four children, the two girls in the bedroom were his first real family. Since he had left home, anyway. At this very moment he would prefer to be alone, however. Then he would have flicked on all the lights, drunk himself to semi-oblivion from the cognac bottle that remained untouched after a business trip to Kiel two years earlier, turned Il Trittico to full volume, and waited for the pain to subside.


    He wanted to be alone.


    Life had been uncomplicated as a young guy and weekend dad. After a bit of early fuss with the youngest child’s mother, the arrangement had gone well. He did not interfere in how the boys fared with their four different mothers. For their part, they involved themselves only minimally in how the boys got on at his house. As long as his sons seemed congenial and healthy, he found no reason to meddle with a setup that worked. Now and again the boys sulked a little because he did not attend end-of-term functions and that sort of thing, but eventually they had grown used to it all the same. If they had football matches or other activities while staying at their father’s, then naturally he accompanied them. When all was said and done, he was having a great time.


    This was something altogether different.


    Jenny had not slept through one whole night since the day she was born. She bawled and screamed and demanded to be fed. Before her hunger was assuaged, the last feed was running out the other end. The apartment was too cramped to escape it. A few times Billy T. had spent the night with friends in order to get the peace he craved, but then he mostly lay awake thinking about Tone-Marit having to cope with it all on her own.


    The apartment was quite simply too small, but they could not afford to do anything about it.


    The bedroom was chilly and he pulled the quilt up to his chin. His feet protruded from the bottom and he curled up. Jenny made gurgling noises, and like an echo, he heard a whimper from Tone-Marit.


    The only woman he had never actually abandoned was his mother. Each time their relationship ran into difficulties, he simply lay low for a while. Then it was smoothed over. Billy T. had never understood the expression “to work at a relationship.” A relationship was not a job. Either you saw eye-to-eye, or else you didn’t.


    The encounter with Suzanne had been just what he didn’t need.


    When he had sprinted home from Entré on Monday night, he had wanted to cry. Instead he had blamed the toothache and had gone to bed before Tone-Marit. He had lain awake that night too.


    It must have been twenty years since he had last seen Suzanne.


    He got up carefully, dragging his quilt with him.


    The boys’ beds were too small.


    He lay down on the settee. Truls had broken his earphones last weekend, when the youngsters had agitated to play Star Wars and Truls was made to be Princess Leia because he was the youngest.


    Eighteen years had gone by since he had heard from her, when he made a precise calculation. He did not want to; he wanted to think about something else.


    He had been twenty-two then, and his first year at police college was almost over. She had phoned him to help her return to the acute psychiatric wing. After that she had simply disappeared. As far as he was aware, she had later moved to France. It was of no concern to him and he had forgotten all about her.


    Alexander wanted nothing but a PlayStation. He was the only boy in his class who did not have one. A PlayStation cost as much as what Billy T. had to spend on all four boys added together.


    He closed his eyes and pressed his jaw shut to ease the toothache. It grew worse. Now the pain was gripping the back of his head tight; it felt as if half his head was being unscrewed from his body.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen had left him.


    She was the one who had left him, not the other way around.


    He did not want to think.


    The phone rang.


    Billy T. jumped up, dashed into the hallway, and threw himself at the apparatus before it had time to ring again. He stood stiffly to attention and listened for sounds from the bedroom.


    “Hello,” he almost hissed into the receiver.


    “Hi. It’s Severin.”


    “It’s … it’s nearly one o’clock, for fuck’s sake!”


    “Sorry, but—”


    “I’ve a wee baby here, you know!”


    “I’ve said sorry, but there’s something I was sure you’d want to know right away.”


    “What’s that, then?”


    Billy T. pushed his thumb into his eye socket and pressed hard.


    “Brede Ziegler was murdered twice.”


    Car tires screeched outside the window, followed by the noise of a violent collision. Billy T. held his breath and sent up a silent prayer.


    Jenny wailed.


    “Shit,” he said. “The baby’s awake. What did you say?”


    He moved to the window and looked out. A taxi driver was arguing with a young woman who was in floods of tears. Two Mercedes had taken an enormous mouthful from each other’s front end.


    Jenny was screeching like a stuck pig.


    “Wait a minute,” Billy barked into the phone.


    Tone-Marit was about to lift the baby when he entered the bedroom. Half-asleep, she handed him the child without protest, before quite literally diving back into bed.


    “Hush, my little one. It’s Daddy. Nothing’s wrong.”


    Clamping his daughter to his chest, he tottered back to the living room to pick up the receiver again.


    “What did you say?” he mumbled.


    “Brede Ziegler was in fact killed twice.”


    Jenny gurgled and grabbed her father’s nose.


    “Twice,” he said in a monotone. “He was killed twice. Well, well.”


    “Do you remember Forensics wondering whether the guy was a drinker? Because his complexion was such a strange color?”


    “I think so.”


    As the sound of howling sirens approached, Jenny clung to his neck. She began to cry again. Billy T. pushed a pacifier into her gaping mouth.


    “It wasn’t alcohol. It was paracetamol. Brede Ziegler was poisoned. Stuffed full of paracetamol.”


    “Paracetamol? You mean … like ordinary Paracet, the kind in the orange wrapper?”


    “Extremely dangerous in large doses. That’s why you can’t buy more than one pack at a time in the pharmacy.”


    “But … did he die of that? Was he already dead when he was stabbed?”


    “No, the other way round. He died of the knife wound, but would probably have died later of poisoning anyway. If he hadn’t received hospital treatment, that is. In time.”


    “Oh, fuck.”


    “You can say that again.”


    “We’ll discuss this in the morning.”


    “Fine. Hope I haven’t spoiled the night for you.”


    “Spoiled nights are my specialty,” Billy T. murmured as he dropped the receiver on the floor.


    When the vehicles outside had been towed away and Jenny had fallen asleep at last, it was past five o’clock on the morning of Thursday December 9. Billy T. laid the child down in bed and padded out to the bathroom. He ran the bath water and decided to go to work as soon as he was dressed. It was all the same to him. If he fell asleep now, he would never be able to get up again. As the bath filled, he pressed the nine remaining Paracet tablets out of their foil and flushed them down the toilet, where they vanished in a rush of blue water.


    At least his toothache had gone.
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    One of the many snippets of information Vilde Veierland Ziegler had withheld from the police was that she mainly stayed at Sinsen, where she had a two-room apartment in Siloveien. The second room, strictly speaking, was no more than a hole in the wall with space for a broad single bed. The apartment did contain a toilet, but the shower was in the hallway and shared by three apartments.


    Brede sometimes needed peace and quiet – that’s what he had said, at least. After all, he was an artist. In the beginning the arrangement had seemed prudent. He simply asked now and again to be allowed some space, every second week or so. Just for a couple of days. Later it grew longer. For the past three months she had noticed that, without really thinking it through, she had moved all her clothes and personal possessions into the poky apartment. That was where she lived. She still kept the key and code for Niels Juels gate, but she had hardly spent a night there for several weeks.


    Vilde had no idea who owned the apartment in which she was living. Brede had taken care of it all. It had not meant anything, and he always arranged everything. Now things had become more difficult. She sat curled up in bed with her knees tucked under her chin, completely in the dark as to who was the owner of her home. The police would almost certainly find out where she really stayed. Maybe she ought to move down to Niels Juels gate at once. She had already considered that when she had left police headquarters, but something held her back. Niels Juels gate was more like an exhibition space. Brede had been so hysterically terrified that she might make any change whatsoever to the interior decor. She had felt as though even her wardrobe was a hindrance to what Brede liked to call “an overall manifestation of aesthetics.”


    Vilde felt more at ease in Sinsen.


    When she inherited Niels Juels gate, she would sell the vast apartment. She would buy herself a little house, maybe in a terrace, in Asker or Bærum, with a small garden and money to spare. She would study. Do some traveling. Quite a lot, when she came to think of it. Traveling was the best way to learn languages.


    Vilde burst into tears, clutching her own knees as she rocked back and forth. Brede was dead. The policewoman had been nice enough, but it seemed exactly as if she had seen right through her. She had spotted the concealments lodged inside her throat and made her start to tell lies. They had taken a break three times, and each time Vilde had been offered coffee and bread rolls. She didn’t succeed in swallowing a single morsel.


    The noise of the doorbell ringing made her bump her knees on her chin. She bit her cheek and was immediately aware of the taste of blood. The digital alarm told her that Thursday had barely begun; it was twenty minutes to six. She remained seated, completely motionless. Someone must have pressed the wrong button; it happened quite often. It rang again.


    She would not open the door.


    If she sat quite still and pretended not to be at home, then whoever was trying to get hold of her would disappear.


    Someone pressed a finger on the doorbell and refused to let go. The shrill sound reverberated through her apartment for a long time. Vilde closed her eyes, holding her hands over her ears.


    After a couple of minutes she struggled to her feet and crossed to the window. Slowly, taking care not to be seen, she peered out between the window ledge and the drawn curtains. A male figure, obviously drunk, staggered away along the path. When he reached the bench at the roadside, he leaned against it and turned to face the apartment block. Quick as a flash, Vilde pulled back. She had recognized the man’s jacket. Not at all strange, since she had given it to him as a present less than two years earlier, when they had been madly in love and planning to marry.
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    She just wanted to turn back. Momentarily she regretted not wearing the jacket with big lapels that she could have turned up, or maybe a hat. Something to hide behind.


    Grønlandsleiret 44 was exactly as before. In one or two windows an optimistic officer who still believed in Christmas had lit a candle to create something of an Advent atmosphere. Apart from that, everything was gray, the way it had always been. The slope up to the main entrance of police headquarters was just as grueling as ever, and she buttoned her jacket as she walked. She stopped at the massive familiar steel doors. She could still turn tail, but she knew that would only be a postponement of the inevitable. Taking a deep breath, she pushed against the door and stepped into the foyer.


    The smell made her gasp.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen had never thought about police headquarters having a smell, an almost imperceptible scent of office building and sweat, of fear and arrogance, papers, metal, and floor polish. It reeked of the police, and she crossed to the elevator.


    “Hanne? Hanne, is it you?”


    Erik Henriksen’s shock of red hair was as untidy as ever, and his mouth fell open.


    “The one and only.”


    Hanne really made an effort to smile. She felt her leather jacket sticking to the back of her shirt, and most of all wanted to do an about-turn and vanish.


    “Where have you …? Where have you been? Are you back … for good, I mean? How are you doing?”


    The elevator pinged. Hanne snaked past her former colleague, sending up a silent prayer that the doors would close before it entered his head to follow.


    “Speak later,” she mumbled, and her prayer was answered.


    It seemed as though the rumor had traveled faster than the elevator. On the sixth floor, she had the impression that everyone was staring at her. At the canteen entrance, five people stood silent, but made no move to go inside for lunch. She nodded half-heartedly at one of them as she passed. Their eyes burned into her back as she continued along the gallery toward the Chief of Police’s office. The faint whispering rose to animated discussion as she moved off.


    In the end she could not restrain herself.


    She wheeled round and suddenly the five officers rushed away.


    When her gaze swept down over the galleries on the other side of the six-story foyer, she caught sight of him. On the second floor, blue zone. Stopping suddenly, he leaned against the banister and squinted up at her. He was too far away for her to read the expression on his face.


    All the same, it was impossible to mistake.


    Billy T. shrugged and turned his back on her.


    As for herself, she called in to see the Chief of Police, to find out whether she still had a job.
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    “I thought the woman was mentally disturbed, so I did. At least, that’s what I’d heard. Admitted to Gaustad psychiatric hospital and that sort of thing. Committed, or so they say.”


    Beate from reception adjusted her dress strap with a giggle, before taking a far too generous swig of the aquavit. A fine shower of alcohol sprayed across the table, and Karianne swiftly drew back.


    “Somebody said she had gone to China to adopt a child. Somebody who knows her really well, that is. So I’d thought she might be on some sort of maternity leave, or whatever they call it these days …”


    Karianne Holbeck’s appearance had undergone a transformation that caused a couple of police trainees to force their way down to their table. Normally she hung about in clothes from the Lindex fashion chain, which revealed no secrets other than that she was heavily built. She never wore make-up. Her face was usually pale, with almost-white eyelashes and brows. Her annoying tendency to blush was afforded plenty of leeway. Her colleagues had begun to give her the nickname “Traffic Light” when they thought themselves out of earshot.


    She was unrecognizable. A well-fitting dress of gray velvet skimmed over rounded hips and thighs. Her ample breasts had uplift. Her hair usually hung loose, presumably because it was the only cover she could hide behind when her face turned red. Now she had clearly paid a visit to the hairdresser, since the ingenious hairstyle could not possibly be her own handiwork. Or the make-up, either: it looked as if she had just taken part in some gala TV show.


    “I think I’m overdressed,” she whispered to Severin Heger, tightly clutching her beer glass. “Look at them all!”


    He sat beside her with his arm around her bare shoulders. Karl Sommarøy stood at the bar counter discussing cars with a colleague. He had just bought a four-year-old Audi A6 and was complaining that the turbo was smoking after only two days. His shirt tail was hanging out and he was dressed in jeans. Admittedly he was wearing a tie for once, but it was already loosened and would almost certainly end up adorning his head within the hour.


    “You look fabulous,” Severin whispered in her ear. “The most beautiful woman here. The others are making fools of themselves. Not you. You are … stunning! Cheers.”


    Her complexion was approaching purple as her fingers squeezed the glass even more tightly.


    “This place is different from how I … from what I expected, you see.”


    She stammered as she stole a glance around the room with her head bowed.


    “Not exactly the Ritz, no. Hoi! You, Karl!”


    Sommarøy turned around, showing his irritation.


    “Don’t you have anything else to wear?”


    “Just give over, won’t you! I thought we were going for a pizza!”


