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It was three minutes to ten on the morning of Monday 18 August.

William Wisting was shown into the vast office, different from how he had imagined it would be. He had pictured imposing furnishings of leather and mahogany, but the room was decorated in a simple, practical style. A desk, stacked high with documents, dominated the space. The armrests on the chair behind it were worn and family photographs of varying sizes surrounded the computer monitor.

The woman who had greeted him in the outer office followed him in and set out cups, glasses and a water jug and coffee pot on a table beside a small seating area.

Wisting gazed out of the window as he waited for her to finish. The sun was already high in the sky and Karl Johans gate, Oslo’s main street, was filling up rapidly.

The secretary clutched the empty tray to her chest as she nodded, smiled and left the room.

Less than two hours had passed since he had received the request to come here. He had never met the Director General of Public Prosecution before. Although he had once heard him give a presentation on quality in investigation work at a seminar, he had never spoken to him or been introduced.

Johan Olav Lyngh, a big man with grey hair and a square jaw, stood waiting. His wrinkles and ice-blue eyes gave the impression of obduracy.

‘Let’s sit down,’ he said, gesturing with his hand.

Wisting took a seat on the settee next to the table.

‘Coffee?’

‘Yes, please.’

The Director General poured out two cups. His hand trembled a little, not a sign of apprehension or disquiet, but a consequence of his advanced age. Johan Olav Lyngh was ten years older than Wisting and had held the office of highest-ranking prosecutor for twenty-one years. At a time when all the familiar structures in the police force were in a state of flux, it felt as if Lyngh represented something safe and enduring – someone who did not change course despite advice from consultants keen to run public sector operations in accordance with business sector principles.

‘Thanks for making yourself available,’ he said, ‘at such short notice.’

Wisting nodded as he lifted his coffee cup. He knew nothing about why he was here but understood that the impending conversation would contain extremely sensitive information.

The Director General filled a glass with water and took a gulp, as if he needed to clear his throat.

‘As you probably know, Bernhard Clausen died at the weekend,’ he began.

Wisting felt a knot of anxiety and foreboding in the pit of his stomach. Bernhard Clausen was a retired politician, a former Member of Parliament for the Labour Party who had held ministerial posts in a number of governments. On Friday he had been taken unwell at a restaurant in Stavern. He had been transported to hospital by ambulance but the next day the Party office had announced his death at the age of sixty-eight.

‘It was reported that he’d had a heart attack,’ Wisting commented. ‘Is there reason to believe otherwise?’

The Director General moved his head from side to side.

‘He suffered another heart attack at the hospital,’ he explained. ‘There will be a post-mortem later today, but there’s nothing to suggest anything other than death from natural causes.’

Wisting remained seated with the coffee cup in his hand while he waited for Lyngh to continue.

‘The Party Secretary contacted me last night,’ the Director General went on. ‘He was at the hospital when Clausen died.’

Lyngh was referring to Walter Krom, head of Party organization.

‘After the death of Clausen’s son in an accident, there was no close family left. Krom was listed as next of kin. He took charge of the belongings Clausen had with him when he was taken to hospital, including the key to his summer cabin in Stavern.’

Wisting knew where the cabin was situated. When Clausen was Foreign Minister, security measures for it had been included in police planning commitments. It was located at the edge of the cluster of cabins near Hummerbakken, and strictly speaking was closer to Helgeroa than Stavern.

‘He took a trip down to the cabin yesterday, mainly to check that the windows were closed and the doors locked, but also with the idea that some sensitive Party documents might be lying around in there. Even though he was retired, Clausen was a member of an advisory group involved with the Party leadership.’

Wisting edged further forward in his seat.

‘What did he find?’ he asked.

‘It’s a large, fairly old cabin,’ the Director General added, as if he needed time to come to the point. ‘His father-in-law built it in the fifties, and when Clausen joined the family, he helped to construct an extension. Did you know he originally worked as a structural carpenter and iron fitter before he went into politics full-time?’

Wisting nodded. Bernhard Clausen belonged to the old guard of the Party and was one of the few central figures in the Labour Party with a background as an industrial worker. Trade union activity was what had sparked his interest in politics.

‘The cabin was extended with a view to accommodating a large family, children and grandchildren. Six bedrooms in total.’

The Director General smoothed out a crease on his grey suit trousers.

‘One of the rooms was locked,’ he continued. ‘Krom let himself in. It was one of the smallest rooms, with only bunk beds. Cardboard boxes were stacked up on the beds – I don’t know how many. Walter Krom examined some of them and found that they were filled with money. Banknotes.’

Wisting sat bolt upright. Throughout this conversation his thoughts had strayed in many directions, but he had not expected this.

‘Cardboard boxes full of cash?’ he repeated. ‘What are we talking about here? How much?’

‘Foreign currency,’ the Director General explained. ‘Euros and dollars. Approximately 5 million of each.’

Wisting’s mouth dropped open, but he had to search for words.

‘Ten million kroner?’

The Director General shook his head.

‘If all the boxes contain similar amounts of cash, there might be as much as 5 million euros and 5 million dollars,’ he corrected him.

Wisting struggled to calculate the total sum. It had to be in the region of around 80 million kroner.

‘Where did it come from?’ he asked.

The Director General spread his arms and took on an expression suggesting this was a mystery.

‘That’s why I asked you to meet me,’ he answered. ‘I want you to find out.’

The room fell silent. Wisting let his eyes wander to the window and settle on Oslo Cathedral in the distance.

‘You know the area well,’ the Director General added. ‘The cabin lies within your police district, and what’s more, you’re more than cut out for it. This has to be a confidential investigation. Bernhard Clausen served four years as Norway’s Foreign Minister and has been a major player in our Defence Committee. National interests may well be in jeopardy.’

Wisting considered what this meant. Decisions on Norway’s relationship with foreign powers had been in Clausen’s hands.

