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			The Arrest

			The fog drifted past in nebulous layers, skittish and fitful. The sea scarcely stirred – only a steady rocking that sent a muffled beat across the smooth coastal rocks. Drizzling rain glazed the flat stones, making them slick and slippery.

			Stopping at a stone slab, William Wisting looked up and put his hand on the gun holster at his side.

			Hammer arrived to join him and they stood still for a moment, finding their bearings. Wisting scanned the area up ahead, probing for the slightest movement. Nothing. Only shadows and shape-shifting fog as the waves lapped in the background. A regular pulse throughout the night. Everything else was silence, a silence that made his skin crawl and sharpened his senses.

			Wisting took a deep breath. The cold tang of sea and bladderwrack assailed his nostrils, delivering an almost metallic sting far back in his sinuses. The tiny muscles around the bridge of his nose contracted imperceptibly, while the tension in his body spread down to his chest.

			Somewhere to their left, a car door slammed.

			Hammer pointed in the direction of the noise. Wisting nodded, barely moving his head. Slowly he exhaled and crept forward. His heavy boots moved almost soundlessly towards the slippery rocks.

			Eventually, once they closed in, they heard the regular low growl of an engine, the sound of a car idling.

			Wisting ascended a craggy slope and sank to his knees just below the summit. Raising his hand, he signalled to Hammer to follow suit.

			They stretched out flat on the level hillside and peered over the edge. The car was parked with headlights blazing, the cones of light piercing the veil of mist to penetrate the darkness.

			A nearby boathouse was partially lit up, and several lobster pots were stacked beside the wall. From the boathouse, a jetty projected out into the water, the timber planks dark with damp and the ravages of time, almost black from the harsh climate. A moored boat bobbed slowly to the rhythm of the waves.

			The car was empty, but the passenger door lay open. Just beyond it, a bulky bundle lay on the gravel, dark and shapeless, as if it had fallen out. The engine thrummed steadily, the sound low and constant, a monotonous vibration in the oppressive silence.

			Wisting narrowed his eyes and studied the area around the vehicle. The boathouse was gloomy and quiet, not a single shadow moving within the beams of light. He studied the outline of the jetty, skimming over the rocking boat and on across the glossy rocks that surrounded the desolate spot. No one in sight. No sign of life.

			A gust of wind swept through, sudden and cold, rustling the foliage on a nearby tree. Dead leaves were snatched from the branches and scudded out into the dark.

			As the chill air grazed his skin, Wisting felt tentacles of tension spread across his shoulders. He moved slightly closer to the edge. Still no movement, no sound, other than from the car and the faint gurgling of the distant water.

			Wisting moved his hand to his gun holster and closed his fingers around the pistol grip.

			‘We’ll go down,’ he whispered, his voice barely louder than his breath.

			They let the vehicle and the building disappear from their field of vision as they scrambled around the crag to emerge just behind the car. Their boots crunched on the gravel. Branches reached out across the narrow road. The rain had changed from a heavy drizzle to more substantial drops that drummed on the foliage scattered all around them.

			They rounded a bend and paused at one of the wheel tracks. The car was still parked in the same place, desolate in the dismal weather. From their position, they could see the boathouse door was wide open.

			A hollow thud broke the silence – a brief thump from inside. It came again, followed by a dragging, scraping noise, as if something was being hauled across the floor. They stared at the opening, but from where they stood, it was impossible to see inside.

			Wisting ran his hand across his wet face and felt rainwater trickle down his neck, dripping from his hairline.

			They moved cautiously towards the car. Wisting, first to reach it, placed his hand on the rear windscreen for support as he scanned all around the vehicle.

			A sound escaped from his mouth – his breath stopped.

			Immediately beyond the open passenger door, a black plastic bag lay on the ground. An arm, pale and lifeless, protruded from the top. The hand was turned upwards, the fingers splayed stiffly, frozen and fixed in one last, desperate gesture.

			Wisting drew his weapon, glancing across at the boathouse. As if responding to a signal, a figure appeared in the doorway. Erik Kaplin.

			Pointing his gun at the man, Wisting filled his voice with as much authority as he could muster and called out his name.

			‘Police! Don’t move!’

			Kaplin slipped back into the shadows cast by the boathouse. His hands were empty, but his body language betrayed a man contemplating flight.

			Hammer moved out from cover and approached with his gun drawn.

			As Kaplin launched himself into the boathouse, Hammer swore under his breath while Wisting darted forward.

			‘Kaplin!’

			From within, they could hear the sound of something crashing to the floor. One second later, Kaplin reappeared with a heavy axe in his hands. The blade flashed in the bright glow of the car headlamps.

			‘Put the weapon down, Kaplin!’ Wisting ordered.

			His tone was stern, but Kaplin made no reply. Instead, he raised the axe and held it crosswise, both hands above his chest, and took a step towards them.

			Hammer moved to one side. ‘Drop the axe!’ he shouted.

			Kaplin shifted his grip to swing the axe before him, as if to check the distance. His mouth opened and he snarled something inaudible. Then he shot forward with a roar and barrelled towards Wisting.

			Wisting jumped aside, unsteady on the loose gravel, but managed to stay on his feet.

			The blow sliced through the air, knocking Kaplin’s body off balance. Hammer seized his chance and rushed forward. ‘Drop the axe!’

			Another yell came from Kaplin. He twisted round, heaved the axe again and swung it towards Hammer this time. Before he had completed the move, Wisting hurled himself forward. His shoulder struck Kaplin roughly in the side and they both tumbled into the pile of lobster pots. These collapsed around them, sending them both sprawling to the ground as the axe slipped out of Kaplin’s fingers.

			Wisting grabbed Kaplin’s arm and twisted it behind his back. Kaplin wriggled furiously in a desperate attempt to free himself, but ended up lying spread-eagled, flat on the ground, his body a frenzy of tics and twitches.