    The run-down restaurant in Brugata was located only four or five siren-blasts away from police headquarters. The Christmas Party Committee had chosen the place from sheer laziness. Brown tables, red checked tablecloths, and candles planted in old Mateus Rosé bottles were in all likelihood intended to give the illusion of a French bistro.


    Karl Sommarøy stuck his pipe in his mouth and plumped himself down at the table.


    “As to food, what do you think?”


    No one felt called upon to pass any remark about the black charred sheep heads, mostly untouched when they had been carried back to the kitchen nearly half an hour ago.


    “But didn’t you see Hanne Wilhelmsen today, then?”


    Beate from reception had begun to slur her words.


    “I saw her, so I did!”


    Billy T. sat sulking at the far end of the table. He had hardly spoken a word since his arrival, halfway through their meal. He did not have much to drink and looked at his watch every ten minutes. Now he leaned back and folded his arms across his chest.


    Sergeant Klaus Veierød laughed all of a sudden.


    “I’ve heard she’s writing a crime novel! Isn’t that what most folk do nowadays, eh?”


    Veierød was probably the most experienced investigator of them all, having served in every single department in police headquarters. Three years ago he had been transferred from Finance to Violent Crime. He was thorough, punctilious, and completely lacking in imagination. A long time had elapsed since he had realized he would never become a chief inspector, but that did not matter. He could retire on full pension in six years’ time, if he wanted to. Then he would be able to devote all his time to his collection of old war mementos. He was gradually beginning to form a plan of building a little museum in the ancient barn beside his cottage so that he could be his own boss, with no interference from anyone.


    The breathless pace of the Violent Crime Section did not suit Klaus Veierød. Least of all did he like the inner circle that surrounded Hanne Wilhelmsen, Billy T., and Håkon Sand. When the clique had been disbanded – first by Sand being appointed a public prosecutor, and later by Hanne Wilhelmsen disappearing once the case involving the homicide charge against Chief Public Prosecutor Halvorsrud had been finally solved – Klaus Veierød had been only too pleased. Admittedly he had never questioned Wilhelmsen’s abilities. Privately he considered her the best detective the Oslo police force had ever seen. It was the feeling of being excluded that he could not stand. As long as Billy T. and Hanne Wilhelmsen were only sergeants, things had gone fairly smoothly. As chief inspectors, however, they were both useless. Skulking about here and there, whispering and harboring all sorts of secrets. That’s not how things were supposed to be.


    “Billy T.,” Klaus Veierød said, leaning across the table. “Can’t you tell us where she’s been, eh? After all, you know her so well!”


    The Chief Inspector looked at his watch again, before staring absent-mindedly into his glass, half-full of flat beer.


    “Do you know,” Silje Sørensen said, installing herself on the lap of one of the police trainees, “I think we’ll soon be able to wrap up the whole investigation. It’s my belief that Brede Ziegler committed suicide.”


    An awkward silence spread around the table where eight people now sat on six chairs.


    “Exactly,” Severin murmured.


    “Right enough,” Karl Sommarøy said, sucking his pipe.


    “But think about it,” Silje insisted. “He was, after all, full of—”


    “Honestly,” Severin interrupted. “You don’t really mean that someone has committed suicide by using a knife to stab himself through the heart on the steps outside police headquarters, do you?”


    Silje waved her right hand, where the diamond ring twinkled in the subdued light.


    “What have we got, then? Ziegler had bought the knife himself. Wasn’t that what you found out this morning, Karl?”


    Karl Sommarøy nodded, struggling to relight his pipe.


    “So,” Silje went on, taking a breath. “Brede had purchased his own murder weapon two days prior to his death. The shop assistant recognized him, and they hadn’t sold a knife like that for a few weeks.”


    “We don’t know for sure that it was the same knife,” Severin protested. “Although they’re extremely dangerous, they’re not numbered or anything of that nature.”


    “Hel-lo!”


    Silje rolled her eyes.


    “It’s quite likely, though.”


    “And then the guy wiped off his fingerprints,” Severin said into his beer glass. “After he died, of course—”


    “I wish you wouldn’t smoke so much.”


    Silje rummaged in her handbag for a handkerchief; a solitary tear was running from her left eye. She seemed seriously disconcerted. The blond police trainee, who was obviously enjoying having her on his knee, roared out a command for someone to open the door for some air. No one responded.


    “Brede’s fingerprints were on the knife blade anyway,” Silje Sørensen continued. “So it’s established beyond all doubt that he had taken hold of it. He may have worn gloves, for instance, he—”


    “… his hands were bare.”


    Severin signaled to the waiter for more beer.


    “Okay,” Silje said. “But … it’s remarkable then that the guy was stuffed full of paracetamol, don’t you think? I mean, according to Forensics, he had ingested around fifteen grams. Only people intending suicide do that. I’m willing to bet that he wanted to die, and then was so disoriented that he plunged the knife into himself. Maybe by accident. Or to make sure of dying. Who knows.”


    Karl stroked his hand over what little he had of a chin. His entire jaw seemed to disappear under his thumb.


    “She has a point, you know … Brede Ziegler’s liver was quickly progressing toward total collapse and he must have been suffering pain for hours on end, perhaps for twenty-four hours or so. Odd that he didn’t consult a doctor.”


    “We don’t know whether he did.”


    This was the first contribution Billy T. had made all evening. He stood up and disappeared in the direction of the toilet.


    “The man who died twice,” Klaus Veierød said. “Wasn’t that a film?”


    Severin Heger stood, making a move to leave. “I think you’re all crazy. Bloody hell, I—”


    “Hang on a minute,” Karl said soothingly, pulling him down again. “Everything certainly points to Ziegler being in that area of his own free will. His car was found in the vicinity. In Sverres gate, neatly parked and locked, with no sign of any attempted break-in or hot-wiring.”


    Karianne Holbeck no longer regretted her outfit or hairstyle. Everyone wanted to drink a toast with her. On several occasions she had felt tentative strokes on her neck as someone walked past. Someone was conducting a hesitant flirtation with her under the table, but she did not dare to discover who it was.


    “Now you really need to sharpen up,” she said, more abruptly than usual, as she put her hand on Severin’s shoulder. “No one – absolutely no one – has claimed that Brede Ziegler was depressed. We’ve conducted twenty-seven or -eight interviews to date, and the words ‘depressed’ or even ‘fed up’ haven’t been mentioned a single time.”


    Silence descended on the table. Unexpectedly Billy T. returned and resumed his seat. However, it still seemed he had no intention of joining the discussion.


    “On the contrary,” Karianne added. “Even though it’s almost impossible to form a picture of the man from our interviews …”


    She straightened a lock of hair and sipped her aquavit.


    “Is it possible to get some red wine instead?” she said, smiling at Klaus Veierød, who seemed the likeliest suspect in relation to the flirting foot.


    He shrugged.


    “You’ll have some red wine,” Severin said, grinning, as he attracted the attention of a passing waiter. “Red wine for the lady! I’m paying.”


    “It’s exactly as though he has been a … an amoeba. Or a … an image in one of these telescopes we had as children, you know. The ones that show a picture, but when you give it to someone else to see the same one, it’s all changed.”


    “A kaleidoscope,” Severin murmured. “I know what you mean.”


    Karianne pushed her glass away, pulling a grimace, and glanced across at the bar, where someone was roaring with laughter at a coarse story about their boss.


    “During the interviews, of course, we’ve also concentrated on charting Ziegler’s final movements. We know he left his apartment at 19.56 precisely. That can be deduced from that leading-edge alarm system of his. But not a single soul has clapped eyes on him after that. When we ask people about his habits, whether he exercised, or liked to go to the cinema, or went after women—”


    “Or if he drank,” Severin offered helpfully.


    “Exactly. Then we get just as many answers as the various interviewees. To be honest, I’ve learned more about the guy from reading all his press interviews. There’s an unbelievable number of them. At least then he’s answering for himself.”


    “With regard to that, Billy T., have you had any more discussion with that woman at the publishers?”


    Severin smiled at the thunderstorm brewing at the end of the table.


    “I don’t think a Christmas party’s the place for discussing a murder case,” Billy T. said as he got to his feet, downing his beer in one gulp. “I’m going.”


    “Good Lord,” Klaus Veierød exclaimed. “Was that sheep’s head poisonous, or what?”


    Billy T. was actually the only one who had eaten the head down to the bone, including the wretched animal’s eyes.


    “Admit, at the very least, that it’s a sound theory,” Silje Sørensen said with a note of resignation, shifting to another lap. “It’s essential to keep all possibilities open, I think.”


    A commotion made them all suddenly turn toward the bar.


    “… fucking don’t!”


    One of the police trainees aimed a blow at an equally youthful colleague who had just scrambled to his feet after tripping over a table covered in glasses and ashtrays. He brushed shards of broken glass and fag ends off his jacket and slurped the blood gushing from his nose.


    “… and that’s not why,” yelled the other boy as he crashed sideways into the bar counter.


    “And you’re going home, I think.”


    From behind, Severin Heger grabbed the young lad by the shoulders and locked his arms. Karl Sommarøy pushed the other one roughly toward the toilets.


    “Let me go, you fucking faggot!”


    “There, there. Take it easy, my boy.”


    Severin tightened his grip and the trainee screamed louder.


    “Bloody hell, I’m certainly not your boy!”


    “You’ll only regret it all in the morning,” Severin said, maneuvering the boy across to the exit. “Shut up, won’t you. That’d be for the best.”


    Two minutes later he returned.


    “Hailed a taxi,” he said, wreathed in smiles, and smacked his hands together triumphantly in a dashing gesture. “He won’t feel too well in the morning.”


    “At last this is starting to look like a Christmas party,” Karl said contentedly. “Another couple of hours now and we’ll have enough to keep us gossiping through till March.”


    “You’ll have to continue your gossiping without me,” Severin said, taking hold of Karianne’s hand. “Shall I see the princess home, or will she manage by herself?”


    Karianne laughed and let him kiss the back of her hand.


    “I think I’ll stay a bit longer,” she said. “But thanks very much for the offer.”


    When she withdrew her hand, she sat pressing the back of it to her nose. The faint scent of Sergio Tacchini wafted in the air. Now she was the only person in this whole disreputable premises who was dressed for a party, and she felt pleasantly warm, with no desire to go home just yet. A lot might still happen. Karianne Holbeck wanted to participate in all the gossip, all the way through till spring.


    * * *


    Interview with witness Sindre Sand


    Interviewed by Police Sergeant Klaus Veierød. Transcript typed by office worker Pernille Jacobsen. There is one tape of this interview. The interview was recorded on tape on Saturday December 11, 1999 at 10.00 at Oslo police headquarters.


    Witness:


    Sand, Sindre, ID number 121072 88992


    Address: Fredensborgveien 2, 0177 Oslo


    Employment: Chef at Stadtholdergaarden restaurant, Oslo, phone no. 22 33 44 55


    Given information about witness rights and responsibilities. Willing to provide a statement, and gave the following explanations:


    Interviewer:


    Well, the tape recorder is running now, so we can make a start. Have you ever given a statement to the police on any previous occasion … ehh … do you know the procedure?


    Witness:


    No, I’ve never had any dealings with the police before. Other than having reported a stolen bike a couple of times, that is to say (indistinct speech) … can ask me whatever you want. But I’m pretty tired, you know. Worked late yesterday, and then there was something afterwards.


    Interviewer:


    As you know, this has to do with the murder of Brede Ziegler. We’re trying to speak to everyone who knew him or—


    Witness (interrupts):


    I know that.


    Interviewer:


    Fine. You … (Telephone rings.) I just need to switch … The interview recommences at 10.15 hours. The witness has been given coffee. Sorry about that phone call, now I’ve given instructions so that we won’t be disturbed again. Where were we? … You knew Brede Ziegler, is that right?


    Witness:


    Yes.


    Interviewer:


    For how long?


    Witness:


    A really long time. I began as an apprentice with Brede when I was seventeen.


    Interviewer:


    And you’re now … Born in 1972, I see. That would make you …


    Witness:


    I’ll be twenty-eight next October.


    Interviewer:


    How well did you know Brede Ziegler?


    Witness:


    (Brief laughter.) That depends on what you mean by well.


    Interviewer:


    I suppose … Did you know him as a boss, or did you socialize at all? Of course, he was considerably older than you.


    Witness:


    Don’t think that meant much to Brede, exactly. Anyway, we can just get straight to the point. Brede was a scumbag. That’s probably what you want to know, I assume. What I thought of him, I mean. A good old-fashioned scumbag. Of the very worst kind.


    Interviewer:


    Scumbag. It was then … Go ahead and smoke. You can use the coffee cup as an ashtray. How …? What do you actually mean by the description “scumbag”?


    Witness:


    There aren’t really so many ways of being a scumbag. I mean the whole caboodle. Brede Ziegler used people, trampled on them, swindled them, thoroughly cheated them. Didn’t give a fuck for anybody but himself. As long as Brede got what he wanted, everything was okay. (Pause, clears throat, indistinct speech.) … greedy. He was incredibly greedy.


    Interviewer:


    I see. (Pause.) What do you think about him being dead, then?


    Witness:


    Suits me fine. I’ll be totally honest with you. When I got to hear that someone had done him in, first of all I felt nothing. I wasn’t even shocked. Then, in fact, I became … (Long pause, scraping sounds.) Not exactly happy … More satisfied, in a way. If I knew who the killer was, I would send him flowers.


    Interviewer:


    Him. Are you so sure it was a man?


    Witness:


    Whatever. I’ve no idea.


    Interviewer:


    I think we’ll go over all this from the beginning. How did you get to know Brede Ziegler?