‘I’ve asked your Chief of Police to release you from all other duties, without telling him what you are to work on,’ the Director General said as he got to his feet. ‘You will have full access to our resources and the laboratories at the National Criminal Investigation Service, Kripos, in Oslo will give your inquiries top priority.’

He crossed to the desk and picked up a large envelope.

‘Where’s the money now?’ Wisting asked.

‘Still in the cabin,’ the Director General replied, handing him the envelope.

Wisting could feel that the contents included a bunch of keys.

‘I want you to form a small team of well-qualified personnel to deal with this,’ the Director General, still on his feet, told him. ‘Krom has informed Georg Himle, the Prime Minister when Clausen was in government. Apart from that, no one knows about this. That’s how it has to stay.’

Wisting stood up, realizing that the meeting was coming to an end.

‘The cabin is equipped with an alarm. A new code has been generated, both for the cabin and his house. You have it there,’ the Director General explained, pointing at the envelope. ‘I suggest the first thing you do is take care of the money.’
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Outside the colossal building the late-summer heat hit him full force. Wisting took a deep breath, crossed Karl Johans gate and headed straight for the multistorey car park where he had left his car. Before he drove off, he poured the contents of the envelope on to the passenger seat beside him. In addition to the bunch of keys, the envelope contained a black leather wallet, a gold watch, a mobile phone, a few loose coins and a piece of paper with the new code for the alarm – 1705.

The phone was an older model, solid and functional, and there was still some power left in it. The display showed two missed calls but did not say from whom.

He laid it aside and glanced at the wallet, which was scratched and worn and bent slightly out of shape. Opening it, he found four different credit cards as well as a driving licence, insurance certificate, a Labour Party membership card and loyalty cards from various hotel chains. In the notes section there were seven hundred kroner, several receipts and a business card from an Aftenposten journalist. There were also a number of photos of his deceased wife and son.

Lisa Clausen had died when her husband was Minister of Health around fifteen years ago and Wisting remembered the media storm it had provoked. She had worked at LO, the Norwegian Confederation of Trade Unions, and had been diagnosed with a rare type of cancer aged forty-six. An expensive experimental treatment was available around the world but was not recognized by the Norwegian health authorities. As Health Minister, Bernhard Clausen was indirectly the highest-ranking person responsible for the fact that his wife did not receive life-extending medication.

She was several years his junior and their son must have been in his mid-twenties at the time. He was killed a year later in a road traffic accident. Two tragedies had struck Bernhard Clausen within a short period of time. He had withdrawn from politics and public life for a while before returning as Foreign Minister a couple of years later.

Wisting replaced the phone, keys and wallet in the envelope and examined the gold watch. The face was emblazoned with the red logo of the Labour Party. He let the second hand rotate all the way round as he gathered his thoughts. Then he returned the watch to the envelope with the other items and started the car.

The first person he needed to get on board was Espen Mortensen, an energetic and versatile crime scene technician who could be relied on not to talk to others. Wisting had bumped into him that morning in the police station corridor and knew he was back from three weeks’ holiday.

As he followed the signs for the E18 motorway from the city centre, he dialled his number.

Mortensen sounded busy when he answered.

‘Have you managed to catch up with everything after your holiday?’ Wisting asked him.

‘Not entirely,’ Mortensen replied. ‘There’s still a lot to do.’

‘It’ll have to wait,’ Wisting said. ‘I need you for a special project.’

‘Oh, what would that be?’

‘I’ll be back in Larvik in an hour and a half,’ Wisting said, casting a glance at the dashboard clock. ‘Bring your crime scene equipment and meet me at the car park beside Stavern Sports Hall, and we can drive together from there.’

‘What’s going on?’ Mortensen asked.

‘I’ll explain later,’ Wisting said. ‘But don’t mention this to anyone.’

‘What about Hammer?’

Nils Hammer was second-in-command in the criminal investigation department and deputized for Wisting in his absence.

‘I’ll have a word with Hammer,’ Wisting told him.

He wrapped up the conversation and found Hammer’s number.

‘I’ve been given an assignment that will mean being away for a while,’ he explained. ‘You’ll be in charge of the department in the meantime.’

‘What kind of assignment?’ Hammer asked.

‘It’s a high-level project.’

Hammer knew better than to ask any further questions.

‘How long will it take?’

‘I’ve no idea,’ Wisting answered. ‘I’m taking Mortensen with me for the preliminary stages, so he won’t be available for the next week or so.’

He knew this would place Hammer in a difficult position. Resources were already scarce.

‘OK,’ Hammer replied. ‘Anything else I should know?’

‘I don’t know too much myself,’ he admitted.

‘OK,’ Hammer repeated. ‘I’m here if you need anything else.’

The car radio reconnected when he ended the phone conversation and Wisting switched it off. All that could be heard now was the engine noise and the regular rhythm of the wheels on the asphalt. Thoughts about the origins of the cash were already forming in his mind.

Bernhard Clausen was a Party veteran with a long political career and countless power struggles behind him. He had always been sympathetic towards the USA and had been a supporter of the war in Iraq. This had led to disagreements in government, and he had suffered a setback when it was decided that Norway would not participate in any aggression. Later, as the chair of the Parliamentary Defence Committee, he had brokered an agreement to purchase American-produced fighter planes for the Norwegian Armed Forces. The contract was worth more than 40 billion kroner.

Wisting’s hands curled around the steering wheel. Money was usually the root of everything that smelled of greed, corruption and abuse of power. This promised to be an investigation on a totally different level from what he was used to, but he had the optimum starting point. He had the money. Money always left traces behind and it would simply be a matter of following them back to the source.
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The anonymous white delivery van that Mortensen used to hold all his equipment was parked in the shade outside the nearby sports complex, with Mortensen seated at the wheel eating an apple.