			Hammer holstered his gun before kneeling on Kaplin’s neck and catching his other arm, forcing it up to his shoulder blades.

			Kaplin, seething with rage, muttered incoherently as he writhed on the ground. Streaks of spittle ran down his chin.

			Wisting returned the pistol to his holster and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Kaplin shrieked as they were tightened around his wrists but soon fell silent.

			Hammer scrambled to his feet and moved back. Wisting did likewise. Kaplin’s breathing was laboured – his ribcage rose and fell with great effort. As he turned to one side, rainwater pooled in the contours of his face.

			Drawing his hand through his hair, Wisting made eye contact with Hammer and nodded tersely.

			It was over.
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			The phone rang. With a brief glance at the display, Wisting put down his pen and hesitated for a second. The number was not stored, but there was something familiar about it.

			He replied in his usual fashion. ‘Wisting here.’

			‘It’s Morten Helland,’ said the man at the other end. ‘Ringerike Prison.’

			Wisting felt a flicker of disquiet at the back of his mind. He could not recall the last time the prison governor had phoned him.

			‘How can I help you?’ he asked.

			‘A slightly unfortunate situation has arisen,’ Helland said.

			Wisting felt his disquiet intensify.

			‘Erik Kaplin will be released tomorrow.’

			Wisting pushed his chair back and opened the lower desk drawer. ‘I thought that wasn’t to happen for another couple of weeks,’ he said, taking out a folder secured by a rubber band. ‘What’s changed?’

			Helland held back for a moment, as if weighing up how to explain matters without making things more complicated than necessary.

			‘It has to do with an error in the calculation of his prison term,’ Helland said. ‘An arithmetical mistake, no less. Kaplin has been here for twenty years, but no attention has ever been paid to the deduction necessitated by the time he spent in isolation while in custody. His lawyer pointed it out a few weeks ago, and after having gone through the case, we’ve had to uphold his claim. Isolation gives rise to an extra reduction in sentence, as compensation for the stress involved. When we corrected the calculations, we reached the conclusion that his release must take place tomorrow.’

			Wisting compressed his lips as he removed the elastic cord from the folder he had now placed on his desk.

			‘You should of course have been notified earlier,’ Helland continued. ‘But that’s how things stand now.’

			‘I see,’ Wisting replied. ‘Has the next of kin been informed?’

			‘Yes,’ Helland said. ‘The situation was explained to them an hour ago.’ He paused fleetingly. ‘Will you let the witnesses and your own personnel know?’

			Wisting opened the folder. A photo of Kaplin, taken many years ago, lay on top. His face was angular and tense, his eyes small and dark.

			‘I’ll pass the news on to them,’ he said. ‘What time tomorrow will you release him?’

			‘At twelve.’

			Wisting made a note inside the folder cover. ‘Where’s he going to reside?’

			‘What he’s given is his mother’s address,’ Helland answered. ‘Jahrehagen in Stavern. She’s seventy-six now.’

			‘Do you know anything more of his plans?’

			‘A meeting’s been arranged with the welfare services next week. Thursday 21 October at ten a.m.’

			‘Who’s been visiting him?’

			‘His lawyer’s come once, but apart from that, there’s only been one name in the past year. Aslak Tangen. The last time was just before summer.’

			‘What about phone calls?’

			‘The same two, in addition to his mother,’ Helland replied. ‘He called Aslak Tangen this morning, immediately after being told about his release.’

			Wisting ran his thumb along the edge of his desk. ‘How’s he been of late?’

			‘The guards describe him as unchanged,’ Helland said. ‘He keeps himself to himself, says very little, and when he does say anything, as a rule, he’s curt and brusque. There haven’t been any incidents recently, but he does have a pretty comprehensive history of violent attacks on both fellow prisoners and guards. No one knows where they stand with him and most people prefer to keep their distance.’

			Wisting nodded slowly. ‘I understand,’ he said.

			‘Sorry this has come at such short notice,’ Helland rounded off.

			‘Thanks for phoning,’ Wisting replied. ‘I’ll take it from here.’

			He dismissed the call with a click as he nudged Kaplin’s picture aside. Beneath that was The List. At the top was his own name, followed by that of his police colleague Nils Hammer, then Hanna Berget, Katinka Holtz, Oliver Werm and Jan Gunnar Vik.

			Hanna Berget was the public prosecutor who had led the case against Kaplin. Katinka Holtz was the person who had blown the whistle on him twenty years earlier. Oliver Werm and Jan Gunnar Vik were two others from his circle of friends who had testified against him in court.

			The list had been pinned to the wall in Kaplin’s cell. Four years previously, he had added the date Katinka Holtz died of an overdose and drawn a line through her name.

			Kaplin had told his prison guards that this was a death list. Wisting had been informed as soon as the prison authorities had realized the seriousness of his intentions. According to the prison psychologist, Kaplin was consumed with thoughts of revenge.

			Three years ago, Jan Gunnar Vik had been diagnosed with cancer and died a short time later. His name had also been scored out on the list.

			Neither the prison authorities nor the police had been able to do much other than keep an eye on the situation. Kaplin had not broken any rules, and even though his remarks had aroused concern, there was nothing specific to act upon. All they could do was to be extra vigilant as far as he was concerned and make preparations for the day of his release.

			Wisting took out the envelope inserted at the very back of the folder. It contained paper photos of the boathouse in Kullvika. The brutality of the man was captured in detail. The dismembered body of Omar Bratteng had been divided into four lobster pots along with round stones of various sizes and weights, ready to be dropped into the sea.

			The police floodlights cast a harsh, dull light that reinforced the horrific impression of the scene. Pale body parts lay squashed against the rough netting, the skin squeezed against the hard squares of metal. The timber of the lobster pots was stained with dark red splashes of blood.

