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1. The
blizzard






It was a dark
and stormy night. Arne Jacobsen could hear the wind howling around
the south eastern corner of his house. He couldn't see anything,
because it was pitch black.

He had gone to
bed early the night before. The lamps had started blinking around
half past four. About half an hour later, the electricity fell out.
His wife had found a board game, and they played in candle light.
He was glad he had bought wood earlier this year. When it burned,
it spread a pleasant warmth in the room.

But, why was he
awake?

He looked at
the clock. It was half past two.

Then there was
a terrible banging at the front door.

«In the middle
of the night?» he thought, found the torch he had placed beside his
bed the night before, slipped into his slippers, and walked out of
his bedroom.

Through the
glass in the front door, he could see light. Most of it was a total
white out. But someone held a torch out there.

He opened the
front door, and the entrance was filled with whirling snowflakes. A
dark figure, quickly passed the doorway, and slammed the door
behind him.

«Arjac, can you
help me?” the figure asked.

Arjac
recognized his neighbour in the light from the torches. The man was
covered in snow, indoors most of it fell down on the floor.

“What's
up?”

“The storm has
taken my boat house. We must try to secure the boat. It was left
intact.” Arjac's neighbour sounded desperate. “My wife has run over
to Andersen, to ask him to come with a tractor.”



Andersen was
the local farmer. Does he have a first name? Arjac wondered.
Probably not. Andersen was Andersen, that was enough.

“Give me a few
minutes to dress.” Arjac was already on his way to his bedroom. The
entrance was once again filled with whirling snow when his
neighbour left.

His wife was
still sleeping, and Arjac bent down over her. “I'm going out to
help Dag,” he whispered in her ear.

She mumbled
something that was impossible to understand, and continued
sleeping.

When she wakes
up, she will remember that I have said something, Arjac
thought.

Long underpants
made of wool, thick socks, bluejeans, T shirt, thin wool jumper,
thick wool jumper, and then the one-piece itself; a thick, padded
jump suit with a fabric that made the snow fall off.

His large boots
were military style, with a lot of room in them, room for thick
soles and socks, and room for the toes to move.

Over his usual
winter hat, Arjac then pulled a strange item. It was a knitted hat
that had been in fashion in pre historic times, around the
seventies, last millennium. It was so loosely knitted, that he
could see between the threads when he stretched it. It prevented
snow from getting in his eyes.

On the other
side of the front door, the light from his torch spread out,
reflected by thousands of snow crystals. He couldn't see anything,
but felt there was solid ground under his feet.

When the wind
was right, it made a crescent shaped area around the house where
all snow had been blown away. Arjac knew there was a snow bank two
to three meters high, in the direction he was heading.

He had brought
a shovel, used it to penetrate the steep wall of snow, and managed
to get on top of the bank. If he remembered right, the wind would
have created a similar bare area in front of Dag's house.

It was forty
hard meters through the snow drift. Arjac half crawled, half swam
through the snow. Dag must have passed here a few minutes ago, but
his footsteps were already erased.

“Instinct,” he
thought, when he fell down from the snow bank in front of Dag's
house. Someone had placed a candle in each window. In the blizzard,
the candle light could only bee seen from a short distance.

Arjac rounded
the house, and found the hedge leading down to the main road. He
followed it to its abrupt end in the middle of nowhere. He knew,
the main road was somewhere beneath him, but had disappeared under
a thick layer of snow.



At a distance,
he could hear the roar of a large engine. He lowered his torch.
Yes, there was the path after Andersen's tractor, already almost
filled with snow.

Shortly after,
he could also see the faint lights on the tractor. He was close
now. Lights doesn't reach far in such weather.

Dag was aware,
when Arjac entered the little sphere of light from the tractor.

“Climb on board
and remove the debris?” he shouted. Dag and Andersen was wrestling
with a thick wire, trying to place it over the tractor's hook.

The boat was
damaged, no doubt about that. But it was not as bad as Arjac had
expected. The wind screen was crushed, the steering wheel knocked
out of position, and the fabric on some of the seats was torn.

Arjac threw a
wooden beam out of the boat, and that was that. He climbed down.
Andersen was already on the tractor.

