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			As blue lights flashed in his mirror just before the motorway exit, William Wisting slowed down. Through the rain-spattered rear window, outlines were blurred in the darkness. The emergency vehicle, a fire engine, approached at speed and a sheet of water splashed the side of his car as it passed.

			Nils Hammer looked up from the passenger seat. He cleared his throat but said nothing.

			The fire engine turned off towards Larvik. Behind them another emergency vehicle hurtled into view. Wisting kept his speed down to let them pass. Yet another fire engine, followed by two ambulances. Wet autumn leaves swirled up from the asphalt in their wake.

			As Wisting switched off the car radio, he caught sight of the dashboard clock: 23.42.

			Hammer sat up to open the glove compartment and took out the handheld police radio. They got through mid-message, a Bravo patrol being instructed to drive south. ‘Roger that,’ the handset rasped.

			They both remained seated in silence, expecting new messages to give some clue about what had happened. ‘A traffic accident,’ Hammer suggested. ‘A serious one, I’d guess.’

			Wisting fixed his eyes on the black, sodden road surface. Visibility was poor. The windscreen wipers streaked across the glass, but rain still obscured the blue lights ahead of them and they soon disappeared. His pulse rate always raced at even a glimpse of blue lights.

			‘Nothing for us,’ Hammer added. ‘We’d better stick to bicycle thefts.’

			That was the most serious incident to occur while they had been at a seminar. Two Romanians had been stopped with a lorryload of stolen bikes.

			Hammer still sat, radio in hand. Neither man spoke a word. They both knew that if the Bravo patrol had been directed south, it was likely that something serious had taken place, something that would also require investigative input.

			Yet another emergency vehicle caught up with them. Now Wisting slowed right down and drew close to the crash barrier while an oncoming taxi moved aside. As the fire service control unit barrelled past, the side draught rocked the car.

			‘9-8, 9-8, 9-8. This is 1-1.’

			Wisting shot a glance at Hammer and set off in pursuit of the fire tender. 9-8 was a seldom used, urgent response call to all units.

			‘Reports from Møllebakken state that at least four houses have been swept away by the landslide. Request the first unit on-site to notify us immediately. Available resources check in on channel two. Over and out from 1-1.’

			Swearing under his breath, Hammer changed radio channel.

			‘1-1. This is unmarked Fox patrol on channel two,’ he called in, and gave their names. ‘We’re three minutes away, just behind the fire service control unit.’

			Wisting activated the blue lights on the radiator grille. Suddenly rain bombarded them with coloured needles.

			Møllebakken was situated in a residential area approximately midway between Larvik and Stavern. The houses were located on a slight slope down to the fjord. He found it difficult to imagine an extensive landslide striking there.

			The operator allocated them the call sign Fox 4-1.

			‘The lead officer at the accident site is on channel five.’

			‘Channel five, roger, over and out,’ Hammer acknowledged.

			He switched channel. Messages were already ricocheting in all directions from the emergency services. These were instructions about a secure meeting place, descriptions of the extent of the landslide, discussions on safety perimeters and the erection of floodlights.

			‘Hermod lives in Møllebakken,’ Hammer piped up. ‘Right down by the water.’

			‘Sissel’s father?’ Wisting asked.

			He heard Hammer lick his lips, as if he felt the need to moisten his mouth before answering. ‘We were there for dinner on Sunday,’ he said, nodding. ‘On 7 October. It would have been her mother’s seventieth birthday.’

			Wisting concentrated on driving but found his mind straying to whether he knew anyone who lived there. The only person he could think of was an art dealer whose name he could not recall.

			‘Do we have any gear with us?’ he asked.

			Hammer twisted round in his seat, peering into the back of the estate car before confirming that they had.

			Most service vehicles were provided with a box of equipment in the boot, mainly in case of assistance being required at road accidents. It contained first-aid items, warning lights, flashlights, a casting line, a few tools, a fire extinguisher and some woollen blankets.

			Hammer responded on hearing the officer in charge at the accident site use their call sign.

			‘Estimated time of arrival?’ he asked.

			Wisting glanced again at the clock on the dash: 23.47.

			‘Less than two minutes,’ Hammer replied.

			‘Roger. Your assignment is to set up an ambulance control point on the eastern flank and establish a reception area for the dead and injured.’

			As Hammer accepted these instructions, Wisting reflected on the turn of phrase. ‘Ambulance control point’ and ‘reception area’ were operative expressions he had once learned but had never needed to put into practice.

			He turned off from the main road. The electricity was out and the surrounding houses lay in darkness. Wisting followed suit when the fire service command vehicle ahead of them braked. A few hundred metres in front, blue lights lit up the black night sky.

			The fire engine continued straight on. Wisting turned left, down towards the sea, and switched his headlights to full beam as the slanting rain sprayed up from the asphalt. They passed a man carrying a torch, running in the same direction as their car. An elderly woman stood in a doorway with a blanket draped over her shoulders, her eyes following them.

			An ambulance had parked across the road ahead. A group of people had gathered on one side, three men and two women, as well as the paramedics.

			Wisting drove on to the hard shoulder, grabbing his jacket from the back seat as he stepped out. Above the roar of rain and wind, he could hear scattered shouts.

			Some of the spectators moved aside to let them through. Wisting zipped his jacket as he walked through the huddle. Only a few metres further on, the asphalt had completely ruptured and there was a wide gap of around sixty metres.

