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 2.1 A dark November day






The ice-cold
rain hit Arjac's face when he climbed out of his car outside his
office. The windows were dark; he assumed, he had to start the
coffee machine.

He began to
organize his tasks while listening to the sounds from coffee in the
making and Mia's arrival. A few seconds after that, he could hear
Tor. They opened the door in different ways.

Ten minutes
later Tor brought him a mug of coffee, and the telephone rang. It
was the skipper of the ferry.

“I have a
submarine for you,” the skipper said.

“I can't make
any use of it.” Arjac had known the skipper for many years.

It had
happened only minutes ago. The ferry was crossing the grey sea in
the twilight, it was just before it started raining, the skipper
explained.

He had been on
the bridge together with one of the crew members, when the young
man alerted him about something that shouldn't be there.

“You know,
when you get out from the strait into more open waters, there it
was, about 40 degrees to starboard.”

The skipper
described a vertical, dark pipe, negotiating the sea at about ten
knots speed. It was a little thicker at the upper end, and made a
white stripe crossing the parallel waves.

“The thing was
on collision course with the ferry, and I had to slow down,” the
skipper said.

He had grabbed
his binoculars and believed he could identify a periscope. But he
didn't have much time to study it, because it disappeared into the
water.

The skipper
assumed, the periscope was equipped with some kind of radar sensor.
“We use the radar all the time in this weather.”

“I'll alert
the military,” Arjac said.

The skipper
laughed. The military wouldn't find anything this time either. But
he felt, he had done his duty.






Arjac called
the colonel at the air base. Maybe he should have called someone
else, but it was routine to call the nearest military
establishment.

After giving
the colonel time and position of the incident, Arjac asked:

“Why do your
expensive aircraft never find anything. They are there to find
submarines, specially equipped and everything. And all you have are
“indications”.”

The colonel
laughed. “What is “finding something”? What is “indications”? Do
you know what I mean when I say “indications”?”

Arjac believed
he did.

The colonel
said, he didn't.

“We have a
military language intended to confuse and cover up,” the colonel
continued. “It's kind of a parallel tale. “Indications” means that
we haven't touched the submarine with our own hands.”

“Don't
exaggerate.” Arjac leaned back in his chair and looked at the
ceiling.

“I don't.” The
colonel sounded offended. “The submarine you just reported, entered
the area two days ago. We lost it in the fjords, different water
layers, you know, but now we're back on track.”

Arjac was
sceptical. “If you know where a submarine is, why don't you force
it to the surface?”

That would be
a dangerous operation, the colonel emphasized. “We had to use
explosives, and could as well sink it. Think of the international
implications if we sank a Russian submarine. Even if it was off our
own beaches.”






Arjac was glad
the submarines weren’t his responsibility. After the large drug
operation, the local police authorities had returned to routines
that included both fixed work hours and lunchtime.

As it was, the
only thing that bothered him, was the death of a fisherman. Jardar
Danielsen was found in the sea, shot in the chest.

Arjac
remembered his hair, it was like it was glued to his forehead, when
Danielsen's body was brought in by helicopter.

His boat lay
dead in the water. It indicated that Danielsen had stopped the
vessel himself, before he was shot. The fisherman was alone at sea,
and nobody could have killed him.

To make
matters worse, the pathologists didn’t find any bullet during the
post mortem. The deadly projectile had been vaporized when it
crashed into flesh and bones.

It was
impossible to identify which weapon that had fired the bullet, even
if you held it in your hands.

And then it
was the money. Jardar Danielsen had received a nice amount of money
a few years before he was murdered. His wife had found account
balances from banks abroad, and no one had even the faintest idea
where the money came from.

Arjac reached
for his phone and called his boss. “You asked for my opinion about
Jardar Danielsen's murder. I have been thinking, and I can't see we
can do any more.”

“You once
mentioned that you hoped something would show up.” Ms Andersen had
an excellent memory.

“Yes, I did.”
Arjac said, that was his only hope.

“Nothing?” Ms
Andersen asked.

“Nothing,”
Arjac confirmed.

Wollgrim
Steinland had traced the money to a certain extent. If he found
more, money or information about the money, he would alert
Arjac.






The clouds
were so dark, that even at noon it was twilight. The wind had
increased, and the rain was on the brink of turning into sleet.