“Get on the
other side of the boat,” Dag shouted through the sound of the
tractor engine and the roaring blizzard. “We must try to stabilize
it.”

It went
remarkably well, until the boat reached the hedge. Andersen drove
very slowly, but it was impossible for Arjac to alarm him. Arjac
was hanging after his arms on a slow moving boat in a blizzard. If
he let go, he would probably stand there, with snow to up under his
arms.

But he had to
let go, when he felt the hedge tearing up his jump suit.

The boat moved
slowly. “It will get some marks from the hedge on its hull,” Arjac
thought, as the boat passed over his head.

It was
surprisingly easy to roll down from the snow bank and into the
tractor's tracks.

When they had
reached his house, Dag tied the boat to a pillar supporting his
veranda.

“That's not
enough, if the wind turns.” Andersen had climbed down from his
tractor. From its belly, he produced a thick rope, and tied the
boat to the tractor too.

“I'll leave it
here until the weather gets better,” he said.

Just before
Andersen turned off the engine and the lights, Arjac looked at his
jumpsuit. One leg was almost torn off. Well, he had seen a better
outfit that didn't cost too much…

Dag asked the
two others to come in and have a cup of coffee.



While the water
heated, Dag placed a bottle and three glasses on the table. “We
need something stronger than coffee after this.”

“Why not?”
Anderson asked himself. “Wife can take care of the cattle
tomorrow.”

Arjac shook his
head. It was almost morning, and he was going to work...

“Work?” Dag
laughed. “How will you get there? And you can't work from home.
There is no data connection for the time being. Probably a broken
mast.”

He poured a
clear liquid into three glasses, and all said cheers.

“Not too bad,
this one.” Andersen licked his lips. “Is it your own?”

Dag said yes.
“I use a silicon tube to avoid that distinctive moonshine
aroma.”

During such a
séance, people tend to get aggressive, or they love each other.
Around six o'clock, Dag loved his helpers so much that he promised
them a bottle each, next time he produced his lovely moonshine.

“Or, maybe two
bottles for Andersen, who brought the tractor.”

Arjac looked at
the window. It was totally covered by snow, and appeared as a white
square in the sparse light from the three candles on the table.

Dag and
Andersen were in the mood to talk about strange things. After they
had produced different theories about mysterious sounds in the
sewer, most of them ending up in an otter, Andersen said:

“You probably
don't know that I have a brother in law on the mainland.”

No, neither Dag
nor Arjac knew that.

Andersen's
brother in law had a small boat. He and Andersen used it for
fishing.

“Or maybe, it
was rather to get away for a while. But we brought fish home,”
Andersen assured them. “Most of the time.”

The fjord where
Andersen used to fish with his brother in law, was deep. And in the
depth, the sea bass was frolicking.

“We had this
line, about a hundred meters long, with hooks,” Andersen explained.
“On top, the line was attached to a big rubber buoy.”

They placed the
fishing gear in the sea close to a steep cliff. The cliff continued
vertically down into the sea. Even if the fishermen could touch the
cliff with their hands, there could be hundreds of meters of water
under their boat.

When they
returned the next evening, the large red buoy with a flag on top,
had disappeared.

“First, we
believed that someone had stolen our gear.” Andersen rose his
glass. “And then, suddenly, the large buoy returned from the
unknown depths of the sea. We could see it approaching from far
below. When it broke the surface, it actually jumped out of the
water.”

Arjac asked, if
Anderson, or his brother in law, had any idea of what had
happened.

Andersen
grabbed the bottle, and filled all the three small glasses: “A
submarine. Nothing else is strong enough to pull that large buoy
down in the water.”

Arjac grinned,
while Dag laughed out loud. “Submarine, ha, ha. Why not a UFO?”

Andersen smiled
peacefully, took another zip of his glass, and said:

“There was not
a single observation of UFOs in the area at that time. But people
had seen many submarines.”




2 Sonja






Arjac woke up
in totally unknown surroundings. He looked at his watch, and the
watch told him it was lunchtime. The world was a terrible place to
be, and suddenly he knew, he had been drinking Dag's moonshine.

He got out of
bed and dressed. Arjac pulled the unknown curtains; on the outside
was a bleak light, coming from everywhere and nowhere. The snow was
still whirling in the air, but only a gale was left of the
storm.

