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HARRY IS ON A SPECIAL MISSION

Detective Harry Hole arrives in a steaming hot Bangkok. The Norwegian
ambassador has been found dead in a seedy motel room, and Harry has been sent
to investigate. It’s clear that the ambassador’s family are hiding some secrets of
their own, but few people are willing to talk.

HE NEEDS TO SOLVE A CRIME AND AVOID A SCANDAL

When Harry lays his hands on some incriminating CCTV footage, things only get
more complicated. The man who gave him the tape goes missing, and Harry
realises that failing to solve a murder case is by no means the only danger that
faces the unwary.

BUT IN AN UNFAMILIAR CITY, WHO CAN YOU TRUST?




PART 1

Chapter 1

Tuesday 7 January

THE TRAFFIC LIGHTS changed to green, and the roar from lorries, cars,
motorbikes and tuk-tuks rose higher and higher until Dim could see the glass in
Robinson’s department store vibrating. Then the queues started moving and the
shop window displaying the long, red silk dress was lost behind them in the
darkness.

She took a taxi. Not a packed bus or a tuk-tuk riddled with rust but a taxi with
air conditioning and a driver who kept his mouth shut. She leaned back against
the headrest and tried to enjoy the ride. No problem. A moped shot past and a girl
on the pillion clinging to a red T-shirt with a visor helmet gave them a vacant look.
Hold on tight, Dim thought.

On Rama IV Road the driver pulled in behind a lorry spewing exhaust fumes so
thick and black she couldn’t see the number plate. After passing through the air-
conditioning system the exhaust was chilled and almost odourless. Almost. She
wafted her hand discreetly to show her reaction, and the driver glanced in his
mirror and moved into the outside lane. No problem.

This was how her life had always been. On the farm where she had grown up
she had been one of six girls. Six too many, according to her father. She had been
seven years old when they stood coughing in the yellow dust and waving as the
cart carrying her eldest sister trundled down the country road alongside the brown
canal water. Her sister had been given clean clothes, a train ticket to Bangkok and
an address in Patpong written on the back of a business card, and she had cried
like a waterfall, even though Dim had waved so hard it felt as if her hand would
fall off. Her mother had patted her on the head and said it wasn’t easy, but it
wasn’t that bad, either. At least her sister wouldn’t have to wander from farm to
farm as a kwai, as her mother had done before she got married. Besides, Miss
Wong had promised she would take good care of her. Her father had nodded, spat
betel juice from between black teeth and added that the farangs in the bars would
pay well for fresh girls.

Dim hadn’t understood what her mother meant by kwai, but she wasn’t going to
ask. She knew, of course, that a kwai was a bull. Like most people on the farms
around them, they couldn’t afford a bull, so they hired one of the ones that
circulated the district when the rice paddy had to be ploughed. It was only later
she found out that the girl who accompanied the bull was also called a kwai as
her services formed part of the deal. That was the tradition. She hoped she would
meet a farmer who would have her before she got too old.



When Dim was fifteen her father had called her name as he waded across the
paddy field with the sun behind him and his hat in hand. She hadn’t answered at
once; she had straightened up and looked hard at the green ridges around the
small farm, closed her eyes and listened to the sound of the trumpeter bird in the
leaves and inhaled the smell of eucalyptus and rubber trees. She had realised it
was her turn.

For the first year they had lived four girls to a room and shared everything: bed,
food and clothes. The last of these was especially important, for without nice
clothes you wouldn’t get the best customers. She had taught herself to dance,
taught herself to smile, taught herself to see which men only wanted to buy drinks
and which wanted to buy sex. Her father had already agreed with Miss Wong that
the money was to be sent home, so she didn’t see much of it during the first few
years, but Miss Wong was content and as time went by she kept more back for
Dim.

Miss Wong had reason to be content. Dim worked hard, and the customers
bought drinks. Miss Wong should be pleased she was still there because a couple
of times it had been a close-run thing. A Japanese man had wanted to marry Dim,
but withdrew his offer when she demanded money for the plane ticket. An
American had taken her along to Phuket, postponed his journey home and bought
her a diamond ring. She had pawned it the day after he left.

Some paid badly and told her to get lost if she complained; others reported her
to Miss Wong if she didn’t comply with everything they wanted her to do. They
didn’t understand that once they had bought her time from the bar Miss Wong
had her money and Dim was her own boss. Her own boss. She thought about the
red dress in the shop window. Her mother had been right: it wasn’t easy, but it
wasn’t that bad, either.

And she had managed to retain her innocent smile and happy laughter. They
liked that. Perhaps that was why she had been offered the job Wang Lee had
advertised in Thait Rath under the heading of GRO, or Guest Relation Officer. Wang
Lee was a small, dark-skinned Chinese man, who ran a motel some way out on
Sukhumvit Road, and the customers were mainly foreigners with special requests
but not so special that she couldn’t meet them. To tell the truth, she liked what
she did better than dancing for hours in the bar. Besides, Wang Lee paid well. The
sole disadvantage was that it took such a long time to get there from her
apartment in Banglamphu.

The damn traffic! It had come to a standstill again, and she told the driver she
would get out, even though it meant crossing six lanes of cars to reach the motel
on the far side of the road. The air wrapped itself around her like a hot, wet towel
as she left the taxi. She searched for a gap, holding her hand in front of her
mouth, aware that it made no difference, that there was no other air to breathe in
Bangkok, but at least she was spared the smell.

She slipped between vehicles, had to sidestep a pickup with the flatbed full of
boys whistling, and she almost had her heel straps taken off by a kamikaze
Toyota. Then she was across.

Wang Lee looked up as she entered the deserted reception area.

‘Quiet evening?’ she said.

He nodded his displeasure. There had been a few of them over the last year.



‘Have you eaten?’

Yes,” she lied. He meant well, but she was not in the mood for the watery
noodles he boiled up in the back room.

‘You'll have to wait,” he said. ‘The farang wanted to have a sleep first. He’'ll ring
when he’s ready.’

She groaned. ‘You know I have to be back in the bar before midnight, Lee.’

He looked at his watch. ‘Give him an hour.’

She shrugged and sat down. If it had been a year ago he would probably have
thrown her out for speaking like that, but now he needed all the income he could
get. Of course, she could go, but then the long journey would have been wasted.
Also, she owed Lee a favour; she had worked for worse pimps.