			In addition to the murder, Kaplin was also convicted of extensive trade in amphetamines. According to the judgement, this drug dealing had led to the dispute. Omar Bratteng was a childhood friend and a trusted partner, but he had sold some of the goods for his own profit. Kaplin discovered that the drugs had been diluted and the confrontation had ended in a fatal tragedy.

			There had also been some speculation that the homicide had concerned more than money. Although Bratteng was gay, he had not been open about his sexuality. Someone claimed that he had made advances towards Kaplin and this could have triggered the excessive use of force. These rumours were not quelled by the fact that Bratteng’s sexual organs were never found.

			The dismemberment itself had taken place in the bathroom of Kaplin’s own home. There were photos of knives, saws and other tools, all spattered with blood and fragments of tissue. Kaplin had packed the body parts in bin bags and taken them to his grandparents’ summer cabin. However, some of the parts had been too large to fit into the lobster pots and he had been forced to cut them up further out there. Wisting and Hammer had turned up just before Kaplin was about to board his boat and set off from shore.

			Kaplin had served the strict entirety of his sentence. Repeated violent clashes had ensured he had never met the conditions required for provisional release. Eight years earlier, he had been granted leave, but had been stopped by the police, intoxicated behind the wheel of his mother’s car. Five years later, he had been given a fresh chance at the time of his father’s death, but this time, too, things had gone wrong. Kaplin did not return to jail at the agreed time and was found several days later, under the influence and in the company of known criminals.

			Wisting picked up his mobile again and called Hanna Berget’s number. She was no longer a public prosecutor but now worked as a defence lawyer in a respected law firm in Oslo. The manner in which she answered his call suggested she still had Wisting’s number in her contact list.

			He repeated what the prison governor had told him.

			Hanna Berget was just as direct as he remembered. ‘Do you regard him as dangerous? As a genuine threat?’ she asked.

			‘The prison psychologist believes he’s obsessed with revenge,’ Wisting replied. ‘But she’s not undertaken any kind of formal evaluation of the threat level.’

			‘Do you intend to initiate any action?’

			‘Nothing specific,’ Wisting said. ‘But the personnel involved will be informed of the situation. I can offer you a personal alarm if you’d like one.’

			Hanna firmly turned that down with thanks. ‘Anyway, I’m going to be in court in Bergen for the next fortnight or so, and after that I’m travelling to Mexico. I’ll be away for a while.’

			‘I see,’ Wisting said.

			‘But keep me posted if anything changes,’ Hanna added.

			‘I’ll do that,’ Wisting assured her.

			Getting to his feet, he went out to the corridor and moved on towards Nils Hammer’s office. ‘Are you free tomorrow at noon?’ he asked from the doorway.

			Hammer looked at him. ‘What’s happening then?’

			‘Kaplin’s being freed,’ Wisting replied.

			Hammer leaned back in his chair as if he needed a moment to let these words sink in. ‘As soon as tomorrow?’ he said. ‘I thought there were at least another couple of weeks to go.’

			‘Me too,’ Wisting said, and went on to explain about the revised calculations.

			Hammer picked up a pen from his desk and inserted it between his teeth. He nibbled at it, a bad habit Wisting knew he resorted to when trying to process something unexpected.

			‘I’ll drive out to see Oliver Werm,’ he said, putting down the pen. ‘Do we have personal alarms here?’

			Wisting nodded. Katinka Holtz and Oliver Werm had been Hammer’s primary sources in the circles around Kaplin. They had taken a considerable risk in cooperating with the police. They had also both testified during the trial.

			Hammer stood up and grabbed his jacket from the back of the chair.

			Wisting glanced at the clock and froze. Time had run away from him. Line was due to arrive with Amalie – his granddaughter was to stay with him for the following week. He would have to go home to meet them.

			He turned halfway through the doorway. ‘Will you take care of Werm?’ he asked. ‘Then we can meet up here tomorrow morning and work out what our next steps should be. Does 8 a.m. suit?’

			Pulling on his jacket, Hammer agreed on the time before dashing out, already getting to grips with the situation. Wisting returned to his own office.

			The picture of Kaplin was still on his desk. Wisting looked at the man’s sullen gaze. His facial expression had a disturbing element – some kind of warning of what was to come.
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			The autumn leaves swirled around him when Wisting turned into his driveway. Yellow and orange leaves lay strewn across the lawn and the gravel path, like a haphazard carpet in all the colours of the season.

			A flash in the rear-view mirror caught his attention as he parked, and Line’s car drew up behind him. Grabbing his briefcase, he headed out into the chilly air, filled with the scent of dead leaves and damp earth.

			Amalie was sitting in the front passenger seat, struggling to disentangle herself from the seatbelt. She got out of the car and ran towards him. ‘Grandpa!’

			Smiling broadly, Wisting crouched down to greet her. Amalie threw herself into his arms. The nine-year-old was almost too heavy for him to lift off her feet, but she laughed gleefully when he tried.

			‘Hi, Dad!’ Line called out to him as she moved behind the car. She lifted out a pink bag and placed it on the ground before hauling out a zipped holdall that appeared to be chock-full.

			‘Have you packed for a whole month?’ Wisting asked, with a smile, as he set Amalie down.

			‘Just for a week,’ Amalie replied.

			Line closed the boot. ‘We thought you should be spared laundry duties,’ she laughed. ‘But if you need anything, you can always just go down to the house and collect it.’

			Wisting took a step forward. ‘Can I help you?’ he asked, and without waiting for an answer, stooped to pick up the holdall.

			Amalie dashed ahead of him towards the door and waited impatiently while Wisting opened up. She had her own bedroom, the one that had once belonged to Line.

			Wisting deposited the holdall in the hallway. Amalie took the pink bag and darted upstairs. The sound of scurried footsteps filled the house, followed by a thud as her door slammed shut.