«I couldn't let
you go home alone in that weather,” Dag's wife said, when Arjac
entered the kitchen. “You were all pissed, if I might say so.”

Dag was already
sitting at the table. “Coffee?”

Arjac nodded.
He couldn't remember, and asked: “Did I undress myself?”

Yes, he must
have done. Nobody had helped him. Andersen, on the other hand:

“We tried to
help him with his clothes,” Dag's wife said. “But Andersen is a
large man, I'm a rather tiny lady, and my husband was too drunk at
that time to be of any help.”



“Linda called this morning,” Arjac's wife
said. “She told me about the three heroes who rescued the boat, and
the three drunk men who must be helped to bed
afterwards.”

She walked over
to the furnace, bent down, and threw another log into the fire.

Arjac sat at
the kitchen table, resting his head in his hands. “Never
again.”

His wife
laughed at him.

“Please,
Sonja.” Arjac begged for mercy.

Sonja laughed
more. “You're a granddad, remember?”

Yes, he did
remember. He should probably not have started drinking Dag's
moonshine four o'clock in the morning. He knew that moonshine; it
was explosive, literary speaking.

He gazed out of
the window, pretending not to be there. The reflection of the
kerosene lamp in the dark window obscured his view. But he was
sure, he had seen a moving light through what was left of the
blizzard.

“They're
beginning to open the road,” he told his wife. Nobody knew when the
electricity would return, or when the telephone connection could be
restored, it depended on the damage.

“You said,
Linda called you this morning.” Arjac turned to Sonja. She had
found an old transistor radio, a station was playing music for
oldies, and now she performed a little dance on the kitchen floor.
Wifey was in a splendid mood.

I still like
that ass, Arjac thought, even if he knew, Sonja was teasing her
suffering husband.

“Yes, Linda
called,” Sonja said, “and so what?”

“The telephone
is dead.” He only mentioned it, wondering if she was blushing. It
was hard to say, in the poor light.

Sonja asked for
the lamp. “I'm trying to make dinner, and I can't do it in the
darkness.”

Arjac rose and
moved the kerosene lamp. Closer to his wife, he saw that she had
some hectic red roses in her face.

“How did Linda
call?” he asked.

His wife gave
in. “That was our little secret, walkie talkies the boys left when
they moved out. We have used it for years for short messages, and
for fun.”

Arjac said, he
didn't know that girls played with gadgets.

Sonja turned
around, a few quick steps, and she could reach her husband's ear:
“You are an outstanding specimen of the old fashioned male
chauvinist. Go and wash your mouth with soap.”

Arjac appealed,
and his wife reduced the sentence: “It would be more useful, if you
could collect more kerosene to the lamp, or you will have to eat in
the dark.”

On his way to
the shed, Arjac felt the wind wasn't cold any longer, the air
temperature was probably over freezing point. A little rain now,
would pack the snow together.

He decided to
clear the road from the carport down to the main road before the
rain made the snow heavy. The main road would probably be opened
this evening.






After dinner
and a little nap, Arjac dressed and went out in the dark. In the
light from his headlamp, he moved his little snow blower out of the
carport. It was equipped with caterpillars, electrical starter and
headlights. Soon it was throwing snow up and away.

Still there was
a little wind, but the whirling snow had disappeared. Now, the snow
crystals were tied together by moist, in an unbroken white carpet
all over the place. From far away, he could see the beam of of
light from a headlight sweeping over the sky. Heavy machinery was
at work, removing snow from the main road.

It took him
almost an hour to clear the road and the area in front of his
house.

Suddenly, all
the lights in the area blinked twice, and then the world was
illuminated again.

Dag had also
been clearing his road, and came over with a shovel in his hand.
“May I?” he asked.

“Please, if you
want to,” Arjac answered. He had seen it before.

“Want to?” Dag
countered. “I have to.”

With the
shovel, he began to work on Arjac's snow banks.

Arjac drove his
rotating snow blower back to the carport. Even though it had
headlights, it had been difficult to see in the dark. When the
electric light returned, it revealed uneven snow banks, and Dag
couldn't stand the sight of it.