After stubbing out the third cigarette she rinsed her mouth with Lee’s bitter
Chinese tea and rose for a final check of her make-up in the mirror over the
counter.

Tl go and wake him,’ she said.

‘Mm. Have you got the skates?’

She lifted her bag.

Her heels crunched on the gravel of the empty drive between the low motel
rooms. Room 120 was right at the back, she couldn’t see a car outside, but there
was a light in the window. So perhaps he had woken up. A little breeze lifted her
short skirt, but failed to cool her. She longed for a monsoon, for rain. Just as after
a few weeks of flooding, muddy streets and mildew on her washing she would long
for the dry, windless months.

She tapped the door lightly with her knuckles and put on her bashful smile with
the question ‘What’s your name?’ already on her lips. No one answered. She
tapped again and looked at her watch. She could probably haggle a few hundred
baht off the price of the dress, even if it was Robinson’s. She turned the door
handle and discovered to her surprise that the door was unlocked.

He was lying prone on the bed, and her first impression was that he was asleep.
Then she saw the glint of the knife’s blue glass handle sticking out of the loud
yellow jacket. It’s hard to say which of all the thoughts racing through her brain
appeared first, but one of them was definitely that the trip to Banglamphu had
been wasted anyway. Then she finally gained control of her vocal cords. The
scream, however, was drowned out by a resounding blast on a lorry’s horn as it
avoided an inattentive tuk-tuk on Sukhumvit Road.

Chapter 2

Wednesday 8 January

‘NATIONAL THEATRE,” A sleepy, nasal voice announced over the speakers
before the tram doors flipped open and Dagfinn Torhus stepped out into the cold,
damp darkness. The air stung his freshly shaved cheeks, and in the glow from
Oslo’s frugal neon lighting he could see frozen breath streaming from his mouth.



It was early January, and he knew it would be better later in the winter when
the fjord was frozen over and the air became drier. He started to walk up
Drammensveien towards the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. A couple of solitary taxis
passed him; otherwise the streets were as good as deserted. The Gjensidig clock
shone red against the black winter sky above the building opposite, informing him
it was only six.

Outside the door he took out his entrance card. ‘Post: Director’ it said above a
photo of a ten-years-younger Dagfinn Torhus staring into the camera, chin jutting,
gaze determined, from behind steel-rimmed glasses. He swiped the card, tapped in
the code and pushed open the heavy glass door in Victoria Terrasse.

Not all doors had opened as easily since he came here as a twenty-five-year-old
almost thirty years ago. At the Diplomatic School, the Foreign Office institute for
aspiring officials, he had not exactly melted into his surroundings with his broad
Osterdal accent and rural ways, as one of the posh Baerum boys in his year’s
intake had pointed out. The other aspirants had been students of politics,
economics and law with parents who were academics, politicians or themselves
members of the FO aristocracy to which they were seeking admission. He was a
farmer’s son with qualifications from the Agricultural High School in As. Not that
it bothered him much, but he knew that real friends were important for his career.
As Dagfinn was trying to learn the social codes, he compensated by grafting even
harder. Whatever the differences, they all shared the fact that they had only vague
notions of where they wanted to go in life and the knowledge that only one
direction counted: up.

Torhus sighed and nodded to the security guard, who pushed his newspapers
and an envelope under the glass window.

‘Any other...?’

The guard shook his head.

‘First to arrive as always, Torhus. The envelope’s from Communications. It was
delivered last night.’

Torhus watched the floor numbers flash by as the lift raised him higher in the
building. He had this idea that every floor represented a certain period in his
career, and so it was subject to review every morning.

The first floor was the first two years on the diplomatic course, the long, non-
committal discussions about politics and history and the French lessons he had
hauled himself through by the bootstraps.

The second floor was the placement. He had been stationed in Canberra for two
years, then Mexico City for three. Wonderful cities, for that matter, no, he couldn’t
complain. True, he had put London and New York as his first two choices, but
these were prestigious postings that everyone else had also applied for, so he had
made up his mind not to regard them as a defeat.

On the third floor he was back in Norway without the generous foreign benefits
and housing supplements which had allowed him to live a life of insouciance and
plenty. He had met Berit, she had become pregnant, and when it had been time to
apply for a new foreign posting number two was already on the way. Berit was
from the same region as he was and chatted to her mother every day. He had
decided to wait a little and opted to work like a Trojan, writing kilometre-long
reports on bilateral trade with developing countries, composing speeches for the



Minister of Foreign Affairs and reaping acknowledgement as he made his way up
the building. Nowhere else in the state system is competition as fierce as at the
Foreign Office, where the hierarchy is so obvious. Dagfinn Torhus had gone to the
office like a soldier to the Front, kept his head down, back covered and fired
whenever he had someone in his sights. A few pats on the shoulder came his way,
he knew he had been ‘noticed’ and had tried to explain to Berit that he could
probably get Paris or London, but for the first time in their hitherto humdrum
marriage she had put her foot down. He had given in.

His upwardly mobile trend had vanished almost without a trace, and suddenly
one morning in the bathroom mirror he saw a director shunted into the sidings, a
moderately influential bureaucrat who would never manage the leap to the fifth
floor, not with him being ten years or so from retirement age. Unless he pulled off
a sensational coup, of course. But while that kind of stunt could lead to
promotion, it could just as easily lead to the boot.

Nevertheless, he continued as before, trying to keep his nose in front of the
others’. He was first in the office every morning so that he could read the
newspapers and faxes in peace and quiet, and already had his conclusions to
hand at morning meetings by the time the others sat rubbing sleep out of their
eyes. It was as though striving had entered his bloodstream.

He unlocked his office door and hesitated for a moment before switching on the
light. That, too, had a history. Unfortunately it had leaked out, and he knew it had
attained legendary status in Ministry circles. Many years ago the then American
ambassador in Oslo had rung Torhus early one morning and asked what he
thought about President Carter’s remarks the previous night. Torhus had just
come in the office door; he hadn’t read the newspapers or the faxes and was lost
for an answer. Needless to say, that had ruined his day. And it was to get worse.
The next morning the ambassador had rung as he was opening the newspaper and
asked how the events of the night would affect the situation in the Middle East.
The following morning the same thing happened. Torhus, undermined by doubts
and lack of information, had stuttered an incoherent response.

He had started to arrive at the office even earlier, but the ambassador appeared
to have a sixth sense, for every morning the telephone rang just as he was settling
into his chair.

