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  For Mona




  







  If there is one thing for which Man will go to the ends of the earth, it is a dream. If there are two, the second is the man promising to make that dream reality. Thus, while

  the recipes for the manipulation of one’s fellow man are manifold, at heart all share the same three ingredients:




  

    

      1. Find out what truly he wants.




      2. Tell him you will give it to him.




      3. Never concede that he is a victim of deception.


    


  




  

    — Dr Walther Ziegler, Die Ränge der Mensch, 1935


  




  







  PROLOGUE




  Nazi ideology stated that the Third Reich was destined to last for a thousand years. To achieve this, it was calculated that the German people would have to be at least two

  hundred million strong. They had a problem. The population of Germany was somewhere between sixty-five and seventy million and the birth rate among ‘superior’ Germans was in

  decline.




  To remedy this issue, Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler established the Lebensborn programme in 1935. Initially, the programme was enacted as a form of encouragement, aimed solely at

  Himmler’s elite Schutzstaffel military corps. Incentives for stocking the core gene-pool of the Fatherland with ‘racially ideal’ progeny included exclusive maternity homes

  at which burgeoning families would receive the very best in pre- and post-natal care and money to ensure that their offspring would want for nothing. Even so, the population did not grow as fast as

  prolonged world domination would require, and soon enough Himmler widened the parameters of the programme. So long as mothers-to-be could prove their unborn child hailed from a minimum of three

  generations of racial purity, and provided it showed no signs of inferiority following birth (physical, genetic or racial) all the benefits of Lebensborn would be forthcoming.




  But two hundred million still lay way off on the horizon, and when the war really got going, the military was losing men faster than children were being born. With numbers dropping instead of

  rising, Himmler kicked Lebensborn up another couple of gears. It became a full-blown breeding programme. The facilities operating in Germany were no longer the straightforward maternity

  homes the programme had started with, nor even drop-shops for women who found themselves compromised by unwed but racially pure pregnancies.




  Under Lebensborn, some 250,000 ‘biologically fit’ children were kidnapped from occupied territories and brought to the Fatherland for Germanization. Facilities were also

  established in Austria, Belgium, Denmark, France, Holland, Luxembourg and Poland, but the only country that could match Germany for the number of premises opened, and the number of births recorded,

  was Norway.




  Himmler revered the Norwegian as the ultimate living manifestation of the Aryan race, and encouraged German soldiers to couple and procreate with Norwegian women. In return, the women and their

  children would receive care and attention and a healthy diet, with meat and vitamin-rich fresh vegetables.




  Norway’s population was three million at the time of invasion, while the German occupying force reached close to four hundred thousand before liberation. That’s a German soldier for

  every other woman of childbearing age.
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  2009




  Oslo Prison was a gothic-looking building, all high brown stone walls and turrets, sandwiched between the main police station and the city’s only mosque, in an area

  called Grønland, just east of the centre. Most of the cells on the prison’s C Block were eight square metres. The longer a man was incarcerated there, the more his room grew to

  resemble a physical representation of his mind. Photographs, letters, drawings, newspaper clippings, all pinned to the walls, layer upon layer – each one a thought, a memory, a fantasy. Then

  one day – release day—it was all gone. A network of black pinholes was all that was left on the white gloss walls, like an unintelligible version of a child’s dot-to-dot puzzle:

  patternless. And the cell was stripped back to the stainless-steel sink and toilet and the pine bed bolted to the wall under the barred window. On those days, it was like a brain had suddenly been

  wiped clear of all it had learned and yearned for, scrunched up and stuffed into a single manila envelope, like the one lying on the stained ticking of the mattress next to the man in cell 236. He

  was perched there like a sagging finch, skinny, lank, his straggled, grey head bowed. How many years? And just one envelope, barely an inch thick.




  Olavsen swung the four-inch plate steel hatch shut and pulled open the door. The cell’s occupant looked up, his ancient, clouded eyes expectant, hesitant, his skin latticed with wrinkles,

  the lower half of his face so wizened that the fibrous tobacco-yellow hair looked less like a beard than simply what was left once age had worn away skin and tissue.




  ‘Hey,’ Olavsen said to him, struggling to inject his voice with any enthusiasm. ‘Remember: today is the first day of the rest of your life.’




  The man rose, leaving his envelope on the bed.




  ‘Don’t you want that?’ Olavsen asked him.




  ‘Bin it,’ the man said.




  ‘Well, Mr—’




  Warden Eide stopped and glanced at the name on the file in his hands. ‘Lars Borgerud. It seems you’ve done your time here with us. And apparently we’re satisfied you’ve

  made a full rehabilitation during your stay. How about that?’




  There was a sting in the warden’s tone and the amused shine in his eyes told Morten Damberg he was missing something here. Damberg looked at the old prisoner sitting next to him on the

  visitors’ side of Eide’s desk. The man did not respond to Eide. He just stared at the green leather desk top.




  ‘It’s time to forget about the past and look to the future, Mr Borgerud,’ Eide continued, his scorn still evident. ‘And to start you off, you’ve been assigned a new

  parole officer. This is Morten Damberg.’




  Apparently bored now, Eide dropped the file onto the desk and nodded at Damberg. Then, sinking into his chair, and swivelling to face the window, he folded his hands over his potbelly and gazed

  out at the cloudless sky.




  ‘Mr Borgerud?’ Damberg said, and waited a moment for a reaction from the old man. When none came, he glanced at Eide, who lifted a hand and lazily wound his forefinger in the air

  – get on with it.




  ‘Mr Borgerud, my name is Morten Damberg. As Warden Eide said, you’ve done your time here. Now you can get on with your life.’




  Damberg opened his own file and placed a piece of paper on the desk in front of the old man.




  ‘To help you with this you’ve been set up with an address, here. It’s a nice place, by the river, people your own age. You’ll have a room to yourself, with full

  amenities, meals. And of course it’s staffed, for your own health and safety.’




  ‘You’ll be right at home,’ Eide shot over the desk at them, entertaining himself.




  Ignoring him, Damberg pulled out another sheet of paper from his file, placed it on the desk in front of the man’s eyes and ploughed on.




  ‘The credits you’ve earned during your incarceration have been deposited every month into an account set up in your name with DNB, Mr Borgerud – these are the details. Your

  pension’s also being placed in this account. Now, this piece of plastic here is called a debit card. You can use it to get cash out of an automated teller machine.’




  Damberg explained how to use the card, then placed it on the piece of paper.




  ‘At your age, Mr Borgerud, there’s no need for you to work. But we don’t want you getting isolated.’ Damberg closed his file and leaned forward. ‘Some people find

  it difficult to adjust to the outside world, Mr Borgerud, and you’ve been in here a long time. The world has changed. 2009 can be a daunting place for a person in your position.’




  Still the old man didn’t move or react in any way.




  ‘I can understand if you don’t want anyone to know where you’ve come from, where you’ve been, and no one needs to know if you don’t want them to. I’ll be

  around to see you often enough, but it’s important for you to reintegrate, and that’ll take effort. Start with small, brief conversations, with your neighbours, staff at the home. Then

  build it up. And remember – you can always call me. If you have any problems, any questions, you can reach me on this number.’




  Damberg flicked the business card he was holding, then placed it back in the file and lifted the rest of the contents from the table, placing them back in the file too, before holding it out to

  the old man.




  ‘There you go, Mr Borgerud. Good luck to you.’




  But the old man didn’t take the file. He looked up at Eide. He was scared of his master, Damberg could see it now, like an injured creature found by a cruel kid. He didn’t want to

  give Eide any excuse to dish out more punishment. But blended with that fear was something else. A steeliness, a belief.