			Wisting took a couple of steps towards the precipitous edge of the crater. Hammer, hard on his heels with two flashlights, handed him one. The landslide appeared to have followed a natural cleft in the rocky hillside, dragging with it everything located between the two flanks. Where they stood was solid ground and he dared to venture a little further forward, out on to a small ridge to the right of the road. The flashlight beams failed to reach all the way down, but he could see earth, stones, clay and what remained of buildings. Smashed roofs and walls. Buried cars. Spilling down through it all, the trajectory of a fast-flowing stream.

			Fifty metres above, to their right, light flooded down from the mast on a fire engine roof. In the spotlight, the extent of the catastrophe became clearer. There must have been more than four houses involved, perhaps as many as ten. Affecting about forty people, then, if all the houses had been occupied.

			Hammer clung to a tree as he stooped forward towards the edge. ‘Hermod’s house is still standing,’ he yelled with obvious but restrained relief.

			Wisting looked in the direction his colleague was pointing and realized he meant a house on the opposite side of the affected area, almost down on the shoreline. The fire engine’s floodlight did not reach that far, but they could see that some of the debris from the landslide had stopped at the wall of the house.

			Hammer drew back from the edge. The strident wail of sirens from several emergency vehicles rose and fell as they approached. Wisting noticed a faint movement down in the crater, just to their right, and aimed his flashlight. A dog was scrambling on to the undercarriage of an overturned car, its wheels in the air. No other signs of life were to be seen.
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			One of the houses nearest the landslide was a two-storey detached building with a double garage and extensive courtyard. Wisting bowed his head against the foul weather and rushed back to the huddle of neighbours gathered beside the ambulance.

			‘Who lives there?’ he asked, pointing at the house.

			A man, soaked to the skin, identified himself.

			‘We need a reception point,’ Wisting said. ‘Could you open your garage and clear space inside?’

			The man seemed pleased to be given something to do. He answered with a brief nod of the head before darting off.

			Hammer gave location details over the radio, reporting that they were in the process of setting things up.

			The garage door opened manually from inside. The householder drove out in a Tesla and was helped by neighbours to push out the jet ski on a trailer that occupied the other space.

			Wisting and Hammer dashed under cover. Two more ambulances drove up. They turned in the street and parked, ready for duty. The surrounding area shimmered with the blue lights in the torrential rain.

			Messages proliferated on the radio transmitter. It sounded as if two survivors were being airlifted out slightly further up in the disaster area, while messages were relayed about fresh, minor landslips. One message was repeated regarding a safety zone of a hundred metres for the land not situated on bedrock, and responses ticked in about the locations that had been successfully evacuated.

			Wisting took up position in the garage doorway and noticed something going on in the neighbouring garden – two men supporting a woman. Barefoot, she was wearing only a T-shirt and briefs and was covered from head to toe in mud and muck. A large, bleeding gash was visible on her right thigh and she was shrieking hysterically, struggling to free herself. The paramedics rushed forward. Wisting stepped out into the rain again. The woman was screaming a name, Helene, repeating it over and over before she collapsed on the ground.

			‘This is Ellen Trane,’ said one of the men who had brought her.

			A neighbour, Wisting understood. He seemed confused. He began to say something more but had to start over again as he gasped for breath. ‘She managed to haul herself up,’ he finally said, ‘but her daughter’s still down there. Helene.’

			‘Where?’ Wisting asked.

			The man pointed.

			‘You’ll have to show me exactly,’ Wisting told him. ‘Wait a minute.’ He headed to the police car and returned with the casting rope.

			‘Call it in,’ he instructed Hammer.

			Two men accompanied him to the crater. They forced their way through a thuja hedge and emerged into a garden. A children’s playhouse teetered on the very edge of the landslip, partly overhanging the drop.

			They moved on, crossing the next property, treading carefully as far as the edge. Only one of the men carried a pocket torch and he directed the beam downwards.

			‘Helene!’ he shouted.

			Leaning forward, Wisting used his own flashlight but could see nothing but a muddy mass of earth, clay, bushes, trees and debris.

			‘A bit further up,’ the man said.

			They continued to follow the landslide perimeter, the floodlight mast on the fire engine casting only long shadows. They searched with their torches and watched the beams criss-cross in the darkness.

			‘There!’ the man called out.

			His torch beam flickered around what must have been a garage door, fifteen metres below. Clods of earth loosened from the edge as Wisting inched forward. He spotted the head of a fair-haired child who was sitting in a puddle, clutching what was left of a grey cellar wall.

			‘Helene!’ the man shouted.

			Her answer did not reach up to them. The girl tried to turn to face them, but she was unable to twist all the way round.

			The man cupped his hands on his mouth and shouted, louder, ‘We’re coming!’ before turning back to Wisting.

			Both men expected Wisting to take action. ‘The water’s rising around her,’ one of them said.

			Wisting looked down. Rainwater was pouring in from all sides and collecting in the hollow where the girl was trapped. The rescue crew with the necessary equipment would not arrive in time.

			‘OK,’ he said, though he did not really know where to begin.

			A wire-mesh fence hung over the edge, dangling above the crater. The closest fence post was located a metre away on the lawn. Wisting checked it out, rocking the post back and forth. It was fixed into a block of cement and held firm.

			Handing his flashlight to one of the men, he wrapped the rope diagonally across his chest. Some of the edge gave way when he ventured on to it. He sat down quickly and grabbed hold of the squares on the wire-mesh fence. The crater wall sloped steeply downwards, with torn electricity cables and severed sewage pipes protruding from the waterlogged earth.