It was only when he discovered that the ambassador was staying at the small
Aker Hotel, directly opposite the Foreign Office, that he worked out the connection.
The ambassador, who everyone knew liked to get up early, had of course noticed
that the light in Torhus’s office came on before the others and wanted to tease the
zealous diplomat. Torhus had gone out and bought a head lamp, and the next
morning he had read all the newspapers and faxes before switching on the office
light. He did this for almost three weeks before the ambassador gave up.

At this moment, however, Dagfinn Torhus couldn’t give a damn about the fun-
loving ambassador. He had opened the envelope from Communications, and on
the decoded paper copy of the cryptofax stamped TOP SECRET there was a
message that caused him to spill coffee over the notes strewn around his desk.
The short text left a lot to the imagination, but the essence was basically this:
Norway’s ambassador in Thailand, Atle Molnes, had been found with a knife in his
back in a Bangkok brothel.



Torhus read the fax once more before putting it down.

Atle Molnes, former Christian Democrat politician, former chairman of the
Finance Committee, was now a former everything else as well. It was so incredible
that he was forced to glance over at Aker Hotel to see if anyone was standing
behind the curtains. Reasonably enough, the sender was the Norwegian Embassy
in Bangkok. Torhus swore. Why did this have to happen now of all times, in
Bangkok of all places? Should he inform Secretary of State Askildsen first? No, he
would find out soon enough. Torhus looked at his watch and lifted the telephone
receiver to call the Minister of Foreign Affairs.

Bjarne Mogller tapped gently on the door and opened it. The voices in the
meeting room fell quiet, and the faces turned towards him.

‘This is Bjarne Mpoller, head of Crime Squad,” said the Police Commissioner,
motioning him to take a seat. ‘Mogller, this is Secretary of State Bjorn Askildsen
from the Prime Minister’s office and HR Director Dagfinn Torhus from the Ministry
of Foreign Affairs.’

Moller nodded, pulled out a chair and tried to manoeuvre his unbelievably long
legs under the large, oval oak table. He thought he had seen Askildsen’s sleek
young face on TV. The Prime Minister’s office? It had to be serious trouble.

‘Great you could make it at such short notice,” the Secretary of State said,
rolling his rrrs and drumming the table nervously with his fingers. ‘Commissioner,
could you give a brief résumé of what we’ve been discussing.’

Mpgller had received a call from the Police Commissioner twenty minutes before.
Without any explanation, she had given him fifteen minutes to make his way to
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

‘Atle Molnes has been found dead, probably murdered, in Bangkok,’ the Police
Commissioner began.

Mogller saw Director Torhus roll his eyes behind his steel-rimmed glasses, and
after he had been given the rest of the story he understood his reaction. You would
definitely have to be a policeman to state that a man who had been found with a
knife protruding from one side of his spine, through a lung and into the heart, had
‘probably’ been murdered.

‘He was found in a hotel room by a woman—’

In a brothel,” the man with the steel glasses interrupted. ‘By a prostitute.’

Tve had a chat with my colleague in Bangkok,’ the Police Commissioner said. ‘A
fair-minded man. He’s promised to keep a lid on the matter for a while.’

Moller’s first instinct had been to ask why they should wait before going public
with the murder. Immediate press coverage often produced tip-offs for the police,
as people’s memories were clear and the evidence was still fresh. But something
told him this question would be regarded as very naive. Instead he asked how long
they counted on being able to keep a lid on this sort of matter.

‘Long enough for us to establish a palatable version of events, I hope,” the
Secretary of State said. ‘The present one won’t do, you see.’

The present one? So the real version had been considered and rejected. As a
relatively new politiavdelingssjef—or PAS—Mgller had so far been spared any
dealings with politicians, but he knew the higher up the service you went, the
harder it was to keep them at arm’s length.



1 appreciate that the present version is uncomfortable, but what do you mean
by it won’t do?”

The Police Commissioner gave Mgller an admonitory look.

The Secretary of State looked unimpressed. ‘We haven’t got much time, Mgller,
but let me give you a swift course in practical politics. Everything I say now is of
course strictly confidential.’

Askildsen instinctively adjusted the knot of his tie, a movement Moller
recognised from his television interviews. Well, for the first time in post-war
history we have a centre party with a reasonable chance of survival. Not because
there is any parliamentary basis for it, but because the Prime Minister happens to
be on the way to becoming one of the country’s least unpopular politicians.’

The Police Commissioner and the Director from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs
smiled.

‘However, his popularity rests on the same fragile foundation that is the stock-
in-trade for all politicians: trust. The most important thing is not to be likeable or
charismatic, it is to enjoy trust. Do you know why Gro Harlem Brundtland was
such a popular prime minister, Moller?’

Mpgller had no idea.

‘Not because she was a charmer, but because people were confident that she
was the person she claimed to be. Trust, that’s the key word.’

The others around the table nodded. This was clearly part of the core
curriculum.

‘Now, Ambassador Molnes and our current Prime Minister were closely
connected, through friendship as well as their political careers. They studied
together, rose up through the party ranks together, battled through the
modernisation of the youth movement and even shared a flat when they were both
elected to Storting at a very young age. Molnes voluntarily stepped out of the
limelight when they were joint heirs apparent in the party. He gave the Prime
Minister his full support and hence we were spared an agonising party duel. All
this obviously means that the Prime Minister owed Molnes a debt of gratitude.’

Askildsen moistened his lips and looked out of the window.

In other words, Ambassador Molnes didn’t have any diplomatic training and
wouldn’t have got to Bangkok if the Prime Minister hadn’t pulled strings. Perhaps
this sounds like cronyism, but it’s an acceptable form of it, introduced and given
general currency by the Socialist Party. Reiulf Steen didn’t have any Foreign Office
experience when he was made ambassador in Chile.’

The eyes refocused on Moller, a playful glint dancing inside somewhere.

T'm sure I don’t need to emphasise how this could damage trust in the Prime
Minister if it comes out that a friend and party comrade, whom he appointed
himself, was caught in flagrante in a brothel. And murdered into the bargain.’

The Secretary of State motioned to the Police Commissioner to continue, but
Mpgller couldn’t restrain himself.

‘Who hasn’t got a pal who’s been to a brothel?’

Askildsen’s smile curled at the edges.