Having parked his car, Wisting stepped out and approached the van’s open window. A group of boys were kicking a ball about on the artificial grass pitch.

‘We’re heading out to Bernhard Clausen’s summer cabin,’ he said.

Mortensen swore as he tossed the apple core into the passenger footwell.

‘We’re not dealing with another death,’ Wisting hurried to add. ‘This is something quite different.’ He went on to explain his meeting with the Director General earlier that day and the discovery of cash made by the Labour Party Secretary. ‘I know the way,’ he said. ‘Follow me.’

On returning to his own car, he adjusted the mirror to check Mortensen was following close behind before he swung out on to the road to drive the short distance towards Helgeroa.

The houses grew increasingly few and far between and soon abundant cornfields surrounded him on all sides. After several more kilometres, he turned off, out towards the coast and the cluster of cabins. The old asphalt was cracked and pitted, and here and there stones bulged up from the surface. At an intersection, he had to consult the map on his phone before turning on to a narrower gravel track that ended in front of an ochre-coloured cabin with a grey slate roof and a glass verandah facing the sea.

An older-model Toyota, probably Clausen’s own car, was parked in front of the cabin. Wisting left his car slightly further off, leaving room for Mortensen to park his van near the door.

He fished out the keys from the envelope and strode towards the cabin, where a pennant fluttered sluggishly at the top of a flagpole. He could hear the sounds of a motorboat down on the water below.

The cabin was in a sheltered position, not directly overlooked by any of the neighbouring residences. Old, twisted pine trees cast shadows and a grassy field extended more than fifty metres down to the smooth coastal rocks and a shallow inlet. Two children lay on a jetty down there with fishing lines dangling in the water. Above them, a bank of clouds hung motionless in the sky.

Approaching the front door, Wisting searched through the keys to find the right one.

The alarm control panel flashed and beeped intermittently. When Wisting keyed in the code, a green diode lit up.

Two jackets hung from a row of hooks beside the control panel, with a pair of Wellington boots and a pair of sandals lined up on the floor.

Inside, the kitchen was combined with the living room and a swarm of flies buzzed around a pot on the stove. A plate of leftovers lay on the kitchen worktop. In one corner of the living room there was an imposing open fireplace and a door led out to the glass verandah. From there, a wide flight of steps descended to the outdoor area. A large picture of Clausen was prominently displayed on one wall. In it he wore a singlet and stood beside an axe on a chopping block, wiping sweat from his brow with a checked handkerchief. The photograph had become an iconic image and was how people would remember him, as an ordinary working man who represented the Party’s roots. He appealed to both employees and the higher echelons of society, and the forthcoming election campaign would not be the same without him.

The other pictures on the wall were smaller but showed Clausen with famous people he had met, mainly from his time as Foreign Minister. Nelson Mandela, Vladimir Putin, Dick Cheney, Gerhard Schröder, a number of Norwegian prime ministers and Jimmy Carter with his Nobel Peace Prize. Clausen’s shock of grey hair was slightly fuller in these photographs than in recent years, but the steely blue gaze remained the same.

From the living room, a corridor lined with doors opened on to bedrooms on either side. Closest of these was the room Bernhard Clausen had used. The bed was made, a book lay on the bedside table and a few garments were folded on a chair, with a black travel bag on the floor. Directly across the corridor was a small bathroom.

At the far end of the corridor they found the room they were looking for. It had a different smell from the rest of the cabin – dry and dusty, warm and stuffy. The walls were covered in varnished pine panelling and it was furnished with bunk beds, a bedside table and a built-in cupboard that divided this room from the adjacent bedroom. Posters decorated the walls, various idols of the nineties side by side with posters peppered with political slogans. Nirvana, U2 and Metallica alongside A Steady Course, Security in Everyday Life and If Welfare Is Paramount. A rag rug covered the floor and the window had thin, flowery curtains. The window itself was closed off with an external shutter and two air vents had been inserted high on the wall.

They counted nine cardboard boxes altogether, four on the lower bunk and five above. On the lower bunk there was also a petrol tank for a boat, with a fuel hose, pump and coupling for an outboard motor.

The boxes all differed in shape and size. Some were the kind you can pick up in grocery shops.

Mortensen prepared his photographic equipment and Wisting drew back to the wall to give him space. In doing so, his shoulder accidentally brushed against one of the old election posters and it ripped from the drawing pin to fold down along the middle, exposing a round hole in the wall. Wisting put his eye to it and discovered another hole.

‘What have you found there?’ Mortensen asked. ‘Peepholes?’

‘I don’t know,’ Wisting replied, as he completely removed the poster.

Another two holes had been concealed. Producing a ballpoint pen from his shirt pocket, he pushed it in and came up against some thin paper.

As Mortensen aimed the camera lens at the wall, Wisting moved out to the corridor and into the neighbouring bedroom. Here, too, old election material was displayed on the walls. Social Democracy Because We Need One Another. Renewed Growth for Norway. Health and the Elderly Come First.

He tore down a poster exhorting people to Vote YES to the EU. Behind it he found four holes, each revealing different parts of the room on the other side.

Mortensen came to join him. ‘Unusual,’ he commented as he raised his camera to take another picture.

‘Let’s get a move on,’ Wisting said, heading back to the room where the cash was stored.

Producing a pair of latex gloves, Mortensen pulled them on before lifting one of the boxes and placing it on the floor. It was heavy, heavier than a box of copy paper.

The flaps had been taped down with brown parcel tape. Wisting was unsure whether the Party Secretary had cut them open or if this was something Clausen had done himself.

Wisting opened the flaps to find the box full of American hundred-dollar notes. Some of the banknotes were in wads secured with grey tape. However, they were not packed neatly at all: it looked as if the box had been filled in haste.

Picking up a bundle, Wisting reckoned it contained one hundred notes. Ten thousand dollars. There were perhaps two hundred of these bundles in the box. Two million dollars overall.