Dag had
probably worked with his shovel for only a few minutes, when Arjac
returned. He was almost finished, and also Arjack's driveway
displayed the desired even snow banks.

“You don't have
the final touch,” Dag complained.



Arjac was more
interested in what Andersen had told them the night before. “Do you
believe him?” he asked Dag.

Yes, Dag did.
“A man like Andersen doesn't talk too much. When he speaks, he has
something to say. But, yesterday's story was rather
extraordinary.”

The buoy had
been pulled deep under water, and it was large; Andersen had showed
them with his hands. It probably held a volume between 300 and 500
litres.

“No fish could
pull it under water,” Arjac said. “You need a power of minimum 300
kilos to do that. Probably more. But what about whales?”

Dag knew, there
were Orcas in the fjord. “Before Andersen left today, I asked him
about the whales. He said, they were hunting elsewhere at that
time. He knew, because people in the area use to keep an eye on
them”

“Seems like,
Andersen and his brother in law hooked a submarine.” Arjac found
the story amusing. But it had happened a long time ago, during the
Cold War. And the Cold War was over now.

Maybe. Or not.
Dag wasn't sure. Two fishing vessels had sunk last weekend, in the
night from Saturday to Sunday. Dag described the harbour where they
went down, “a good harbour, they say”.

People in the
area saw the boats Saturday evening, but Sunday morning they had
disappeared. Search with sonar had revealed, they were both laying
at the bottom of the sea.

Arjac didn't
understand. “What has this to do with submarines?”

“These boats
were made of wood.” Dag leaned on his shovel. “A submarine is made
of steel, intended to withstand enormous pressure. A surfacing
submarine would cut through the wooden hulls with no extra
effort.”

No doubt about
that. But Arjac had to protest: “We don't know it was a
submarine.”

“No, we don't.
But these were fishing boats, and Greenpeace had no reason to sink
them. They sink whaling boats.” Dag took his shovel and went home.
Also he felt the weight of moonshine in the morning.






The next day,
everything was back to normal. The road was open, and Arjac drove
his car to work. In the village, large dumpers were clearing up the
streets after the snowfall.

Arjac
scrutinized the newspapers. Only the local paper had a little
column about the two boats. One was 90 feet long, the other 70.

He drew the
conclusion, there was nothing fishy about it.

Outside his
window, a large coast guard vessel was leaving the harbour. This
one was also an ice breaker, a tug boat, a scientific research
ship, and a lot of other things. Some of those things were so
secret, that they were among the unknown unknowns.

About an hour later, his wife called. “Do
you know what's going on? There are helicopters here, and two
large, grey ships.”

Arjac hadn't
heard anything. But “it sounds like, one of the old fashioned
submarine hunts taking place during the Cold War,” he said.

Sonja was
exited. “Maybe they'll find the submarine before I must go to work.
I have never seen one.”

Her husband had
to disappoint her. “They will not find anything. They never did
during the Cold War. Why should they succeed now?”

“Why do you
spoil my anticipation with facts?” Sonja complained. “You should
have encouraged me, and...”

Arjac heard she
drew her breath, and said: “Do you want me to lie to you?”

No, but.. but
she had always wanted to see a submarine.

“Pooh dah'lin.”
He tried to comfort her: “Could it help with the disappointment, if
I fried some cod tongues for dinner? I still have a few packages in
the freezer.”

She demanded
dinner at nine. “With grated raw carrots, boiled potatoes and that
sauce with sour cream?”

“Yes.”

“Love you. Even
if you terminated my dreams of seeing a submarine.”

Arjac stressed,
it didn't mean anything what he did, or what he didn't say. The
submarine, if there was one, would never surface...

“Please, dear.”
His wife interrupted him. “I'm talking about dreams, not about
submarines.”







3 The
corpse






The local news
sites brought pictures of two grey ships in a fjord. When Arjac
looked closer, he could also see a helicopter, and his own
house.

Yes, there had
been “observations”, but as usual, the navy said it was only false
alarm.

“I don't
understand, why do people report it, when they see something.”
Arjac sat at the kitchen table, having his breakfast while reading
the news.

Sonja sat down
with a cup of coffee, asking what he meant.