Arjac enjoyed
a solitude lunch in his office. His subordinates were out at some
assignment.

“In this
weather?” he thought. He hoped they were dressed for the conditions
if they were outdoors.

It seemed, the
weather had an impact on peoples' urge to call. Without being
interrupted by the telephone, Arjac was able to do a lot of work
that had waited for him for far too long.






It was with a
certain feeling of satisfaction he crossed the car park and jumped
into his car. The car was covered in a thin layer of sleet. The
wipers worked hard the first few strikes, before Arjac could see
forward.

He reversed on
instinct, didn't want to go out to clean the windows. He could be
fined for this, he thought, while driving home.

Sonja waited
for him and had dinner ready.

“Are you
here?” a surprised Arjac asked.

“Yes,” his
wife answered, and began carrying food to the table.

They ate,
while talking about the weather.

Sonja
terminated her oyster mode when they sat in the living room after
eating. “The place was flooded. We tried to rescue as much as we
could, placing it on tables and desks.”

“What
happened?” Arjac sat down his coffee mug.

During the
torrential downpour this morning, the sewage system was clogged,
Sonja explained. Last winter the authorities had used a lot of fine
sand on the icy roads. Throughout the last six months, the rain had
transported the sand from the roads and down into the sewage
pipes.

“They'll have
to change the floor in the whole building. We went to a cafe after
evacuation.” Sonja told him, one of the girls was married to one of
the officers at the air base.

“We talked
about a lot of things in the cafe...”

“I believe
you,” Arjac mumbled.

Sonja
continued as if she hadn't heard. “... among other things, she
said, her husband works a lot of overtime. Comes home late, eats,
and goes to bed.”

“What's
happening at the base?” Arjac hadn't heard about any exercise.

Sonja hadn't
either. “My friend said, she hardly saw her husband, and there was
no time to talk. But that didn't matter, she said, her husband
wouldn't be allowed to tell her anyway.”

As if to
underscore that something was happening at the base, a large,
military transport aircraft passed over their house. Sitting
inside, they could hear the deep rumble from the turbo prop
engines.

“Can they land
in this weather?” Sonja gazed out into the horizontal sleet passing
her window.

“Yes,
probably.” Arjac knew that the wind blew along the runway. And
there were so many advanced instruments these days...

He considered
it a fact that something was happening at the base, and hoped it
had nothing to do with him.

“My friend
told me, all of the officers at the base are working like mad.”
Sonja was about to rise, but sat down again. “Irregularities,
wasn't it what you called it? It's highly irregular that all
personnel on the base must... and remember, this is without
warning... let go everything else to go to work.”

Sonja's friend
knew that one officer's wife had to travel alone to Italy on a
pre-paid holiday because her husband had to work.

Arjac nodded.
“Yes, it's highly irregular. It means something, but what?”


 2.2 Military build up






The next few
days, two American maritime surveillance air planes arrived at the
base. The ground crew was already flown in, probably in large
transport crafts with turbo prop engines.

Both the
American and the smaller locally stationed aircraft displayed a
frantic activity. Even at night, Arjac could hear some of them
passing over his house. The approach depended on which direction
the wind blew.

The weather
had changed, and the sleet had frozen. The street was a maze of
frozen tracks after cars. The pattern was drawn on ice, and Arjac
had to be careful crossing the road.

He reached
safe ground, it was a dry square of electric heated concrete
outside a shop. Arjac lifted his head and gazed along the street.
The street seemed to have no end, but continued out to the
horizon.

A large, grey
ship passed far out to sea. It wasn't any Russian freighter with
lumber from Siberia, passing west of the archipelago. Neither was
it any cruise ship heading for the North Cape.

“Too late in
the season,” Arjac thought, while he tried to find out what kind of
vessel it was.






Arjac arrived
at his office without breaking any bones in the difficult terrain
the streets were turned into. The ice was hard as steel, and almost
impossible to remove.

Mia's head
popped out of the doorway to her office. “What's going on out
there?”

“Risk takers
are crossing the street.” Arjac removed his coat.

The young lady
laughed. “That too. But I was rather thinking about the two large
naval vessels...”

“Two?” Arjac
asked. He had only seen one ship at the horizon.

Yes, they were
two. American ships arriving without forewarning, as far as Mia
knew.