The Foreign Office Director with the steel glasses coughed. ‘You’ve been told
what you need to know, Mgller. Please leave the judgements to us. What we need
is someone to ensure that the investigation of this matter does not take... an



unfortunate turn. Naturally, we all want the murderer, or murderers, to be
apprehended, but the circumstances surrounding the murder should remain
under wraps until further notice. For the good of the country. Do you
understand?’

Moller looked down at his hands. For the good of the country. Bloody hell. They
had never been much good at doing what they were told in his family. His father
had never risen through the police ranks.

‘Experience tells us that the truth tends to be hard to conceal, herr Torhus.’

Indeed. I'll take responsibility for this operation on behalf of the Foreign Office.
As you appreciate, this is a somewhat delicate matter which will demand close
cooperation with the Thai police. As the embassy is involved we have some leeway
— diplomatic immunity and all that — but we’re walking a tightrope here. Therefore,
we wish to send someone with honed investigative skills and experience of
international police work and who can produce results.’

He stopped and looked at Mgller, who was wondering why he felt an instinctive
lack of goodwill towards the diplomat with the aggressive chin.

‘We could put together a team with—’

‘No team, Meller. Too conspicuous. Besides, your Commissioner thinks that a
whole division would hardly be conducive to good relations with the local police.
One man.’

‘One man?’

‘The Commissioner has already suggested a name, and we consider it a good
suggestion. Now we’d like to hear your opinion of him. According to conversations
the Police Commissioner has had with his colleague in Sydney, he did remarkable
work down there last winter in connection with the Inger Holter murder.’

T read the story in the papers,” Askildsen said. Tmpressive stuff. Surely he has
to be our man?’

Bjarne Mpogller swallowed. So the Police Commissioner had suggested they
should send Harry Hole to Bangkok. He had been summoned to assure them that
Hole was the best the force had to offer, the perfect man for the job.

He glanced round the table. Politics, power and influence. This was a game he
couldn’t begin to understand, but he realised that in some way or other it would
work out in his favour, that whatever he said now would have consequences for
his career. The Police Commissioner had stuck her neck out by suggesting a
name. Probably one of the others had then asked to have Hole’s qualifications
endorsed by his immediate superiors. He looked at his boss and tried to interpret
her expression. Of course, everything might turn out fine with Hole. And if he
advised them not to send him, would that not cast the Commissioner in an
unfortunate light? He would be asked to suggest an alternative and then his head
would be the one on the block if the officer concerned messed up.

Moller looked at the painting above the Police Commissioner: Trygve Lie, the UN
Secretary General, gazed down at him imperiously. A politician as well. Through
the windows he saw the roofs of the apartment buildings in the low winter light,
Akershus fortress and a weathercock shivering in the icy gusts on top of the
Continental Hotel.

Bjarne Mgller knew he was a competent police officer, but this was a different
game, and he didn’t know the rules. What would his father have advised him to



do? Well, Officer Mgller had never had to deal with politics, but he had known
what was important if he was to be taken at all seriously and had forbidden his
son to start Police College until he had completed the first part of a law course. He
had done as his father said, and after the graduation ceremony his father had kept
clearing his throat, overcome with emotion, while slapping his son on the back
until he’d had to ask him to stop.

‘A great suggestion,’ Bjarne Mgller heard himself say in a loud, clear voice.

‘Good,” Torhus said. ‘The reason we wanted an opinion so quickly is that, of
course, all this is urgent. He’ll have to drop everything he’s working on; he’s
leaving tomorrow.’

Well, perhaps it’s just the sort of job Harry needs right now, Meller hoped.

‘Sorry we have to deprive you of such an important man,’ Askildsen said.

PAS Bjarne Mogller had to stop himself bursting into laughter.

Chapter 3

Wednesday 8 January

THEY FOUND HIM at Schreder’s in Waldemar Thranes gate, a venerable old
watering hole located at the crossroads where Oslo East meets Oslo West. It was
more old than venerable, to be honest. The venerable part was largely down to the
authorities’ decision to put a preservation order on the smoke-filled brown rooms.
But the order did not include the clientele: old boozers, a hunted and extinction-
threatened bunch; eternal students; and jaded charmers long past their sell-by
date.

The two officers spotted their man sitting under a painting of Aker Church as
the draught from the door allowed a brief glimpse through the curtain of smoke.
His blond hair was cropped so short the bristles stood up straight and the three-
day beard on the lean, marked face had a streak of grey even though he could
hardly be older than his mid-thirties. He sat alone, straight-backed, wearing his
reefer jacket, as if about to leave any minute. As if the beer in front of him on the
table was not a source of pleasure but a job that had to be done.

‘They said we would find you here,” said the older of the two and sat down
opposite him. I'm Waaler.’

‘See the guy sitting in the corner?’ Hole said without looking up.

Waaler turned and saw a scrawny old man gazing into his glass of red wine
while rocking backwards and forwards. He seemed to be freezing cold.

‘They call him the last Mohican.’

Hole raised his head and beamed. His eyes were like blue-and-white marbles
behind a network of red veins, and they focused on Waaler’s shirt.

‘Merchant seaman,’ he said, his diction meticulous. ‘Used to be lots of them
here a few years back apparently, but now there are hardly any left. He was
torpedoed twice during the war. He thinks he’s immortal. Last week, after closing
time, I found him sleeping in a snowdrift down in Glickstadsgata. The streets



were empty, it was pitch black and minus eighteen. When I'd shaken some life into
him he just looked at me and told me to go to hell.” He laughed.

‘Listen, Hole—’

1 went over to his table last night and asked if he remembered what had
happened — I mean, that I'd saved him from freezing to death. Do you know what
he said?’

‘Moller wants to see you, Hole.’

‘He said he was immortal. “I can put up with being an unwanted merchant
seaman in this shit country,” he said. “But it’s a sorry business when even St
Peter doesn’t want anything to do with me.” Did you hear? “Even St Peter”—’

‘We've got orders to take you to the station.’

Another beer landed on the table in front of Hole with a thud.

‘Let’s settle up now, Rita,” he said.

‘Two hundred and eighty,” she answered without needing to check her slips of
paper.

‘Jesus Christ,” mumbled the younger officer.

‘That’s fine, Rita.’

‘Oh, thanks.” She was gone.

‘Best service in town,” Harry explained. ‘Sometimes she can spot you even when
you haven’t been waving both arms in the air.’

The skin on Waaler’s forehead tightened and a blood vessel appeared, like a
blue, knobbly worm.