			Behind him, his two companions called out encouragement to the girl down below as Wisting launched himself out, planting his feet on the earth wall while clinging to the fence to distribute his weight.

			He was wearing a pair of lace-up shoes made of synthetic leather, a birthday present from Line two or three years earlier. The soles were worn and slippery and he could see that one of the laces was untied.

			He climbed on, struggling to use the fence and gain a foothold. The toes of his shoes were too broad to insert into the netting holes, but at each of the fence posts he was able to stop for a breather.

			A pain shot through his right hand. He had gripped a steel peg projecting from a joint in the fence. Blood trickled from his hand, but he clenched his fist a couple of times and moved on.

			The fence did not reach all the way down, however. He had to let go to cover the final two metres. He slid down the earth wall and set both feet firmly into the soft mud. He had only one shoe on when he pulled his feet out.

			The two men above him used their torches to provide him with light. The girl was ten metres away. Wisting lumbered forward, skirting around something that looked like a garden table as well as a large mattress.

			All of a sudden, from the other side of the crater, loud yells echoed. Wisting stopped in his tracks. He looked up and heard a resounding crack. A house perched on the edge was now tipping over. It was left hanging for a moment or two before the ground disappeared from under it.

			The earth shook around him as the house slid out, crushing everything below. The walls parted and tore asunder, sheet by sheet. The roof flattened out, gliding down towards the sea before settling on the shore.

			The men above him shouted reassurance to the girl, who still lay wedged beside the wall. ‘It’s OK! He’s right behind you!’

			Wisting toiled onwards and eventually reached the girl. The water was now up to her shoulders.

			He trudged around her, raising her head and rousing her. Small and slight, she might have been about seven or eight years old. Her skin was cold and her lips were pale blue.

			‘I’m here now,’ he said, addressing her by name. ‘I’ll set you free.’

			He fumbled beneath the water and took hold of something lying on top of her. He managed to yank it off and throw it aside. A bicycle.

			She was still trapped, however, her lower body buried in mud.

			‘Your mum’s doing fine,’ he went on. ‘She’s reached safety.’

			He circled her again, this time taking hold under her arms and attempting to pull her out. She yelled in pain but remained equally stuck.

			Wisting moved around again, feeling his way along her legs, scrabbling down into the mass of mud. His hands encountered planks of wood, stones and twisted metal. He cleared it all away and arrived at something that felt like a metal pipe clamped against her left leg.

			The men on the edge shouted out, anxious to know what was going on. Wisting did not answer. He used all his strength to lift the girl. As he raised her, he had to wrench the metal pipe aside to free the girl’s foot.

			The exertion drained all his energy. He was unsure whether he had succeeded.

			‘We’ll try again,’ he said, as much to himself as to the girl lying there.

			He gripped her again, under her armpits. This time it was surprisingly easy to drag her free, even though the girl gave a heartrending cry of pain.

			Wisting dragged her out of the water and halfway on to the mattress beside them. She was barefoot and had an open wound in her right ankle, with part of the bone projecting from the cut.

			Wisting gazed across at the wire-mesh fence. ‘Now we have to get you up and out of here,’ he said, despite having no idea how to go about it.

			Several more people had arrived at the crater’s edge. One was lowering a metal ladder, and Wisting grabbed hold. It reached only halfway up but would be of some help.

			He carried the young girl across and tugged the rescue rope over his head as he shouted to the others, explaining how he planned to tackle it: he would throw the rope up to them and fasten the other end below her arms. Then the helpers above would have to haul her up along the ladder.

			He made an attempt at casting the line but realized that would not work. He would have to climb up with it. He heard shouts as a garden hose was thrown down. That would do the trick.

			He wrapped the rubber hose around the girl, twice around her upper body, before tying a knot and pulling it tight.

			The little girl whimpered, fighting for breath, but Wisting paid no heed. He dragged her with him to the ladder and braced her back against it. Then he signalled that the others could begin to heave.

			Wisting positioned himself underneath to steady the ladder. The first stage went smoothly. The girl slid along the rungs. Once she reached the spot where the ladder could not reach, progress slowed. Wisting feared the rubber hose would tear, but in the end they managed to flip her over the edge to safety.

			Adrenaline had sustained him. Only now did Wisting feel how cold he was and that his right hand was throbbing with pain. He stood gathering his strength before gripping the ladder. He heard shouts from above and, glancing up, saw that the nearest bystanders were pointing further into the crater. Wheeling around, he scanned the site. The dog he had spotted earlier limped towards him.

			Wisting brought the ladder down again. The dog came right up to him and nuzzled his leg. Wisting crouched down and scratched behind the mutt’s ear, offering him some words of comfort.

			The dog was medium-sized and of indeterminate breed. He lifted him up and felt his weight. Maybe ten kilos. Not too heavy to carry with him, but tricky to manipulate up the steep wall of mud. He would need to put it inside something.

			He set the dog down and staggered across to the mattress that still lay half buried in earth and clay. A sheet was draped across it. As he disentangled it, he saw that the dog had followed him. He carried it by the shoulders back to the mud wall, where he moved it on to the sheet. The dog thrashed about as Wisting folded it over him and tied it up like a sack.