    Witness:


    I already told you. During my apprenticeship. He was the head chef at the Continental. First of all I was on work-placement from school, and then I got an apprenticeship there. Everyone wanted to work with Brede at that time. He was, like, the hottest chef in the whole city. For the first year I did a lot of the dirty work. Washing up. Peeling and chopping. Rinsing. The usual. But then my father died. (Some indistinct speech.) … I got compassionate leave for a week, and everybody was decent when I came back. Especially Brede. Then he called me talented. (Affected, contorted voice.) It wasn’t until a good while afterwards that I got the picture.


    Interviewer:


    The picture? Was he—


    Witness (interrupts):


    (Brief laughter.) No, no. He didn’t lay a finger on me. Not on me. Not on boys at all, as far as I know. He laid his fingers on money. On my money, too. (Pause.)


    Interviewer:


    Did you have money? When you were … eighteen?


    Witness:


    Nineteen. My father died, and I became rich. My mother had died when I was five, and I didn’t have any brothers or sisters. Dad had sold two supermarkets and a clothes shop in Lillehammer three months before he died. He was only sixty, and the sale realized more than twelve million kroner. He had scrimped and scraped and worked insanely hard all his life. (Pause.) Intended to enjoy himself in his old age. And also there would be something to leave behind, as he used to say. But then he had already worked himself to death … (Extremely lengthy pause.)


    Interviewer:


    And then … (Pause.)


    Witness:


    Brede had somehow got to know about that money. There was gossip, I suppose, so it’s probably not so strange. There were a number of people at work who knew that my father had money, you see. So one day Brede invited me out to dinner. I was super-happy. I felt … sort of cool. He chatted and picked up the check. Then … (indistinct speech, yawn?) a project in Italy. Milan. In with the big boys, in a manner of speaking. He was going to put in twenty million himself, he said. If I wanted, I could go in with them. It was a sure thing. I was young and stupid and … (Pause, then a bang, flat of hand on table?) Anyway, there’s nothing more to be said about it. Other than that Brede came back four months later and said the money was gone. All of it. He apologized and moaned about it, but that was how things were. Then he smiled. He had a certain way of smiling that made people … I don’t know exactly. Feel inferior. The worst of it is that I never got any proof that he had really invested twenty million himself. He said it, at that time. But all I … I should have gone to a lawyer. I should have made life hell for him. But I was actually fucking … devastated. Really down in the dumps. (Lengthy pause.)


    Interviewer:


    I’m beginning to understand why you weren’t very enthusiastic about the man. Have you ever—


    Witness (interrupts):


    He stole my girlfriend, too. You must know about that.


    Interviewer:


    No, I—


    Witness (interrupts):


    You’ll find out about it, anyway. Let’s put it like this: there’s probably at least a hundred people in Norway alone who could have killed Brede. But there probably aren’t very many who had as good a reason to do it as me. He took my money, and he snatched my girlfriend just before we were to be married. Besides, I’m pretty sure that, little by little, he made it difficult for me to get new jobs. He … Can I have another cup? With fresh coffee, I mean?


    Interviewer:


    Of course. Here. Take this one. I haven’t touched it.


    Witness:


    Thanks.


    Interviewer:


    What would you say … if you were to …? Would you say that you hated Brede Ziegler?


    Witness:


    (Laughter.) It doesn’t matter what I feel. The point is that Brede was a freeloader and a charleetan …


    Interviewer:


    Charlatan.


    Witness:


    Whatever. As I said at the start: he was a scumbag.


    Interviewer:


    At least you appear to be honest. A lot of people wouldn’t quite dare to say that they didn’t like someone who’s been murdered, before …


    Witness:


    Before the murderer’s been found, you mean? I understand that pretty well. The point is that I’ve got an alibi. (Loud laughter.) Watertight, in fact. Brede was murdered on Sunday night, according to the newspapers. I was at the NRK broadcasting studios from eight o’clock that evening. We were recording a TV program that will be shown next Friday. Some sort of food show. I turned up at eight o’clock with a pal of mine, got make-up on at nine, the recording started at quarter to ten, and we were finished at half past eleven. Since we … We were six chefs in two teams, you see, and … Anyway, we had prepared a fucking huge amount of food, and so we had a sort of party afterwards. Ate all the food with the technical team. The cameramen and the program host, and so on. We weren’t finished until around one o’clock. Then I went out on the town with three of the others. I was with them until four o’clock in the morning. One of them stayed overnight at my place, since he lives and works in Bergen. Petter Lien, if you want to check that.


    Interviewer:


    You can be sure we will.


    Witness:


    I don’t have anything to worry about.


    Interviewer:


    When did you see him last?


    Witness:


    Brede, you mean?


    Interviewer:


    Yes. Have you seen him recently at all?


    Witness:


    Well, it depends what you mean by recently. Don’t remember. A good while ago, I think.


    Interviewer:


    You think? Don’t you remember? (Telephone rings, pause, indistinct speech, on the phone?) Apologies again. I had given instructions, but that was something urgent. Is it all right if you …? Would you be able to come back in a couple of hours?


    Witness:


    Not really. I’m bloody exhausted, and have to go to work tonight. Need to catch some sleep, to be honest. It was hard enough to drag myself here so early on a Saturday morning.


    Interviewer:


    Then I’ll see you later. (Pause.) Let’s say two o’clock?


    Witness:


    (Lengthy yawn? Sigh?) Okay then. Two o’clock.


    Interviewer’s note: The interview was terminated because of other pressing business. The witness was cooperative, but obviously affected by tiredness. He seemed somewhat distressed when speaking about the deceased. In one instance – when talking about the money that by his own account was swindled from him – he had tears in his eyes. The interview will resume at two o’clock.
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    The winter sun that suddenly broke through the heavy clouds did little to help. The room remained gloomy. A solitary 25-watt bulb with no shade hung from a cable in the center of the ceiling. Thale stepped over cardboard boxes on the floor and sat down on the bed. It creaked noisily.


    “I don’t understand why you don’t just move back home. This place is miserable, to put it mildly. Fourth floor without an elevator and hardly any furniture. Besides, it stinks …”


    She sniffed the air.


    “Mold. This place must be a health hazard.”


    She rubbed the sole of her foot on the grubby wall-to-wall carpet and pulled another grimace. Daniel sighed demonstratively as he set down the last packing case. Perspiring from all the heavy lifting, he ran his index finger along his top lip.


    “Thale, listen to me. There was some trouble over the rental contract in Bogstadveien and—”


    “I could at least feel that you were safe there. Nice and bright and orderly. Why on earth, at the age of twenty-two, you had to find yourself a landlady who doesn’t allow girls to visit or the use of the toilet after nine o’clock at night is beyond my comprehension, Daniel. You’re more than welcome to move back home. Any time you like. It would be cheaper for you too. This dreary room is so … You’re always so impractical, Daniel. In fact, you always have been.”


    “This place is cheap. And it is practical not to spend very much money on rent.”


    It came out more sharply than he had intended. He smiled and added: “Anyway, it’s pathetic to move back into your childhood bedroom after you’ve left home.”


    Thale, standing on the bed with her shoes on, was about to take down a picture of a gypsy woman smiling seductively over the edge of a tambourine.


    “You simply can’t have this hanging here.”


    She unhooked the picture resolutely, unaware of her son’s irritation. Daniel was not particularly enthusiastic either about the gypsy women or about the elk in the sunset hanging on the opposite wall, but his mother could at least have asked. He choked back a protest and scratched his neck. This was how things had always been. Thale made decisions. His mother was not particularly quarrelsome. She was just thoroughly unsentimental and had an extremely practical disposition. It was as if all her emotions were used up in the theater; as if she had to operate at a minimum level for the remainder of the day in order to come to life on stage. Even when, at the age of fourteen, they had thought he was going to die, all that Thale had talked about was how things should be arranged. She had decided that the boy would recover his health, and so that was how it turned out. She browbeat, organized, and bullied the doctors, and Daniel got well again. His mother took it all as a matter of course. Later, Daniel had often wondered why she did not show more gratitude to Taffa. Admittedly Taffa was Thale’s sister, but that still didn’t make it inevitable that she would be there for her, the way she was. It was Taffa who had sat at his bedside in the evenings, who had comforted him and read to him and stroked his hair, even though he was in ninth grade by then. Only on one occasion had he been able to discern genuine anxiety on his mother’s face. That was in the middle of the night, after a performance. Thale had crept into the hospital, thinking Daniel asleep. He had seen her face in the subdued light from the bedside lamp and realized that his mother was scared to death. He grasped her hand and called her Mummy for the first and last time. She let him go, smiled encouragingly and left. Immediately after that, Taffa had arrived and she had stayed until he fell asleep again.


    His mother was putting on her coat.


    “There’s nothing more I can do here. But I still can’t understand why you’re so hard up that you have to stay here. Is that three or four jobs you’ve got now, as well as studying?”


    “Two, Thale. Two decent part-time jobs.”


    “Well, you should be able to manage to pay for a reasonable place to live.”


    Thale always looked at something else whenever she spoke to him. She had put on her coat and was now rummaging through a packing case.


    “Are these Grandfather’s books?”


    She picked up a small book.


    “Catilina. Impossible play. No good roles for women.”


    The gloves she had tucked under her arm while she leafed through the book dropped into the case, but she did not notice.


    “This is a first edition. The original one, from 1850. Do you know how much this is worth? It’s fortunate there wasn’t a bankruptcy hearing.”


    She put down the book and caught sight of her gloves. Daniel felt more than anything that he wanted to cry. He gnawed the inside of his cheek and raised his voice.


    “I’m not selling any of Grandfather’s belongings. Okay? He wanted me to have the things he left behind. Then it turned out that the house at Heggeli was mortgaged to the hilt. So what? Grandfather had these books at least, and he’d be turning in his grave at what you’re saying. He loved his book collection. Loved, do you understand that?”


    Thale spread out her arms in despair.


    “The man had promised you the value of a colossal villa, Daniel. He let you down, you know. Instead of securing his only grandchild’s future, he chose to … gamble away …”


    She spat out the words, as if the mere thought that her own flesh and blood, her father, had been a notorious gambler made her feel sick.


    “Thale, can’t we go out for something to eat? Have a chat?”


    Daniel ran his fingers over his eyes and tried to take hold of her arm, but she twisted away and pulled on her gloves.


    “Go to a café now? No. I need to go home for a nap. I’ve a performance tonight, you know that.”


    She blew him a kiss. Then she vanished without another word. The door was left open behind her. Daniel picked up Ibsen’s first play. He knew that the book was valuable, but had never dared to investigate more closely how much he might get for it. The gods must know he needed money.


    He needed it desperately.
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    The Chief of Police was right. Of course she should have given some kind of advance warning. She could simply have phoned, he had said as his evasive eyes glanced at her in mild reproach. He was right, of course he was, from a purely objective point of view. She could have sent a letter or made a phone call. The Police Chief was not to know that something of that sort had been impossible. Not until she was in Norway at least, and then she felt she might as well turn up in person.


    The new office was located in the depths of the red zone, distant from all the others in the section. She had accepted the key without a murmur. The room was stripped of everything other than an office desk with a chair and a shabby enamel metal shelf unit. In addition, a computer sat on the floor beside a jumble of cables unconnected to anything whatsoever. An almost imperceptible odor of ammonia and dust told her that the last occupant had moved out long ago. The window refused to budge. The frame was probably warped. All the same, she lit a cigarette. Since there was nothing resembling an ashtray, she used the floor.


    The assignment had obviously been engineered by Billy T. to keep her here. Hanne Wilhelmsen was to read through all the written material in the Ziegler case. Analyze it. Come up with suggestions for further interviews or alternative steps in the investigation. Write notes. In a best-case scenario they would hardly need to meet. She had carried a half-meter-high stack of documents along the corridor from the waiting room without anyone so much as looking in her direction. Now the papers sat like a wobbly model of the Postgirobygget skyscraper on the other side of the desk. Hanne lit yet another cigarette and rubbed her eyes. It was Saturday December 11, and she had spent six hours skimming all of it.


    Perhaps she needed glasses.


    The apartment was like a mausoleum. She had endured it for all of ten minutes, just enough to scrape together a few items of clothing, fill a suitcase, and book into a hotel. The Royal Christiania was within walking distance of police headquarters. It would be best to take one thing at a time. She had wondered initially about going up to Håkon and Karen in Vinderen. They had a large house and plenty of space. Something stopped her. After having seen Billy T. turn his back on her, she realized what it was.


    She had never spared them a thought.


    When Cecilie died, the others were as nothing. Even Cecilie’s parents were insignificant. Cecilie’s death was Hanne’s sorrow, Hanne’s misfortune. The others could take care of the funeral, gravestone, and obituary in Aftenposten. Hanne did not even know if she had been mentioned in that. In all likelihood she had been; Cecilie’s parents had always been friendly, never disapproving. In her most lucid moments, Hanne could see that all they had wished for, through almost twenty years, was that she would accept them.


    Hanne had not given them a thought. Not her parents, not their friends. Cecilie’s death was her death. There was no room for anything else. That her parents might want something of their daughter’s – a piece of jewelry or a picture, the antique vinaigrette that Cecilie had inherited from her grandmother and that had been her dearest possession, or the photograph of Cecilie as a newly qualified doctor wearing her white coat and holding her stethoscope and diploma triumphantly aloft – the thought had not entered her head. The apartment was untouched. Cecilie’s parents did have keys: they had been given a set when Cecilie was at her most poorly. They could have let themselves in and taken whatever they wanted. No one had been there. Hanne knew that the moment she opened the front door. It was her own sorrow that filled the rooms, untouched by all the others.


    There was a knock at the door.


    Assuming she had misheard, Hanne opened a ring binder without answering it.


    Another knock followed and the door opened ever so slowly. A woman warily popped her head inside.


    “Sorry! Am I disturbing you?”