‘We haven’t got the time to sit here and listen to your drunken ramblings, Hole.
I suggest you give the last beer a miss...’

Hole had already put the glass carefully to his lips and started drinking.

Waaler leaned forward and tried to keep his voice low. 1 know about you, Hole.
And I don’t like you. I think you should have been booted out of the force years
ago. Guys like you make people lose respect for the police. But that’s not why
we’re here now. We’ve come to take you with us. The PAS is a nice man. Perhaps
he’ll give you another chance.’

Hole belched and Waaler leaned back.

‘Another chance to do what?’

‘To show what you can do,’ the younger officer said with a boyish smile.

Tll show you what I can do.” Hole smiled, put the glass to his mouth and tipped
his head back.

‘Pack it in, Hole!” Waaler’s cheeks flushed as they watched Hole’s Adam’s apple
rise and fall beneath his unshaven chin.

‘Happy?’ Hole asked, putting the empty glass down in front of him.

‘Our job—’

T couldn’t give a shit about your job.” Hole buttoned up his reefer jacket. ‘If
Mogller wants something he can ring me or wait until I'm at work tomorrow. Now
I'm going home and I hope I won’t see your faces for the next twelve hours.
Gentlemen...” Harry raised himself to his full 192 centimetres and lurched to the
side.

‘You arrogant prick,” Waaler said, rocking back in his chair. ‘You bloody loser. If
only the reporters who wrote about you after Australia had known you haven’t got
the balls—’



‘The balls to do what, Waaler?’ Hole was still smiling. ‘Lock up drunken sixteen-
year-olds because they’'ve got Mohicans?’

The younger officer glanced at Waaler. Rumours had been doing the rounds at
Police College last year that some young punks had been hauled in for drinking
beer in public places and beaten in the cells with oranges packed in wet towels.

‘You've never understood esprit de corps, Hole,” Waaler said. ‘You just think
about yourself. Everyone knows who was driving the car in Vinderen and why a
good policeman smashed his skull against a fence post. Because youre a drunk,
Hole, and you drove while under the influence. You should be bloody glad the
force swept the facts under the carpet. Had they not been concerned about the
family and the force’s reputation—’

The younger officer accompanying Waaler was learning something new every
day. This afternoon, for example, he learned it was very stupid to rock on a chair
while insulting someone, because you are totally defenceless if the insulted party
steps over and lands a straight right between the eyes. As customers often fell over
at Schreder’s there was no more than a couple of seconds’ silence before the buzz
of conversation resumed.

He helped Waaler to his feet as he glimpsed the tails of Hole’s jacket
disappearing through the door. ‘Wow, not bad after eight beers, eh?’ he said, but
shut up when he met Waaler’s gaze.

Harry’s legs strode out casually along the icy pavement of Dovregata. His
knuckles didn’t hurt; it would be early tomorrow morning before either pain or
regret came knocking.

He didn’t drink during working hours. Though he had done it before, and Dr
Aune contended that every new relapse started where the old one finished.

The white-haired, roly-poly Peter Ustinov clone had laughed so much his double
chin shook as Harry explained to him that he was keeping away from his old foe
Jim Beam and confining himself to beer. Because he didn’t like beer much.

‘You've been in a mess, and the moment you open the bottle you’re there again.
There’s no halfway house, Harry.’

Well. He was struggling home on two legs, generally managing to undress
himself and getting himself to work the next day. It hadn’t always been like that.
Harry called it a halfway house. He just needed a few knockout drops to sleep,
that was all.

A woman said hello from under a black fur hat as she passed. Was it someone
he knew? Last year lots of people had said hello, particularly after the interview on
TV when Anne Grosvold had asked him how it felt to shoot a serial killer.

‘Well, better than sitting here and answering questions like that one,” he had
said with a crooked smile, and it had been the hit of the spring, the most repeated
quote this side of one politician’s defence of an agricultural policy: ‘Sheep are nice
animals.’

Harry inserted the key into the lock of his flat in Sofies gate. Why he had moved
to Bislett escaped him. Perhaps it had been because his neighbours in Teyen had
started looking at him strangely and keeping their distance, which at first he had
construed as showing respect.



Fine, the neighbours here left him in peace, though they would appear in the
corridor to check everything was OK if, on rare occasions, he should slip on a step
and roll back down to the nearest landing.

The backward rolls hadn’t started until October, after he had hit a brick wall
over Sis’s case. Then the air had been knocked out of him and he had started
dreaming again. And he knew only one way to keep the dreams at arm’s length.

He had tried to pull himself together, take Sis to the cabin in Rauland, but she
had become very withdrawn since the assault, and she didn’t laugh as easily as
before. So he had rung his father a couple of times, although the conversations
hadn’t been very long, just long enough to indicate that his dad wanted to be left
in peace.

Harry closed the door to his flat, shouted that he was home and nodded with
satisfaction when there was no answer. Monsters come in all shapes and sizes,
but so long as they weren’t waiting for him in the kitchen when he came home
there was a chance he would have an undisturbed night’s sleep.

Chapter 4

Thursday 9 January

THE COLD SNAP came so suddenly that when Harry stepped out of the door he
involuntarily gasped for breath. He looked up at the reddening sky between the
houses and opened his mouth to release the taste of gall and Colgate.

In Holbergs plass he caught the tram rattling down Welhavensgate. He found a
seat and opened the Aftenposten. Another paedophilia case. There had been three
of them over recent months, all Norwegians caught red-handed in Thailand.

The leader reminded readers of the Prime Minister’s promise during his election
campaign that he would intensify investigation of sexual crimes, including those
involving Norwegians abroad, and demanded to know when the public would see
any results.

Secretary of State Bjorn Askildsen, from the Prime Minister’s office, commented
that they were working with the Thai government to further investigative powers.

‘This is urgent!’ the Aftenposten editor wrote. ‘People expect to see some action.
It’s not right that a Christian minister can permit this outrage to continue.’

‘Come in!’

Harry opened the door and looked straight into Bjarne Meller’s yawning mouth.
He was leaning back in his chair with his long legs sticking out from under the
desk.

‘There you are. I was expecting you yesterday, Harry.’

‘So I was told.” Harry sat down. 1 don’t work when I'm drunk. Or vice versa. It’s
a kind of principle I have.’ This was intended to sound ironic.

‘A police officer is a police officer twenty-four hours a day, Harry, sober or not. I
had to persuade Waaler not to report you, you know.’