			Wisting slipped off his shoes and stood up straight. ‘Do you have time to sit down for a minute?’

			Line smiled. ‘Well, I’m not leaving until tomorrow.’

			They went into the kitchen. Wisting stopped at the sink and turned on the tap, waiting to let the water run cold.

			‘Something to drink?’ he suggested.

			‘Water’s fine, thanks.’

			He produced two glasses and filled them before placing one in front of her on the table and sitting down on the chair directly opposite.

			‘I’ve written you a little note of things to remember,’ she said, taking a sheet of paper from her back pocket. ‘It’s the times for when you have to drop Amalie off and pick her up from after-school activities, and their phone number,’ she explained, pointing at the top of the sheet. ‘My flight numbers are there too, so you can follow my flight if you’d like to do that.’

			She put the note in front of him.

			‘Then there’s the name of the hotel in Cape Town and the phone number. If anything crops up and you can’t get hold of me on my mobile, you can ring there.’

			Wisting studied the note. ‘Thanks,’ he said, with a smile.

			Line took out her mobile. ‘I’m sending you Guro’s number too,’ she said.

			Guro was the journalist Line would be travelling with. They intended to spend a week in South Africa working on a project to which Line had devoted many hours in order to bring to fruition. It concerned a missing woman. Or, to be more precise, it didn’t. The story was just as much to do with Adrian Stiller, the newly appointed head of the Kripos section dealing with old and unsolved cases.

			His South African girlfriend had disappeared without a trace at the time when he lived in Cape Town as a teenager more than twenty years earlier. Line felt that this event had not merely shaped his life but had also been a decisive factor in his choice of profession and his work in the Cold Case Group at Kripos, Norway’s National Criminal Investigation Service.

			Line knew Stiller from her time as a crime reporter for VG, a national newspaper. At that juncture, he was working as a detective and Line had covered several of the cases he had been assigned. Now he had been put in charge of the entire high-profile investigative group, something that had made it easier for her to pitch her idea to VG as a freelance project. They were to make recordings for a podcast as well as write an article. For Line, it was also an opportunity to gain a foothold in a job she had been away from for a long time.

			Prior to departure, Line intended to spend the night at Guro’s in Oslo. That made it easier to turn up at Gardermoen Airport early the next morning and gave them a chance to discuss the details of their project in advance.

			Wisting scrutinised the note she had placed before him and laid it aside. ‘Have you spoken any further to Stiller?’ he asked.

			Line took a gulp of water and shook her head. ‘He still hasn’t agreed to collaborate, but we don’t really need his voice in the story itself. The outline and the people around him at that time can tell us enough.’

			‘But it’s his story too,’ Wisting said. ‘He should really be involved.’

			Line smiled. ‘It’s probably to do with who he is. He doesn’t want to put his own story in the limelight or talk about himself. It says a lot about him, to be honest. That he’s more concerned with turning the spotlight on other cases rather than his own personal tragedy.’

			Wisting sat still for a moment and let Line’s words sink in. It might well be true that Stiller had no desire to highlight his own tragedy, but that was not really how Wisting construed him. He and Stiller had worked together on a number of cold cases, and Wisting had gained some insight into how he operated.

			In relation to colleagues and associates, Stiller could be perceived as both strategic and occasionally manipulative. His actions were seldom undertaken without a plan or a greater objective in mind. He was not necessarily difficult to work with, but to some people he could prove challenging.

			Stiller could also be pragmatic. He did not break rules without a reason, but he knew how to bend them in order to reach his goals. It surprised Wisting that he was unwilling to take part in Line’s project. Maybe there was a part of him that feared losing control of how his own backstory was presented.

			They heard Amalie come thundering down the stairs before she appeared in the kitchen doorway. She had changed into joggers and a baggy sweater. ‘What are we having for dinner?’ she asked.

			Wisting looked at her indulgently. ‘Spaghetti.’

			Amalie nodded with satisfaction and took a seat on one of the chairs around the table, while Line glanced at the clock on the wall. She got to her feet and carried her glass to the sink before turning to her father: ‘I should get going now.’

			She approached Amalie and put her arms around her in a gentle hug. Amalie leaned towards her mother for a fraction of a second. ‘Bye, Mum,’ she said softly.

			‘Bye, sweetheart,’ Line replied, running her fingers over her daughter’s hair. ‘Be good for Grandpa, won’t you?’

			Amalie smiled and nodded before Line let go and straightened up.

			Wisting rose from his seat and accompanied her into the hallway, watching as Line put on her jacket.

			‘I hope no major cases come up over the next few days,’ she said. ‘You deserve some time together without any interference from your work.’

			Wisting shrugged. The thought of Erik Kaplin had not left his mind, but he was not keen to upset Line by telling her about either his release or his death list.

			‘I’m not the only investigator on the team,’ he said.

			Line nodded. Her eyes betrayed no sign of apprehension. She cast a final glance into the living room before opening the front door.

			‘See you in a week’s time,’ she shouted and gave a fleeting wave.

			Wisting stood on the threshold, watching as she reversed out of the courtyard.

			The chilly night air felt fresh on his face. Once the car disappeared out of sight, he went inside to show Amalie how the spaghetti was to be cooked.

			They spent almost an hour preparing their dinner – mainly because Amalie insisted on doing most of the work herself.

			His mobile on the kitchen worktop vibrated as he scraped and rinsed their plates afterwards. Grabbing a kitchen towel, he dried his hands and peered at the display. Ove Dokken’s name was lit up on the screen.

			Wisting frowned. The former head of the Criminal Investigation Department did not often phone him.

			He answered the call. ‘Wisting.’

			‘Hi, William,’ Dokken said in his familiar, husky voice. ‘Am I disturbing you?’

			‘No, not at all,’ Wisting replied. ‘What’s this about?’