    Hanne Wilhelmsen looked up and blew cigarette smoke through gritted teeth.


    “Not at all. Come in, if you can stand the smoke.”


    “Actually, I can’t really.”


    The woman was young and slender, almost frail-looking. When she tottered across to the window on the highest heels Hanne had seen outside Italy, it struck her that the girl was unlikely to be a police officer. An office worker, probably. Or one of those clerical assistants who typed up interviews, and that sort of thing.


    The window relented and she threw it wide.


    “There’s a knack, you see. It’s something to do with the settlement of the whole building. You have to press just here …”


    She smacked the bottom corner lightly with her fist. Then she opened her slim hand and held it out it to Hanne.


    “Silje Sørensen. Police officer. Nice to meet you!”


    Hanne half-rose from her seat and took her hand.


    “Hanne Wilhelmsen. Chief Inspector. In name only, that is.”


    “I know! I’ve heard about you, you know! Everybody has.”


    “I’m sure.”


    Hanne made great play of lighting another cigarette with the old one.


    “I was really only delivering these to you,” Silje Sørensen said, slapping a green folder down on the desk. “Have they not even given you an extra chair? I’ll bring you one.”


    “No, not at all. I’ll do it later. Here, take this one.”


    Hanne pushed her chair halfway round the desk and found a comfortable spot for herself to perch on the window ledge.


    “I didn’t mean it like that,” Silje Sørensen said, remaining on her feet. “As I said, I was only supposed to give you these …”


    She pointed again at the papers in the green cover.


    “More interviews. And then I just wanted to say that … that it’s lovely to have you back, you see. Of course I’m new and all that, but … That was all. Welcome back.”


    She headed for the door, but turned around after only a couple of steps.


    “Tell me, where have you been, in actual fact?”


    Hanne burst out laughing. She lifted her face, turned to the snowy weather outside the window, and laughed out loud. For a long time. Then she dried her eyes and turned to face the room again.


    “You may well ask. I must tell you this. I’ve not spoken to many people since I got home, but they at least have better reason to ask than you. But you’re the first one. In fact.”


    She gasped and tried to pull herself together.


    Silje Sørensen sat down. She crossed her legs, tilted her head, and asked again: “But where have you been, then? I’ve heard so many strange stories.”


    “I’m sure you have.”


    Hanne’s laughter continued. She tried to catch her breath and tears ran down her face. Then she fell totally silent. She held her breath and closed her eyes to ward off a violent headache crawling ominously up her neck. It would take complete hold if she did not relax.


    “What have you heard?” she eventually asked.


    “Lots of weird things. Different things.”


    “What, then?”


    “Where have you been? Can’t you just tell me?”


    Hanne reopened her eyes. Silje Sørensen’s face was still not visibly affected by police work. She did not hide herself. Her big blue eyes were genuinely curious. Her smile was authentic. There was not a trace of cynicism in the graceful features of her face.


    “Jesus!” Hanne muttered.


    “What?”


    “Nothing. You remind me of a picture I … Nothing. Beautiful ring.”


    She pointed at Silje Sørensen’s right hand.


    “Got that from my husband.” Silje was whispering, as if the ring were an embarrassing secret.


    “Everything’s fine. Don’t bother about the people here in police headquarters. They’re chronically bitter about the levels of pay and can’t bear anyone else having money. I’ve been in a convent.”


    Hanne’s heels hit the floor. Then she left the room. First of all she went to the toilet to swallow down three Paracet tablets with a glass of water. Then she checked four offices before she found a chair that she could appropriate without too much of a guilty conscience. On the way back she balanced a ceramic ashtray on top of a half-full cup of coffee in one hand, as she dragged the chair behind her with the other.


    “You’re still here,” she said dully to Silje Sørensen as she closed the door behind her.


    “A convent,” Silje said slowly. “Is that true? Have you been …? Have you become a nun, or what?”


    “No. Not quite. I’ve been staying at a convent hotel. In Italy. It’s quite simply a place where you can take some time to yourself in order to … have some time. Think. Read. Get your strength back. Eat simple food and drink simple wine. Try to find your way back to … simplicity.”


    “Oh.”


    “I don’t suppose that’s what you had heard. Lesson number one for every detective: don’t believe everything you hear. Or everything you see. Understand?”


    When Silje did not answer, Hanne opened one of the document folders spread out in front of her.


    “Silje,” she said deliberately, as if not entirely sure whether she liked the name. “We’re both working on the same case, I see. Has it struck you that this investigation is sprawling in all directions?”


    “What? Pardon?”


    “I can’t seem to be able to get a grip of … They say so little, these witnesses. It strikes me that it’s not only because they have so little to tell, but more that … They haven’t been asked!”


    “But it’s—”


    “Don’t take it personally. You’re totally new, and your interviews are all right, but look … Look at this, for instance. This is an interview that Billy T. conducted himself.”


    Hanne Wilhelmsen dropped her cigarette on the floor before realizing that she had brought an ashtray. Ignoring the fact that Silje bent down to peer underneath the desk, she produced the report of the conversation with Idun Franck as she ground the cigarette butt into the linoleum.


    “This Franck woman is, in my opinion, one of the most important witnesses we have in this case. She has spoken intimately with the deceased over a period of several months and has in her possession notes, tape recordings, and God knows what. And then she gathers up all this stuff and protects it under her duty of confidentiality. Billy T. must have become terribly interested in law recently. His special report looks most like a legal dissertation. He lets the woman chatter away about the Criminal Procedure Act, section 125, and her right to refuse to give a statement and blah, blah, blah. It seems a bit strange to me that an editor in a publishing company, who should first and foremost have knowledge of language and literature, starts to refer to the European Convention on Human Rights …”


    Smacking her lips, Hanne shook her head as she let her finger run across the paper.


    “Here. Article ten. How does she know all this? Police Prosecutor Skar is still poring over it to work out that whole legal mush, and she’s a lawyer after all! Idun Franck couldn’t have known … It’s advanced expertise for a publishing editor, I must say. And here …”


    Hanne produced yet another cigarette, but refrained from lighting it.


    “Why hasn’t he asked how they work at the publishing house? Whether there are others who had contact with Brede? It seems there were loads of photographs taken at the restaurant, but Billy T. hasn’t enquired about who took them. Information like that at least can’t be covered by this … duty of confidentiality! Besides, why hasn’t the lady in question been called in for formal interview?”


    She tapped the cigarette filter on the desktop.


    “Am I being very instructive now?” she said to Silje with a smile.


    Silje shook her head and seemed to be longing to ask a question. She closed her mouth with a little click.


    “And here,” Hanne said, opening a brown envelope.


    She withdrew three sheets of A4 paper.


    “These are copies of the threatening letters Brede Ziegler received. They were found in a drawer with a complaint, somewhere in the blue zone yesterday. Yesterday! Five days after the murder! And then it turns out that they were given due prominence in Se og Hør magazine less than two months ago. Does nobody here keep up with what’s going on, or what?”


    She waved the gossip rag, in which a deeply concerned Brede Ziegler graced half of the front page under the headline “Death Threats Time after Time.”


    “We don’t exactly read Se og Hør regularly here, you know.”


    Silje Sørensen tugged at her dark hair and leaned closer to look at the copies.


    “Surely you do,” Hanne Wilhelmsen mumbled. “Look at these ridiculous words: ‘One, two, buckle my choux, dead pastry-chef.’ ‘By hook or by crook, I’ll kill that stupid cook.’ And then there’s this signature, ‘Iron Fist.’ What’s that supposed to mean? The point is … All famous people receive threatening letters of some kind or other. It’s seldom that anyone needs to bother much about it. There are plenty of harmless nutters out there, in a manner of speaking. This rhymesmith here might well be one of them. But for crying out loud, we need to have a system that identifies such complaints when people actually end up getting murdered!”


    “Don’t get mad at me!”


    Silje Sørensen smiled like a little girl, as if disclaiming all responsibility for everything. Hanne had no idea why she was talking to this young police officer. At present she had not demonstrated anything other than that she was a rather sweet and probably spoiled young woman. But there was something about her eyes. They reminded Hanne of something she had lost or forgotten long ago.


    “One more thing.”


    Hanne let the still-unlit cigarette spin between the index and middle fingers of her right hand.


    “Why has no one done any more about finding the person who discovered the body?”


    “Discovered the body? We were the ones who discovered the body. Two policeman who—”


    “No. Someone phoned.”


    “Yes, but it was just a very short message and—”


    “That person might have something to tell us. He or she could have—”


    “It was a she. Of course we’ve listened to the tape, and it’s a woman. Probably.”


    “I see. And do we know anything more than that? Age, background, accent? The lady might have seen something. Found something. Stolen something. God save us, the woman could be the murderer, for all we know. And in all this material here …”


    She rubbed the bridge of her nose as she stared at Silje.


    “… there is nothing whatsoever to indicate that anyone has done anything about finding her.”


    The door opened with a crash.


    “So this is where you are,” Billy T. said grumpily to Silje as he held the door open with his hip. “I’ve been looking for you. Do you think this room’s a café? But for all I know maybe you’ve already been to the security firm and picked up the video cassettes from Niels Juels gate?”


    Silje got to her feet and hovered, at a loss. Billy T. was blocking the doorway.


    “No, but I’m on my way there and … Was just having a chat with Hanne.”


    “Get your ass in gear, Silje. This case won’t be solved by chatting.”


    Silje dashed to the door as Billy T. stood aside, making a pretense of sweeping her out of the tiny office.


    “Very smart, Billy T.,” Hanne Wilhelmsen said tersely. “Push Silje around, when it’s me you’re mad at.”


    “Ground rules,” he replied vehemently, banging his fist down on the desk. His face was only fifteen to twenty centimeters from Hanne’s as he continued: “One: I’ll leave you in peace. Two: you leave me in peace. Three: and then you’d fucking better leave my investigators in peace as well, so that they can get on with their work.”


    Hanne did not relinquish eye contact.


    After that ill-fated night when they had turned to each other in their shared misery about Cecilie – only a couple of months before she died – he had gone around like a frightened dog. Not once had she glanced in his direction. She had punished him severely for a crime for which she herself was responsible. It was essential: nothing sufficiently agonizing existed to make amends herself. Not until Cecilie died could she make a start on her own atonement. He had begged for reconciliation before she left. Now he was rejecting her with every move he made, with every fiber of his being.


    “Is it at all possible for the two of us to talk?” she whispered.


    “No! You took off, Hanne. You ran away. You didn’t give a shit about me or any of the others, you just … Who was it who had to …? No! We’ve got nothing to talk about.”


    Her ears were ringing when he slammed the door behind him.


    She could not even muster the energy to weep.
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    “We must report her. Really and truly.”


    The cat’s body was properly buried in a decorous ceremony at Thomas’s grandmother’s house. Helmer’s mortal remains lay under almost ten centimeters of frozen earth beside a leafless oak tree. Thomas himself had constructed the cross and painted it green with red stripes.


    “For what?”


    “What do you mean? For what? For killing the cat, of course!”


    Sonja Gråfjell smacked the newspaper on her lap as she continued: “The woman’s stark staring mad! To think of killing … To think of poisoning Helmer! Next time it might be—”


    “We don’t know for sure that Helmer was poisoned.”


    Bjørn Berntsen whispered and pointed at the door of the bedroom where Thomas should have gone to sleep ages ago. Repeated scraping sounds told them that he still hadn’t even gone to bed.


    “Of course he was poisoned. Thomas saw for himself that Mrs. Helmersen coaxed Helmer to come to her for some food. Why on earth would she do that? She hated that cat!”


    “Maybe she’d discovered they were related,” Bjørn Berntsen said drily. “They have almost the same name, after all.”


    “Don’t joke about it.”


    Sonja Gråfjell stared skeptically into the depths of her red-wine glass, as if she suspected Tussi Helmersen of tampering with that too.


    “Until now, I’ve just regarded her as an annoying, eccentric old lady. But murder!”


    “Sonja! We’re talking about a cat!”


    “A living, breathing creature that Thomas loved dearly. I’m just so … furious.”


    Bjørn Berntsen moved closer to her on the settee. He kissed his wife on the head and let his mouth linger on her hair.


    “I am too, darling. You’re quite right that it probably was Mrs. Helmersen who poisoned Helmer. But let’s not blow this out of all proportion. We’re talking about a frail old lady who was fed up with Helmer yowling and peeing on the landing. Nor can we prove anything whatsoever. The saucer’s gone, and Helmer’s dead and buried. You were the one who insisted on that ceremony there.”


    “It was important for Thomas,” she said curtly, moving away. “If you won’t come with me, I’ll go to the police by myself.”


    “With what? Do you really think the police can prioritize a dead cat, in a city where people are being murdered and raped and—”


    “I suppose you’re right.”


    Sonja Gråfjell stood up. Thomas had opened the door and was standing in the doorway tugging at his pajamas.


    “I can’t sleep,” he whimpered. “Can’t I stay up for a while?”


    “Of course you can,” said his mother, taking him by the hand. “Come over here, then, and we’ll see if there’s anything worth watching on TV.”


    When the Gråfjell Berntsen family woke on Sunday morning, nobody said any more about going to the police. Instead they took a trip out to Bygdøy and picked up a new kitten, as Thomas’s mother had promised. The cat was ginger, just like Helmer.


    “I’m going to call him Tigerboy,” Thomas said.
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    Idun Franck gave her reflection a skeptical glance. She was wearing a pair of black trousers and a gray V-necked sweater. Everything was shades of gray and black at present. It did not suit her. All the same, she couldn’t be bothered doing anything about it. She could barely be bothered with the thought of going to the theater. She ran her hand through her damp hair and came to a decision for the third time.


    “Straight to the theater, straight home.”