Harry shrugged, indicating that he’d said all he had to say on the subject.



‘OK, Harry, we won'’t discuss that now. I've got a job for you. A job which in my
opinion you don’t deserve, but which I'm going to give you anyway.’

‘Would it make you happy if I said I don’t want it?’

‘Cut the Philip Marlowe stuff, Harry. It doesn’t suit you,” Meller replied
brusquely. Harry smirked. He knew the PAS liked him. T haven’t even told you
what it is.’

T assume from the fact that you send a car to get me in my free time it’s not to
put me on traffic duty.’

‘Exactly, so why don’t you let me finish?’

Harry gave a brief, dry chuckle and leaned forward in his chair. ‘Can we speak
our minds, PAS?’

What mind? Mgller almost asked, but limited himself to a nod.

T'm not the man for important assignments right now, boss. I suppose you've
seen how things are going at the moment. Or how things are not going. Or barely
going. I do my job, the routine stuff, try not to get in anyone’s way and clock in
and out in a sober condition. I'd give the job to one of the other boys if I were you.’

Moller sighed, laboriously drew up his legs and got to his feet.

‘Can I speak my mind, Harry? Had it been up to me, someone else would have
got the job. But they want you. So it would be a great favour to me, Harry...’

Harry looked up warily. Bjarne Mgller had helped him out of enough scrapes
over the last year for him to know that it was just a question of time before he had
to start repaying the debt.

‘Hang on! Who are they?’

‘People in high positions. People who can make my life hell if they don’t get what
they want.’

‘And what will I get to take on the job?’

Mgller knitted his brows as fiercely as he could, but he had always found it
difficult to muster a stern expression on his open, boyish face.

‘What do you get? You get your salary. For the duration. For Christ’s sake, what
do you get!’

‘Ah, I'm in the picture now, boss. Some of those high-up people reckon that
officer who cleared up the case in Sydney last year must be one hell of a guy, and
it’s your job to make him toe the line. Am I wrong?’

‘Harry, please don’t push this one too far.’

I’'m not wrong. I wasn’t wrong yesterday when I saw Waaler’s face, either. That’s
why I've already slept on it and this is my suggestion: I'm a good boy, I turn up for
work, and when I've finished, you give me two detectives full-time for two months
and complete access to all our data.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘You know what I'm talking about.’

If this is about your sister’s rape case, I'm afraid I have to say no, Harry. The
case was closed, once and for all, remember?’

Tl remember, boss. I remember the report in which it was stated she had Down’s
syndrome and that therefore it was not inconceivable that she’d made up the rape
to hide the fact that she’d become pregnant by a casual acquaintance. Yes, indeed,
I do remember.’

‘There was no concrete—’



‘She wasn’t hiding anything. Jesus Christ, man, [ went to her flat in Sogn and
in the bathroom I saw her bra in the laundry basket, drenched with blood. He had
threatened to cut off her nipples. She was terrified. She thinks everyone is like she
is, and when this guy dressed in a suit bought her a meal and asked if she fancied
seeing a film in his hotel room she just thought he was being nice. And even if she
had remembered the room number, it would have been hoovered, cleaned and the
bed changed more than twenty times since she was raped. There wouldn’t be
much concrete evidence.’

‘No one remembered any bloodstained sheets—’

T've worked in hotels, Mgller. You’d be surprised how many bloodstained sheets
you change over a couple of weeks. People bleed all the bloody time.’

Mogller vigorously shook his head. ‘Sorry. You had your chance to prove it,
Harry.’

It wasn’t enough, boss. It wasn’t enough.’

Tt’s never enough. But you have to draw a line somewhere. With our
resources—’

‘Well, give me a free hand. For a month.’

Mpgller suddenly raised his head with one eye closed. Harry knew he’d been
rumbled.

‘You cunning bastard. You'’ve wanted the job all the time, haven’t you? You just
had to do a bit of bartering first.’

Harry stuck out his lower lip and waggled his head from side to side. Mgller
looked out of the window. Then he sighed.

‘OK, Harry. I'll see what I can do. But if you mess up I'll have to make a couple
of decisions I know some people on the force think I should have made a long time
ago. And you know what that means, don’t you?’

‘Boot up the arse, boss,” Harry smiled. ‘What’s the job?’

T hope your summer suit is dry-cleaned and you can remember where you last
put your passport. Your plane goes in twelve hours to a faraway destination.’

‘The further the better, PAS.’

Harry was sitting on a chair by the door in the cramped flat in Sogn. His sister
was sitting by the window watching the snowflakes in the light from the street
lamp below. She sniffed a couple of times. Since she had her back to him Harry
couldn’t see whether it was because of a cold or his imminent departure. She had
lived in sheltered housing for two years now and was managing well under the
circumstances. After the rape and the abortion Harry had taken along some
clothes and a toilet bag and moved in, but it wasn’t long before she told him
enough was enough. She was a big girl now.

Tl be back soon, Sis.’

‘When?’

She was sitting so close to the window that condensation formed into a rose
whenever she spoke.

Harry sat behind her and placed a hand on her back. He could feel from the
gentle tremble that she was about to cry.

‘When I've caught the baddies I'll be straight back home.’

TIs it...?’

‘No, it’s not him. I'll catch him afterwards. Have you talked to Dad today?’



She shook her head. He sighed.

If he doesn’t ring I want you to ring him. Can you do that for me, Sis?’

‘Pappa never says anything,” she whispered.

‘Pappa’s sad because Mamma died, Sis.’

‘But it’s so long ago.’

‘That’s why it’s time we got him talking again, Sis, and you’ll have to help me.
Will you do that? Will you do that, Sis?’

She turned without a word, put her arms around him and buried her head in
his neck.

He stroked her hair and could feel his shirt getting wet.

The suitcase was packed. Harry had rung Stale Aune and told him he was flying
to Bangkok on business. He hadn’t had a lot to say and Harry didn’t quite know
why he had rung him. Perhaps because it was good to tell someone who might
wonder where he was? Harry didn’t think it was a great idea to ring the bar staff at
Schroder’s.

‘Take the vitamin B shots I gave you,” Aune said.

‘Why’s that?’

‘Makes life easier if you want to be sober. New environment, Harry. It could be a
good start, you know.’

Tl think about it.’

‘Thinking’s not enough, Harry.’

T know. That’s why I don’t need to take the shots.’