After replacing the cash, he lifted down a cardboard box from the upper bunk and opened it. This time, there were piles of euro banknotes of different denominations: twenty, fifty and one hundred.

Mortensen took a step back.

‘These must have been here for years,’ he said. ‘Just gathering dust. It doesn’t look as if he’s spent any of it.’

Wisting agreed. Nothing about Bernhard Clausen suggested he possessed great wealth. In fact, it seemed as if he had led a simple life.

Mortensen stepped forward again and picked up a wad of notes. ‘Could it be some kind of secret emergency fund which was under his control as Foreign Minister?’ he suggested. ‘Cash to be used to pay terrorist organizations for Norwegian soldiers held hostage, or something along those lines?’

Wisting shrugged. That was certainly one possibility. Cash would be required for crises of that kind, but it would be highly unlikely for it to be stored in cardboard boxes in a retired politician’s summer cabin.

He crossed the room and opened the cupboard to find it filled with stacks of old newspapers and magazines. One shelf was crammed with various spray cans, everything from insecticide to hair lacquer. At the bottom of the cupboard there were propane-gas canisters. Wisting crouched down and looked under the bed, where he saw another two cans of petrol and another cardboard box. A cloud of dust swirled up when he pulled it out.

The box contained old comics. When he picked up some of the ones on top, he discovered a couple of porn magazines with German text on the front covers. Leaving these, he slid the box back in again, got to his feet and brushed off his hands.

‘Let’s get going,’ he said, with a nod in the direction of the bunk beds. ‘We’ll record and document it all before taking it with us.’

‘Where will we take it?’ Mortensen asked.

‘Home with me,’ Wisting answered.

‘Home with you?’ Mortensen repeated. ‘Do you intend to store it there?’

‘Temporarily,’ Wisting replied. ‘Until we find out what this is all about.’

‘Then I hope you’ve got a good burglar alarm,’ Mortensen commented.

Wisting took out his phone and left the room so Mortensen could seal and mark the boxes.

He pulled off his rubber gloves, stepped outside and skirted around to the sea-facing side of the cabin. Beside a rocky outcrop, an attractive seating area had been built, with a fireplace, barbecue, refectory table and patio heaters. Wisting stood with his back to the cabin, going through the contact list on his mobile phone. After a while he found the one he was looking for and pressed call.

He and Olve Henriksen went back a long time. They had applied for police college together, but Olve had not fulfilled the entrance requirements for perfect vision. Today he owned one of the country’s largest security firms, offering everything from doorkeeper services to transportation of valuables, and probably earned three times as much as Wisting.

‘I need a burglar alarm,’ he said.

Olve Henriksen suggested having a site inspection first.

‘I need one today,’ Wisting broke in before Olve had finished speaking.

‘I see,’ Henriksen replied.

A pause ensued. Wisting waited, watching as tiny black ants scuttled to form a line across the slate slabs at his feet and disappeared down a crack in the wall.

‘I can send someone to your house at four o’clock,’ Olve finally offered.

Wisting thanked him and provided his address. ‘One more thing,’ he said, before they rang off.

‘Yes?’

Wisting held back, afraid that Olve Henriksen would put two and two together, but trusted him to be discreet regardless.

‘Do you have a machine to count banknotes?’ he asked.

‘We do, at our main office,’ Olve told him.

‘Is it possible to move it elsewhere?’ Wisting queried.

‘We have three, in fact,’ Olve answered. ‘Two of them are portable. The other one is kept as a spare.’

‘Could I borrow one?’

‘Or you could bring the money here?’ Olve suggested.

‘Preferably not,’ Wisting said. ‘I can come and collect the machine.’

‘Fine.’

They arranged a specific time and place before Wisting headed back to the cabin.

Mortensen was now seated on a chair in the living room, leafing through the guest book, still wearing his gloves. ‘Hans Christian Mukland was here last week,’ he said, showing Wisting a signature on one of the final pages. ‘He was Justice Minister when I was at police college.’

Wisting took charge of the book.

‘There are four more books on the shelf,’ Mortensen explained, pointing. ‘Everyone who’s visited here since the fifties has written a message.’

Wisting riffled back and forth through the book. Famous politicians had given the date of their visit and written short messages. Sometimes photos of get-togethers, taken outdoors beside the cabin walls or around a dining table, were pasted in.

‘We’ll take them with us,’ he said.

The sound of a car outside made them look at each other in surprise. Wisting moved to the door, pulled aside the curtain at the small window beside it and peered outside. A large black SUV was about to turn on the parking space.

‘Is someone coming?’ Mortensen asked.

Wisting shook his head as the car sped off. His eyesight was not good enough to make out the registration number.

‘It’s leaving,’ he said, lingering to watch the car drive into the distance. ‘Probably just a random motorist who’s lost his way. After all, the cabin is at the end of the track.’

‘Or some nosy parker who’s heard that Clausen is dead,’ Mortensen suggested. ‘Shall we carry out the boxes?’

Nodding, Wisting slipped on a pair of gloves.

Mortensen had drawn a plastic bag over every box. They each picked one up and carried it through the living room and out to their vehicles.

‘I need his fingerprints,’ Mortensen said as he set down the first box. ‘To see if anyone else has handled the money.’

‘He’s at Ullevål Hospital,’ Wisting said. ‘We’ll arrange that tomorrow.’

‘We’ll need a biological sample, too, for a DNA profile,’ Mortensen pointed out.

Wisting nodded. ‘We’ll do that at the same time.’ He stayed outside to keep an eye on the cars as Mortensen carried out the rest of the boxes.

A gentle sea breeze rustled through the undergrowth, where wild raspberries grew. On the path down to the water’s edge, a man with a fishing rod was walking, holding a boy in a red life jacket by the hand. A woman with a dog tugged on the lead as they passed. Further along the path she met a man wearing dark trousers, a short-sleeved shirt and sunglasses.