    She drew on her sheepskin coat and pulled a woolen hat down over her hair. The wall clock showed quarter past five. If she hurried, she could walk instead of taking the tram. In fact she could not stand Saturday performances. They began as early as six o’clock, so that the audience could eat dinner afterwards; people in party mood who clapped enthusiastically whether the performance was good or bad. Idun went into the bedroom to fetch a pair of socks. She had put on her outer layers and forgotten she was still barefoot after her shower.


    “Straight to the theater. Straight home.”


    The green-and-mauve Indian silk scarf would break the drabness of brown, gray, and black. A faint whiff of perfume rose from the empty bottle tucked between panties, socks, and dress scarves. Idun grabbed a pair of brown toweling socks. She nearly fell over as she put them on. Her hands then rummaged through the rest of the drawer contents. The Indian scarf was missing. Irritated, she snatched up another one, the red-and-yellow scarf she had bought in Paris several months earlier. When she finally locked the door behind her, it dawned on her that she had left the ticket on the kitchen worktop.


    Tears threatened to spill over when, at last, she was able to run downstairs with the ticket in her hand.


    “Straight home afterwards,” she repeated in an undertone, and it occurred to her that she had forgotten her purse.


    It did not matter. She was going to walk there and back in any case.


    * * *


    Interview with witness Signe Elise Johansen


    Interviewed by police officer Silje Sørensen. Transcript typed by office colleague Pernille Jacobsen. There is in total one tape of this interview. The interview was recorded on tape on Sunday December 12, 1999 at Oslo police headquarters.


    Witness:


    Johansen, Signe Elise, ID number 110619 73452


    Address: Nordbergveien 14, 0875 Oslo


    Phone no.: 22 13 45 80


    Status: Retired


    Made aware of witness rights and responsibilities, willing to give a statement.


    The witness is the mother of the victim. Explained as follows:


    Interviewer:


    Well, I’ve pressed the button now, so we’ve started. The time is … 14.17. As I just said to you, we record what you say on this tape for purely practical reasons. Then I don’t have to write while we’re talking. The police are very pleased … hm … I mean thanks for making the time to come. I know that it must be difficult for you.


    Witness:


    It’s absolutely dreadful! (Very loud voice.)


    Interviewer:


    (Crackling.) … just move this slightly. There’s good sound on this … You don’t need to speak right into the microphone, Mrs. Johansen. You can just use your normal voice.


    Witness:


    Oh, sorry. I’m not used to these modern contraptions. But it’s absolutely dreadful … I can’t take it in (quiet sobbing) … that Brede is dead. He’s never done anything wrong, you know!


    Interviewer:


    Maybe you could speak even more softly. I’d just like to say … that we’re working hard to find the person who has done this. But perhaps we should begin—


    Witness (interrupts):


    And I don’t get to know anything at all. I’ve still not had a message about when he can be buried. I expect it’s someone from medical … I’ve forgotten what it’s called. The people who decide these things, I mean.


    Interviewer:


    Forensics. First of all they have to complete the postmortem, before the undertakers can take over. Unfortunately, that takes some time.


    Witness:


    But that’s absolutely dreadful. To think of where he is now … I just can’t cope … (Sobbing.) The undertakers say they need to speak to Vilde to get everything arranged. But she’s not answering her phone.


    Interviewer:


    Isn’t she answering her phone? Hasn’t she called you?


    Witness:


    It’s so awful. All of a sudden I have to make an appointment with a complete stranger about how I can bury my own son!


    Interviewer:


    But Vilde Veierland surely isn’t a complete stranger. After all, she’s your daughter-in-law.


    Witness:


    She’s in her twenties, and I’ve met her three times. I’ve thought this through in the past few days. I’ve met her three times. (Pause.) But you see I’ve heard from Brede that things weren’t as they should be in that marriage. Coming home suddenly like that and being married. It’s not like my Brede. There must have been something … something else. A matter of honor, if you understand what I mean. He would never have married her if he didn’t have to. But then it didn’t come to anything … It’s not the first time someone’s been duped like that.


    Interviewer:


    Yes, well, hm … Do you mean that Brede married Vilde because they were expecting a baby?


    Witness:


    Yes, no … He’s never said anything, you see. Brede would never have done that. Difficult things, he always kept them to himself. But of course I’ve lived long enough to understand one thing and another, you see. It wasn’t so difficult to see that it wasn’t easy for him. Brede always had so much responsibility. But I couldn’t understand why he absolutely had to take on responsibility for that girl as well.


    Interviewer:


    But if he didn’t say anything, how did you …? Well, I mean … How did you know what their marriage was like?


    Witness:


    It’s easy for a mother to see that there’s something wrong. For example, she never came with him when he visited. She’s only been to my place in Nordbergveien once! (Quiet clearing of throat.) Brede was always so considerate. He came every Sunday. Yes, well … maybe not every single Sunday, then … (Rasping sound, asthma?) For dinner, you understand. He liked so much for me to set the table for Sunday dinner, like in the old days. When Brede was a boy and … Yes, poor Brede, it wasn’t always so easy for him to get away. All the same, he came faithfully for dinner every Sunday. Yes, you know … With so many staff and other people who continually wanted to get hold of him, it wasn’t easy for him all the time. But he knew that everything was ready for him. Home-made roast pork with prunes and caramel pudding. I wanted it to be like that. That he was always expected, I mean, if he had a moment to spare.


    Interviewer:


    But how often did he come then?


    Witness:


    Yes, no, I don’t suppose it was so often. Often, of course, but maybe not every Sunday. He had so many other things to do. Look after his health. He used to go swimming on Sundays. At the Grand Hotel. And then sometimes he met business contacts, or other artists. People he needed to talk to. Then it wasn’t so easy for him to make it to his mother’s, even though he really wanted to.


    Interviewer:


    I understand. But you mentioned his health … Did Brede have any health problems?


    Witness:


    Certainly not! He was just as fit and healthy, before he … (voice indistinct) as when he was twenty years of age. He has always been strong, Brede. He was careful about his health. Kept himself fit – is that what they say? He didn’t smoke and couldn’t abide other people doing so. Yes, I really enjoy an occasional cigarette myself, but I refrained when Brede was around. Since it bothered him, I mean. When I was expecting him to pay a visit, I aired the place out and did without a smoke.


    Interviewer:


    Did you sit there gasping for a cigarette, with the place well aired, even though he didn’t turn up?


    Witness:


    Sometimes he came, you see. Often. But Brede was so particular about things. He was so aesthetic. The press has also always emphasized exactly that. You’ve probably read about it. The pure and the beautiful, that was his sort of credo. (Lengthy pause.) Brede has such an assured sense of taste. He involved himself in making sure that everything was neat and tidy in my home as well. Inferior art, for example … It gave him the shivers. (Witness gives a little laugh.) I had an Alexander Schultz painting at home; as a matter of fact, it was a portrait of Brede’s father. Yes, sadly, Brede lost his father when he was quite small – it hasn’t been easy for him. But Brede always said that it was such a terrible painting. Father deserved better, Brede thought. It did actually look nicer in the living room when we took it down. He bought one of these modern silkscreen prints for me instead.


    Interviewer:


    Yes, his father … Was your husband’s name Ziegler?


    Witness:


    Oh, you’re wondering why I’m not called Ziegler? My maiden name was Kareliussen and my married name Johansen. But Brede was so creative and he adopted the name Ziegler when he was in his twenties. He changed both his first name and his surname, in fact. He was christened Fredrik, of course, but my late husband … (Brief laughter?) He managed to … make it shrink, in a manner of speaking. To Freddy. (Indistinct speech.) … before he died. Not very pretty, if you ask me. Naturally I never used it, but his friends, and at school … I suggested that he should go back to Fredrik, since that’s both attractive and … Anyway. I thought that I should take the name Ziegler as well, to sort of keep the family … (indistinct speech, coughing, asthmatic wheeze?) but he thought that was a bad idea. It was a bit odd to begin with … I mean, to call your own son by something different from what you’ve become used to over the years. His entire upbringing. I asked to be allowed to continue with the old name, but … Brede wanted to be called Brede. He insisted. I got used to it eventually. It is a lovely name too.


    Interviewer:


    But you’re quite sure that Brede didn’t have any health problems? Headaches, for instance? Did he take any medication?


    Witness:


    No, never. I can be quite categorical about that. He often said to me that I mustn’t take such things. Pills and suchlike. He was very principled. Thought it was better to put up with some pain. Everything passes in the end. Even though I do in fact suffer sometimes. Yes, my joints … They bother me sometimes. But he always said, “It’s better not to take anything, Mother.”


    Interviewer:


    Did you know any of his friends? Who were his close friends, do you think?


    Witness:


    Oh, there were so many!


    Interviewer:


    But were there any that you knew well – childhood friends, for instance?


    Witness:


    No, Brede wasn’t like that. He looked forward, did Brede. Never back. Yes, of course he had lots of friends at school, but Brede has always gone his own way. When his friends got married and were picking up their children from kindergarten, and that sort of thing that men do nowadays, well, that wasn’t anything that appealed to Brede. He was always in the company of such interesting people. He told so many amusing stories about the people he met.


    Interviewer:


    But was there nobody you were acquainted with?


    Witness:


    No, Brede always kept extremely private.


    Interviewer:


    Did he have any enemies?


    Witness:


    No, certainly not. Everybody liked Brede, you can see that from all they said about him in magazines and everything.


    Interviewer:


    Did you know that he had received threatening letters?


    Witness:


    Threatening letters? Oh yes. Those dreadful letters that they wrote about in one of those magazines – I don’t remember all of it. That was absolutely ghastly. It must have been somebody who couldn’t stand Brede being so talented. He was quite exceptional. Whoever wrote that dreadful (unclear voice, indistinct) … it must have been an abnormally jealous person.


    Interviewer:


    What did he say himself about these letters, then?


    Witness:


    Say himself … (Clearing her throat.) Actually, I can’t remember that we ever talked about that particular subject. No. I don’t think we did.


    Interviewer:


    Why not?


    Witness:


    It wasn’t really a very pleasant topic to discuss over Sunday dinner, do you think?


    Interviewer:


    When did you actually last see your son, Mrs. Johansen?


    Witness:


    Last … I can’t honestly remember. It can’t possibly have been very long ago.


    Interviewer:


    Was he there last Sunday? A week ago, the day he …


    Witness:


    (Lengthy pause, crying, new sounds reminiscent of asthmatic wheezing.) No. He wasn’t. He … (A great deal of indistinct speech, coughing, and crying.)


    Interviewer:


    But is it possible to say when you saw him last? What did you talk about then? (Still violent weeping.) We’ll soon be finished now, Mrs. Johansen. We can take a break anyway (Rustling.) … I’d like you to look at this personal property report with me. It lists here what your son had in his possession when he … Can you take a look at this and see if there’s anything unusual here? Anything that might be missing?


    Witness:


    (Tearful.) Yes, I’ll do the best I can. Could I have some water, by the way? (Rustling, indistinct sounds.)


    Interviewer:


    I think we’ll turn this off for the moment, and then we can come back when you’ve had a look at this. The interview is terminated at, let’s see … 14.48.


    Interviewer:


    The interview is continued: the time is 15.12. The witness has had a break and gone to the toilet. She has looked at the personal property report. Do you have any comment to make about the clothes or items that were found on Brede?


    Witness:


    No, it seems entirely normal. The camel coat – he always suited that … (Mumbling.) The tie pin, the watch … There is one thing, though. He always used to wear gloves. He was so careful about wearing gloves, even in the spring. Didn’t like to get dirty, Brede. It says a scarf there, but no gloves.


    Interviewer:


    Thanks, Mrs. Johansen. You’ve been a great help. The interview is concluded at 15.16.
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    Daniel stayed at home. It was Sunday evening and he ought to do some reading. He was straggling far behind with the reading list and had a subject exam coming up in January. The books were stashed in an unopened cardboard box behind the door. Daniel lay on his back in bed, trying to shut out the odor of mold. It smelled as though the damp stuffiness had worsened since he had moved in, and now it was forcing itself upon him like the stench of putrefaction. The entire week had been spent achieving nothing. Apart from moving house, that is. Since he hardly owned more than a stereo system and a few boxes of books and CDs, it had all been done and dusted on Saturday morning. Actually he should have been at work on both Tuesday and Thursday, but he had phoned in sick. Because he was not a permanent employee at either workplace, he lost money. He needed money.


    A week had elapsed since Brede Ziegler’s murder, and Daniel began to cry. At first the tears came quite quietly. Then his throat tightened. Sobbing, he used his hands to cover his face.


    Not even Taffa had said anything much.


    It was fine that Thale grasped none of it. That was how it always was. Daniel sat up in bed to catch his breath. Snot ran from his nose and, gasping, he wiped it with the back of his hand before stuffing his hand under his T-shirt and letting his forefinger slide across his dry skin. He should really use cream more often. He suffered from eczema when he forgot those damn lotions.


    Taffa usually understood. Taffa could read him the way other people’s mothers normally did. He had gone to see her and made eye contact, just as he always did when he wanted her to see.


    Maybe she didn’t want to.


    Maybe she didn’t understand any of it, either.


    Daniel tossed and turned in bed, stretching his arms above his head, and cried through yet another night.
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    It was the morning of Monday December 13 when Hanne Wilhelmsen rewound the tape for the twenty-first time.


    “Police, central switchboard.”


    “Eh, hmnnn …”


    The sound of violent, prolonged coughing crackled through the loudspeaker.


    “Hello? Hello? What’s it about? Who’s calling?”


    “… dead man. On your steps.”


    “Can you speak more clearly?”


    “Outside. Oh, fuck!”


    Something dropped to the floor.


    “Bloody hell, outside at your place, I told you already. You can’t be so slow on the uptake! A dead man. Outside at your place. Go round the back of the police station, then.”