One of the boys from the hostel further up the street was leaning against the
wall and shivering in a tight denim jacket while puffing away at a fag as Harry
eased his suitcase into the boot of the taxi.

‘Going away?’

Yep.’

‘South?’

‘Bangkok.’

‘Alone?’

Yep.’

‘Say no more.’

He gave Harry a thumbs up and winked.

Harry took the ticket from the woman behind the check-in desk and turned.

‘Harry Hole?’ The man with the steel-rimmed glasses eyed him with a sad smile.

‘And you are?’

‘Dagfinn Torhus from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. We’d like to wish you luck.
And assure ourselves that you've understood the... delicacy of this assignment.
After all, everything has moved with such haste.’

‘Thank you for the thought. I've understood that it is my job to find a murderer
without making too much of a splash. Mgller has given me instructions.’

‘Good. Discretion is vital. Don’t trust anyone. Not even officials who claim to be
working for the Ministry. They might turn out to be from, well, for example,
Dagbladet.’

Torhus opened his mouth as if to laugh, but Harry could see he was serious.



‘Dagbladet journalists don’t wear the Ministry badge on their lapel, herr Torhus.
Or a jacket in January. By the way, I've seen from the papers that you’re my
contact in the Ministry.’

Torhus nodded, mostly to himself. Then he jutted out his chin and lowered his
voice by half a tone.

‘Your plane goes soon, so I won’t hold you up much longer. Just listen to what I
have to say.’

He removed his hands from his jacket pockets and folded them in front of him.

‘How old are you, Hole? Thirty-three? Thirty-four? You still have a career in
front of you. I've been doing a bit of digging, you see. You’re talented and it’s
obvious people high up like you. And protect you. That can carry on for as long as
things go well. But it won’t take much for you to land flat on your arse and you
could easily drag your pals down with you. And then you’ll find that your so-called
friends are suddenly over the hills and far away. So try to stay on your feet, Hole.
For everyone’s sake. This is well-meant advice from an old ice skater.” He smiled
with his mouth, but his eyes were studying Harry closely. ‘You know what, Hole. I
always have such a depressing sense of something finishing when I come to
Fornebu Airport. Something finishing and something new starting.’

‘Really?’ Harry said, wondering if he had time for a beer at the bar before the
gate closed. ‘Well, now and then that can be good. A renewal, I mean.’

‘Let’s hope so,” Torhus said. ‘Let us hope so.’



PART 11

Chapter 5

Friday 10 January

HARRY HOLE STRAIGHTENED his sunglasses and looked down the row of taxis
outside Don Mueang International Airport. He felt like he had entered a bathroom
and someone had just turned on a scalding hot shower. He knew the secret to
tackling high humidity was to ignore it. Let the sweat pour down you and think
about something else. The light was worse. It pierced the cheap, dark plastic
glasses through to his shiny alcoholic eyes, and cranked up the headache that
until then had only been rumbling in his temples.

‘Meter taxi or 250 baht, sir?’

Harry tried to concentrate on what the taxi driver was saying. The trip had been
hell. The bookshop at the airport in Zurich sold only German books, and they had
shown Free Willy 2 on the plane.

‘Meter’s fine,” Harry said.

A garrulous Dane next to him had chosen to turn a blind eye to the fact that he
was plastered and had showered him with advice about how to avoid being
cheated in Thailand, clearly an inexhaustible subject of conversation. He must
have been of the opinion that Norwegians were charmingly naive people whom it
was every Dane’s duty to save from con tricks.

‘You have to haggle over everything,” he’d said. ‘That’s the idea, you know.’

‘And what if I don’t?’

‘You'll ruin it for us.’

‘Pardon?’

‘You’ll be helping to raise prices, to make Thailand more expensive for everyone
else.’

Harry had studied the man, who was wearing a beige Marlboro shirt and new
leather sandals, and decided to drink some more.

‘Surasak Road 111, Harry said and the driver smiled, put the suitcase in the
boot and held the door open for Harry, who crawled in and noticed the wheel was
on the right-hand side.

In Norway we complain about the English insisting on driving on the left,” he
said as they drove onto the motorway. ‘But recently I heard more people in the
world drive on the left than on the right. Do you know why?’

The driver glanced at the mirror with an even broader smile.

‘Surasak Road, yes?’

‘Because they drive on the left in China,” Harry mumbled and was glad the
motorway cut through the misty skyscraper landscape like a straight, grey arrow.



He could sense that a couple of sudden bends would be enough to release the
Swissair omelette onto the rear seat.

‘Why isn’t the meter running?’

‘Surasak Road, five hundred baht, yes?’

Harry leaned back in the seat and looked up at the sky. Well, he looked up, for
there was no sky to be seen, just a hazy vault lit by a sun he couldn’t see, either.
Bangkok, the City of Angels. The angels wore masks, cut the air with a knife and
tried to remember what colour the sky had been in earlier times.

He must have fallen asleep because when he opened his eyes the car wasn’t
moving. He hitched himself up on the seat and saw they were surrounded by
vehicles. Small, open shops and workshops lay cheek by jowl along pavements
milling with people who all seemed to know where they were going. And they were
in a hurry to get there. The driver had opened a window and a cacophony of urban
sounds merged with the radio. There was a smell of exhaust and sweat in the
boiling hot car.

‘Traffic jam?’

The driver shook his head with a smile.

Harry’s teeth crunched. What was it he had read somewhere, that all the lead
you inhale ends up in the brain sooner or later? And it makes you lose your
memory. Or did it make you psychotic?

As if by a miracle the traffic suddenly began to move again, and motorbikes and
mopeds swarmed around them like angry insects and launched themselves at
crossroads with utter contempt for life and limb. Harry counted four fully-fledged
near misses.

‘Incredible there are no accidents,” Harry said to fill the silence.

The driver looked in the mirror and smiled. ‘There are accidents. Many.’

By the time they finally arrived at the police station in Surasak Road, Harry had
already made up his mind: he didn’t like this city. He wanted to hold his breath,
do the job and get on the first and not necessarily best plane back to Oslo.

At the police station Harry was greeted by a young officer who introduced
himself as Nho. He had a slim body, short hair and an open, friendly face. Harry
knew that in a few years the expression would change.

The lift was full and stank; it was like being thrust into a bag of sweaty sports
clothes. Harry towered two heads above the others. One person looked up at the
tall Norwegian and laughed, impressed. Another asked Nho a question and then
said to Harry:

‘Ah, Norway. That’s... that’s... what’s his name now? ...please help me.’