“Don't look at
me. I don't know anything about it.” Arjac found the whole show
quite irregular.

Exercises were
in general well prepared, and publicly know a long time before they
began. Arjac used to receive information about any upcoming
military activity. Things had to be coordinated, with the local
police, with the council, with the fishing authorities and so
on.

Even the mink
farmers had their say. No fly-zones were established to prevent the
mink from eating their offspring, when sonic booms from the
fighters shook their cages.

“I haven't
read the news since this morning.” Mia invited him into her office.
“Let's see if there is something about the American navy now.”

She opened one
of the large news sites.

“And the
American planes,” Arjac mumbled.






A national top
brass was interviewed. A general of some sort. He said, it was
quite simple. In contrast to what NATO used to do, this exercise
wasn't known beforehand. Not even the forces were alerted.

“It is, I
think we might say, mostly a logistically motivated movements of
forces.” The general's explanation was simple and easy. A large
machinery was set in motion to disclose weak points in the
organizations transport systems.

“Most of our
engagements begins with rapid deployment. That is what we, in
essence, are practising.” The general disappeared from the
screen.

The news site
showed footage displaying both the American planes and the ships.
It was provided by a local photographer.

“Do you
believe him.” Mia lifted her head from the screen.

“No.”






Arjac left her
for his office. He closed the door behind him, and found his
telephone.

The colonel
was friendly as always. “I believed, it was on the news already.
Well, it is an exercise intended...”

Arjac cut him
off. “I didn't ask what the general said, have seen him. I called
to hear what was going on.”

“Can't say.”
The colonel paused. “You knew that, didn't you?”

“Always, even
in the darkest hour, I try to maintain a tiny flame of hope,” Arjac
replied.

Friendly he
informed the colonel that any, repeat any, civilian damage from the
military activities was to be reported to him to handle it.

The colonel
would do that. “But it might end up in a stalemate between you and
the president of the United States.”

Arjac felt a
cold chill down his spine. “That serious?”

The colonel
confirmed.

After
finishing his conversation, Arjac left his office and walked over
to Mia.

“The colonel
couldn't tell me more, but asked us to listen to the general on the
news,” Arjac said.






He began to
pull strings, called people who owed him a favour, people he knew,
people who might have seen... And so on.

The boss on
the fish plant told him, the plant had to stop production for 24
hours. “The military has rented the whole place. When the tanks are
unloaded, we can catch up with the lost production immediately. A
win win-situation for everybody.”

Tanks?

Out to sea, a
fishing boat had lost a chain of forty nets. The nets and the
floats and everything had just disappeared.

On land, the
rocket range had postponed the launch of a scientific rocket.

Arjac talked
to an old friend working at the range. “The official truth is, that
we have experienced unforeseen technical problems.”

“Oh, come on,
you know more than that.” Arjac was sure.

His old friend
emphasized that he always told the official truth.

The fishing
authorities had imposed a ban on vessels inside a certain area of
the sea, due to sharp shooting. The fishermen were up in arms, and
demanded compensation.

One of his
agents in the council told him, the military had already offered
compensation for any damage made to public property.

“We were
afraid that the heavy steel monsters might crack the tarmac in the
streets,” the lady said. “But the military promised us, the tanks
would have rubber blocks attached to their caterpillars while
driving from the harbour to the air base.”

The military
offering compensation beforehand? That had never happened before.
Normal procedure was to assess the damages first, and then begin
the long and tiring process of claiming compensation.






Arjac found
the situation unsettling, even if it wasn't any of his concern. He
tried to do some routine work, and succeeded partially. He decided
to go home early.

He had already
collected his coat, when the telephone rang. It was one of the
fishing skippers he had talked to earlier that day.

“You know, the
nets I mentioned for you just before lunch?” the skipper asked.
“Well, I'll tell you, they ended up in the propeller of an American
submarine.”

“How do you
know that?”

One of the
larger boats had been further out than usual. Out there, under the
horizon for the rest of the fishing fleet, an American destroyer
was assisting a submarine.

“From the
fishing boat, it was impossible to see exactly what was going on.
But the activities were concentrated at the stern of the
submarine.” The skipper was quite sure, it meant that divers were
removing fishing nets from the propeller.