  ‘Take it,’ Eide said, realizing he was being asked permission. ‘We’re done here.’




  But the old man still didn’t take the file.




  Damberg got to his feet. He hooked his hand under the old man’s armpit and helped him up, then led him to the door. Before he opened it, Eide spoke from his desk again.




  ‘Borgerud?’ he said, the sarcasm gone. The old man looked back at him. ‘You be sure to remember what Damberg said. Wise words. Do you understand me?’




  The old man opened his mouth, as though he might say something, but then closed it again without speaking a word.




  ‘He’s right, Mr Borgerud,’ Damberg said, sliding the file into the old man’s hand. Then he opened the door and the old man shuffled out.




  ‘You’re a parole officer, Damberg,’ the warden said as soon as the door was closed again. ‘Not a social worker.’




  ‘A parole and acclimatization officer, sir.’




  Eide leaned back in his chair and joined his hands behind his head, revealing dark sweat patches under each arm. He smiled. ‘You want to make your mark, junior, to touch a life? I suggest

  you try someone else. We’ve got plenty of candidates here.’




  ‘He’s in here for putting his wife out of her misery, sir,’ Damberg said.




  ‘Pass the fucking Kleenex. So what?’




  ‘So he sacrificed himself,’ Damberg said. ‘I think he deserves our pity.’




  ‘Just take my word for it, Damberg. You don’t know him like I do. Now who’s next?’




  Olavsen walked across the courtyard towards the sheet-steel exit gate, arm in arm with the old man, who was still holding the file Damberg had given him. It took three times

  longer than usual to get there, the old man limping like a lame horse. Olavsen let go of him at the gate and found a key on his chain. When he had the gate open, they both stood there looking down

  the tree-lined drive, the parched leaves and grass and shimmering asphalt leading up to civilization, the traffic growling along the main street at the end. A black Mercedes C-class was parked a

  little way up the drive.




  ‘Better than snow and ice, I guess,’ Olavsen said. ‘That your ride?’ The old man just stared at the car.




  ‘You got anything planned?’ Olavsen tried again. This time the old man turned to him. The expression in his old eyes was the same one Damberg had seen: a mix of determination and

  fear. But still he didn’t say anything, so Olavsen put out his hand for the old man to shake. The hand stayed empty. The old man stepped through the gate and hobbled away towards the car.




  Watching from the gate, Olavsen tried to see the Oslo of 2009 through the old man’s eyes: cars the size of tanks, motorcycles that looked like they might sprout wings and fly into the sky,

  the riders kitted out like astronauts. The trams were the new, modern kind, and most of the buildings would be new to him too, probably. And people, people everywhere – men, women, children,

  their faces white, black and everything in between.




  Olavsen said, ‘Good luck, old man,’ to himself, then closed the gate.




  Down the drive, the old man stopped at the Mercedes, but he didn’t get in. The driver’s window was open six inches. The driver was youngish, fair, wearing black-lensed Aviators. The

  old man produced a folded A4 envelope from his inside jacket pocket. Another piece of paper came out with it, folded many times until it was a thick wad only an inch square, and fell to the ground.

  The old man dropped awkwardly to his knees and scooped it up again.




  ‘What’ve you got there?’ the driver said when the old man came back into view. ‘The secret to the meaning of life?’




  The old man didn’t reply. Instead he pocketed the wad and fed the envelope through the window. The driver took it.




  ‘You don’t look like much, you know?’




  The old man didn’t respond.




  ‘I suppose it’s a long time ago. You understand what will happen if the information proves inaccurate?’




  The old man didn’t respond.




  ‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ the driver said, and drove away, leaving the old man standing there.




  Just then a young couple turned in to the drive right next to the old man, the first of the day’s sunbathers, Olavsen figured, arriving early to stake a spot on the crunchy brown lawn

  beyond the trees outside the police station. The young woman was all slim brown limbs, electric-green bikini top, hotpants and flip-flops. The old man stared at her so long and so hard that her man

  glared back at him, frowning: eyes off, pervert. Then he laughed something to the girl and pulled her by the hand towards the trees. As she was led onwards, the girl looked back too, but the

  old man had already turned away, heading for the main street.




  Along the road, the old man entered a hardware store. He spent a good couple of minutes looking for the correct aisle, then another minute selecting the right pair of pliers.

  When he was happy, he tore the pincers from their card and plastic packaging right there in the shop. Then he shuffled up the aisle and found a stainless-steel float used for carrying wet plaster.

  He propped the float upright on a shelf, flat steel side out. It gave a pretty good reflection of his old face. The old man looked at himself a moment, then opened his mouth wide and stuck the

  pliers in.
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  1940




  Sixty-nine and a half years earlier, on the night of 8 April 1940, the sun’s warmth was a distant memory on the Oslofjord. Spring had started to make its first moves

  against an extreme winter – the daylight hours had started to stretch out and the thick blanket of snow whitening the evergreen pine forest had begun to melt a little – but at night the

  temperature plunged. A thermometer would have claimed the temperature was a little above zero, but with the damp of the fog and the wind, it felt a lot lower. If you happened to be coming in from

  out of town, as some people were doing that night, you could be forgiven for assuming that the people of the fjord would be holed up in the homes that trailed along the sixty-kilometre waterway;

  sitting in front of their fires or snuggled up in bed under blankets. And that is exactly where most were – but not all.




  At 11.30 p.m., the telephone rang in one of the traditional Nordic wooden houses in Drøbak, a small town perched on the east side of the fjord some thirty kilometres down from Oslo city,

  right where the channel is at its narrowest, less than a kilometre wide. The house belonged to Andreas Anderssen. Anderssen was in bed asleep when the phone rang. On hearing the bell he forced open

  his eyes, but saw only darkness.




  He reached out a hand and groped the receiver from its cradle.




  ‘Anderssen,’ he said into it when the cold plastic touched his cheek. His voice was a croak. He’d been sleeping with his mouth open again. Snoring probably. He closed his mouth

  and worked up some spit.




  ‘Kommandørkaptein Anderssen?’




  ‘Used to be,’ he said, swallowing. ‘I retired. In twenty-seven.’ He pushed himself up onto an elbow. The luminous hands of his alarm clock told him he had been down for

  an hour. At his age you needed more sleep than that. His bones felt even heavier under his skin than they usually did. ‘That’s thirteen years ago,’ he said.




  At least his voice was normal again.




  ‘With Kommandør Madsen on sick leave you’re all the reserves I’ve got, and what with the current international situation being so . . .’ The voice paused, then

  concluded, ‘twitchy.’




  ‘Birger?’ Anderssen said with a sigh, recognizing the voice now. ‘It’s nearly midnight.’




  ‘You can sleep tomorrow, old man. We need you here. Get down to the marina. I’ve sent someone. One of the fresh recruits, so try not to scare him, all right?’




  ‘What about?’ Anderssen said, taking his spectacles off the nightstand. ‘What’s going on over there?’




  ‘Could be it’s more than a twitch.’




  Anderssen nodded. He used to wake up in the middle of the night all the time. If a sound or movement came from his wife next to him he had awoken immediately to interrupt the terror that took

  hold of her almost every night towards the end, covering up her perspiring body with the blanket she had kicked off, stroking her forehead, chatting to her. What he actually said didn’t

  matter. She hadn’t been able to grasp the meaning of his words. She just needed to hear his voice. It wasn’t a soothing one, particularly, but it was familiar and safe, he supposed. Her

  breathing would grow calmer, and she’d drift off again.