    That was all. Hanne switched off the tape player. She turned to face university lecturer Even Hareide, who had been unable to hide his enthusiasm for the task. He had reported to the duty desk a mere half-hour after Hanne’s phone call.


    “Vika dialect,” he said firmly, clasping his hands round his knees. “Good old east-end dialect. The inflection is very characteristic. A number of points. It’s almost impossible to learn as an adult.”


    Hanne closed her eyes as she listened to the long-winded lecture that followed about knowledge of regional variations and sociolinguistics, dialects, and sociolects. The man did not come up with anything she herself had not understood when she first heard it. The bill for the linguistics researcher’s unnecessary input would cause Billy T. to explode.


    “Thanks,” she said suddenly, interrupting him. “Have you any idea how old this person might be?”


    “A worn-out, old person. Obviously.”


    “Yes. I can hear that too. How old, do you think?”


    “She’s lived quite a while.”


    “I’ll tell you what I think,” Hanne said in desperation. “And then you can tell me if you agree, okay? In the first place …”


    She sniffed, resisting the temptation to light a cigarette. The university lecturer looked as if he had come straight from the woods, with old-fashioned student glasses and an open-necked flannel shirt, military boots on his feet, and an enormous diver’s watch round his right wrist.


    “… the woman smokes. Red Mix or Teddy without filters. The tar is thickly coated on her vocal cords.”


    Even Hareide nodded contentedly, as if Hanne were a diligent student taking an oral examination.


    “She’s probably a heroin addict,” she continued.


    Hareide’s eyes opened wide, but he did not say anything.


    “I can hear that from the characteristic … pressure? Can you call it that?”


    Hanne pinched her fingers around her own larynx and squeezed out the next sentence.


    “The voice is sort of pushed over and sometimes up into a falsetto. You can hear it most when she swears. There, when she drops something or other.”


    “Yes, I guess so.”


    The university lecturer no longer seemed quite so certain.


    “The slurring might be caused by intoxication, either alcohol or heroin, or both,” Hanne said. “Agreed?”


    “Yes,” Hareide conceded. “Then we have a heroin addict, advanced in years, who is a woman and lives in Oslo. That must be—”


    “An old hooker, no less. Since we know that the phone call came from … Thanks, Hareide. You’ve been a great help.”


    When the man had shut the door after establishing where he should send his account, Hanne felt better within herself. Fortunately a bright spark at central switchboard had secured the tape when Brede Ziegler was found dead. Someone had listened to the tape on the Monday morning, the day after Ziegler’s murder. After that it had lain forgotten, untouched and wrongly filed in the evidence room. It had taken Hanne two hours to find it.


    “An old hooker,” she whispered softly.
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    The massive stone villa was situated on an incline set back from the street. A lilac bush grew right beside the entrance, concealing the number on the door. There was no sign to say what the house contained, and no name displayed under the doorbell. The merchant who had built the house in the thirties had held his dinner parties under the shelter of thick stone walls and protective lead-glass windows. Later, a clergyman had moved in with his wife and three little girls. They can hardly have imagined that the place would end up as a homeless shelter for Oslo’s most decrepit prostitutes.


    Hanne Wilhelmsen jogged up the last few steps.


    The police, of course, were familiar with the address of the City Mission’s night shelter. However, they rarely came visiting. Some time ago the neighbors had grown tired of finding discarded hypodermics in their gardens and gravel paths. The police had eventually raided the place. They made sure to arrive at eleven o’clock in the morning, when all the overnight guests were long gone and only the cleaning staff were busy about their work.


    “You know I can’t answer that. I can reel off the conditions I adhere to. But you know them perfectly well.”


    The manager had led Hanne Wilhelmsen into one of the two spacious living rooms, each divided off from the other by a sliding door. The room was bright and cozy, although the interior decor showed signs of a strict budget. The leather settee and the Stressless chair were ill-matched, and the floor had acquired cork tiles since the merchant’s days. Flowerpots on the windowsills and a bookcase chock-full of the last ten years’ Book Club editions lent the room some warmth, all the same. Hanne gazed at the manager over her coffee cup.


    “This is a murder case. I need to remind you of that.”


    “It doesn’t make any difference. You know that only too well.”


    The woman with responsibility for running the night shelter had come into the public spotlight as leader of the advocacy group for sex workers many years earlier. For a long time it had amused her that journalists thought she was a prostitute herself. Anyway, she had done next to nothing to refute the rumor. These days, hardly anyone speculated about it.


    “The girls have to be able to rely on me. You understand that. Besides, we don’t know who’s going to be here at any particular time.”


    “Don’t know?”


    Hanne put down her cup and squeezed her eyes shut again.


    “Don’t you have any kind of registration system?”


    “Yes, of course. The girls have both names and numbers. But if they register under the name Lena, we accept that their name is Lena. Even if something totally different is stated on their birth certificate, as it were.”


    “But you must get to know these girls over time.”


    The manager smiled. Her clean bare face caught the sun from the pale wintry day outside. A slight draft from the gap at the window brought with it the scent of spruce branches. Two figures in the garden were busy changing light-bulbs on a bushy Christmas tree.


    “Lots of them. They are regulars.”


    “Listen to me now. Someone must have—”


    The shouts of the two people decorating the garden for Christmas intruded into the room, and Hanne stood up to close the window.


    “We know the call was made from your staff phone. Somebody must have let someone into the office to make the call. Unless the person who phoned was a—”


    “A member of staff?”


    The manager’s smile and soft south-coast accent began to irritate Hanne.


    “For example. No. It didn’t sound like that. Unless you’ve got extremely worn-out members of staff. Extremely worn-out.”


    “I can’t give you any information. I … My loyalty’s with the girls. That’s the way it has to be. If you get a legal order that insists on us saying any more, then of course I’ll consider it. It’s not a clear-cut thing. Not even then, I mean.”


    Hanne Wilhelmsen sighed theatrically.


    “Have all the witnesses in this case been studying law in their spare time, or what?”


    “Sorry?”


    “Nothing. Forget it.”


    Hanne looked at the settee, hesitating. Then she leaned across quickly and retrieved her jacket from the arm.


    “Gorgeous gloves,” the manager said. “Red. Original! I’m sorry your visit was a wasted journey.”


    She escorted her out and closed the door behind her. When Hanne heard the lock click, she stopped suddenly and stood squinting at the sky. It really seemed as if the Goddess of Justice had decided to torment her. First of all, Idun Franck had buttoned her lip, citing a variety of paragraphs, and now here was this city missionary invoking every possible justification – and a few more besides – in order to avoid uttering a cheep.


    “Inger Andersen,” Hanne said slowly, without knowing why.


    Inger Andersen had gone to police college two years before Hanne. Later she had studied law. After eighteen months as a police prosecutor, she had changed her mind. Fed up to the back teeth with legal paragraphs, she wanted to return to what she called real police work. Eventually she was put in charge of the Prostitution Surveillance Group – Prosspan. That was before the police had given up and closed down the entire section at the end of the eighties. Everyone had protested. The Violent Crime Section had tenaciously attempted to argue for the maintenance of the group; the intelligence gleaned there had proved useful to them also. The Child Welfare Department, which had looked after young teenagers and at the very least succeeded in keeping them away from the red-light district until they were a couple of years older, had almost screamed themselves hoarse. The hookers themselves had protested. Nothing helped. Prosspan was shut down, and Inger Andersen and her colleagues were allocated other assignments. Inger knew the environment better than anyone. The last Hanne had heard of her, she was working at Manglerud police station.


    Hanne got into her car and inserted the cellphone earplugs in her ears. Then she produced an address book from her inside pocket. After being sent from pillar to post, she finally got Inger Andersen on the line. The Police Sergeant had been transferred to Stovner, where she was working on preventive measures with children and teenagers.


    “The oldest hooker in the city,” Inger Andersen repeated on hearing Hanne’s question. “Hairy Mary. Mary Olsen. She was already the oldest at that time, and the woman has nine lives. If she’s still on the game, she has to be the oldest street hooker in Northern Europe. It wouldn’t surprise me in the slightest.”


    “Hairy Mary,” Hanne reiterated slowly. “Where would I find her?”


    Inger Andersen laughed so loudly that Hanne had to pull out her earplugs.


    “Find a hooker? In the red-light district, of course. If Hairy Mary’s still alive, you’ll find her there. Good luck.”
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    “It took ages. We had to wait more than an hour for the last witness. Do we have any spare tights?”


    Karen Borg hobbled over to the counter as she examined the back of her left leg. Three stitches had run, forming a broad ladder from the tendon at her knee all the way down to her shoes.


    “And those documents from the records office in Brønnøysund that I requested, have they arrived yet?”


    The phone rang.


    “Ms. Borg’s office. No, unfortunately she’s not in yet. Can I take a message?”


    The secretary held her hand over the receiver and whispered as she nodded at a filing cabinet in the corner.


    “Third drawer on the left-hand side. Tights. The papers are on your desk. And here …”


    She held out a sheaf of Post-it notes.


    “Thanks,” she continued the phone conversation. “I’ve taken a note of the number.”


    The secretary disconnected the call. Karen Borg leafed quickly through the messages.


    “Four messages from Claudio Gagliostro. Impatient guy.”


    “I’d prefer to describe him as furious, I’m afraid. He’s phoned eight times. In the end I couldn’t be bothered writing any more messages. It would be a good idea to call him before your next appointment. It’s …” She squinted at her wristwatch through a pair of reading glasses balanced on the end of her impressive nose. “… sixteen minutes until Vilde Veierland Ziegler is due. This Gagli … Galci—”


    “Gagliostro.”


    “Exactly. He’s threatening to report you to the Norwegian Bar Association.”


    Karen Borg chuckled.


    “He can report me to the King if he wants, if only he’ll answer my questions. I’ll give him a call. And you …”


    She struggled to haul her academic gown, briefcase, coat, new pair of tights, and cup of coffee into her office. The cup fell on the floor.


    “Shit! Sorry.”


    “I’ll fix it. Just go in.”


    Johanne Duckert was more than twenty years older than her boss. She was the lawyer’s next-door neighbor in Vinderen, and had accepted her offer of a ten-till-three job during a garden party last summer. Mrs. Duckert had never worked outside the home, but there were limits to how much time could be wasted in her well-maintained garden. After her husband had died two years previously, she had often thought of finding herself something else to do. It did not come to anything until Karen happened to mention that she had a pressing need for help, but was short of money.


    “I’ve more than enough money,” Mrs. Duckert said happily, and moved into the office in C. J. Hambros plass with her flowerpots and photos of her grandchildren.


    When, many years ago now, Karen Borg had been a partner in a major commercial lawyers’ firm in plush premises in upmarket Aker Brygge, she’d had two secretaries. They were young, had qualifications and education, a command of four different word-processing programs, and flirted discreetly with the clients. Mrs. Duckert had hardly touched a typewriter until she was sixty-one years of age, but her spelling was awe-inspiring, she had a colorful turn of phrase that it had taken Karen some time to get used to, and in addition she remained at work until six or seven o’clock in the evening without ever asking for overtime pay. Mrs. Duckert had blossomed in tandem with the roses that flourished in plant pots and containers all over the outer office.


    Karen Borg’s clients were no longer men in tailored suits. Their wives, on the other hand, did come to her. Shuffling into the office, they dissolved into tears with violins playing in the background. After thirty years of marriage they were being replaced by someone younger, smarter, more beautiful; they were in a state of collapse over a demand for an unequal division of assets from their spouse, who wanted to uproot them and at best install them in an apartment in Groruddalen. They sat on a chair in Karen Borg’s office with a box of Kleenex on their lap, having just learned that their husband, after a long life and three grown-up children, was of the opinion that he had finally found love with a twenty-eight-year-old.


    These clients did not need any flirtation. They needed Mrs. Duckert’s tiny cakes and coffee with a little dash of something stronger, just to steady the nerves of course. They needed the clasp of Mrs. Duckert’s warm hand, and a reassuring conversation about gardening and daughters-in-law, and finally to remember those beautiful grandchildren!


    The men who came to see Karen Borg hardly knew what flirting was. They had skinny legs in tight trousers and arms covered in needle marks. They too were given coffee, cakes, and soothing conversation by Mrs. Duckert, though she did leave out the dash of booze.


    “They quite simply don’t benefit from a drop of the hard stuff,” she often said. “It makes them ill.”


    Karen Borg had listened to the voice at the other end of the phone line for quite some time. The man was agitated, and it would be best to let him finish talking. Eventually he had calmed down somewhat.


    “I can well understand that you find it unpleasant, Gagliostro,” she said calmly. “But this is not in fact your private business. You can either answer me now or wait until the Probate and Bankruptcy Court asks you.”


    Gagliostro was working himself up into a frenzy again, and Karen Borg was forced to interrupt.


    “You can’t just say that everything belongs to you, in actual fact,” she said in the same calm tone. “It’s not acceptable. As his spouse, Vilde has the right to access her husband’s finances. It’s the law, Gagliostro. I can—”


    A vehement diatribe forced her to hold the receiver twenty centimeters from her ear.


    “Listen to me.”


    She sat up straight in her chair and raised her voice. That helped.


    “If you mean that you own all the shares, can’t you just fax me proof of that? If the situation is as you claim, then surely there’s no reason to make such a song and dance about it? Fine. Then we’ll leave it at that.”


    Karen Borg keyed in another number.


    “Johanne, can you come in with the fax from Entré as soon as it arrives?”


    She kicked off her shoes and began to pull off her tights as she scanned the papers on the desk. She had only just put on the new tights when Vilde Veierland Ziegler knocked on the door.


    The young widow seemed unusually pale, even taking the time of year into consideration. Karen thought she must have lost weight in the four days that had passed since they had last met. She poured a cup of tea from a thermos flask and dipped a little wooden spoon into a pot of honey.