Mortensen emerged with the last box. ‘We’ll have to come back for a more thorough search,’ he said, tossing his head in the direction of the cabin. ‘He’s got a massive desk in there with drawers full of handwritten notes. Could well be something of interest that might put us on the right track.’

Agreeing, Wisting cast a glance inside the cabin. ‘Wait,’ he said.

He headed inside again, making straight for the pot on the stove, and waved away a few flies. It looked like some kind of mixed stew. He found a plastic bag and scraped the contents into it, then placed the pot in the sink and filled it with water. Opening the fridge, he collected the various food items and poured away the leftover milk. He took the food scraps with him and activated the alarm before he shut the door behind him.
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Wisting drove to his house in Herman Wildenveys gate and reversed as close to the front door as possible, with Mortensen following suit. He had decided that they would store the boxes in the basement, as he never used it anyway. The walls were made of brick and there were only two high, narrow windows.

With each box he carried inside, he looked down towards the house his daughter occupied at the bottom of the street. He would not be able to come up with a reasonable answer if she suddenly appeared and began to ask questions.

The man who arrived to fit the alarm was punctual, and Wisting chose a simple intruder alarm. It would be too laborious and time-consuming to combine this with a fire alarm. He instructed the fitter on how he wanted the basement to be secured with magnetic switches on the door and windows, and for the space itself to be equipped with motion-detector cameras. The control panel was to be fixed to the wall immediately inside the front door. He declined to have an alarm sign displayed outside. The alarm signal should go straight to his mobile phone as well as Mortensen’s, in addition to an internal siren.

Mortensen stayed as the alarm was being installed while Wisting left to collect the machine they intended to use to count the money.

When he arrived at the alarm company’s headquarters, he was given a quick lesson on the operation of the machine. The specific currency had to be selected, but the machine had sensors to identify the denomination of notes. In addition, it used infrared rays and UV lights for automatic recognition of fraudulent banknotes. The capacity was 1,200 notes per minute, and the results of the count were printed out on a separate printer that had to be connected up.

On the return journey Wisting called into an office-equipment store and bought ten large cardboard boxes and a roll of parcel tape, as Mortensen had requested. When he arrived home, the alarm had been fitted and Wisting glanced up at the two motion detectors at either end of the basement.

‘I had to choose a code,’ Mortensen said, tapping in four numbers on the control panel to demonstrate. ‘I chose 1808, today’s date: 18 August.’

The alarm flashed red and emitted faint beeping sounds. When Mortensen keyed in the code again, the alarm was silenced and a green light came on.

They pushed a table against the wall and Wisting placed the counting machine on one side of it while Mortensen assembled the cardboard boxes.

‘We’ll count the notes and move them across into the empty boxes so that we get a complete overview,’ Mortensen said. ‘I can then examine the old boxes for fingerprints here – the cash, too – but we should also take a selection of them to the lab at Kripos for the experts to look at.’

Before they could make a start, the doorbell rang.

Moving out into the hallway, Wisting peered through the glass beside the door to see Line and Amalie standing outside.

‘Have you locked the door?’ his daughter asked.

Wisting opened the door and made a fuss of his granddaughter, who threw her arms around his neck. He did not normally lock the door and Line and Amalie usually walked straight in whenever they paid a visit.

‘Mortensen and I are busy working on something,’ he answered, swinging Amalie up into the air. She gasped and laughed with delight.

‘We’ve made some iced tea,’ Line said, holding up a jug.

The ice cubes rattled as he used his free hand to take the jug. ‘Lovely,’ he said, still hovering in the doorway.

There was a moment’s silence.

‘She’s a little thief, you know,’ Line said, nodding towards her daughter.

Wisting put down the jug and looked his granddaughter in the eye. ‘What’s this Mum’s telling me?’ he asked in a stern voice.

Amalie usually chattered nineteen to the dozen, but now she kept quiet and looked away.

‘She was sitting in the pushchair while we were in the shop,’ Line told him. ‘When we came out, she had helped herself to a packet of sweets.’

‘What did you do?’

‘We had to go back in again and hand it back. They were on display right beside the checkout.’

‘Silly shop,’ Wisting said, rubbing his nose on Amalie’s cheek to make her laugh.

‘Don’t say that,’ Line said, reaching out for her daughter. ‘She won’t understand that she’s done something wrong.’

Wisting grew serious and again made eye contact with his granddaughter. ‘Grandpa won’t be happy if you do that sort of thing,’ he said, handing her over. ‘But it’s not so easy for a two-year-old to understand the business of paying,’ he added to Line.

‘She knows the difference between right and wrong,’ Line said.

Wisting smiled, glad to see that Line was such a good mother.

‘Puss,’ Amalie said.

‘Puss?’ Wisting asked.

‘We’ve got a cat in our garden,’ Line explained.

‘Ah, I see,’ Wisting replied with a smile.

‘If you’re busy, maybe we should come back later this evening,’ Line went on.

‘Good idea – I’ll see you later, then. Thanks for the iced tea.’

He waited in the doorway until they were back on the street before closing and locking the door.

When Wisting was back in the cellar he and Mortensen pulled on latex gloves before he removed the protective packaging and opened the first cardboard box. Mortensen plucked out a few notes from the top layer with the intention of examining them for fingerprints.

‘They don’t seem to have been used much,’ Wisting remarked as he fed the first wad of dollar notes into the counting machine and watched as they rattled through the apparatus.

Mortensen looked through the counted bundle. ‘They’re all from 2001 and 2003,’ he commented, stowing them in the empty box. ‘Notes usually circulate for ten years or so before they get too worn and have to be scrapped.’

Wisting put on his reading glasses and looked through the next bundle, also more or less unused notes. ‘These are all from 2003,’ he said.