			The bystanders now understood his intentions and sent down the garden hose again. Wisting secured it tightly and gave a sign when he was ready so that they could hoist up the bundle. Once the dog had been saved, he began to scale the ladder himself. It wobbled as he neared the top, but he continued and clambered on, crossing to the wire-mesh fence. Although his legs were shaking, he managed to grope forward to catch hold of it. His arms were aching, but he hauled himself up, holding so tightly that his fingers blanched. When he neared the summit, two pairs of arms grabbed him and heaved him over the edge.

			Wisting collapsed on the ground, rolling on to his back, and lay there, relishing the rain on his face.
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			By three o’clock in the morning, they had gained some perspective and control. Evacuation of the houses in closest proximity had been completed and the scale of the landslide was not as rapacious as Wisting had initially feared. No fatalities were reported and no casualties still awaited transport.

			He had changed into clothes from his travel bag and also been loaned boots and a thick jumper by the owner of the house where they had set up the reception centre.

			Equipment was unloaded. Small petrol-driven generators provided electricity and light. At a camping table, Wisting stood perusing a map of the residential area. A total of eleven dwellings had been demolished in the landslip, each circled in red pen.

			The first report had reached the emergency call centre at 23.36. Most of the residents were in bed when the landslide struck, but they had managed to escape, some in nothing but their nightclothes.

			The landslip had first formed a deep fissure through the hillside. The nearest buildings had toppled and were left horizontal before the earth was gouged out and they slithered down. This had given the occupants time to leave their homes.

			Lists of names and addresses from the population register showed that thirty-two people had been affected, and they had also traced two visitors. Eighteen of these were recorded as having minor injuries and six were in a serious condition, though their injuries were not life threatening. Seven were reported to be unscathed, and one married couple had called in to say they had not been at home. This meant they had one person still unaccounted for, and in addition there was the uncertain factor of whether there had been pedestrians in the vicinity.

			The missing person was a twenty-eight-year-old man who lived on his own in a basement apartment. August Tandberg. The radio reported that his parents had arrived and were at the operations centre just beyond the northern perimeter.

			Wisting ran through the lists with Hammer one more time to be certain of the numbers before an update was relayed to the media.

			The police radio sat at one corner of the camping table. Activity continued at a frenetic pace. One of the rescue helicopters announced a result from the thermal imaging camera for the third time. Previously they had found a cage of rabbits and a wood-burning stove still emitting heat.

			Wisting moved out from the garage doorway. The helicopter was hovering above the lower part of the landslip area, lighting up a house that lay on its side with three walls still intact as well as parts of the roof. Another helicopter shone a diagonal light down to the same spot. Two rescue workers were lowered down.

			Hammer fetched binoculars. He watched closely for a while before handing them to Wisting. The rescue workers were searching behind piled-up layers of rubble. A number of messages were broadcast on the radio. The background noise of rotor blades made it difficult to decipher what was said. The messages were continually repeated and confirmed that they had found an unconscious victim, a woman.

			Wisting returned to the camping table and checked the lists. He saw seventeen females noted there, but all had been crossed off.

			The two helicopters changed places and a bundle of equipment was dropped. A short time later, the jarring noise of a power saw filled the air. Then everything went quiet and a radio request was made for a basket stretcher.

			The first helicopter returned and lowered the basket. It hung in the air for a couple of minutes before the injured woman was raised with one of the rescue crew and flown out.

			The doctor on-site made preparations as the helicopter approached in the air above them and lowered the line. Paramedics took hold of the stretcher. Wisting waited until the helicopter had flown off before he strode forward. The woman was around thirty and had dark hair. She had an open cranial fracture. Hammer allocated her the serial number F-14. The fourteenth woman to be removed from the landslide. Wisting managed to take a photo of her before she was hooked up to a respirator. Her heart rate and blood pressure were low and her body temperature was measured at thirty-three degrees Celsius.

			A heating pad slid aside as she was transferred to another stretcher to be transported by ambulance. She was completely naked and her bedraggled body was covered in cuts.

			The ambulance drove off and Wisting added her to the list as unknown, with a brief description. Being unclothed indicated that she had been indoors when the landslide hit, but this did not tally with the lists in his possession. All the female residents had been accounted for.

			The helicopter had turned back to a spot slightly above where the woman had been found. Another two rescue workers were set down. Wisting fixed the binoculars to his eyes. He could see them clearing an area littered with a jumble of broken planks.

			‘They’re talking about another find,’ said Hammer, who was listening to the radio reports.

			It took some time before they received confirmation that the report referred to a man discovered in the depths of the rubble created by the landslip. Unconscious, but alive.

			While they waited it stopped raining, but the sky and surroundings were no brighter as a result. After half an hour or so, it was reported that they had succeeded in freeing him and required another basket stretcher.

			A team stood by to receive the casualty. Wisting and Hammer moved forward as soon as the helicopter line was detached. Hammer held out his mobile with the photos they had been sent of August Tandberg. Although the man on the stretcher was smeared with blood and muck, they could see that this was the right person.

			He was barefoot and had no clothing on his upper torso, wearing only a pair of trousers. They were buttoned at the waist but the zip was undone and the belt unfastened, as if he had been throwing on some clothes when the disaster struck.

			Hammer listed him as M-12. The doctor seemed concerned about a large swelling in his abdomen, but apart from that he had no major visible injuries. Before he was taken away, Wisting snapped a photograph to be sent to whoever had contact with his family.

			The discovery of the last missing person did not lead to any immediate reduction in the rescue efforts. The helicopters continued to circle for some time above the landslip crater even though all the missing victims had been found, but they eventually abandoned the search as their fuel supplies began to run out.