  Then one morning he woke up and the sun was shining through the window and he realized that he’d slept all night through. Not a single noise had roused him. Not once had he felt the

  sudden, jerking movement as every muscle in her body tensed with pain. Lying there next to her, facing the bedside, staring at the alarm clock, not daring to look round, he had tried to convince

  himself that he could hear the sound of her breathing over the ticking of the clock. But he couldn’t, and suddenly he was sucking in mouthfuls of air in short sharp gulps, as though his

  trachea was too narrow. But still he hadn’t moved. For nearly an hour he just lay there, crying in silence.




  Since that day, Anderssen’s sleep had not been interrupted by anything but dreams. In those dreams the fog of despair was blown away, and she was standing there, waiting for him, night

  after night, sometimes young, sometimes old, always beautiful.




  ‘I’m coming,’ he said, and hung up.




  He kneaded his palms into his eyes, then slid his spectacles into place and pushed himself up from the warmth of his bed into the cold of his bedroom. He ran a business now; he was a pilot, too,

  but it wasn’t the same. Nothing seemed to occupy him any more. He stretched, shoving his fists into the small of his back, then looked over to the corner of the room.




  His old uniform was ready and waiting, laid out on the chair, just as it had been ever since Birger had called, all those weeks ago, and put him on alert. Anderssen didn’t like having his

  dreams interrupted, but now he was awake, and at last Birger’s promise had come good. He was going back in.




  Most of the activity on the Oslofjord was of a military nature that night, but there was some civilian traffic, too. Håvard Langeland’s 11-year-old sister, Eva,

  woke up when he went into their shared room to collect his fishing flies from under his bed. Her wild, electric-red curls rose into the vague light, bouncing around like a fistful of uncontrollable

  ginger springs, and, rubbing her sleep-filled eyes, she asked her big brother where he was going.




  ‘Fishing,’ Håvard said. He moved to her bed and tucked her in. ‘You go back to sleep, sis.’




  Eva returned his gaze as he pulled her quilt up under her chin, her large, deep-blue eyes already more than halfway back to dreamland.




  ‘Catch a big one, won’t you?’ she said, her warm freckled face smiling as she closed her eyes again.




  ‘I’ll try,’ Håvard said, and kissed her forehead.




  Downstairs, he put on his winter outer clothes, then left the house, and trudged through the snow. He arrived at the Petersen house ten minutes later. He left it again, together with Britt

  Petersen, at pretty much the same time that Andreas Anderssen was setting out from his home.




  Britt was eighteen, gangly, and still a tomboy. If you asked her mother, Sigrid, she’d tell you Britt was spoiling her God-given beauty with the dungarees and the hair always pushed into a

  fisherman’s cap, and that she put Britt’s complete lack of interest in anything traditionally feminine down to the death of her father; that the whole tragedy threw her daughter off the

  normal female trajectory. Sigrid thought perhaps Britt blamed her for Håkon ’s death, or for some reason saw it as her duty to take on her father’s role. On the other hand, put

  the same question to Håvard – who was seventeen and also gangly, with a crop of electric orange hair, a large nose, receded chin and the general uncoordinated gawkiness of a boy still

  fighting his way through adolescence – and if Britt wasn’t anywhere around to hear, he’d tell you she was pretty much perfect in every conceivable way just as she was. To his

  mind, the only thing wrong with her was the fact that she showed no interest in him whatsoever, romantically speaking. But he was her best friend, and constantly in her presence, and while

  sometimes this role was a painful one, it was better than nothing.




  While Andreas Anderssen was out wearing his thick military-issue greatcoat, the two teenagers were dressed in so many layers of civilian wool that they struggled to make their way through the

  snow with their backpacks and fishing rods. Humans might not like the cold much, but fish do, including cod and sea trout, and the night was the best time to catch them, which, ostensibly, is what

  Britt and Håvard were on their way to do. The idea was that the fish rose as the temperatures nearer the surface lowered to suit them, and late at night there weren’t so many boats

  around, which was an advantage, because their engines scared the fish back to the depths. It was definitely cold enough to tempt the fish up – Britt and Håvard could feel it creeping in

  through their boots and doubled wool socks and the pre-expedition aquavit they had downed to keep themselves warm. By the time they arrived, fifteen minutes later, at the craggy cove just outside

  town, the warmth had slipped out of them altogether, though, so Håvard pulled a bottle out of his pack. As he took a slug, the whine of a small engine came through the fog.




  ‘I guess that’s the fish gone,’ Britt said, taking the bottle. She didn’t sound too disappointed.




  ‘I guess so,’ Håvard replied, similarly unbothered. ‘It sounds like there’s some action at the fort, too.’




  He nodded out in the direction of the Kaholmen islands, only a couple of hundred metres across the water from where they were, but shrouded in the bitter fog, with only the faint blur of lights

  visible. The islands were small, but big enough to house Oscarsborg fortress. It had been there since the dark ages, and hadn’t been modernized since the 1800s, but it was still an

  operational, if antiquated, military base, and the sound of voices slinging out unintelligible orders indicated something was going on there.




  ‘Drilling at this time of night,’ Håvard said. ‘I don’t envy those guys.’




  ‘Still,’ said Britt. ‘We might as well set up now we’re here.’




  They had expected a silent night to greet them, but neither was particularly upset by how the situation was panning out. The fishing got them out there, and it’d be nice to return with a

  couple of kilos of cod meat. It would help Hårvard’s self-image as he edged towards manhood – a hunter-gatherer Alpha male providing for his family; and Britt’s mother

  wasn’t going to complain about a free cod supper, either. But really the activity itself was peripheral.




  Britt dropped her rod and pack, unfolded her stool and took a hit of aquavit. It made her shiver, but she felt the warmth travel to her extremities immediately. Then she looked at her watch.

  They had nearly three hours before Ivar’s alarm was due to go off. 3 a.m. had not been a time she had plucked just at random. She chose it because it was perfect for everyone. It gave them

  plenty of time.




  Last summer, when she was fucking Kristian Helstrup in the woods north of Drøbak, Britt had chanced to look up through the web of trunks and branches and spotted her little brother

  watching them. In the brief moment before Kristian pulled her head back down to him, Britt saw a mix of fascination, confusion and fear in Ivar’s eyes. The next time she looked up, a minute

  or two later, he was gone.




  Britt did not bemoan this loss of innocence, or think it unnatural or strange that her brother should have been secretly watching her with Kristian Helstrup. Had she an older brother to learn

  from, she would probably have done the same thing; most would, she thought. Curiosity was a natural instinct. Put it together with another natural instinct – the desire to fuck – and

  the whole situation looked pretty normal to her. In fact, when she recalled being eleven years old herself, she realized that Ivar was probably hungry for knowledge.




  Britt knew that, after seeing her riding Kristian up there in the woods, it would not just be Ivar’s view of his sister that changed. The scene would have completely and permanently

  altered his idea of women, and he would require clarification on the concept of sex. This Britt would happily have offered, but for one event.




  Every now and then, Ivar saw red. The world was unjust. It never seemed to favour him. And it wasn’t only the fishing that Britt got to do. She had left school. She was earning money. She

  was going out when she liked, screwing men and drinking booze. In short, she could do what she wanted, she was suddenly a grownup, and their mother didn’t look at her like she was a kid any

  more. But Ivar was Sigrid’s baby, and to Ivar, Britt thought, it probably felt like he always would be, never to gain the senior rights he saw his sister enjoying, and Britt was pretty sure

  that was why one day, in a rage over something else entirely, through the streaming tears, Ivar had blurted out to his mother what he had seen in the woods that summer.