			‘I was wondering if I could arrange a meeting with you,’ Dokken explained. ‘Do you have time tomorrow?’

			‘Tomorrow’s a bit inconvenient,’ Wisting said. ‘Erik Kaplin’s being released.’

			‘That bastard,’ was Dokken’s immediate response. ‘I was the first person ever to arrest him. That was when he was only fourteen years old. Have I told you about it?’

			He had of course told him before, but Wisting let him repeat the story. Kaplin had attacked another boy in the neighbourhood with a heavy stick. The lad had ended up with a broken arm and concussion.

			‘Kaplin showed no remorse whatsoever,’ Dokken said. ‘Just stared at me and said the boy deserved it.’

			‘I was thinking of being present when they let him out,’ Wisting commented. ‘So he knows we’re watching him. He’s being held at Ringerike. That’s two hours away by car, so most of the day will be used up on that.’

			‘What about Wednesday, then?’ Dokken suggested.

			‘I’m free from nine till two,’ Wisting answered. ‘What’s it about?’

			Wisting heard Dokken take a deep breath at the other end of the line. His throat made a rasping sound.

			‘Oh, it’s to do with an old case,’ Dokken replied. ‘From just before I retired. But something new has turned up.’

			Wisting could not ignore the curiosity this aroused in him. ‘A case you worked on?’ he asked in order to find out more.

			‘Not from our police district,’ Dokken told him. ‘But I’ve got something here that should be examined by a forensic technician. There are so many advances nowadays when it comes to DNA.’

			Wisting smiled to himself as it struck him that Ove Dokken had always been both discreet and secretive – a man who shared nothing more than what was strictly necessary, even when he had an obvious agenda. It had made him difficult to read at times, but even more interesting to work with.

			‘Isn’t this something you could take up with Maren?’ Wisting asked.

			Dokken hummed and hawed at the other end. Maren was his granddaughter and had worked in the Criminal Investigation Department for almost six years, rapidly gaining a solid reputation as a thorough and dedicated investigator.

			‘Not this time,’ he replied. ‘It’s probably best if I take it up with you. You’ve got experience and can pull the right strings to make things happen. I’ll come to you on Wednesday. Nine a.m.’

			‘We’ll discuss it then,’ Wisting wrapped up the conversation.

			Amalie appeared in the kitchen doorway. ‘What’ll we have for dessert?’

			Wisting laughed. ‘There’s ice cream in the freezer,’ he replied.

			Amalie took out bowls and scooped ice cream into them. Opening a cupboard, she found a bag of rainbow sprinkles to heap colourfully on top.

			Finishing long before he did, she got to her feet with her bowl in her hand. ‘I’m going in to watch TV,’ she said, already on her way out of the kitchen.

			Wisting was left alone at the table as his ice cream slowly melted in the dish in front of him. A familiar restlessness had wormed its way into his thoughts, a feeling that something beyond his control was about to rear up and would soon break through to the surface.
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			Line extracted her laptop from her hand luggage. Placing it on the table in front of her, she opened it, while the constant buzz of other travellers around her filled the restaurant area.

			The computer took some time to link up to the airport’s WiFi network. Beyond the window glass, it was still dark. A plane rolled slowly out across the runway, stopping just a second before the engine noise intensified and it took off elegantly, soaring into the rainy grey morning skies.

			Guro flopped down opposite her with two coffees and breakfast rolls. They still had three-quarters of an hour before boarding. She pushed one of the cups towards Line and took a mouthful from her own.

			Line lifted the paper cup and drank cautiously. The coffee was scalding hot and she took only a perfunctory taste before replacing the cup on the table.

			Her mobile vibrated in her pocket with a message from her father. She opened it to see a photo of Amalie and him standing in front of the school gates. Amalie, dressed in her yellow rain jacket with her bag slung over her shoulder, had a wide grin on her face. Her father had added a brief message: Bon voyage!

			Line responded with a heart emoji. She knew the message was not meant only to send good wishes for her trip but also to let her know that all was well at home, that Amalie had arrived at school in good time and she had no need to worry.

			On her laptop, new emails ticked in. One of the messages bore the heading Julia Delcourt and came from one of her contacts in Cape Town. A photograph was attached. Without reading the message, she turned the screen to face Guro.

			‘I’ve got a new photo of Julia,’ she said.

			It showed Julia Delcourt standing outdoors in natural light. Her hair, loose on her shoulders, was dark brown and the slight waves were caught by the sun. She gave a tentative smile, with an expression that seemed both warm and thoughtful. The background, though indistinct, suggested a verdant landscape.

			‘Good picture,’ Guro said. ‘Better than the others. Is it something we can use?’

			With a nod, Line moved her coffee aside. ‘It’s from Nandi Wekesa,’ she replied, turning the screen back again. ‘They went to high school together. She’s been incredibly helpful. We’ll meet her on Thursday.’

			Guro took a bite of her roll. ‘What we really need are photos of Julia with Adrian Stiller,’ she commented.

			Line agreed and went on to read the text of the email. ‘She doesn’t say anything about that, but apparently she has hard copies of several photos at home and has only scanned the ones she thought were best. She’ll have a word with other friends too.’

			Line read on. Nandi’s account of Julia’s disappearance was emotionally charged. It said, ‘Julia’s absence has left a gaping hole in our hearts. She was the glue that held so many of us together, and without her, it’s as if the light in our lives has dimmed forever.’ The words were expansive, almost exaggerated, but Line felt they would come across well in the podcast if she spoke them on the recording.

			It was precisely such moments, small but significant scraps, that made her feel optimistic. The story was already starting to take shape inside her head, like a patchwork quilt of memories, details and feelings that would give Julia Delcourt a voice again.

			The podcast would deal with the mystery – the unexplained details of Julia’s disappearance. An episodic, narrative series that would gradually wind in the threads and draw the listener more deeply into the story. The reportage and written article would have a different focus. They would refer to Adrian and how what had happened to his girlfriend had shaped his character and affected the choices he later made.