			At four thirty Wisting gave instructions to wind down the reception point and meet up at the operations centre.

			The accident site headquarters was housed in a marquee on a football pitch provided by Civil Defence. The press crew had gathered in the same area. No one paid any attention to Wisting and Hammer when they entered.

			Within the walls of the tent, the temperature was welcomingly warm. The police chief stood in a group side by side with the heads of the various rescue services. Until the last missing person had been found, she had been directing personnel from within police headquarters. The local mayor was also present. Soon they would face the press, and the chief of police required a status report. The officer in charge ran through the main points in the sequence of events and a list of the operatives who had participated in the rescue efforts. Wisting provided a verbal update and explained that all residents and visitors were accounted for. The coordinator from the health service gave an account of the varying degrees of injury. No one had been admitted with life-threatening injuries.

			‘Any news of the fourteenth woman?’ Wisting asked.

			The paramedic shook his head.

			‘She’s being kept unconscious due to her head injury,’ he said. ‘Her identity’s still unknown.’

			The police chief shot a glance at the accident coordinator.

			‘We’ve no reports of any missing persons,’ he said.

			A discussion followed about how to handle this at the press conference. Wisting drew back. His work was over for now.
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			Wisting managed a couple of hours’ sleep before he had to report for duty. The washing machine had just completed its cycle with his grimy clothes when he entered the bathroom. He hung them up and phoned the station to say he would be at his desk in an hour’s time. He had showered before bed and now made do with splashing his face with cold water. The stubble on his cheeks chafed as he dried his face.

			As the water had loosened the plaster on his right hand, he tore it off, cleaned the wound and applied a new one.

			It was now almost 8 a.m. He switched on the TV in the living room to watch the morning news for the latest updates.

			He heard a noise at the front door. Line called out a greeting and came inside with Amalie. On the screen, live footage from the landslip area was being broadcast. The grey morning light showed how extensive the damage was. Wisting looked down at his granddaughter, who had her schoolbag on her back.

			‘We’ve talked about it,’ Line assured him. ‘We just watched the news together.’

			Wisting smiled. ‘Our houses are solid,’ he said. ‘They’re built on rock. Your school too. And the police station.’

			The police chief appeared onscreen. These images were a couple of hours old. She used Wisting’s formulation to state that all residents and visitors had been accounted for. The unidentified woman was not mentioned.

			‘See if you can find something nice in Grandpa’s drawer,’ Line said, sending her daughter into the kitchen.

			They heard the bottom drawer being pulled out.

			‘Thea lives out there,’ Line told him. ‘From high school.’ This was one of her best friends from high-school graduation.

			‘Not in that precise location,’ Wisting told her with a nod at the overhead footage on the TV screen. ‘She’s not on the lists.’

			His daughter gave him a meaningful look. ‘Have you been at work, then?’ she asked.

			‘It happened while Hammer and I were on our way home last night,’ he replied. ‘We were sent out there.’

			‘My goodness,’ was all Line could say. ‘Has anyone else we know been affected?’

			Wisting shook his head. ‘Not that I know of, but of course Gunnar Helner lives there.’

			‘The art swindler,’ Line said with a smile. ‘That’s right.’

			She had written about him when she worked at the VG newspaper. A story about shambolic accounts, customers who had not received their dues, as well as sales of fake paintings and trade in artworks stolen from Jews during the Second World War.

			‘He was one of the residents who emerged unscathed,’ Wisting told her. ‘But his house is gone. There’s probably a lot of irreplaceable art down there in the rubble.’

			He saw that this had sparked her interest. It was an unusual story among all the others that would come to be told in the aftermath of the catastrophe. A few years earlier, Line had moved from news coverage to making documentary films. These were long-term projects in which much of her work could be done from her home office, but from time to time it also demanded a lot of travel.

			Amalie returned with a packet of biscuits. ‘Take two,’ Line said.

			Wisting crouched down, lifted her up and deposited her in the armchair. ‘Have you learned any more letters?’ he asked.

			‘I know them all,’ Amalie answered proudly.

			Wisting got her to read the name on the packet of biscuits. ‘O-R-E-O.’

			Clapping his hands, he took a biscuit for himself. ‘Soon you’ll be able to read me a whole book,’ he said.

			Amalie laughed.

			‘Can you take her on Saturday?’ Line asked him. ‘I’m going out.’

			‘Oh, yes?’

			Line gave a sigh of resignation. ‘Just with a few friends,’ she said.

			Wisting drilled a finger into Amalie’s side. ‘Of course she can come here,’ he said.

			‘And stay overnight?’

			‘All night long,’ Wisting reassured her.

			On the news, journalists were clamouring for answers on blame and responsibility. The mayor was besieged with questions about the cause of the landslip and replied that it was far too early to comment.

			‘It’s been raining for a week,’ Line commented. ‘That has to have something to do with it.’

			Wisting lifted Amalie down on to the floor.

			‘Will you be doing more work on it?’ Line asked, nodding towards the screen.

			‘Not out at the site, anyway,’ Wisting replied, as he accompanied Line and Amalie into the hallway. ‘But all these cases end up as admin work, and something unexpected always turns up.’
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			The site coordinator had moved into the large conference room on the second floor of the police station and had called a meeting for 9 a.m. Wisting entered his own office and cancelled a number of scheduled meetings before heading to the office at the end of the corridor where Maren Dokken was located. She was not yet thirty years old but was one of the investigators he valued most. Thorough and conscientious, she was a keen worker.