  Later on, when Britt still hadn’t returned after storming out, and Ivar was asleep in bed, their mother Sigrid had had a chance to think about the whole situation, and she realized that

  she was, in fact, relieved to hear Britt had been getting with boys. She was eighteen years of age, for God’s sake. It would be strange if she wasn’t experimenting. Her daughter was a

  normal girl, after all. It was one less thing to worry about.




  Of course, at the time, the accusations had flown. Sigrid worked ten-hour days in three part-time jobs, and looked after Ivar the rest of the time. She was exhausted and still broken by

  Håkon’s sudden death. The chidings, and words like slut and whore, and finally the tears – they were just a release. But that didn’t make much difference to Britt, who had

  upped and walked out, and from that moment on she knew that neither her mother nor her brother needed to know about her adventures. But she had to discuss this rollercoaster ride of sex and emotion

  with someone, because she was struggling to understand what the hell was going on herself. That was where Håvard came in. And the fishing. Britt didn’t have any girlfriends there in

  Drøbak. Since they’d moved back in thirty-eight, somehow the connections had never come. Maybe the local girls had a mistrust of a tomboy, or of a new girl, or of a tomboy-new-girl who

  fraternized with men ten, fifteen years her senior; or maybe their friendship slots were simply all filled up. Whatever, Håvard gladly stepped into the vacancy, and was now the nearest Britt

  had to a girlfriend. They were both fatherless, both outcasts, and if anything, he was better than a girlfriend, because maybe he had some idea of how men actually thought. But he didn’t. His

  heart was filled by romantic love – by adoration, not lust – and tonight, when Britt told him about Tor from Husvik – a 39-year-old miller who liked to hold her hands behind her

  back with one hand while slapping her behind with the other – ‘You’re a man. What’s that about?’ – Håvard listened and sympathized, but couldn’t

  answer her. And with every new detail, though she remained unaware of it, his heart broke a little more.




  3 a.m. gave her plenty of time to spill news of this latest adventure to Håvard.




  And 3 a.m. would also be exciting for Ivar. If he had started out with them, he’d have been whining about the cold by half past midnight and refused to leave for bed until they all did. He

  had been convinced to join them later because it was the middle of the night and involved the clandestine activity of leaving the house without detection. This appealed to a kid who spent most of

  his time pretending to be a spy or elite soldier, even more so because it was a conspiracy hatched with his sister. Britt figured Ivar felt like he was losing her to adult life, and she knew what

  it was to lose the attention of a revered elder. Six or seven years ago she had grown disillusioned when it became clear to her that her father wasn’t solely her personal playmate. She knew

  that, in those circumstances, you cling to the moments you get, and the laying of the plan for Ivar to join her down at the cove was as much one of those moments as the expedition itself. On top of

  the anticipation, he would also still get six hours sleep – enough for any eleven-year-old. Sigrid couldn’t complain about that. If she did, they’d just tell her that he had been

  woken up. By a boat or something.




  It was the engine of a twelve-foot skiff that Britt and Håvard had heard. Andreas Anderssen found it and its single occupant – the fresh recruit Birger had promised

  – waiting for him in the marina. The boy, still in his teenage years, was a menig, or private, and saluted before helping Anderssen aboard. He then set about guiding the boat through

  the fog.




  Soon enough, the Kaholmen islands became apparent, two hillocks rising out of the water between the hills of the mainland on one side and a much larger island beyond, Håøya, on the

  other. Cresting the top of the southern island, like a dour stone tiara, was a low, thick, horseshoe-shaped building, curving round the rise, the faint lights in the windows twinkling like cheap

  yellow jewels. Oscarsborg fortress. In front of it, pointing southwards along the waterway, Anderssen could just about make out the main battery. Three 28cm guns, their great ten-metre barrels

  sticking out like the antennae of an insect, feeling for threat in the darkness.




  Between the guns and the main building, lights were moving back and forth like fireflies. But as the boat drew closer and the fog thinned, Anderssen saw what he already knew. They were not

  fireflies. It was too cold for that. These were men holding blinkered lanterns, moving with intent. They were soldiers, and they weren’t drilling. They were preparing.




  ‘Do you know what’s going on, Menig?’ Anderssen asked.




  ‘No, sir,’ he answered.




  ‘But something is?’




  ‘I think so, sir.’




  ‘There’d better be. It’s cold out here, and you need your sleep at my age.’




  The private glanced at him. He was nervous and did not know how to respond.




  ‘How long have you been here now, Menig? A week?’ Anderssen said, turning to look at the soldier on the tiller. He saw now that the boy still wore the wispy hair of puberty on his

  cheeks. Anderssen was aware the new recruits had only just come in, but he didn’t know some of them had just been born.




  ‘Yes, sir. A week,’ the private answered.




  ‘And you’ve been in training since you arrived?’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  ‘So the mines are laid?’ Putting down a barrage across the main channel was to be part of their training, Anderssen knew. The international situation was ‘twitchy’, after

  all.




  ‘I understand we’re putting them down next week, sir.’




  With Anderssen looking back at him, not knowing what else to do, the private smiled. Anderssen did not. No mines meant that the way to Oslo was clear.




  At a small dock next to a short, broad bridge that connected the two islands, North and South Kaholmen, another private helped Anderssen out of the boat. Straightening, the senior man watched a

  group of soldiers rushing across the bridge, their boots thumping on the timber.




  ‘Find Løytnant Karlsen, Menig. And Minør Bexrud,’ Anderssen said to the lad in the boat. ‘Tell them to start moving the torpedoes into the battery. Tell them to

  load up. I’ll meet them there. Set to run at three metres depth.’




  ‘Yes, sir.’




  The private ran over the bridge to the north island and Anderssen and his escort headed onto the south, up the hill and into the main building. The two of them climbed the flight of stone steps

  in silence, the noise of activity growing as they ascended, until the private opened a door into a room full of men in uniform, every one of them busy, talking into radio receivers and to each

  other.




  Standing in the middle of the room was a grey-haired man wearing an expression as stony as the building they were in. He was not much younger than Anderssen, but Colonel Birger Eriksen was not

  the retiring kind. He was clearly in charge here, conducting the chaos.




  ‘When I said everyone, Løytnant, I meant everyone. All the way down to the cooks and the dishwashers. Get them out of their beds and deploy them to their secondary positions

  immediately. And do it yourself this time. We don’t know how long we’ve got here.’




  The lieutenant saluted his senior officer and departed without saying a word, brushing past Anderssen as he went.




  Eriksen jerked his head round a degree.




  ‘Breland!’ he barked. ‘Report.’




  Another man came running to the colonel from across the room.




  ‘The main battery is being manned and loaded as we speak, Oberst Eriksen. Likewise Husvik and Kopås.’




  ‘And Nesset?’




  ‘That’s all so far, sir.’




  ‘That’s all?’




  ‘We’re moving as fast as we can, sir.’




  ‘What about support?’




  ‘The request has been dispatched.’




  ‘And the order for civilians to remain in their homes?’




  ‘Also dispatched.’




  ‘Torpedoes?’




  ‘The boat was sent for Kommandørkaptein Anderssen, sir.’




  ‘Then where in—’




  On hearing his name, Anderssen stepped into the colonel’s line of vision and saluted.




  ‘Oberst Eriksen.’




  Eriksen considered Anderssen’s ruffled form for a moment, controlling a smirk.




  ‘I hope I didn’t wake you, Kommandørkaptein.’




  ‘You certainly did.’




  Eriksen tutted.




  ‘And at your age you need your sleep, I suppose.’




  ‘I do,’ Anderssen answered. ‘Not only that, I enjoy it, too.’




  ‘Too much sleep dulls the senses, Kommandørkaptein.’




  ‘Then I fear sharpness must be overrated, Oberst.’




  Eriksen released the smile, allowing it to spread over his face, and the two men shook hands.