    “Here,” she said, stirring it thoroughly. “Drink this.”


    Vilde stared apathetically at the cup, without making any move to accept it. Karen understood that she should not make any attempt to console the girl. That would make her fall to pieces. It was doubtful if the diminutive woman in the visitor’s chair was in any fit state to receive information. She would have to keep things simple.


    “Chin up. This doesn’t look too bad. Firstly, there’s the apartment at Sinsen. That seems to belong to the Entré restaurant business.”


    Vilde looked at her for the first time.


    “Then … then I don’t have anywhere to live.”


    Karen raised her hand and smiled encouragingly.


    “You’ve got the apartment in Niels Juels gate of course and—”


    “I don’t want to live there. I hate that apartment!”


    Her voice cracked and her tears threatened to spill over.


    “Take it easy now. Just relax until I’ve explained all this to you. It will take some time to obtain an overview of the entire estate, but what I can tell you for certain …” Karen pushed the teacup toward her once more. “… is that you’ll inherit a lot of money.”


    Vilde Veierland Ziegler curled her hand slowly around the hot cup.


    “Will I inherit a lot of money?”


    Two red patches grew visible on her cheeks, and Karen thought she could discern the suggestion of a smile on Vilde’s face.


    “It was obvious that your husband had intended for you to have separate ownership of his estate. I’ve spoken to his attorney, an old colleague of mine. He had been given the task of drawing up a marriage settlement, but Brede had not yet made an appointment to come and sign the documents. So it’s all very straightforward. If the marriage settlement hasn’t been signed by both of you, then it’s not valid. Therefore you have joint ownership.”


    Karen flipped through the papers. For some reason she found it objectionable to see how her client’s demeanor had altered.


    “Since Brede did not have any children, you are his sole heir. As far as the restaurant is concerned … Entré is a limited company. Brede and Claudio owned approximately half each. They had an agreement about who should decide what in the business. Moreover, it is provided for that if one of them dies, the other is to take over the whole enterprise.”


    She glanced again at her client, whose introspective expression was on its way back.


    “But such an agreement is not necessarily binding. An agreement in which you … If you want to decide what will happen with your possessions when you die, that’s called a testamentary disposition. There are certain formal requirements for that. It means that you must write a will. Brede had not done that. A partnership agreement is not any kind of will. That probably means that you inherit Brede’s shares in Entré as well as the apartment in Niels Juels gate. Although there is some outstanding debt in both places, it should still amount to a considerable sum of money. Several million kroner.”


    Karen continued to thumb through the bundle of papers. Out of the corner of her eye she could see that Vilde had lifted the cup to her mouth.


    “And besides … There are a lot of other assets here. That is to say, things … valuables. Including quite a number of shares in an Italian company. Do you know anything about that?”


    Vilde shook her head. She was far too young. She could not hide the fact that she was biting her lip to stop herself smiling. Karen gave a slight shudder. It had crossed her mind as soon as their first meeting a few days earlier: there was something about this young woman that did not add up.


    “Then we’ll discuss all this in the near future.”


    Karen forced out a smile.


    When Vilde Veierland Ziegler left the office, Mrs. Duckert brought in a cup of coffee.


    “You must have done wonders for that young lady,” she said, pouring milk from a porcelain jug. “When she arrived she looked like a ghost. By the time she left, well, she gave a lovely smile when she said goodbye.”
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    “I was crazy and had decided to recover my health.”


    Suzanne put down her spoon and flashed a smile at Idun Franck. The publishing editor had not touched her food. Why she had been invited to dinner was still a mystery to Suzanne Klavenæs. They had both worked together on the Ziegler book for several months now, without any kind of personal exchange beyond the purely trivial. Now, when it looked as if the book project might be shelved, Idun had suddenly invited her for bouillabaisse. Suzanne’s initial impulse was to decline with thanks. But Idun had said they could combine the meal with work, and anyway, there was something about her. Idun was just as Suzanne remembered – or, more to the point, imagined – her real-life fellow-citizens: friendly in a reserved way, smilingly formal, and professionally attentive. On a personal level she kept her distance, and Suzanne had no need to fear a stream of invasive questions. Idun Franck was nothing like the woman at passport control at Gardermoen airport – Tone something-or-other. Delightedly, she had recognized Suzanne and begun to chatter about the old days at the Cathedral School. The queue had grown longer behind Suzanne, who had been unable to tear herself away until she finally had her passport returned and literally stumbled into Norway.


    “I was ill as a teenager. Very ill. I was admitted to a closed ward at Gaustad Hospital for six months. I needed to get away to regain my health.”


    She was surprised at herself. Admittedly it was no secret that she had been crazy. All her friends in France knew that – at least the ones who knew her well enough for it to be natural to talk to them about something that had happened more than fifteen years ago. But she spoke increasingly seldom about it. Idun’s question about why she had moved to France had been so unexpected that the answer simply spilled out unbidden.


    “I’m actually half-French,” she added by way of explanation. “I got my surname from my father. My mother was French. Even though she died when I was little, I had family and friends there, so it was natural to go when I first started traveling.”


    She helped herself to more bouillabaisse. Obviously home-made, it tasted of Marseilles.


    “This is really delicious,” Suzanne said. “I don’t look as if I eat very much, but that’s wrong. I love food. I’ve just been very lucky with my … What’s it called in Norwegian again … metabolics?”


    “Metabolism. Wish I was.”


    When Suzanne had received a request from the publishing company to take the pictures for their book about Brede Ziegler and his kitchen, she had mulled it over for twenty-four hours. From the publisher’s point of view, the approach was virtually a shot in the dark; Suzanne Klavenæs was a regular supplier of photo-reportage for Paris Match and had also created a ten-page illustrated story for National Geographic about the flood of refugees from Central Africa. She was accustomed to major assignments, and remuneration to match.


    “Home,” Suzanne said out of the blue. “For some reason I always call Norway ‘home’. I accepted this job because I wanted to see if it was possible for me to be here. After what had happened. After … When my father died, I arrived here on the morning plane and left an hour after the funeral. My relatives have never forgiven me, I think. But when … At that precise moment I didn’t know whether I would be able to tolerate this country. Whether I’d got over it all.”


    “Is it possible, do you think?”


    Idun Franck poured out more wine for them both and sat spinning her own glass in her hand.


    “I don’t really know what you’ve been through, and I don’t mean to pry. But … Women like the ones you spoke of from Bosnia. Raped and … And the refugees in Africa who lost their children on the way, one by one, through illness and hunger and … Is it possible to flee from these things, do you think? Can people really have the strength to go on living? A genuine, full life?”


    Suzanne suddenly noticed that it was Sarah Brightman’s voice she could hear from the loudspeakers in the living room. She could not square the torch singer with the rest of Idun Franck. Admittedly the decor in the apartment was not especially well coordinated, but the mixture of antiques and IKEA furniture created an overall impression that indicated a sure touch in matters of taste, all the same.


    “I’ve read,” Idun continued, with a brief burst of laughter, “that the liver is the only organ in the body that can renew itself completely. It’s formed of so many new cells that over a five-year period we end up with an entirely new liver. If we don’t drink too much, that is.”


    She raised her glass.


    “Is it like that with a human soul, do you think?”


    Without waiting for a reply, she stood up abruptly and cleared the plates.


    “We need to work. We’ll have coffee in the living room. Do you have the pictures with you?”


    Suzanne followed her and sat down on the leather settee. When she arrived she had left her portfolio of photographs on the coffee table and she was taken aback that Idun had not noticed.


    “Where did I put that manuscript?” Idun Franck murmured, inspecting the magazine rack and behind the TV set. “I must have mislaid it. I know I brought it from the office.”


    The search was futile: Idun Franck lifted chair cushions and peered inside two empty decorative vases. Suzanne poured coffee for herself from a ceramic pot, speculating that Idun must be one of those people whose sense of order is depleted during their work day.


    “We’ll have to manage without it,” Idun said feebly. “Let me see the photos, please.”


    Concentrating intently, they worked without a break for two hours.


    “The food and landscapes are obviously no problem,” Idun Franck concluded as she ran her fingers though her hair. “I suggest you continue. I’ll speak to Claudio and tell him you need to photograph the dishes described in the text.”


    “Does that mean you’ve decided to publish the book?” Suzanne asked, drinking coffee number four. “To some extent, it’s fine to make plans based on what we already have, but should I go on taking photos?”


    “We won’t decide about actual publication until the investigation is over. But we’ve established that we’ll try to run with the book for as long as possible, until we come to that decision. Not my choice. I’m subject to a boss who is … Forget it! Sorry. I’ll count the dishes described in the text and give you an updated list. That one’s marvelous, by the way!”


    She fished out a black-and-white photo of Brede Ziegler.


    “It’s so … Spontaneous, in a sense! Didn’t he see you?”


    “No. I agree. It’s excellent, if not exactly flattering.”


    Suzanne began to gather the photos, painstakingly ensuring that the various Post-it notes were attached to the reverse of the appropriate images. Idun snatched up the notes she had made in the course of the evening and stashed them inside Unni Lindell’s latest crime novel, left lying on a sideboard beside the TV.


    “Then I certainly won’t forget them,” she said, smiling faintly. “By the way …”


    She glanced at the book, as if it had jogged her memory.


    “Have the police spoken to you?”


    “The police? No. I must be very far down their list of interesting witnesses … Why do you ask? Have they spoken to you?”


    Suzanne closed the folio of photos and headed for the door. When Idun made no sign of following, she turned round.


    “Yes,” Idun said. “They have spoken to me. I’m in dispute with them about access to unpublished material. Confidentiality of sources. It’s like talking to a brick wall. Do you know that police officers nowadays don’t look like police officers? This policeman I spoke to claimed to have only a first name. He looked like a … neo-Nazi! Inverted cross on his ear and …”


    Idun ran her hand over her head with a smooth motion, almost as if she were shaving off her hair. Suzanne narrowly avoided dropping the photograph portfolio as she leaned on the doorframe for support.


    “Mon Dieu,” she said softly. “This country is really like a … village?”


    “Do you know who I’m talking about?”


    “B.T. He’s called … I always called him B.T.”


    “No. His name is Bobby or Billy, or something like that. Can it be the same person? Do you know him?”


    “He was one of the people I wanted to flee from. That time when I was crazy and had decided to regain my health.”


    Suzanne Klavenæs headed for the hallway, where she put on her coat, and Idun followed. The two women stood at either end of the long corridor, one tall, dark and almost skinny, the other small, plump, with ash-blond hair.


    “Thanks for coming,” Idun said in a whisper. “Will I phone for a taxi?”


    Suzanne said she would prefer to walk. When she had reached thirty meters along Myklegårdsgate, approaching the path through the park down to Grønlandsleiret, she turned to see all the lights in Idun’s apartment switched off. Only at the kitchen window could she make out the glimmer of a candle. For a moment she thought she spotted Idun Franck’s face at the window, but it might have been her imagination. All the same she shivered, and it struck her that Idun Franck was the only person she had ever met whose photograph she had never considered taking. She couldn’t work it out. She simply couldn’t fathom it.
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    Five people swarmed in the kitchen, their movements brisk and efficient. All the same, it was surprisingly quiet in the room, with only the occasional clunk of metal against metal disturbing the faint susurration of the colossal extractor hood above the gas cooker. Billy T. had been in the Navy. He had served in the Coastguards aboard a fisheries protection vessel in the Norwegian Sea. Entré’s kitchen reminded him of a ship’s galley. Slightly larger of course, but nevertheless cramped, with a preponderance of stainless steel.


    “Today’s lunch,” one of the chefs said cheerfully, flipping a steaming dish out of the oven. “Arctic char. We’ll lay them on a bed of scrambled eggs cooked in a bain-marie with finely chopped truffles.”


    He pointed at an apprentice who stood lost in concentration, whisking something in a massive stainless-steel bowl. Billy T. leaned slightly over its rim and sniffed.


    “Smells good already,” he said. “Aren’t truffles absurdly expensive?”


    “Here,” said the chef, using a knife to point at a little clump on a chopping board. “That lot there cost one hundred and sixty kroner. But it goes a long way, in return.”


    Billy T. had decided to regrow the moustache that Tone-Marit had implored him to get rid of six months earlier. Scratching the stubble, he wondered whether he should perhaps change his mind.


    “Looks like hash. The same price too. But where’s Claudio?”


    The chef shrugged indifferently.


    “Is he here or isn’t he?”


    No one answered. No one seemed abashed at not saying anything. Each and every one of the five kitchen workers knew what they had to do, and they continued chopping, stirring, rinsing, and frying without so much as a glance in Billy T.’s direction. He grabbed the Arctic char-man by the arm, unnecessarily hard.


    “Do you mean for me to stand here all day and watch you cooking lunch, or do you think your boss might have the courtesy to show up? Would you be kind enough to inform this Gagli-guy, wherever he might be, that it would please the police for him to show up now!”


    He regretted his display of temper before it was over. The chef had been friendly enough, and of course he was not responsible for Claudio Gagliostro having already failed to turn up for two interview appointments. Billy T. needed to look sharp. There had been complaints. The Chief of Police had called in to his office the previous evening and made a polite request for the Chief Inspector to behave like a reasonable human being. Not in any way a warning. Just some friendly advice.


    Maybe his outburst had worked, all the same. A man who could not have been more than five foot four suddenly appeared in the doorway, wearing dogtooth-check trousers under a voluminous white apron. His face seemed heavy and puffy, in stark contrast to his slight, narrow-shouldered body. His eyes looked almost as if they lacked lashes, and greasy wisps of his black hair were plastered to his forehead. It dawned on Billy T. that he had seen the guy before, the Monday after Brede Ziegler was killed, when he had bumped into Suzanne on the way out of Entré. It must have been the shock of meeting her that had caused him not to pay much attention to the peculiar figure.