‘Well, that gives us an indication of how far back in time we have to go to unearth any answers,’ Mortensen said.

Wisting was thumbing through another wad of banknotes. ‘From 2001 and 2003,’ he said. ‘There doesn’t appear to be any system in the serial numbers either. They’re not in numerical order and don’t come from a single consignment.’

Wisting fed the counting machine with another bundle of notes as Mortensen sat down with his phone to research American hundred-dollar notes.

‘Their system is a bit different from ours,’ he said. ‘Two thousand and three is the year the note was designed. The 2003 series was printed through to 2006, when they changed the design,’ he said.

‘So even though it says 2003 on the banknote, it could well be from 2006?’ Wisting asked.

‘Not exactly,’ Mortensen replied. ‘In May 2005, a new boss was appointed in the US Finance Department. They began to print notes with her signature on them, and continued with a 2003A series until the hundred-dollar bill was redesigned in 2006.’

‘Do we have any 2003A banknotes?’ Wisting queried.

Mortensen shuffled a wad of notes through his fingers like a pack of cards. ‘Not yet,’ he answered.

The manual checks meant the counting took longer than Wisting had anticipated, and three quarters of an hour had elapsed by the time they reached the bottom of the first box. The printout told them it had contained $2,480,000, divided into one-hundred-dollar and fifty-dollar notes.

‘The exchange rate is just over eight,’ Mortensen said, checking again on his phone. ‘Eight point one seven to be precise,’ he added, doing a mental calculation to convert it to Norwegian currency: ‘Sixteen point seven million kroner.’

Wisting taped up the first box. ‘No A-notes,’ he summarized. ‘This means we will have to go back as far as May 2005, then.’

Mortensen agreed. ‘Let’s find a box of euros,’ he said, removing the protective cover from one of the other boxes.

This one had not been opened previously and Wisting had to fetch a knife to slit open the tape. ‘These are pounds,’ he said. ‘British fifty-pound notes.’

‘Is there a year on them?’ Mortensen asked, grabbing a wad to examine them for himself.

‘Nineteen ninety-four,’ Wisting read out.

He delved further into the box to check another bundle and discovered something protruding between two layers of banknotes. A black cable.

He used two fingers to fish it out. It was a severed length of cable with smaller red and blue wires protruding from the broken end and a tiny metal plug at the other.

‘A mini-jack,’ Mortensen commented. ‘For transferring sound files.’

He produced an evidence bag while Wisting examined the small electrical component before dropping it inside.

‘Very widely used,’ Mortensen went on as he marked the bag. ‘On almost all headphones, radio transmitters and walkie-talkies …’

Wisting nodded. It was too early to draw any conclusions or read anything into the case, but experience had taught him that it must have something to do with a secret operation where everything had happened quickly but something had gone wrong.

He picked up another wad of notes and checked through them. ‘Nineteen ninety-four here, too,’ he said. ‘On all of them, as far as I can see.’

He changed the currency setting on the counting machine and fed in the first bundle. Mortensen read up on British pounds on the Bank of England website.

‘Looks, again, like the date follows the design,’ he said. ‘A new fifty-pound note was introduced in 2011. All the notes printed between 1994 and 2011 are marked 1994.’

After another three quarters of an hour, they had counted £186,000. ‘Just over 1.9 million Norwegian kroner,’ Mortensen calculated.

The paper dust in the air had given Wisting a dry throat. He had put the jug Line had brought on a shelf by the front door and the ice cubes had melted. Heading for the kitchen, he collected two glasses and poured the iced tea.

‘We need something to eat,’ he said. ‘I’ll phone for a pizza.’

They embarked on the next box while they waited for the food to arrive. This one contained euro banknotes of various denominations.

‘When was the euro actually introduced?’ Wisting asked, changing the currency setting on the machine once again.

Mortensen checked on his mobile. ‘The notes first went into circulation in January 2002,’ he answered.

‘That narrows things down a little,’ Wisting said. ‘So far the money comes from a period of time between January 2002 and May 2005.’

‘But that doesn’t tell us anything about when they came into Clausen’s possession,’ Mortensen objected. ‘The earliest it could have been was in 2003, when the dollar notes were printed.’

They went on working in silence. After half an hour they heard a vehicle stop outside. ‘Grub,’ Wisting said.

At that moment the counting machine gave a signal he had not heard before and stopped in the middle of a bundle.

‘What’s up?’ Mortensen asked.

Wisting investigated. ‘A scrap of paper,’ he said, removing the offending article from the machine. ‘It must have been between the banknotes.’

The piece of paper was the size of a matchbox and had two straight and two torn sides, as if it had been ripped from the corner of a larger sheet of paper. On one side, something was written in blue ballpoint pen.

The doorbell rang. Wisting handed the note to Mortensen, pulled off his rubber gloves and went upstairs to fetch the pizza.

‘Looks like a phone number,’ Mortensen told him on his return.

‘Norwegian?’ Wisting asked.

‘Eight digits, without a country code,’ Mortensen answered, and immediately looked it up. ‘Registered to Gine Jonasen in Oslo.’

‘Let’s eat outside,’ Wisting suggested.

Mortensen put the scrap of paper into a plastic bag and sealed it. They then activated
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A fly landed on the rim of his water glass. Swatting it away, Wisting sat down in the shade of the parasol. After drinking half the water, he checked the total number of steps on his phone app – almost four thousand, and it was not yet noon. Most of them had registered as he walked back and forth across the grass with the lawnmower. His aim was to walk ten thousand steps every day during his holidays, but the daily average was down below eight.

Some years before Ingrid died, they had each received a step counter for Christmas from Thomas – a small digital device that had to be attached to a belt or waistband just above the hip, recording movements in the pelvic area as steps. For the first few days he and Ingrid had competed to see who walked most. Eventually, however, the step counters were left lying in a drawer. But he always had his phone with him.