The fishing
boat was told to leave the area.

Arjac found
himself standing with his coat in one hand, and the telephone in
the other, after finishing the conversation. It was time to go
home.






Why was he so
interested in military matters, he asked himself while driving
home. It wasn't his business, was it?

On the other
hand, this appeared seriously. But could he do something to it?
Probably not. But sooner or later, some spin off from the military
activities would end up at the lensmann's office. He was convinced
about that.

Sonja arrived
home a few minutes after him. “What is the military up to?” she
immediately asked.

The village
was buzzing with rumours. People were used to all kind of military
activities after decennials with an air base in the neighbourhood.
But this was different.

“I don't
know.” Arjac placed the leftovers from yesterday's dinner in the
oven.

“I told you
yesterday, didn't I, that you cooked to much?” Sonja sat down at
the kitchen table.

“Yes, you did.
I knew that too.” Arjac smiled to his wife. “Which means, you don't
have to cook dinner today, even if it's your turn.”

Sonja was
grateful for that. She was totally exhausted after having
participated in the cleaning up of her job after it was
flooded.

“What do you
mean, you don't know?” Sonja returned to the military mystery.

“Exactly that.
I have no clue.” Arjac began distributing cutlery. “Even the
colonel wouldn't tell me more. But I think this is big, and
serious.”

“How
serious?”

Arjac said, he
didn't know. “But it involves probably both the prime minister, the
American president, and our friends in the Kremlin.”

He suddenly
got a flashback. It was just before the end of the cold war, and it
was this book, he couldn't say which book or who wrote it, or what
the book was about. But he remembered a little, it said something
like: The Middle East is a hotspot, but if it explodes in the
Arctic, then it's for real.


 2.3 Guard posts






No one knew
how many foreign troops that had arrived at the air base. Arjac had
seen large, commercial air liners landing.

The exercise,
or whatever it was, wasn't totally unprepared. Arjac learned that
the former barracks again was used by the military.

When the cold
war ended, everybody agreed upon, there would be no more wars. In a
frenzy, the national forces were stripped down to their bones, and
everything that could be sold, became private property to a
reasonable price.

Like the
former barracks. They were bought by a businessman who used it as a
refugee camp, paid by the state, and made a fortune.

It had
happened in secrecy; the military had bought back the barracks to
accommodate military personnel. The businessman made another
fortune.

That must have
been easier than buying back the gunboats the government sold to a
Nigerian warlord, Arjac thought. Or the top-secret Arctic submarine
bunker the Russians had bought, for that matter.

The hotels in
the village were overcrowded with officers from a handful of
countries.

To Arjac's
astonishment, no drunken soldiers made trouble in the village.
Rather strange, because there was a large and unknown number of
young men in the wildest phase of their life, right behind the
barbed wire limiting the air base from the rest of the world.

He had, in
fact, hardly seen any soldiers in the village. No one went out for
a beer, no one wanted to buy a hand knitted thick sweater to use on
cold days, and later as a souvenir. That was what foreign troops
used to do in the village.

And naturally,
foreign soldiers used to fight with the local boys at pubs and
restaurants. Arjac was satisfied with the military police, who
usually took care of those situations.

But now, it
looked like no one had even lunch time off.

Another
alternative was that the personnel was isolated from the local
population of security reasons.

What was going
on? Arjac found the whole event totally irregular.






It didn't
become less irregular when he was summoned to a meeting in the
council hall. The mayor was present, together with the leaders of
different departments. The secretary provided coffee, and the mayor
said:

“I’m not sure
why I want this meeting. But I feel, we should be prepared.
Something is going on, and we don't know what it is.”

Supported by a
law no one had heard about before; the military had closed certain
areas for civilians. Or rather, the military had left most of the
roads open, and people could move freely in the villages. The main
part of the island was inhibited land, and that was turned into a
no go-zone.

“They have
erected control posts on the roads, just outside the villages,”
said a man from the maintenance department, recently returned from
a job in the southern part of the island.

The military
wanted to know who came and went, and had not imposed any
restrictions on the traffic.

An electrical
engineer augmented the picture: “The electricity might be switched
off for short periods, all over the island.”

“What
for?”

The engineer
didn't have any idea. But he knew who would be using all that
energy; the armed forces.

The mayor
asked, if something like this had happened before.