“People living
at the coast, know the sea.” He had another slice of bread. “And if
they report anything irregular, then there is something irregular
out there. But the military have often ridiculed people when they
have reported seeing a submarine, and the navy didn't find
one.”

“If foreign
submarines are sneaking around here, why do they do it?” Sonja
asked.

Arjac didn't
know. The only thing he knew, was that the armed forces said, they
didn't know either. And that they doubted there had been any
submarine in the first place.

They finished
eating, and left. During the night, the rain had crammed the snow
together. The road was like an ice covered river, meandering
through the landscape.

Arjac turned
right when reaching the main road, while Sonja turned left. In the
mirror, Arjac could see the red lights on her car. Drive carefully,
dear, he thought. A little water on top of the ice on the road,
made it extra slippery.

He waved to
Andersen. Andersen was sitting in his tractor, ready to pull lorry
out of a snow bank. The vehicle had left the road in a sharp curve.
A young man was laying on his back in the deep snow, trying to
attach a wire to the suspension of the car.



As usual, the
old man was the first one to arrive at the office. Arjac began his
day by making coffee. His two younger colleges needed a cup of
steaming hot and strong black liquid to wake up.

He opened the
door to his office. It was a few minutes past eight, and the
telephone rang.

It was the
coast guard, and he took notes. The fishing vessel MK “Bomtur” with
its one man crew, didn't return to harbour last night. The boat was
found when the fishing fleet went out early this morning. The
fisherman himself was gone.

“Can I be of
any assistance?” Arjac asked the officer in the other end.

“No, unless you
have a helicopter,” he answered. The coast guard had three ships
and two helicopters in the area, searching the sea for the
body.

Also the
fishermen were on lookout. But it was the best season for many
years; this year, the sea was full of cod, only waiting to be
caught.

The others
arrived, and Arjac told them about the incident.

“Have you
talked to the vicar?” Mia asked. “Shouldn't he inform the
widow?”

Arjac shook his
head. It was too early. The coast guard hadn't found any body
yet.

“Besides, his
widow… sorry, the fisherman's wife, knows,” he said. “She knew,
when he didn't return yesterday evening.”



He dismissed
his subordinates, and called his superiors. No, he wouldn't arrange
any search party along the beaches yet. In a few days, yes, if the
coast guard didn't find the body.

His boss told
him to be careful, and avoid any overtime. A possible search had to
be conducted during work hours, and...

“Why not use
the local Red Cross?” the police chief asked. “It's voluntarily,
and will not cost any money.”

Arjac
confirmed, he would do that, before he cut the connection.

Keep expenses
down, he thought. There was a reason for it. His boss got a bonus,
if she could strangle the police's activities so much that she
didn't use all the funds they had got a certain year.

On the other
hand, his boss could afford a helicopter, chasing snowscooters in
the wilderness inland. Everything depended on those who determined,
what's important.

Arjac didn't
expect the accident to mean so much work for him and his staff. The
coast guard was in charge of the search operation, and that was
another budget.

He thought
about the widow. At all times, concerned wives had waited for their
fisherman husbands to return from the sea. Some didn't. A man,
alone in his little boat on the large ocean, that was one of the
most dangerous occupations on this planet.



At lunch time,
Arjac walked over the street to the café in the shopping mall. He
used to have his lunch there with some other oldies.

He had expected
the question. It came in the moment Arjac placed his food on the
table: “Have you heard anything, lensmann?”

No, he
hadn't.

Arjac sat down.
There wasn't any more to say about the disappeared fisherman, and
they began talking about the fisheries. This year, the sea was full
of cod, and prices were acceptable.

The lunch break
came to an end. Arjac prepared to return to his office when his
telephone rang.

“This is
commander Sandbukt-Linde from the coast guard. We have found the
deceased, he was floating in the sea.”

Arjac asked,
when the ship was supposed to dock. Arrangements had to be made, to
take care of the body.

“He is loaded
into the helicopter now, you mustn't wait for the ship,” the
commander said. “And honestly, lensmann, I really believe, you
should take a good look at him.”

“What do you
mean?” Arjac asked the telephone. His question was transferred to
man in a uniform on the bridge of a large, grey ship, while he was
watching a corpse being loaded into a helicopter.