			It was simply by chance that she had come across the story at all, just as many journalists stumble over random details that turn into newsworthy features. Adrian Stiller had turned up in Larvik a few years earlier in connection with an old, unsolved missing person case. He had worked with her father to find out what had happened to Katharina Haugen nine years previously. Line had made a contribution to solving that case. At the same time, she had been working on genealogical research and had found several people with the surname Stiller in her own family. After digging into the archives, she had been forced to reject the idea that they had any familial link, but her investigations had led to a discovery that whetted her curiosity. Adrian had changed his surname when he moved back to Norway, from Palm to Stiller. She had made further searches on the name Palm, and in a newspaper article from South Africa, he had cropped up in a report of a missing-person case. His girlfriend had disappeared without trace when he was eighteen years old.

			She remembered how she had become obsessed by the case, reading old articles and hunting for everything that could be found. Even after putting it aside, the thought of Julia Delcourt had never released its hold on her. It had become an unspoken project in her mind, a story waiting to be told. Now, at last, she was up and running.

			She realized that Guro had said something, but the words had vanished into the buzz of conversation around them.

			‘Eh?’ she asked.

			Guro smiled and took a swig of coffee. ‘No, I just said we need to make a plan to persuade Adrian Stiller to cooperate.’

			Line put down the bread roll she was eating and wiped her fingers on a napkin.

			‘I think a lot will depend on what we glean from this trip to South Africa,’ she replied. ‘If we manage to get his parents on our side, then that might persuade him to see the story in a different light. We’ll just have to make a good impression and demonstrate that we’re serious. If they see the value of what we’re trying to establish, then there’s a chance that he’ll do so too.’

			She sat twiddling the napkin in her fingers. The first time she had met Adrian Stiller, she had been left with a mixture of fascination and amazement. He radiated a natural self-confidence, but there was something about him that seemed unapproachable, as if he deliberately kept other people at a distance.

			She had seen that clearly when he worked with her father on the Katharina case. Adrian had a tendency to assume control of conversations, often in a way that could create friction. All the same, it was impossible to criticize his results – he was smart, methodical and always one step ahead.

			What made her feel unsure of him was the way he avoided questions about himself. He answered in a measured and fluent fashion, always exact enough to give an impression of openness, but never sufficient to reveal anything personal.

			‘Do you know if he’s been back in Cape Town since he moved to Norway?’ Guro asked.

			Line looked up. ‘No, I don’t really know,’ she answered. ‘I’ve never asked. I just know that his parents come up here once a year.’

			She crumpled the napkin between her fingers. Cape Town would certainly be an experience, she thought. A place where beauty and brutality walked hand in hand. The iconic mountains and the white sandy beaches were just as renowned as the stark contrasts between wealth and poverty, and the city’s dark past still lay heavily upon it. Finding out more about what had happened to Julia Delcourt would be challenging, if not exhausting. Perhaps it was only wishful thinking to believe that they could find answers to questions left unanswered for so many years. But no matter what they found, it would make for a good story.

			Guro got to her feet. ‘Come on,’ she said. ‘We have to go.’
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			Wisting checked the time. Ten to twelve. The rain was drumming faintly on the windscreen, a monotonous rhythm that broke the silence inside the car. The concrete wall in front of them was almost black with dampness, and water ran in narrow streams down its rough surface. Above the wall, in the background, the forest loomed like a multicoloured frame against the steel-grey sky. Autumn leaves glimmered in shades of red, orange and gold, in sharp contrast to the bleak prison buildings.

			Hammer sat with his arms crossed, eyes fixed on the bright blue gate. It looked incongruous beside the drab grey concrete but seemed just as impenetrable as the rest of the wall.

			Condensation began to form inside the windscreen, making visibility even more blurred. Wisting started up the engine again and turned on the fan. A soft whir filled the car as warm air gradually erased the film of moisture.

			‘It always rains when we’re waiting on this kind of assignment,’ Hammer muttered, more or less to himself. A van drove into the car park. An old silver Volkswagen Transporter with only one headlamp operational. Wisting watched as it passed and the driver glanced in their direction. Wisting immediately recognized the gaunt, angular face. ‘Aslak Tangen,’ he said. ‘He’s come to pick up Kaplin.’

			The van turned into an empty space between staff vehicles. The engine was still running and a grey fog of exhaust smoke spread out, eventually dissipating and merging with the rain that still fell steadily.

			Wisting’s mobile rang. It was the prison governor – he had saved the number now. He reached his hand out to the screen on the dashboard and pressed to answer the call. Morten Helland’s voice boomed through the car loudspeakers.

			‘Helland here,’ he said brusquely. ‘You’re waiting outside?’

			‘Yes,’ Wisting confirmed.

			‘Kaplin’s being signed out now,’ Helland continued. ‘He’ll be out in a matter of minutes. I’m watching on the monitors.’

			Hammer turned towards the rear seat and stretched out for his camera with the large lens.

			‘Has he said anything at all?’ Wisting asked.

			‘No,’ Helland replied. ‘He’s not exactly talkative at the best of times, and when he does say anything, it’s rarely a friendly remark.’

			‘What has he brought with him?’

			‘Not much. A few clothes and personal papers. He’s left the rest in his cell.’

			‘Fine,’ Wisting said. ‘We’ll have a look at them later.’

			A moment’s silence ensued, disturbed only by faint static from the loudspeakers. There was an emptiness in the air, as if it carried with it the echo of the sterile, sealed prison environment. Then Helland’s voice returned.

			‘Kaplin’s ready now. They’re escorting him to the security gates.’

			‘Thanks,’ Wisting said tersely before ending the call.