Squinting at the screen, he opened his browser. The latest news was of Agnete Roll, who had disappeared the same day Wisting had gone on holiday, though she had not been reported missing until two days later. The first articles to appear had described the search for her, but with each subsequent update the story had looked less and less like an ordinary disappearance. It had begun to resemble something different, something Wisting had witnessed before.

Now the leader of the search party no longer explained which areas had been fine-combed. The case had stepped up a gear and Nils Hammer was acting as spokesperson. Three separate references in the article by the local journalist described Nils Hammer as being acting head of the Criminal Investigation Department.

The press coverage actually contained nothing new. Agnete Roll, thirty-two years old, had been in town with her husband when an argument sparked and she had left for home before him. Half an hour later, he told his friends he was heading home too. According to the online newspaper, the missing woman had last been seen when she left the pub in Stavern town centre just before midnight. That had been four days ago.

Each time Wisting picked up his tablet, he expected one of two things to have happened: that Agnete Roll’s body had been found, or that her husband had been arrested and charged.

He put down his iPad and took another gulp from the glass. Stretching out his legs, he leaned his head back and watched as a seagull wheeled above him.

He still thought there was something special about a physical newspaper, but nowadays it was too long to wait until the next day for a news update. Especially if something was unfolding. He liked having access to the latest news, whenever and wherever he wanted. Besides, it was reassuring to know that he had mastered the latest technology and new methods of acquiring knowledge and information.

He was unaccustomed to following a potential murder case from the sidelines without playing an active part in the ongoing investigation. From the facts he had gleaned from the media, a great deal jarred. Agnete Roll’s husband was not named, but Wisting had found him on social media. Erik Roll, who was one year older and worked in a local IT company, had waited nearly forty-eight hours to report her missing. A pattern was taking shape.

Missing person cases were always difficult, but he had already worked out how he would organize the investigation. The approach had to be both wide-ranging and in-depth. Wide-ranging in order to cover everything, and in-depth in order to focus on whatever stood out and might point the investigation in a particular direction.

He knew that Hammer and the others would be knuckling down and that Erik Roll would be a person of interest about whom they would make intensive inquiries.

The iPad on the table allowed him to log into the police computer system and read the case documents, but he had consciously refrained from doing that. Being on the outside was something he would soon have to get used to, as before too long his age would oblige him to leave the police station for good.

All the same he felt curiosity tugging at him. The key to missing person cases was almost always to be found in words and incidents from the days before someone went missing.

A sudden noise made him open his eyes wide. The lid of the mailbox slammed shut out in the street on the other side of the house.

He remained seated until he heard the postman drive on. Only then did he get to his feet, walk through the house and exit on the opposite side. A smoky-grey cat, lying in the shade beside the garage, leapt up and darted out into the street, disappearing into a neighbour’s garden.

Wisting cast a glance down towards his daughter’s house. He had promised to take in her post, and she had now been away from home for five days.

Approaching his mailbox, he removed the contents: a collection of advertising leaflets but also one letter, a white envelope with his name and address written in neat capital letters. He turned it over, but no sender’s details were marked on it.

Line’s box contained nothing but the same junk mail. He dropped it all straight into the recycling bin and made his way home, curious about the letter he had received.

Only rarely did he receive letters these days, at least of this kind. He hardly ever received bills either, as most of them were paid by direct debit. The black handwriting on the envelope was unusual and almost looked professionally printed. The ‘W’s in William and Wisting were virtually identical and made him think that this must be some kind of personally addressed advertising material, while the ‘i’s were slightly different and gave the impression that it really was handwritten.

Taking a sharp knife from the kitchen drawer, he sliced the envelope open and removed the contents: a plain sheet of paper that had been folded twice. It looked as if it had been crumpled up and then smoothed out again. In the middle of the sheet there was only a series of numbers: 12-1569/99.

These numbers were written in a similar style to the address on the envelope. Precise and painstaking, stiff and straight.

He hovered in the kitchen with the paper in his hand, aware of what he was looking at, but baffled nonetheless.

It was a case number, labelled in the way cases had been organized when he began in the police. These days, new criminal cases were allocated eight-digit reference numbers, but in the past the case number was designated in such a fashion that it was possible to decipher it. The last segment, after the slash, was the year, 1999. The two initial numbers indicated which police district the case belonged to, with 12 signifying the former police station in Porsgrunn. 1569 was the actual case number, a sequential number given to new cases in chronological order.

It made no sense.

He laid the paper down on the kitchen table and stood gazing at it.

Police district 12 also encompassed the local station in Bamble, a neighbouring district, but Wisting had never worked there. In size it was similar to his home district, with around 50,000 inhabitants. They had approximately the same number of criminal cases per year, around 3,000. Case 1569 should therefore be a case from the summer of 1999.

This was so long ago that the case had probably been deleted from the electronic records. He would not be able to find it in any computer system, but the files should still be held in an archive somewhere.

He tried to cast his mind back, wondering if there had been any special events in the summer of 1999, but could not think of anything. Line and Thomas had turned sixteen in the June of that year and were about to start upper high school that autumn. He could not recall having gone on any summer holidays. Line had had a summer job at an ice cream kiosk in Stavern, or had that been the following year? He did remember that Thomas had been working at the marina.

He left the letter and headed out on to the terrace again, where he sat down with his iPad to look up the year 1999. By then major newspapers already had their own web pages but it was difficult to retrieve individual coverage. However, there were Internet pages listing the most significant milestones of each year. The notorious triple murder at Orderud Farm in Akershus took place on 23 May. In Russia, Boris Yeltsin’s government resigned and 15,000 lost their lives in a Turkish earthquake. There had been local council elections in Norway and Bill Clinton had paid a visit to Oslo.

Having conducted a search for Porsgrunn combined with the year number, he ended up with an incomprehensible list of results. Some of these were police matters, but there was nothing at all that made sense.