  ‘So what is it that has you – and therefore the rest of us – out of bed at this ungodly hour, Oberst?’




  Eriksen looked at Anderssen for another moment, and his smile did not change, but his eyes did. Anderssen recognized the strain of concern that entered them. Eriksen then stood to one side and

  pointed through the window, far beyond the barrels of the main battery, into the bank of fog.




  ‘That,’ he said, taking the pair of binoculars Breland proffered and handing them to Anderssen. Anderssen took them, and stepped forward as he placed them to his eyes. All he saw was

  thick fog, glowing in the moonlight.




  ‘What?’ he asked, lowering the binoculars and looking at Eriksen.




  ‘Precisely the question, Kommandørkaptein.’ The colonel was not smiling any more. ‘What? Horten has reported foreign vessels entering the Oslofjord. They refused

  communication and could not be identified before disappearing into the fog, so we don’t know who they belong to. The only thing of which we can be absolutely certain is they’re not

  ours. I’ve therefore ordered the fortress to a state of readiness – hence your being here.’ He wiped his lips before adding, ‘It seems we are being invaded,

  Kommandørkaptein.’




  The two older men held one another’s gaze for a moment. Anderssen broke the stare and glanced around at all the junior men bustling around them.




  ‘Oberst,’ he said, returning his gaze to the colonel. ‘A word, if I may?’




  ‘Of course,’ Eriksen said, putting his hand on Anderssen’s shoulder and guiding him to one side of the room.




  ‘What is it, Andreas?’




  ‘What are you going to do, Birger?’




  ‘Warning shots were fired from a patrol ship, and then from Rauøy. They were ignored.’ Eriksen moved his face closer to the shorter man’s. ‘Their intentions

  can’t be honourable, Andreas, arriving in the middle of the night and creeping around in the shadows like this.’




  Anderssen was nodding, as though making a calculation in his head.




  ‘How many?’ he said.




  ‘Horten says it was a flotilla, consisting of at least seven craft.’




  ‘What class?’




  ‘Rauøy identified at least two cruisers before they all disappeared.’




  ‘And the rest?’




  ‘Smaller – corvettes and destroyers, probably.’




  ‘May I speak candidly, sir?’




  ‘Of course you may,’ Eriksen said, as though offended by the request. ‘You know I value your opinion. Speak your mind, please.’




  Anderssen nodded again, and said, ‘You do see that there is nothing we can do, don’t you?’




  The senior officer smiled at the earnest face looking up at him.




  ‘We are the last line of defence before they reach the city, Andreas. Our capital city.’




  Anderssen jabbed a thumb over his shoulder at the men in the room.




  ‘How many officers do you have here? A handful? The rest have only been here a week.’ Anderssen placed a hand on Eriksen’s forearm. ‘Our defences are manned by old men

  and boys, Birger, and armed with weapons built in the last century. If we make an aggressive stand, we’ll take a battering.’




  ‘We must all be prepared to do what we can, Andreas. No matter our age. And what we are capable of is not nothing – if we are ready.’




  ‘And what if it’s the British?’




  Worry slipped into Eriksen’s expression.




  ‘In the current situation we remain a neutral nation, Andreas.’




  ‘Maybe it’s a secret landing.’




  ‘There’s been no word.’




  ‘Perhaps the communiqué hasn’t arrived yet. Or perhaps something has happened upstream and they can’t send word, and these ships are here to help defend us.

  Maybe—’




  ‘I am aware of all the possibilities, Kommandørka-ptein.’ He wasn’t Andreas any more. The colonel was pulling rank. Anderssen had had his say, and it had been duly

  noted. Now it was time to follow orders.




  Anderssen remained silent, but Eriksen could tell he had offended the old soldier.




  ‘I promise you I will wait for as long as I can, Andreas. But if they continue to refuse to respond . . .’




  ‘You will risk entering our country into war.’




  The words hung between them for a second as they stared at one another. Eriksen was the one to break the silence this time.




  ‘There’s no choice on that count, I fear, Andreas. The war has come to us. The only choice left to us now is how we enter it.’




  ‘Very well, Oberst.’




  Eriksen smiled again, the bonhomie returning to his eyes.




  ‘I’m glad we see things the same way.’




  Anderssen stuck out his hand and Eriksen took it.




  ‘Oberst.’




  ‘Andreas.’




  ‘The very best of luck to us, sir.’




  ‘We may well need all we can get, my friend.’




  







  3.




  2009




  A drop of sweat dropped off Curt’s forehead onto the page in his hands. The grid of numbers printed on the paper showed the times of trains coming into Oslo S, the

  city’s central station, and when they left. His was the 8:19 – thirteen minutes away.




  He smeared the rest of the beading perspiration from his brow onto the sleeve of his shirt. Straight away his pores replaced it. It wasn’t meant to get this hot in Oslo, not in September.

  By now winter should have been creeping back over the horizon. But it wasn’t. It just kept getting hotter and hotter. On his way there he’d seen a viper coiled up on a rock on the verge

  at the side of the road, the vicious, poisonous, camouflaged little serpent taking in the rays while it waited for passing victims.




  Climate change, he supposed. He wasn’t alone on the platform. At the other end, not twenty metres away, overlooking the rails, stood a skinny old man in threadbare khakis and a scummy

  houndstooth, his white shirt a patchwork of orange sweat stains. His bearded face was pointed skywards, his eyes shut, and he was muttering to himself. Praying. He must have heard the scrape of

  Curt’s feet or something, because before Curt managed to move his eyes away, the old man opened his and their gazes met. On seeing Curt, the old man’s eyes grew, like a lost kid just

  found by his mother.




  Curt had lived in foreign countries long enough to have a drill for situations like this. You keep silent for as long as possible. If your luck held there would be some gabble but the stranger

  would move on. If your luck didn’t hold, then you told the person where to go in no uncertain terms: if taciturnity didn’t work, a little abrupt aggression usually did the trick.

  Especially here, where he’d gleaned from firsthand experience that the black man was a relatively unknown, and therefore feared, quantity. Survival instinct takes over and they get out of

  there. But that was a last resort, and when the old man arrived at Curt’s spot and spoke, Curt was staring up the railway track as though he hadn’t seen him.




  But Curt heard him, sucking in air, and sensed him looking him up and down – his face, his clothes. Then the old man spoke again, in English this time, a croaky, hollow, accented voice,

  like he hadn’t spoken or drunk anything in days.




  ‘So what are you, boy?’ he said.




  Curt whipped round to face him.




  ‘The hell did you—’




  Curt silenced himself. The eyes sitting behind that old face were just as used-up as the rest of him, as you’d expect them to be, yellowing and clouded, but still they managed to be full

  of some kind of life.




  Curt turned back to the rails, silently cursing his lack of self-control.




  You didn’t speak. Especially not in English. Because now there it was – half a sentence that made up a whole tank of fuel for conversation, and just because the old man had referred

  to him as ‘boy’. Jesus. He knew better than that.




  ‘An Englishman,’ the old man said. It sounded like this was exciting to him. Probably any answer would have been. ‘The 8.19 Flytoget into Sentralstasjonen is next, I

  believe.’




  Curt kept looking upline, letting the man’s observation hang in the air.




  Then the old man said, ‘So what is it that brings you here?’




  He must have seen Curt wasn’t going to answer because he didn’t pause long.