			He opened the car door and stepped out into the damp air. Raindrops, cold and sharp, glanced off his face before he grabbed his rain jacket from the seat and put it on, pulling up the hood and fastening it securely.

			Hammer was already outside the car with his camera, adjusting the big telephoto lens. He seemed unaffected by the rain – all his focus was on the main gate.

			Wisting glanced across at Aslak Tangen’s van. He was seated behind the wheel, obviously aware of them. Their eyes met and Wisting gave him a nod.

			That was what this was all about – making your presence known. They wanted to make it clear that they were watching, that Kaplin would not escape their attention, no matter how free he thought he was.

			Wisting turned his head towards the gate again. On the asphalt in front of it several crows were pecking at something invisible to the naked eye. They moved slowly, with tiny jerking motions, as if considering whether it was worth lingering there.

			The gate began to slide up. The laborious movement caused the crows to fly off abruptly, their wings beating vigorously against the soggy air as they disappeared over the prison walls.

			A man appeared in the gateway. Tall and broad-shouldered, he was wearing a well-worn dark jacket that hung loosely around his torso and was carrying a white plastic bag in each hand.

			Behind him, a uniformed prison guard stood dispassionately in the gateway. He waited until the freed man had walked a short distance and the gate began to close before turning on his heel and vanishing into the building.

			Hammer took a step forward and stood with legs apart. Wisting could hear the subdued clicks of the camera shutter.

			Wisting pulled down his hood – rain coursed down his face, but it did not bother him in the slightest. He followed Kaplin with his eyes as he strode quietly past them, the plastic carrier bags swinging slightly in his hands.

			The Transporter reversed out from its space and waited, ready to depart. Aslak Tangen clambered out of the van, opened the side door, moved towards Kaplin and helped him to stow the plastic bags in the cargo hold. They both squinted over their shoulders, looking towards Wisting and Hammer.

			Tangen slid the door shut with a decisive movement before settling back in the driver’s seat. Kaplin remained standing, as if weighing up whether to take any action. His hair was now soaked with rain, and he ran his hand through it before finally climbing into the passenger seat.

			The engine spluttered for a moment or two before the Transporter drove off. Exhaust smoke rose in thin gunmetal-grey plumes behind it. Wisting stood still until the vehicle was out of sight, then he turned around and headed straight for the prison gate.
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			Wisting stood at the cell door with one hand resting on the doorframe. The first thing that struck him was the silence – and the smell. A combination of sweaty cotton and something bitter, maybe from stale coffee or damp plaster. Kaplin had left the location, but something of him lingered behind. Tiny traces of a lengthy stay were impossible to overlook – dark squares where pictures had been hung, imprints of years that had gone by.

			He took a step inside, noticing the rain beyond the narrow window. It had collected in patches on the glass, as if the world outside was being rubbed out.

			A kettle was left on the floor, stained with limescale and with a rickety handle. On the desk, one drawer was half open. The mattress from the bed was upturned and leaning against the wall, and a canvas bag filled with bed linen and towels sat by the door, waiting for the laundry collection. Beside it was a black bin bag and a cardboard box full of wastepaper.

			On top of the box, they saw a crumpled sheet of paper, torn from a writing pad. Wisting picked it up and studied the brief few lines. The distended handwriting had pressed hard into the paper, as if the words had been formed with firm determination. It seemed that obtaining a phone was one of the first things Kaplin had in mind to do. On the line below that, there was something about money and a couple of names – Jarle and Stig. Maybe old debts that had to be called in. Further down, a car was mentioned, but the details were vague. A new passport was also on the list, along with other practical tasks: a visit to the bank and organizing a driver’s licence. At the foot of the page, the name of a contact person at the employment office was noted. Some of the tasks had been scribbled over, as if they either were no longer relevant or had already been taken care of from his cell.

			Wisting handed the note to Hammer. ‘He’s systematic,’ he said drily. ‘I’ll give him that.’

			The prison governor entered and made straight for the cork pinboard on the wall above the desk. ‘The list with your names was pinned up here,’ he said, pointing. ‘Eventually it got covered up with other things, but it hung here the whole time.’

			Wisting pushed in a protruding drawing pin and scrutinized the surface, peppered with tiny holes from years of pinning up notices.

			‘Did he take it with him?’ Hammer asked.

			Helland shrugged. ‘I don’t know. We don’t check belongings on release, other than the standard examination of personal effects.’

			Wisting drew out the chair from the desk and sat down to look more closely at the box of wastepaper. It contained a jumble of crumpled papers and discarded leaflets, some stacked in bundles and others randomly tossed away.

			He picked up the top layer and began to sift through it as the others watched. Among the papers, he found a bound copy of a training programme from an anger management course, filled with bullet point lists and exercises for tackling challenging emotions and suppressing frustration. Beneath that lay printouts from a course in communication and conflict resolution, with titles such as ‘Recognizing Others’ Needs’ and ‘Strategies for Constructive Dialogue’. Wisting laid that aside, not convinced that Kaplin had learned much.

			Further down in the box he found a pile of newspaper cuttings. Many of these had headlines about criminality, court cases and prison life. He riffled through them before extracting a few pages torn from a magazine, covered in images of sailing boats. Modern and elegant, but also a few old, battered boats that showed signs of having spent many years at sea. Several of the pages had perforations in the corners from having been pinned to the wall, like some kind of dream for the future or reminder of the past.

			In one corner of the box there was a handful of small notes, written in the same hard, heavy hand as on the list. Some contained numbers and addresses, but Wisting could not discern anything meaningful from them.

			‘It’s not here,’ he said in the end, letting the papers drop back into the box. ‘He must have taken it with him.’