    “It’s me you’re looking for,” the man said. “Come with me.”


    Billy T. forgot all his good intentions.


    “Shouldn’t you have come to see me at—”


    “Shh,” the man responded. “Not here. Come to my office.”


    Despite Claudio Gagliostro reaching no higher than Billy T.’s chest, the police officer allowed himself to be led by the arm like a child. He stared in fascination at Gagliostro’s head. Something must have been wrong. Hydrocephalus, perhaps. In any case, the proportions were totally insane.


    His office turned out to be a spacious square work table in the wine cellar, pushed against the wall with a high-backed chair behind it. An architect’s desk lamp shed light on four thick bundles of papers, a telephone, and a glorious jumble of yellow notes and envelopes.


    “Fucking cold here,” Billy T. said tetchily.


    “Eleven degrees Celsius. Eleven and a half, in fact.”


    At last Gagliostro looked more at ease. The lank wisps of hair began to release their grip on his forehead. Wiping his brow with a snow-white pocket handkerchief, he sat down on the office chair and gave a strained smile.


    “I’m sorry that …”


    Billy T. looked around for another seat. There was none. Instead he tipped a crate of apple juice sideways and sat down on it, staring down between his legs.


    “Do you sell this kind of thing?”


    “What is it you want?”


    Billy T. let his eyes make a detailed examination of the cellar walls. There must be several thousand bottles down here. Half the room was divided into shelf units running lengthwise like an old-fashioned archive, and the other half had racks from floor to ceiling. It was gloomy. He was freezing.


    “I’ve called you in for interview twice already,” he said, taking a deep breath. “And still you’re wondering what I want from you. Okay then. Do you open your mail?”


    He smashed his fist down on a pile of unopened envelopes.


    “Anyway, I don’t give a shit what you do with your letters. But when Oslo Police District is stamped on one of them, then you open it! You should have reported to me three hours ago!”


    Gagliostro’s white apron had acquired a green stain without Billy T. having any idea where it had come from. The man spat on his finger and rubbed the fabric. The stain grew larger and paler.


    “I quite simply don’t have the time,” he muttered. “Don’t you understand that? I’m doing the work of two people!”


    “And I’m working for the police.”


    Billy T. stood up slowly. He took two steps over to the wine racks and let his index finger dance across the bottle necks.


    “What you’re really saying,” he said dully, “is that it’s more important to serve fish with truffles to those snobbish customers of yours than it is to clear up the homicide of your partner. Sweet Jesus, the Lord preserve us all.”


    He rubbed his face with both hands and sniffed loudly. Then he suddenly shook his head and squeezed out a smile.


    “It looks as if you all don’t give a shit who killed Brede Ziegler. But I have to give a shit. Do you understand that? Eh?”


    He grabbed a bottle from the wall rack at random and pointed at Gagliostro with the spout.


    “Most of all I’m inclined to call a Black Maria and have you driven off to police headquarters at Grønlandsleiret 44 without delay. But since you aren’t obliged by law to give a statement, I’ll skip that. I’m asking you nicely, one more time. Will you answer my questions, or do you want me to go to court and have you dragged in for formal interview? Then you’d be able to try and get the judge to appreciate that you don’t have time! Then you can do the Canossa Walk over to the courthouse, surrounded by press photographers and hungry journalists. Your choice.”


    Gagliostro stared frantically at the wine bottle.


    “Put it back,” he whispered. “Please. Put it back.”


    “Well then?”


    Billy T. raised the bottle to eye-level and squinted at the label in the gloom.


    “A wee favorite, this one? Ooops …”


    He let go of the bottle with his right hand and caught it again with his left.


    “That was nearly a little accident, you know.”


    “Is this an interview?”


    Gagliostro was obviously starting to perspire again. The beads of sweat covered his forehead and Billy T. began to wonder if he was seriously ill.


    “Listen here,” he said in a conciliatory tone. “Let’s just do a short interview here and now …”


    He produced a Dictaphone from his pocket and held it out to Gagliostro.


    “Then you can give me a specific time in the course of the next twenty-four hours when you do actually have the opportunity to come down to police headquarters. Six o’clock tomorrow would suit me. Okay?”


    Gagliostro fiddled with the stain on his apron, now the same size as an old banknote. It was only just possible to construe his head movement as a nod. Billy T. switched on the Dictaphone and got the learned-by-heart, rattled-off formalities out of the way. He said nothing about the interview being conducted in a wine cellar in Grünerløkka.


    An hour and a half later Billy T.’s teeth were chattering. The temperature of the room was the only thing that prevented him from exploding yet again. The man on the opposite side of the vast table toyed with everything within his reach: the stain on his apron, a pen that leaked and colored his fingers blue, a glass elephant he had taken out of a drawer, and a silver penknife with red stones on the handle. The answers he gave were mostly brief, never comprehensive. Billy T. felt completely worn out when he made an effort to summarize.


    “So you met Brede eleven years ago in Milan. Then you moved to Norway. By the way, your Norwegian’s good. Yes, absolutely fluent.”


    “What?”


    “You speak g-o-o-d N-o-r-w-e-g-i-a-n.”


    “Oh. One of my grandmothers was Norwegian. I used to come here for summer holidays when I was little.”


    “Brede worked at the restaurant …”


    He waved his right hand to get the recalcitrant witness to help him.


    “Santini.”


    “Santini, yes. In Milan. Then you became friends and you moved to Norway shortly afterwards. After having sold a place in Verona, is that right?”


    “Mhmn.”


    The elephant’s trunk snapped. Gagliostro looked perplexed as he sat holding the broken surfaces together, as if he expected the glass fragments to regrow, if only he was patient enough.


    “Then you took your money and came to Norway to earn more. Together with Brede.”


    “Yes.”


    “But it took quite a long time, didn’t it? Until you opened this place here, I mean. And in the meantime it looked as if you might have changed your mind. Because you and Brede entered into a project in Italy seven or eight years ago, correct?”


    “Yes.”


    “Can’t you just put down that animal!”


    Nonplussed, Gagliostro put the elephant on the table with the trunk between its legs. Billy T. used one hand to rub the small of his back as he switched off the Dictaphone with the other.


    “We’ll swap places,” he said, getting to his feet.


    “What?”


    “Swap places, I said. My back will break soon. Come on, then. You sit on the packing case. Give me the chair.”


    Gagliostro made no protest worth mentioning about relinquishing his comfortable seat. Instead of sitting on the crate of apple juice, he plonked himself down on a folding chair built into the wall, impossible to spot if you didn’t know it was there. Billy T. closed his eyes. He leaned back in the chair for some time. The only sound to be heard was a distant clatter of saucepans and sudden shrill female laughter on the floor above.


    “Sindre Sand,” Billy T. said, without switching on the Dictaphone again. “Do you know him?”


    “Yes.”


    “How well?”


    “Slightly.”


    “Slightly well or you know him slightly?”


    Gagliostro did not reply. He tugged at his earlobe and opened his mouth briefly, before shutting it again with a little snap. He stared at the floor.


    Billy T. had hardly slept for the past four nights. Hanne Wilhelmsen’s return had shaken him more than he thought possible. He had been lost in his own thoughts, still with no idea what sudden impulse had made him look up at the gallery on the sixth floor. When he saw her leaning over the banister and recognized her gaze, too far distant for him to know what it held, but fierce enough to feel the old intimacy he had spent the past six months trying to forget, he was on the point of collapse. He felt sick; really, genuinely sick. The nausea did not let up until he had vomited into the wastepaper basket in his office, behind a locked door. Since then he had made an effort to resist the thought of her. Of her smell, her fragrance, her bad habit of rubbing her right temple when she was pondering something, with one eye half-closed; he did not want to remember her hands, her thumbs that massaged between his shoulder-blades when she stood behind him in the canteen and kissed him on the head as she teased him because he groaned; he refused to hear the click-clack of her boots, always boots, on the indestructible linoleum floor in Grønlandsleiret 44; he heard the tapping of Hanne’s heels on the floor, and he hated her.


    He loved her, and had honestly never realized that before now.


    “Do you know Sindre Sand well, fairly well, not well, or not at all? A, B, C, or D. Tick the box.”


    He did not have the energy to open his eyes, and knew he was losing his grip. He was sitting in a cold cellar struggling to drag the truth out of a reluctant witness who might well be the killer. He was taking no notes. He could not even bring himself to lift his arm to switch on the Dictaphone. This was not where he wanted to be. He wanted to go home.


    “Sleep,” he said slowly.


    “Sort of fairly well,” Gagliostro answered. “It was Brede who really knew him. He’s smart. Steadily growing reputation. He’s at Stiansen’s now and is doing well there.”


    “The money, then. Do you know anything about that?”


    Billy T.’s voice was almost inaudible.


    “You mean the money that was to be invested in Italy?”


    “Yes.”


    “I was also party to that deal. I didn’t have so very much to contribute, just a couple of million kroner. It’s still unclear to me how much Brede put in, but Sindre … Of course he was just a young lad at that time. He threw four or five million into the pot. Something like that.”


    “Ten,” Billy T. thought to himself, but said instead: “What happened?”


    “Bad trip. It all went wrong, to put it bluntly. The money disappeared down the drain. Mine too. Brede came out of it pretty unscathed, I think. At least he wasn’t dead-broke afterwards, like the rest of us. I had to start all over again. That’s why it took a long time to get as far as Entré.”


    Billy T. opened his eyes. Claudio Gagliostro put his thumb in the air and smiled for the first time. His teeth were remarkably white and even in his hideous face.


    “Why are you so talkative all of a sudden?” Billy T. said, struggling to raise his hand.


    It was impossible. A violent attack of anxiety engulfed him. From far away he could hear Gagliostro respond: “You’re not terrifying me so much any more. You can appear dangerous. Are you aware of that?”


    “Do you think I could have a glass of water?” Billy T. managed to force out. “A glass of water, please.”


    He was not thirsty. He wanted to be alone. He thought he was going to die.


    He concentrated on breathing. Relaxing.


    “Breathe,” he said, taking a big mouthful of air. “Breathe!”


    Out with the air.


    In again.


    The blood rushed to his head. He was not going to die. He managed to open his eyes wide and raise his hand. When Gagliostro returned with a glass of water – Billy T. heard the clinking of ice cubes all the way from the top of the cellar steps – he was able to take it and drink it down without spilling a drop.


    “Are you feeling unwell?”


    “Just a bit tired. We must finish. Why did you bring Sindre Sand here, then? As some kind of compensation for all the money he lost?”


    “I suggested it to Brede. He didn’t want to. He was probably a bit uncomfortable about that business with Vilde. It didn’t really seem like that, but maybe … Not quite sure.”


    The anxiety lessened slightly more. Billy T. wanted to stand up, but did not dare to.


    “Will you keep Ziegler’s shares now, or will you bring in another owner?”


    “Keep … Well, that’s exactly what’s the problem! It turns out that it’s Vilde who’ll probably inherit the shares. Didn’t you know that?”


    Billy T. wrinkled his nose and drank some more water.


    “Know what?”


    “Brede and I had an agreement that was crystal-clear. Not because we thought either of us was going to die, but I mean … Plane crashes and car accidents, and that sort of thing … It happens, you know. We wanted to safeguard ourselves. Brede and I have always worked well together and the division of tasks here at Entré has always gone smoothly, but now this young girl comes along who hasn’t a clue about anything at all, least of all running a restaurant, and will …”


    Now it was Gagliostro who was in difficulties. He clutched his chest.


    “When did you find this out?”


    “Yesterday. No, last week, in actual fact. A lawyer phoned and created a huge commotion and I don’t bloody know—”


    “But when Brede was murdered, you were convinced you would inherit everything.”


    “Not everything! The restaurant. Brede owns a whole load more, and Vilde would of course have all the rest, but—”


    A young man came thundering down the stairs; his chef’s hat fell off as he reached the cellar floor.


    “You have to come now, Claudio! The menu’s wrong, and Karoline says it was you who said—”


    “He’ll come shortly,” Billy T. said, waving the boy away. “Give us five more minutes.”


    “Okay by me,” the boy mumbled, brushing dust off his cap as he headed back up the stairs. “I’m not the one who’s responsible.”


    “I must just get one thing clear before we go,” Billy T. said softly, leaning across the table. “On the evening of Sunday December the fifth, when Brede was murdered … At that time you thought you would take over the restaurant, if Brede were to die.”


    “But—”


    “Yes or no.”


    “Yes. But—”


    “And where were you? On the evening of Sunday December the fifth?”


    “Sunday evening. I was … Let me think.”


    “Garbage!” Billy T. said calmly, trying to breathe more deeply. “Don’t tell me that you have to think about where you were on the night your best friend and business partner was murdered. I still remember where I was when Olof Palme was shot. That’s almost fifteen fucking years ago, and I didn’t even know the guy!”


    “At home.”


    “At home. Despite Entré being open on Sundays. Okay then.”


    “I hadn’t had a day off for five weeks.”


    “What did you do?”


    Gagliostro had begun to sweat again. He must suffer from some sort of illness, and it crossed Billy T.’s mind that it must be a serious handicap for a head waiter and restaurant owner to have hydrocephalus and sweat like a pig in eleven degrees of heat.


    “I watched TV and went to bed early.”


    “On your own?”


    The desperate expression on Gagliostro’s face was answer enough. Billy T. ventured to rise from the chair. His legs were unsteady and he shook them tentatively, before stuffing the Dictaphone in his pocket and heading for the stairs.


    “Nine o’clock tomorrow morning. On the dot. At police headquarters. Ask for Billy T.”


    Only now did it dawn on him that he had never actually introduced himself.


    “Billy T.,” he repeated. “That’s me.”
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