  ‘I mean to the country, not to this very spot. Usually it’s one of three things. First: tourism. The fjords, the snow, the fresh mountain air. But you are here. Number two is the

  oil, of course, but no, I believe what brings you here is number three: the women. And in this heat. In all my days, I have not . . .’ He was shaking his head in wonderment. ‘They are

  like mayflies, their bodies hidden from view through the long winter months, waiting for their moment. Then suddenly it arrives, the sun appears and their clothes come off, and they are everywhere,

  flocking – a visual symphony of beauty, a ballet of near-naked feminine perfection.’ He pictured it all for a moment, then shook it out of his head, focusing on Curt again.




  ‘It cannot be women that bring you here, though.’ He pointed at the tracks. ‘Perhaps a woman?’




  ‘When life is done with you, you do well to be done with life, that’s all,’ Curt said. ‘You ought to take heed of that. Now, my train’ll be coming through here in a

  few minutes, so I’d appreciate it if—’




  ‘A few minutes?’ The old man tutted. ‘It arrives at Sentralstasjonen at 8.19, and that is two, maybe three minutes down the line. It will pass under this bridge we are on at

  any second now.’




  Just as the old man spoke, Curt heard the buzz of electricity surging through power lines. The power lines were located directly below him, suspended in midair over the rails. The rails were

  forty feet below the maintenance platform they stood on. The maintenance platform was attached to a road bridge that carried traffic over the train line.




  Curt looked up and saw the train now, still a way off, snaking its way through the city’s buildings.




  ‘Then all the more reason for you to leave me alone,’ he said.




  ‘No,’ the old man said.




  ‘Then maybe we should do it together,’ Curt said. From the old man’s pleasure at seeing another person, Curt had supposed that he wasn’t ready, and hoped the offer would

  scare him off. ‘I won’t let you ruin this for me.’




  The old man didn’t move, so Curt grabbed his wrist, tiny beneath the material of the jacket, just thin brittle bone, and pulled him closer.




  ‘I have not come here to ruin anything, simply to make a proposition,’ the old man said, looking up from Curt’s grip on him.




  Curt looked upline again. The train had disappeared from sight, but he could hear it thumping over the sleepers. It was closing in. Not far away at all now.




  ‘What is your name, soldier?’ the old man said.




  Curt raised his hand to where his opened shirt revealed his bare chest. At the end of their chain his tags were lying against his skin for all to see.




  ‘Curt,’ he said.




  The cables gave off a noise like laser shots in a sci-fi film, and the train reappeared, up the tracks a way, on the home straight now, shooting towards them. They’d have to time it just

  right. The drop from the maintenance deck would probably do the job. Curt figured that was why so many chose the spot, but he wasn’t about to take that risk. If the fall wasn’t enough,

  he didn’t want to have to lie there, broken and hurting, and have time to look up and see the train coming at him and have to wait for it to hit. Worse, he didn’t want to give the

  driver a chance to pull up. But skimming off the roof and bouncing away like a roulette ball dropped in the pot wouldn’t be too much fun either. Nor would it necessarily do the job. Then

  he’d be lifted into an ambulance a mangled mess, and come out too crippled to get it right next time. But hitting the track a split second before the train came through – no one was

  coming back from that.




  ‘Well Curt,’ the old man said, wriggling free of his grip. ‘I need your help.’




  ‘Don’t worry, old man,’ Curt said. Maybe the old man was serious, after all, and just needed some kind of companionship to get it done. ‘I’ll see you

  through. All we have to do is step off. I’ll make sure you get there. And don’t worry.’ He moved the old man to the edge of the platform, looking at him now, all trace of

  amusement gone from his expression. ‘You won’t feel a thing. I promise. Get ready now.’




  Curt turned back to the train line, watching the locomotive come, one, two, three, four carriages backing it up.




  ‘And maybe I can help you, Curt,’ the old man said, raising his voice over the rattle of the train. ‘Maybe together we can help each other.’




  Curt edged forward to the edge of the deck himself now, until the toes of his All Stars extended over the lip. The train was seconds away. He could make out the letters on the roof. OCX,

  whatever that meant. So meaningless, and yet this was it. That momentous occasion. The end of his life. Adios world.




  He closed his eyes and stretched his arms out like wings. All he had to do was step forward, lean forward, and then he’d feel the rush of air, like he was flying in a dream, then a

  moment of pain so fractional it would hardly exist, and then nothing: no desert, no mountains, no caves, no war. No nothing. No Freia.




  He let his weight shift forward. But before he reached tipping point he felt cold fingers encircling his wrist and opened his eyes. The old man was clinging to him with one hand, squeezing,

  probably as hard as the adjoining muscles and sinews could manage. In his other hand, between his arthritic thumb and forefinger, was a small object, no more than a centimetre cubed, shiny, yellow

  and irregular.




  ‘The fuck’s that?’ Curt said, angry.




  ‘A reason to live,’ the old man called as the train rattled through beneath them.




  The old man was light and fragile in Curt’s hands, like he was nothing more than hollow bones held together by cotton wool. Shaking him, it felt like he might just come

  to pieces, that his limbs and torn-crêpe-paper skin might just fly out of his flailing clothes. Curt stopped shaking when the last carriage had passed beneath them.




  ‘A man comes here to die, and you do this? Old man, I ought to throw you off this bridge,’ he said. ‘Start talking. Beginning with that thing in your hand. What is

  it?’




  ‘It’s gold, 18 carat. At today’s prices that’s three thousand kroner at least. And you can have it.’




  ‘Just like that?’




  ‘Just like that.’




  Curt let him go.




  ‘What’s the catch?’




  The old man opened his hand to reveal the small nugget. Curt took it. It was heavy. It was gold. Unquestionably.




  ‘Catch?’ the old man said, taking the nugget back.




  ‘You said this was a proposition. What do I have to do in return?’




  ‘Steal something.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘A briefcase. More specifically, an envelope in a briefcase.’




  Curt thought for a second, then said, ‘Do it yourself.’




  ‘If it came to a chase, I’m afraid my legs would fail me.’ He bent and rapped his left calf. It gave off the hollow sound of a moulded plastic prosthesis. ‘But

  you’re young. Fit. You will easily get away.’




  Curt looked at him, trying to discern if he was serious or just winding him up. He couldn’t tell either way.




  ‘Three thousand kroner doesn’t buy anything these days.’




  ‘It would buy you a ticket home.’




  ‘So?’




  ‘A ticket out of here.’




  ‘I’ve already got one of those,’ Curt said, nodding down at the rails.




  ‘Then there must be someone you know who could use the extra money.’




  ‘Three thousand kroner isn’t going to buy her a month’s groceries.’




  The old man paused, then said, ‘There’s more.’




  It worked.




  ‘Where?’ Curt said.




  ‘Take the briefcase, deliver it to me, and when you have earned this piece, I will show you where the rest is.’




  ‘You better not be fucking me around, old man.’




  He levelled Curt’s gaze.




  ‘I’m not,’ he said. ‘But even if I were, what have you got to lose?’




  His expression persuaded Curt that he was serious. Curt couldn’t tell if he was crazy or not, though. But he was right about one thing – Curt didn’t have anything to lose.




  ‘Who’s the mark?’




  The old man leaned in towards him, and enunciating each one deliberately, spoke two words.




  ‘Henrik. Bonde.’




  ‘Who?’ Curt said.




  







  4.




  1940




  At the head of the flotilla stealing through the fog-laden Oslofjord on that April evening in 1940 was the Admiral Hipper-class cruiser, Blücher. Its captain,

  Heinrich Woldag, had passed the order for silence and minimum illumination following entry into the fog bank, and though his ship was a behemoth of battle filled with the tools of war, and the size

  of a city block, all he could now hear was the sound of her hull cutting through the water and the deep, regular chug of the engines.