			Hammer crouched down and seized hold of the black bin bag beside the box. With a quick tug, he poured out the contents on the floor and a jumble of old clothes, rubbish and knick-knacks cascaded across the worn linoleum flooring. He worked systematically through it all, throwing most of it straight back into the bag. A pair of worn-out sandals, a plastic wrapper from a packet of noodles, a well-used toothbrush, a deodorant stick worn right down to the stump, and a crumpled flannel were included in the junk. Nothing seemed of any significance or to have any link with Erik Kaplin’s future plans.

			Wisting moved over to the desk and pulled out the half-closed drawer. It contained two ballpoint pens emblazoned with the logo of Kriminalomsorgen, the criminal justice social work service. The other drawers were empty.

			Hammer stood with a collection of torn-up photos in his hands. He tried to rearrange them and stick the pieces together while Wisting stood by his side and watched.

			The photo fragments showed a group of young men, perhaps in their twenties, on a trip of some kind. They were smiling broadly, with the sun in their eyes. On one piece, Wisting could make out a hand holding a lobster up to the camera. Another showed a wooden boat moored at a jetty, with fishing nets and ropes in the background.

			Kaplin was there, conspicuous in several of the photo scraps. Sometimes in the centre, with his arm around a pal’s shoulders, other times in the background, partly hidden behind the others.

			Hammer held up one piece of torn photograph and angled it towards the light. The face that stared back at him from the paper was partially concealed by a sun-bleached cap, but the distinctive features were unmistakable – a wide jaw, narrow eyes and a scar on the chin, white and diagonal, like an old cut that had not healed properly.

			‘The German,’ he said. ‘Haven’t clapped eyes on him in ages.’

			‘Do you know any of the others?’

			Hammer studied the pieces for a while before pointing at a man in the background, partly hidden by someone else. His face was angular, with high cheekbones and a pinched, intense expression. His dark hair was combed back and in contrast with his companions in the photo, he did not smile.

			‘I think that’s Claes Engh,’ he said. ‘He was heavily involved in that gang in the past, but he’s out of it now.’

			The prison governor approached them and leaned forward to take a look.

			‘Yes, that’s Claes Engh, right enough,’ he said. ‘He was in here a few years ago, in section C. Worked in the mechanical workshop. He sliced off two of his fingers on one of the machines.’ He held up his hand and demonstrated with two stiff digits. ‘The index finger and middle finger of his left hand were missing after that.’

			Hammer shuffled the pieces and moved them around until he found something familiar. ‘That must be Bajas,’ he said.

			The man in the picture was leaning towards the camera with a broad grin on his face. He was making a gesture as if he was either pointing at himself or gesticulating to someone outside the frame. Blond hair, sun-bleached and tousled, and a small cleft in his chin that gave him a bold, self-assured air.

			‘Bastian Lorentz,’ Wisting commented. ‘A long time since I’ve heard anything about him either.’

			Hammer ran his thumb over the torn shred of paper, as if he wanted to conjure up memories of that time.

			‘That entire gang was more or less broken up when Kaplin was arrested,’ he said. ‘There was nobody left to take over, nobody who had the contacts.’

			Wisting nodded. Someone had tried to fill the gap, but they were too minor, too disorganized. Kaplin held people in check and knew how to retain control. When he departed the scene, chaos ensued and people went their different ways.

			‘What do we do?’ Hammer asked, moving his hand in such a way that the torn photos slid apart.

			Wisting looked at the fragmented faces that had once belonged to a cohesive gang. Kaplin had torn the photos into pieces quite deliberately, as if they belonged to a past he was keen to break away from.

			‘We’ll take them with us,’ Wisting said.

			Hammer dropped them into a plastic pocket and went on examining Kaplin’s belongings. Wisting rolled up his shirt sleeves and helped him, picking out items from the rubbish and considering each quickly before dropping them back into the bag. Most of it was the detritus of a very routine daily life. Empty shampoo bottles, a jar of instant coffee, used throwaway cutlery, crumpled chocolate wrappers, an open packet of biscuits, a bag of nuts, and empty crisp wrappers.

			Finally, they had gone through everything without finding anything to point them in the direction of Kaplin’s next moves or that seemed worth investigating more closely.

			Shaking the bag to compress the contents, Hammer tied a loose knot at the top and placed it beside the wall by the door.

			Wisting moved into the small bathroom and opened the cabinets above the washbasin but found them empty.

			Leaning across the basin, he turned on the tap and let the water run over his hands before pressing some liquid soap out of the container on the wall. He scrubbed his hands, rinsed them off and shook them before drying them briskly on his trousers.

			When he emerged again, both Hammer and Helland were standing in the corridor, waiting for him. Helland pulled the cell door shut. The hinges squeaked a little before the locking mechanism clicked into place.

			‘What measures do you intend to take?’ he asked.

			Wisting buttoned his shirt sleeves. ‘We’ll keep a close eye on him,’ he said. ‘More than that we can’t do. Not as long as he doesn’t put a foot wrong.’
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			Line sat down on the bed and felt it rock beneath her weight. The mattress subsided with a gentle movement, followed by an annoying creak from the bed frame.

			The room was small and plain, with walls painted in a subdued shade of beige. Beside the window, there was a narrow desk and a spindle-backed chair, and a crooked wardrobe leaned against the wall, as if it had stood there since the time the hotel had first opened. It was far from luxurious. They had chosen the hotel on the basis of its location, close to the majority of their interview subjects, but mainly because it suited their budget. Anyway, it was only a place to return to after the working day.

			She got up and crossed to the window, where she stood beside the glass pane. Outside, she could see a small balcony with a metal chair and a tiny table installed beside the railings. The city lay in darkness, but scattered lights twinkled between the house roofs, and in the distance car headlamps glowed on a hillside. The starry sky was clear, and a gentle breeze ruffled the curtains.

			The balcony door was stuck and needed a couple of firm tugs before it opened. Line moved out and felt the cool night air on her face. She thought she could hear waves in the distance; a faint regular rhythm that came and went. She heard muffled voices from a verandah further down the street but was unable to
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