			‘Many appointments today?’ he asked her.

			‘Two,’ she replied.

			Wisting nodded thoughtfully. ‘I’d like you to assume responsibility for the investigation into the landslide,’ he said.

			Maren glanced at the bundle of case files on her desk.

			‘You’ll be released from everything else for the first few weeks,’ Wisting assured her.

			‘I’ve never taken on anything like it before,’ Maren said.

			‘You won’t be on your own, and most of the work will be done by specialists,’ Wisting said. ‘Geologists and folk from the Water and Energy Directorate. They’ll find the cause, and then it’s a matter of how far the disaster could have been avoided. What judgements were made during the planning process and the construction stage, that sort of thing. I need someone who’s good at gathering and organizing information. The rest will be up to the police prosecutor.’

			Wisting’s eyes strayed to the clock. ‘If you’re ready, we can go up to the meeting.’

			With a smile, Maren got to her feet and picked up her pen and notebook.

			It was still a few minutes to nine and the leaders of several agencies in the district stood chatting with the coordinators of the various rescue services. Some were drinking coffee and others talking on their phones.

			Ada Worren had taken charge of operations for the police. In her mid-thirties, she belonged to the new generation of colleagues more interested in furthering their own career plans than their actual job performance. She had seated herself at the head of the table along with a superintendent on the police chief’s staff, who was engrossed in something on a computer screen.

			Wisting stepped behind the nearest seat and stood with his hand on the back of the chair. ‘Maren Dokken will take part as an investigator,’ he said.

			The superintendent looked from Wisting to Maren and back again. ‘You’re not participating yourself?’ he asked.

			‘Not this time,’ Wisting answered.

			He took a step back and let Maren sit down before leaving to return to his department. Nils Hammer was on his way to his office. He looked exhausted, with heavy eyelids, and his jacket hung awkwardly on his slumped shoulders.

			‘How’s Sissel’s father doing?’ Wisting asked.

			‘His house is within the evacuation zone,’ Hammer replied. ‘He’s living with us in the meantime.’

			‘You didn’t need to come in,’ Wisting said. ‘Go home and look after them.’

			‘Who’s taking the case?’ Hammer asked.

			‘Maren,’ Wisting said.

			Hammer nodded. ‘That’s good,’ he said. ‘Any news on that last woman? Number fourteen?’

			Wisting shook his head.

			Hammer adjusted his jacket. ‘Are you sure you don’t need me?’ he asked.

			‘Not today,’ Wisting assured him.

			Hammer pointed through the doorway to his desk. ‘Then I’ll stay for just an hour or so.’

			‘See you tomorrow,’ Wisting said, setting off for his own office.

			The entire police station was affected by what had happened the previous night. Wisting’s task was to try to maintain business as usual. Now and again he checked the online newspapers. Personal stories and experiences from the landslip were now highlighted. Wisting recognized names and faces. Reading what they had gone through made a strong impression on him. In some cases, it had been sheer chance and a matter of seconds that had decided whether or not they escaped with their lives.

			Towards the end of the day, Maren appeared. ‘I’m going out to see it for myself,’ she said.

			Leaning back in his chair, Wisting turned to face the window. Following another downpour, there was now only a fine drizzle.

			‘Can I come with you?’ he asked.

			‘Of course,’ Maren replied.

			Grabbing his jacket, he followed her down to the garage in the basement.

			‘Has anyone been bold enough to express an opinion on what happened?’ he asked.

			‘The local authority had a crew on their way out when it struck,’ Maren told him. ‘The lower road was flooded at Stavernsveien. The culvert must have been blocked and so the water was obstructed. The golf course on the upper side had been transformed into a lake. Millions of litres of water were bearing down. Before the municipal engineers got there, the road gave way. It became a tidal wave that tore the earth away on its way down to the fjord.’

			‘A blocked drain, in other words,’ Wisting summarized.

			‘Minor things can have major consequences,’ Maren commented.

			The road leading to the crater was busy with traffic. Vehicles were parked at the verges on either side of the road, and they had to ease their way forward.

			First Maren was keen to see the perimeter of the landslide, where the road had collapsed. Wisting raised two fingers in greeting to the police officer seated in a car at the outermost barrier. At the inner barrier, Maren drove straight up, leaving the bonnet tucked beneath the police tape.

			A member of the Civil Defence force met them on the other side. ‘Don’t go too close,’ he warned them.

			They stood a few metres from the edge, where the asphalt was ripped asunder. On the other side, they saw a camera team. Between them, a stretch of almost sixty metres of road was missing.

			In the ravine, a fast-flowing stream of water cascaded down. Clods of earth were still breaking off from the edges, slithering down to the bottom, where they were swept away by the water.

			The landslide had followed the land formation, turning slightly to the right. They could make out the water about three hundred metres further down, but from where they stood they did not have a full overview of the damage.

			The first section had been deciduous forest, below which people had lived as if in an amphitheatre, around the cove and beach below. Less than a hundred metres above them, the traffic travelled to and from Stavern. All they could hear was the hum from the road. Last night it had been closed, but in the early hours of the morning it had been checked and declared safe.

			‘There was a smaller landslip out in Helgeroa in the eighties,’ Wisting said. ‘I was driving a patrol car in those days. It destroyed a barn and a few pigs were killed, but no one was injured. The sequence of events was something similar. An inadequate conduit became blocked and the water banked up. In the end the road gave way, like a dam bursting. Nothing on the other side could withstand it.’