  Woldag glanced at the man next to him, a thickset, bald-headed rear admiral named Oskar Kummetz. The commanding officer of the invading flotilla looked calm, standing there staring through the

  window into the fog, his hands clasped behind his back. Woldag knew why.




  Intelligence said the Norwegians were woefully underarmed and underprepared. They were no match for a German invasion on this scale, and more importantly, they knew it. For this reason the

  warning shots fired across the bow some hours earlier had not concerned Kummetz. The whole show was little more than a charade. No proud nation wanted its people to think it had just bent over and

  let invaders in, but there was no question of the outcome here today, and the fact was the Norwegian politician Vidkun Quisling had assured Berlin that their cause had support in Norway. He had

  told them that, for a few carefully distributed payoffs, he could guarantee their way to a smooth takeover of the entire country. Everything had been arranged. The payoffs were in a cabin somewhere

  in the bowels of the ship, along with most of the 163rd Infantry Division. That was the sort of knowledge that could make a man confident.




  Too confident, and that was why Captain Woldag was now sweating. The way Kummetz and others had talked when they came onboard at Swinemünde in the Baltic, he thought they were going to be

  little more than transport for the 163rd. Certainly there had been nothing to suggest they would require full speed or heavy artillery, and his orders regarding the state of readiness of the

  Blücher reflected this. Not all the boilers were burning, and the heavy guns were inactive.




  On hearing the warning shots whistle past, Woldag had begun to suspect his orders were a mistake. Whatever the guarantees, what sort of captain does not raise his ship to a state of full battle

  readiness when entering uncertain waters? When entering uncertain foreign waters? When invading uncertain foreign waters?




  That was precisely the question Woldag didn’t want Kummetz to ask himself, and why, since the shots had been fired, rather than acting decisively, the captain had instead been wrestling

  with a decision: show his hand and lose face, perhaps his rank, but strengthen the invasion; or hide his mistake and pray it would not be exposed.




  Woldag still hadn’t made up his mind, and that was why he was sweating.




  He looked back out the window. The fog was beginning to thin. He could just make out the shorelines. Not far away.




  Then the navigator, Lieutenant Bohm, said from the rear of the bridge, ‘Kapitän, we are approaching the Narrows.’




  And Captain Woldag knew it was too late. Time had made the decision for him.




  As these words were spoken, the alarm clock on Ivar Petersen’s bedside table began to ring. He woke up immediately, grabbed the clock and wrapped it in his blanket like

  it was a cat that needed strangling, stifling the noise of the bell to a dull rattle. As he waited for it to die, the 11-year-old looked across the room to the second bed. Even though she had

  turned eighteen in November and had been holding down a job at Bergstrom’s boatyard for the best part of two years, Britt still shared a room with her kid brother. She didn’t have any

  choice. The house only had two, and God knows she preferred Ivar to their mother. The bed was empty, tonight like many other nights, but this time Britt wasn’t out rolling with some man; she

  wasn’t having a hairy male hunting and scrabbling and rubbing in the hair between her legs like Ivar had seen last summer.




  She was down at the water fishing for sea trout with Håvard Langeland. Of course, Ivar had wanted to be there from the beginning and his attempts to get permission to join his sister for

  the whole night had led him to unsheathe three of the big guns in his arsenal of persuasion – reason, then anger, and lastly begging – but Sigrid had not wavered in her insistence that

  a boy his age needed his sleep. Ivar stopped just short of arming the biggest gun of all. He was loaded and ready to go, but the second before he was going to let rip with the tears, his mother had

  turned away from him, and as she went he saw her eyes welling up, so he held his back. Sigrid’s tears had been making regular appearances in the two years since Ivar’s father had

  dropped dead back in Oslo. They came on like a tropical rainstorm – suddenly and without warning, in the middle of making a bed, or washing the dishes, whatever she happened to be doing, and

  whenever Ivar was witness to them, they sliced like a razor inside his chest.




  So Ivar had gone to Britt instead. She’d been sitting on her bed, pre-rolling cigarettes for the night ahead. Ivar laid out the latest developments. After thinking and rolling tobacco for

  a minute, Britt told him to get to bed as soon as he could. When Ivar began to protest, Britt threw her alarm clock at him, telling him to set it for 3 a.m. She even threw a wink with it. That wink

  was what had ignited Ivar’s heart, what lit it up like a fire-ball, and after that, the fishing didn’t matter any more. It had been subverted by the Plan. The planning. If the two of

  them were hatching plans together, it meant that he was Britt’s Most Important Person again, like he used to be. Not the Men, with their grunting and the words Ivar didn’t understand,

  or even Håvard, the Impostor. They were siblings again, and he hadn’t felt that since their father’s heart had given out at the mill.




  The alarm finally dead, Ivar climbed out of bed, laying down first one foot, then the other. Then he stood, slowly, easing the creak of the floorboards beneath his feet. Doing things this

  methodically wasn’t easy – the excitement was making his legs wobbly – but stealth, he reminded himself, was in the training of the crack troops of the Drøbak Brigade. As

  was preparation for environment, so he put on a second pair of long johns, a second thermal long-sleeve, three pairs of wool socks, canvas britches, a cotton shirt, and two thick jumpers, then he

  crept out of the room, as slowly as he’d stood up, moved past his mother’s bedroom door like a ghost and went down the stairs. In the back room that counted as kitchen, and sitting and

  dining rooms when it was just the three of them, he pulled on a rabbit-fur deerstalker and a pair of boots, grabbed his gloves and eased the bolt on the back door out of its shaft. In the cold

  weather, the door stuck and he had to yank it open. That made a sudden noise, and he stood for a moment, listening out for movement from above. When nothing came, he stepped outside and shut the

  door again as quietly as possible. Leaning on the outer wall of their house were three pairs of skis and poles. Ivar laid a couple flat – silently – hooked his feet in, took up the

  poles and pushed off. Skiing in the dark was no joke, but Ivar considered his ability to do so his greatest talent – what got him his job on the Brigade in the first place – and he was

  off into the cold darkness laughing his excitement out into the icy air.




  At that time (3.11 a.m.), Constable Mathisen – Drøbak’s local law-enforcement officer – was working his way through town, following the orders that had awoken him:

  anyone out, get them back inside. But he came across no one, either in town or at the harbour. He did not see Ivar, because Ivar, the more alert of the two, saw him first and hid; and at no point

  did Mathisen consider stretching the boundaries of his rounds to include the cove to which Ivar was heading, where Britt and Håvard were three-quarters of the way through their first bottle

  of aquavit. After all, who would choose to be out in this cold?




  At 3.50 a.m., Mathisen turned homewards, his mind on his own supply of warming liquor.




  ‘A final check, please, gentlemen.’




  Colonel Eriksen was now outside, standing at the main battery of guns on the south side of South Kaholmen. Each one required eleven men. There was the aiming and the firing, but also the

  reloading and that required cranes and carts to shift the weighty shells.




  ‘Ready, sir,’ the gunner replied.




  ‘Good.’ Eriksen turned to the dugout behind the guns, where the radio operator sat.




  ‘Any word from High Command, Løytnant?’




  ‘None, sir. We have failed to re-establish contact.’




  ‘And from the aggressors?’




  ‘Nothing, sir.’




  ‘Insignias? Markings?’




  ‘No, sir. Visibility is still too low.’




  Eriksen stared out, towards the white glow of fog. The flotilla was entering Norwegian waters, secretly, in the middle of the night. As he had said to Anderssen, whether or not Norway entered

  the war was no longer the question. The question was more difficult. He should have received orders from Command HQ at Akershus Festning in Oslo, but they had not received any communication of any

  kind for several hours. The Oslofjord was not the only point of entry for an invading force, of course. So what if Oslo had already been taken? What if Norway had already capitulated? Nazis or

  British, it was inevitable. The army was the same the whole country over – undermanned and underfunded. Any resistance here would be a waste of lives, just as Anderssen had said. But this was

  an invasion. What was he meant to do? What was he supposed to tell these boys looking to him for leadership? That they should just lie down and take it?