Case 1569 had not necessarily received media coverage, but the anonymous sender must have a particular reason for sending him that number. It must be a case to which he had some kind of connection.

Or not.

As a detective, he had received any number of anonymous letters, normally lengthy, full of conspiratorial thoughts and disconnected allegations. Some were directed at him personally and concerned cases on which he had worked, while others had simply found their way to him in his capacity as a criminal investigator.

Moving inside again, he studied the unusual formation of the individual letters. A black felt tip pen must have been used. The strokes were approximately one millimetre in breadth. There was a stamp on the envelope, which had been postmarked the previous day, but that failed to reveal where the letter had been posted.

It felt intrusive to receive such a letter in his mailbox at home. No threat seemed to be involved, but it was unpleasant all the same. Disquieting, as if it contained a warning of more to come.

Opening a kitchen drawer, he took out a roll of plastic freezer bags, tore off two and used a fork to prod the letter into one bag, the envelope into the other.

This entire business had begun to irritate him. It was not something he could ignore. He felt compelled to track down the case.

There was no longer a police station in Porsgrunn, but if he were lucky the case may have been included in the boxes moved to the new police headquarters in Skien. He might then be able to get an answer as early as today. In the worst-case scenario, if the case files had ended up in the national archives, it could take a few days.

He rang Bjørg Karin in the records office. A civilian employee, her work was nevertheless one of the most important elements in the force’s daily operations. She had been employed in the police longer than he had, was familiar with all its labyrinths and was his go-to person when he needed to decide where to turn within the system. In all likelihood, she would know who to phone to request a search in the archives of a neighbouring district.

Before he came to the point, he had to tell her how his holiday had gone so far, give a few observations on the weather and outline his plans for the rest of the summer. 

He omitted mention of the anonymous letter and simply said that his inquiry had to do with an old case in an adjacent district.

‘Can you requisition it for me?’

Bjørg Karin asked no questions. ‘I’ll phone Eli,’ she answered. ‘And then it’ll be here by the time you come back.’

Wisting assumed Eli worked in a similar post to Bjørg Karin.

‘I’d really like to have it sent over as soon as possible,’ he said.

‘I see,’ Bjørg Karin replied, though it did not sound as if she genuinely did. ‘We get the internal mail tomorrow around noon.’

‘That would be fine.’

They were about to round off the conversation.

‘One more thing,’ Wisting said, glancing again at the letter. ‘Can you ask Eli to check what kind of case it is and let me know?’

He understood from Bjørg Karin’s response that she found it strange for him to be asking to have such an unknown quantity sent over, but she made no comment and merely promised to comply with his request.

Wisting moved out on to the terrace again and sat down to read the online newspapers. Half an hour later, Bjørg Karin called back.

‘I’ve spoken to Eli,’ she said, holding back a little: ‘Could this have to do with a murder case?’

‘I expect so,’ Wisting replied. ‘I only have a case number.’

‘She’s sending it over,’ Bjørg Karin continued. ‘It’ll arrive here around lunchtime tomorrow.’

‘Excellent,’ Wisting said.

Getting to his feet, he walked to the railings and gazed across the town spread out below him.

‘Who was murdered?’ he asked

‘Tone Vaterland,’ Bjørg Karin told him.

The name meant nothing to him. He repeated it to himself but it held no associations.

‘Then I’ll see you tomorrow?’ Bjørg Karin asked. ‘You’ll drop into the office?’

‘See you then,’ Wisting confirmed.



        
            EXPLORE THE

            COLD CASE QUARTET

            
                [image: The Katharina Code, The Cabin, The Inner Darkness and A Question of Guilt]
            
        

    

PENGUIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com

[image: Penguin Random House UK]
First published in Norway as Det innerste rommet 2018
First published in Great Britain as The Cabin by Michael Joseph 2019
Published by agreement with Salomonsson Agency

Text copyright © Jørn Lier Horst, 2019
English language translation copyright © Anne Bruce, 2019

The moral right of the author has been asserted

Cover design by Alex Murray Studio
Cover images © Shutterstock

This translation has been published with the financial support of NORLA

[image: ]

ISBN: 978-1-405-94162-4

This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.


EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


EPUB/images/ad_img002.png
A cold case.

A new lead.

Fresh hope or a killer's twisted game?

KATHARINA
CODE

JORN LIER HORST

THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLER

WISTING
soon to be
amajor BBC
TV series

A DEAD POLITICIAN,
A STARTLING DISCOVERY,

A COLD CASE THAT'S
FINALLY COME TO LIGHT.

CABIN

JORN LIER HORST

THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLER

THE INSPIRATION FOR THE HIT BBC FOUR DRAMA

WISTING

T0

THE KILLER 4
WILLIAM WISTING ~ (r
MUST STEP INTO...

e INNER
DARKNESS

JORN LIER HORST

THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLER @

J INSPIRATION FOR THE HIT BBC FOUR DRAMA

WISTING

*Up there
with the best
of the Nordic
crime writers’

QU@ﬁﬂON
GUILT

A CHILLING LETTER.

A WRONG CONVICTION.

A LAST CHANGE TO FIND
THE REAL KILLER

JORN LIER HORST






EPUB/images/ad_img001.png
INSPIRATION FOR THE HIT BEC FOUR DRAMA

QUESTION

JORN LIER HORST






EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/penguin_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg
WISTING

[y

(11]
s
&®
mm
(]

0
K
=
[
7}
>
=

A DEAD POLITICIAN

A STARTLING DISCOVERY,

A COLD CASE THAT'S
FINALLY COME TO LIGHT.

CABIN

JORN

ER HORST

L

THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLER





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/logo_small.png





EPUB/images/logo.jpg
NORLA

NORWEGIAN ILITEFRATURE ABROAD