			Maren nodded her head. ‘By the way, the last woman to be rescued was called Jorunn Sand,’ she said. ‘Her husband reported her missing this morning.’

			‘What was she doing here?’ Wisting asked.

			‘No idea,’ Maren answered. ‘Her husband thought she was at work.’

			‘Where would that be?’

			‘Home nursing care.’

			Wisting looked at her. The light rain shone like dewdrops on her hair.

			‘Does the community nursing service have clients in the area?’ he asked.

			‘No,’ Maren replied. ‘Anyway, she wasn’t at work. She had called in sick earlier in the day.’

			‘Is she awake?’

			‘I don’t think so.’

			They returned to the car. Maren reversed out, turned in the roadway and drove up to the crater from a different angle. Wisting directed her towards the spot where he and Hammer had set up a reception centre the night before. No one was guarding the inner barrier, so Wisting got out and raised the plastic tape so that Maren could drive under it.

			They parked in front of the double garage. The courtyard was strewn with litter left by the paramedics.

			Neither of them spoke a word. The car doors slammed. All they could hear was the cry of seagulls.

			Maren walked uphill, tugging her jacket shut. Wisting brought binoculars from the car and stood beside her.

			A flock of seagulls circled above the crater while others fought over food scraps and other titbits they had come across.

			Wisting told her about the rescue efforts. Maren borrowed the binoculars as he pointed out the spot where he had saved the girl and where the helicopter had found the last two survivors.

			A man was walking along the verge on the other side of the landslip.

			‘That’s a private individual,’ Maren said. ‘He’s very far inside the barriers.’

			Wisting reclaimed the binoculars and adjusted the focus. ‘It’s Gunnar Helner,’ he said.

			‘Do you know him?’

			‘He lived here,’ Wisting explained. ‘His house was located around that area.’ He pointed to a site further up the crater. ‘I once took part in a search there,’ he went on. ‘Found some paintings in his basement.’

			‘That he had stolen?’ Maren asked.

			‘He’d received stolen goods, yes,’ Wisting replied, handing back the binoculars. ‘Gunnar Helner has always been involved in buying and selling paintings and other artworks, but he’s never paid too much attention to where the pictures or objects come from. He had a large collection in his house. That’s probably what he’s looking for now.’

			The man on the other side noticed them at this point and moved back from the perimeter of the landslide. At the same time, the intensity of the rain increased.

			‘Shall we go?’ Wisting asked.

			Maren remained standing there, binoculars in hand, but did not say anything.

			‘What is it?’ Wisting asked.

			‘I don’t know,’ Maren answered, handing him the binoculars. ‘Look to the left of that red wall.’

			She pointed in the direction she indicated. Wisting understood and lifted the binoculars to his eyes. The distance, as the crow flies, was no more than a hundred metres. Everything zoomed into focus.

			‘What am I looking for?’ he asked.

			‘A training shoe,’ Maren replied. ‘Lying with the sole in the air. I think there’s a leg underneath it.’

			Wisting located the shoe. Beneath, what could be a trouser leg disappeared down into the mud. Dirty jeans.

			‘It must be something else,’ Wisting said. ‘Last night, they searched the area in minute detail with thermal imaging cameras.’

			Wiping the rain from his eyes, he stepped ten metres or so to the side in an attempt to take a look from a slightly different angle.

			‘It could be a display mannequin or something,’ Maren suggested.

			‘Or something,’ Wisting repeated. ‘I think we’d better find out.’

			Once back in the car, he rang the accident coordinator and managed to speak to Ada Worren.

			‘We’ve spotted something,’ he said after explaining where they were. ‘There might be a dead body in the lower part of the landslide area.’

			‘How could that be?’ Worren asked. ‘No one’s missing. All the residents are accounted for.’

			Wisting gave a more detailed description of what they had seen. ‘I think we should check it out,’ he said. ‘The easiest way would be to send in a drone to take a closer look.’

			There was silence at the other end.

			‘We should do it before it grows dark,’ Wisting added.

			‘I’ll send out a drone and a pilot,’ Worren said.

			The conversation ended with no parting pleasantries. Wisting cradled the phone in his lap. By now, the rain was hammering on the roof of the car and windscreen. When Maren started the engine, the wipers swept rhythmically across the glass.

			‘We’ll wait here,’ Wisting said.
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			The van with the drone was on the scene half an hour later. While they waited, the wind had picked up, but not enough to cause navigation problems.

			Maren gave directions to the approximate area. Wisting stood in the background, watching the images on the screen. The drone buzzed like a huge, angry insect when it descended into the crater.

			There was still movement in the mass of earth. The water flowing through the landslip kept finding new routes, carving its way forward and creating new landslides. Down by the sea, containment booms had been installed to hold back the flotsam. A vessel from the coastguard service kept watch.

			The training shoe was in the same place. The images were clear and sharp. The pilot zoomed in and let the sole of the shoe fill the entire screen before turning the drone round to the other side.

			The shoelaces were tied. The drone was raised and pulled back just as the camera angle tilted. The blue jeans fabric on the leg came into view. It had ridden up a little and, between the trouser and the shoe, there was a gap where they could see a sock and a hairy human leg.

			The drone pilot swore. ‘I think you’re right,’ he said.

			‘It’s still too dangerous to go down there to check it out properly,’ the other operator commented.