  Small pockets in the fog were beginning to open up. Through the windows on the bridge of the Blücher, Captain Woldag could make out land rising from the water on

  either side of the ship, high and monochrome, lights from homes twinkling through. They looked close enough to reach out and pluck, like edelweiss.




  ‘We enter the Narrows,’ Rear Admiral Kummetz announced.




  Captain Woldag stared at him. The senior man’s face was alight with anticipation. Woldag’s was now drenched with sweat, and he could feel the eyes of everybody on the bridge boring

  into him.




  His was the order to give, but instead of repeating the rear admiral’s words, he said, ‘Forgive me, Herr Konteradmiral. But would it not be wise to send another ship ahead of

  us?’




  Kummetz turned to Woldag. He inspected his inferior officer’s wet face in disgusted silence. Back-up finally arrived for the captain in the shape of General Engelbrecht, the 163rd’s

  commanding officer and senior Wehrmacht man on board.




  ‘I must agree with the Kapitän, Herr Konteradmiral,’ he said. ‘The Blücher is full of men. Indeed, she herself is too valuable a prize to risk. The

  Lutzow, or Emden, or Möwe are all large enough to prompt reaction if the Norwegians intend to engage.’




  Kummetz turned his glare on both men before speaking again.




  ‘Tell me, gentlemen,’ he said. ‘What do you think would be the reaction of our Führer if he were to hear that his forces entered into the waters of invasion by first

  testing its temperature with a toe?’




  He received no response and the thick silence was only broken when the door to the bridge was pulled open, the scrape of metal jarring into the void. All eyes turned to see a small, wide man in

  a greatcoat enter. He pulled the door shut, then turned. His face was fleshy and pale, his lips thick and wet, his posture slightly stooped. The peaked cap on his head was black where the other

  men’s were grey. It bore the party eagle, as all officers’ caps did, but also the Totenkopf – the death’s-head emblem of the Schutzstaffel. He did not appear

  at all perturbed to have so many greet his arrival. Indeed, it seemed almost as though he might have expected such high regard. He raised his right hand to his audience and, standing closest to

  him, Woldag saw the image of the skull repeated on the third finger of his gloved hand. Its grinning teeth glinted from a silver ring. Woldag knew what it was. An SS Honour Ring, of the kind

  awarded by Reichsführer Himmler personally.




  ‘Heil Hitler,’ the man said.




  In unison, every person on the bridge duplicated his action and words like a classroom of children. This included Kummetz, who, following the greeting, addressed the man personally.




  ‘Oberführer von Westarp,’ the rear admiral said, bowing his head in respect as he spoke the man’s name. ‘Your timing is impeccable.’




  ‘It is, Herr Konteradmiral?’ the SS man said, unbuttoning and removing his coat, revealing an immaculate black uniform amply filled by a stout, pudgy little body.




  ‘It is,’ replied Kummetz. ‘For I believe you have met our great leader, have you not, Herr Oberführer?’




  Von Westarp nodded. ‘That is correct. I have had that privilege on a number of occasions.’




  ‘Then of all of us here you are the most likely to be capable of predicting how he would expect an invasion force of the Third Reich to conduct itself.’




  ‘Of course, Konteradmiral,’ von Westarp replied, ‘I would never assume to know the thoughts of the Führer, but on this we do not have to fall to presumptions, for on

  matters such as this he is very clear. We must dive in headfirst. With strength and confidence. The Blücher, you see, is not merely a ship, gentlemen. She is a symbol. She represents

  the power of Germany and our fight for the Aryan race. To hesitate or cower behind others would be to exhibit weakness, a weakness from which we do not suffer.’ He stopped, and passed his

  eyes across every person on the bridge. ‘A weakness from which no true German suffers.’




  ‘Thank you, Herr Oberführer,’ Kummetz said, turning to Woldag. ‘Besides, Kapitän. The Luftwaffe is already in the air, and heading for Oslo. Do you really want

  them to get there first? We are Kriegsmarine, Kapitän.’




  Woldag felt the rivalry between the branches of the military as keenly as anyone, and the rear admiral’s remark smarted as much as it was meant to.




  Meanwhile, the SS man, von Westarp, had turned to the window, little interested in or even aware of the tensions playing out between the commanders on the bridge. The fog was thinning further

  and he followed the line of lights trailing northwards, up the water’s edge to where the dots culminated in a disorderly and diffused concentration, like an image of a galaxy.




  Despite Kummetz’s words, and the SS man’s, Woldag was still resisting giving the order, so Kummetz nudged him a little more.




  ‘Now, if you will, Kapitän. The Oberführer was quite clear, I believe.’




  ‘Very well, Herr Konteradmiral,’ Woldag said.




  Von Westarp turned to the man next to him.




  ‘Oslo?’ he said.




  Woldag’s face whipped round to see who was breaking the silence. Von Westarp met his gaze. Woldag’s eyes were burning with resentment, but he said nothing to the SS man.




  ‘Leutnant Lund,’ he said instead, still glaring at von Westarp, and speaking with a forced calm. ‘Pass the order. We enter the Narrows.’




  Von Westarp’s neighbour rose from the chart that he’d been inspecting.




  ‘No, not Oslo, Oberführer,’ he whispered, and moved his light to show von Westarp the name of the town. ‘Drøbak.’




  ‘So what have you caught so far?’ Ivar asked, removing his skis and sitting down on Britt’s stool. His sister was standing a few metres away, by the edge of

  the rocks, looking out at the water.




  Håvard nodded at the rock by his stool, where two small trout lay inert. ‘Only those two. It’s too noisy out there.’




  ‘Why? What’s going on?’ Ivar said.




  ‘Some kind of training exercise, we think, right Britt? You want to try some of this, Ivar?’




  Håvard passed the bottle of aquavit over to Ivar.




  Ivar’s eyes widened in awe at the possibility of his first proper taste of aquavit.




  ‘Thanks,’ he said, taking the bottle, but as he was raising it to his mouth, Britt strode over and grabbed it.




  ‘She’ll smell it on you,’ she said. ‘And the same goes for cigarettes, Håvard.’




  ‘But it’s cold,’ Ivar said.




  ‘There’s a thermos in my pack. No liquor.’




  Fucking was one thing – a natural instinct – but she didn’t want her kid brother smoking and drinking. Fucking didn’t mess you up. You just had to meet her boss Bergstrom

  to know that alcohol and tobacco could. You didn’t want to start too young with that stuff.




  ‘You want to be useful,’ she said. ‘Take this and get gutting.’ Britt put a knife in Ivar’s hand. Her coronation knife. A prized possession. Their father,

  Håkon, had been given it by his father in 1906, the year the Danish prince Carl was installed on the Norwegian throne and became King Haakon VII. Engraved on the hilt was an ‘H’

  with a ‘7’ through the middle of it, the King’s monogram, but for both Britt and Ivar, growing up with Håkon showing them how to tie knots and flies, and whittling with the

  knife, the emblem was synonymous with their father, more familiar to them than his actual signature. H for Håkon, not Haakon. Ivar took the knife, but before he could move to the fish, the

  high pitch of a fishing rod reel whining made all of them start. Håvard was the first to react, jumping out of his seat and grabbing the arcing rod. Ivar and Britt were right behind him.

  Håvard put his hand on the reel handle, slowing it, pulling back, allowing the rod to bow.
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