The telephone
answered: “I believe, you should examine him yourself. That's what
I mean.”

The commander
informed Arjac that the body would arrive at the heli pad in half
an hour.



On his way out
to the car, Arjac called the ambulance. That coast guard commander
sounded strange. There was something with that corpse. Better get
it to the hospital in the first place.

He slid back
over the ice covered road and entered his office: “Mia, can you
bring the camera?”

“I'm soaking
wet.” A voice sounded from an office. “I fell on the ice. Must go
home to change clothes.”

“Where is
Tor?”

A few minutes
later, Tor, the camera, and Arjac was on their way to the heli pad.
It was situated on a high point in the terrain, and the wet and icy
road was slippery. Arjac prised heaven for four wheel drive, even
if it might be the wrong address.

Tor and Arjac
had waited for seven minutes, when they saw a black dot over the
sea. The helicopter would be there in a few moments.

The ambulance
arrived, and the driver jumped out. The wind blew him over to
Arjac's car, standing upright on the wet ice. Arjac lowered his
window.

“What is this,
lensmann?” The ambulance driver got a grip on the car, to avoid
being blown further. “Why do you want me to drive a drowned man to
the hospital?”

“As you said, I
am the lensmann.” Arjac smiled to the driver. “And that means, I
ask the questions.”

The driver
smiled back. “I'm to your disposal, no questions asked.”

Arjac didn't
want to explain anything, and got away with a joke.



The helicopter
touched down. Everybody waited for the large rotor to stop turning.
On board was the pilot, the co-pilot, the rescue man, and the dead
man.

The two man
crew from the ambulance carried a stretcher to the aircraft. One of
them slid, and fell on his back.

Tor grabbed the
camera, as he and Arjac left their car. They managed to get over to
the helicopter without falling.

The side door
slid open, and the boys from the ambulance made ready to move the
corpse from the helicopter and onto their stretcher.

“Wait.” Arjac
held up a hand. “Do you have better light in this copter?”

He began to
examine the body. Corpses picked up from the sea, has a special
skin tone, even if they have been floating around only for a few
hours.

The hat was
gone, and the fisherman's hair looked like it was glued to his
forehead. He wore rubber boots, and both trousers and jacket were
water repellent, and red. The colour had made it easier to spot the
body floating in the sea. He wore a rubber glove on his left
hand.

On the left
side of the chest, there was a small, black hole in the red
jacket.

“Oh, yeah, now
I see,” the ambulance driver mumbled behind him.

Arjac turned
around. “If I ever hear a word about this, I can guarantee, both of
you will lose your jobs. But that will be the easy part.
Afterwards, I will come for you.”

The ambulance
driver seemed offended. “We are not supposed to talk about our job,
that's our ethics.”

Arjac nodded.
“I know. I would only make it perfectly clear that heavens will
fall down on your poor heads, if I hear any gossip.”




4 Stealing a
wife


The ambulance
slid slowly down the slippery road from the heli pad. Arjac
followed, and saw the red lights from the ambulance disappear to
the left.

He wasn't
concerned about the military helicopter crew. They were used to
keep quiet about what they had seen. But what about Tor? Did he
know when to...

“I don't think
you should mention that hole in his chest at the office,” Arjac
said.

Tor lifted his
camera. “I'll encrypt the files.”

Further down
the road, a large trailer had tipped over. Frozen salmon was spread
over a large area.


Back at the
office, Arjac called his boss. He told her, he had sent the
deceased to the hospital...

“To the
hospital?” she asked. “Why? He isn't our responsibility now.”

“I believe, he
still is,” Arjac countered. “I want you to request an autopsy.”

She said, it
was out of the question. “We don't have any funds for that.”

“I'll send you
my report.” Arjac promised, she would have his mail in twenty
minutes.

Politely, they
said goodbye.

Arjac sat down
at the keyboard. He summed up all known facts, and ended his
report:

“... initial
visual inspection suggests, the deceased had a bullet hole on the
left side of his chest.”


Satisfied, he
leaned back in his chair, only to be disturbed by a person knocking
on his door. It was Mia, who wanted to know what had happened.

“Happened?
What?” Arjac tried to look like he did, when he talked to his
grandchildren.
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