No, it hadn't.
Even if it had been close at a few occasions.

Arjac didn't
like what he heard. The island wasn't densely populated, but there
must be a reason for denying thousands of people electricity.
Without electricity, all communications shut down, the water supply
would gradually...

He tried to
stop. The engineer had said short periods.

Arjac began to
listen to the engineer. The military was a large consumer of
electricity, it varied with the activity on the air base.

“But certain
nights, they’ll take all we got.” The engineer explained, when the
civilian population went to bed, the electricity consumption
dropped sharply. Some nights, he couldn't say which ones, the
military sucked up all available energy.

Why isn't the
colonel here? Arjac wondered by himself.

Furthermore,
the council was informed that military guard posts might be
established also in non-restricted areas.

“I don't know
what to do,” the mayor said. “But it doesn't matter. We are made
powerless. I didn't even know such laws existed.”

“The colonel
is usually a talkative individual,” Arjac supplied. “Now he has
changed personality and doesn't say a word.”

The engineer
asked, why the mayor had called the meeting. “We can't do anything
to the situation. And except the no go-zones, it hasn't influenced
on our daily life.”

Arjac gathered
his papers and made ready to leave. “With so many men and material
in a small area, something will occur.”






He drove to
the air base. If he had called, the colonel would have been “out”.
Now, the colonel was either in his office, or in the operation
room, and could be caught on the spot.

As the local
police, he had received all information he was entitled to. The
colonel was probably not the one to talk to. But military men are
elusive, and the local boss was probably the only one he could
catch.

Arjac showed
his ID to the military control post just outside the village. A few
hundred meters down the road, he took off to the left and halted
immediately in front of the guard post. Again, he showed his ID. In
addition, he was asked about his business at the air base.

He was let
into the outer perimeter and drove down to the main gates of the
base. The guard turned him down and didn't allow him access to the
base.

“Call the
colonel,” Arjac asked the young man behind the half open
window.

The guard
declined. Only military personnel were allowed behind these
gates.

“You're
allowed to use your head too.” The old man had left his car to
stretch his legs. “I am the local authorities, and you have taken
most of my land. Wouldn't it be fair, if you let me talk to the
leader of the land grabbers?”

The soldier
laughed, closed the window, and began to talk into his phone. Or
was it an internal communications system? Arjac wasn't sure.

Ten minutes
later, the guard opened the gate and his window. Arjac walked up to
him.

“It wasn't
easy to get through,” the young man said. “But it was a question of
fairness, wasn't it?”






Arjac drove to
the colonel's office without any more disturbances. He parked
outside, and had to show his ID and explain his errand to the armed
guard before he was let in.

He was shown
into the colonel's empty office. Arjac sat down, listening to
another take off by a military surveillance aircraft.

A few minutes
later, the colonel arrived. He was in a splendid mood.

“At last
something is happening... sorry for being late. I was in the
operation room where all the action is.” The colonel shook Arjac's
hand.

They remained
standing, looking out of the window. Two fighters were taxing down
the runway.

“That's why I
came to see you,” Arjac said. “What exactly is all this
action?”

The colonel
watched the fighters take off simultaneously. “Oh, isn't that
beautiful?”

After admiring
the birds of prey, he turned to Arjac. “I can't tell you anything
that you can't see. And you have probably understood, this is a
large enterprise.”

Yes, Arjac had
noticed. He was also aware; the military must keep their
secrets.

“I don't
necessarily want to know what you're doing. It is more or less
irrelevant to me.” Arjac tried to explain what wasn't exactly clear
to him either. “Will you impose more restrictions on the
population?”

“Honestly, I
don't know,” the colonel answered. “I believe not, but there might
be unexpected and unwanted developments...”

“What
developments?” Arjac cut him off.

“We're not
alone in this, you know.” The colonel both did, and didn't answer.
“It's like we're back in the days of the cold war. With all the
planes in the air, it's obvious, we are hunting submarines.”

Arjac
remembered submarine hunts during the Cold War. No one had been as
large as this. And no one had been camouflaged as an exercise.

“What about
the tanks, then? Are they hunting submarines?” Arjac asked.

The colonel
didn't say anything for a short while. “They are just props, I
hope.”

He walked to
the door and opened it to let Arjac out.
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