			The drone was left hovering in mid-air as Wisting produced his phone. ‘Can you relay these images?’ he asked.

			Nodding, the drone pilot opened a screen menu. Wisting waited until the file had been transferred before calling Ada Worren.

			‘We need helicopter support,’ he said after outlining their conclusions.

			‘Wait a second,’ Worren said.

			Wisting understood she was examining the images while he was kept on hold. Nearly two minutes ticked by before she came back to him.

			‘You’ll get a Sea King,’ she said. ‘The rescue centre estimates they’ll be with you in around half an hour. Both an ambulance and a doctor have been requisitioned.’

			Wisting passed on the message to the others. The drone was recalled and Wisting and Maren returned to their car to wait.

			‘It’s been less than twenty-four hours since the landslide,’ Maren pointed out. ‘This must be someone who hasn’t yet been reported missing. Maybe someone who lives along there and was out for a walk that evening or something like that.’

			‘All the same, it’s not good,’ Wisting said. ‘We should have expressed some reservations in our statement. The police chief said that everyone had been rescued from the landslip and everyone was accounted for.’

			The ambulance appeared ten minutes later. Five minutes after that, the doctor’s vehicle turned up. Behind that, a patrol car arrived with Ada Worren in the passenger seat. Wisting switched the police radio to the shared rescue service channel but remained in the car. When Maren activated the windscreen wipers, Wisting leaned forward and stared up at the sky. After a short spell of silence, he caught sight of the helicopter, approaching from the south-east with its lights flashing. Immediately after that, they heard an announcement on the radio.

			‘Larvik police, Larvik police. This is Saver 4-0.’

			Ada Worren responded and gave the exact coordinates from the drone images.

			Wisting and Maren left their car. The pulsating noise of the rotors blasted them, along with the rain and the wind. The other teams came to join them as the helicopter executed a flypast at low altitude.

			‘No result on the thermal imaging,’ the crew reported.

			‘How quickly does body temperature drop?’ Maren asked.

			Wisting glanced at his watch. Almost 3 p.m.

			‘It’s been no more than fifteen hours since the landslide struck,’ he said, looking at the doctor.

			‘A lot of factors come into play,’ the medic replied. ‘Weight, air temperature and environment, but it shouldn’t be anywhere under twenty-five degrees as yet.’

			Wisting hunched his shoulders. He estimated the air temperature to be somewhere around ten degrees Celsius, slightly above the norm for October. A dead body would still produce a significant result on a thermal imaging camera.

			‘Maybe it’s a display mannequin,’ Maren suggested again.

			‘Let’s hope so,’ Wisting answered.

			The police radio crackled. ‘We have visual observation,’ the helicopter pilot announced. ‘Going down.’

			As the side hatch on the helicopter slid up, a rescue worker attached himself to the winch rope and was lowered down. He swayed like a pendulum until he tentatively planted his feet on the ground.

			Wisting used the binoculars and saw he had landed in the right spot. He tossed aside twigs and planks before striding forward to investigate the discovery. Then it looked as if he was reporting something in the headset microphone on his helmet. At once, the message was relayed from the helicopter: ‘Confirmed find of corpse.’

			‘Roger,’ Ada Worren replied.

			Maren had not caught the exchange.

			‘Dead body found,’ Worren clarified.

			Wisting passed the binoculars so that Maren could see more clearly.

			Another rescue worker was lowered, carrying two spades. Even without the binoculars, Wisting could watch them digging out the body. Shovelling through earth and mud, tossing wreckage aside.

			Then the stretcher was lowered and the corpse transferred to it. One of the rescuers accompanied the stretcher as it was manoeuvred across to the waiting police officers. He detached the stretcher and unclipped his harness before the helicopter wheeled round to pick up his colleague.

			It was a man’s body. In his mid-thirties. His head was swollen and discoloured and the cadaver was grimy and grubby. He had longish hair and was wearing jeans, a turtleneck sweater and a waterproof jacket. A large gash was visible in his lower jaw and he had grazes and scratches on his forehead and nose as well as a deep gouge in the flesh of his left cheek.

			Stepping forward, the medic crouched down and carried out a routine check for vital signs before declaring the man dead.

			‘He should be autopsied,’ he said as he stood up again. ‘Rigor mortis has left the body so he’s probably been dead for more than forty-eight hours.’

			‘Before the landslide hit?’ Ada Worren asked.

			The doctor shrugged. ‘That’s my conclusion, at least.’

			‘Can you say anything about when he died?’ Wisting asked.

			‘That’ll be up to the pathologist,’ the doctor answered. ‘But the external injuries, such as the lesion on his cheek, look as if they were inflicted post-mortem. There’s no sign of bleeding and they most likely occurred during the landslide.’

			The helicopter flying overhead seemed to be intending to land on the football pitch.

			Wisting took a few photographs of the dead man before asking the paramedics for a pair of latex gloves. Tugging them on, he checked the dead man’s pockets but found them empty. The man wore no watch or rings. The skin on his hands was deeply lined and pale flakes had sloughed off.

			Ada Worren fetched a body bag from the patrol car. She unfolded it on the ground and explained how she wanted the others to help her lift the body across. Wisting stood at the man’s head and took hold of his upper right arm.

			‘On the count of three,’ Worren said.

			Wisting placed his hand behind the man’s head to support it. They raised him and laid him down carefully.

			Worren pulled the zip up from the foot end.

			‘Wait a minute,’ Wisting
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