Harry smiled and tried to splay his hands apologetically, but there wasn’t room.

Yes, yes, very famous!’ the man insisted.

Tbsen?’ Harry essayed. ‘Nansen?’

‘No, no, more famous!’

‘Hamsun? Grieg?’

‘No, no.’

The man gave them a stern look as they got out on the fourth.

‘Welcome to Bangkok, Harry.’



The Chief of Police was small and swarthy and had clearly decided to
demonstrate that people knew how to greet in Western fashion in Thailand. He
squeezed Harry’s hand and shook it enthusiastically with a beaming smile.

‘Sorry we couldn’t collect you from the airport, but the traffic in Bangkok...” He
indicated the window behind him. ‘It’s not far on the map, but...’

T know what you mean, sir,” Harry said. ‘The embassy said the same thing.’

They faced each other in the ensuing silence. The Chief smiled. There was a
knock at the door.

‘Come in!’

A shaven head poked round the door.

‘Come in, Crumley. The Norwegian detective has arrived.’

‘Ah, the detective.’

The head acquired a body, and Harry had to blink twice to assure himself that
he wasn’t seeing things. Crumley was broad-shouldered and almost as tall as
Harry; the hairless skull had pronounced jaw muscles and two intensely blue eyes
above a thin, straight mouth. The uniform was a pale blue shirt, a large pair of
Nike trainers and a skirt.

‘Liz Crumley, an inspector in Homicide,” the Chief said.

‘They say you’re one hell of a homicide investigator, Harry,” she said in a broad
American accent. She stood opposite him with her hands on her hips.

‘Well, I don’t know about that exactly...’

‘No? You must be pretty good if they sent you halfway round the globe, don’t
you think?’

‘Suppose so.’

Harry half closed his eyes. What he needed least of all now was an over-
assertive woman.

T’'m here to help. IfI can help.’ He forced a smile.

‘Then it might be time to sober up, huh, Harry?’

The Chief burst into loud, reedy laughter behind her.

‘They’re like that,” she said, loud and clear, as though the Chief wasn’t present.
‘They’ll do whatever they can to make sure no one loses face. Right now he’s trying
to save your face. By pretending I'm joking. But I'm not joking. I'm in charge of
Homicide here, and if I don’t like something I say so. It’s considered bad manners
in this country, but I've been doing it for ten years.’

Harry closed his eyes fully.

T can see from the colour of your face that you think this is embarrassing,
Harry, but I have no use for drunken investigators, as I'm sure you know. Come
back tomorrow. I'll find someone to take you to your apartment.’

Harry shook his head and cleared his throat. ‘Fear of flying.’

‘Pardon me?’

T'm frightened of flying. G&Ts help. And my face is red because the booze is
beginning to evaporate through the pores of my skin.’

Liz Crumley regarded him at length. Then she scratched her shiny head.

‘Sorry to hear that, Detective. How’s the jet lag?’

‘Wide awake.’

‘Good. You’re just in time for a quick update from Forensics, and then we’ll drop
by your apartment on the way to the crime scene.’



‘This is your office,” Crumley pointed on the way past.

‘Someone’s sitting there,” Harry said.

‘Not there. There.’

‘There?’

He identified the chair pressed into a long table with people sitting side by side.
On the table in front of the chair there was just enough room for a notepad and a
phone.

Tl see if I can sort something else out if your stay turns into a long one.’

T really hope it doesn’t,” Harry mumbled.

The inspector summoned her troops to the meeting room. The ‘troops’ were, to
be more precise: Nho; Sunthorn, a baby-faced, serious-looking young man; and
Rangsan, the oldest detective in the department.

Rangsan sat apparently immersed in his newspaper, but interjected with
occasional comments in Thai, which Crumley jotted down carefully in her little
black book.

‘OK,’ Crumley said, closing the book. ‘The five of us will try to crack this case.
Since we have a Norwegian colleague with us all communication from now on will
take place in English. Rangsan’s our contact with Forensics. Go ahead.’

Rangsan painstakingly folded the newspaper and cleared his throat. He had
thinning hair, a pair of glasses, which were attached to a cord, perched on the end
of his nose, and he reminded Harry of a jaded teacher regarding his surroundings
with a slightly condescending, sarcastic gaze.

T spoke to Supawadee at Forensics. Not surprisingly, they found a whole load of
fingerprints in the hotel room, but none that belonged to the dead man.’

The other prints had not been identified.

‘And this won’t be easy,” Rangsan added. ‘Even if the motel doesn’t have much
of a clientele there must be prints from at least a hundred people in there.’

‘Did they find any prints on the door handle?’ Harry asked.

‘Too many, I'm afraid. And no complete ones.’

Crumley put her Nike-clad feet on the table.

‘Molnes probably went straight to bed; there was no reason for him to waltz
around leaving prints everywhere. There are at least two people who touched the
door handle after the murderer: Dim, the prostitute, and Wang, the motel owner.’

She nodded to Rangsan, who picked up the newspaper again.

‘The autopsy reveals what we assumed, that the ambassador was killed by the
knife. It punctured the left lung before piercing the heart and filling the
pericardium with blood.’

‘Cardiac tamponade,’ Harry said.

1 beg your pardon.’

‘That’s what it’s called. It’s like putting cotton wool in a bell. The heart can’t
beat and it suffocates in its own blood.’

Crumley grimaced.

‘OK, let’s leave the forensic report for the time being and go see the real thing.
Harry, we’ll let you settle in and then we’ll pick you up on the way to the motel.’

In the crowded lift down he heard a voice he recognised.

T've got it now, I've got it now! Solskjeer! Solskjeer!’

Harry craned his head and smiled in affirmation.



So he was the world’s most famous Norwegian. A football player who was a
second-choice striker in an English industrial town beat all the explorers, painters
and writers. On reflection, Harry concluded that the man was probably right.

The flat he had been given by the embassy was in a fashionable complex
opposite the Shangri-La Hotel. It was tiny and spartan, but it had a bathroom, a
fan by the bed and a view of the Chao Phraya River, which flowed past, broad and
brown. Harry stood by the window. Long, narrow wooden boats criss-crossed the
river and whipped up filthy water behind the propellers mounted on long poles. On
the far bank, new hotels and department stores towered over an indefinable mass
of white-brick houses. It was hard to get any impression of the size of the city
because it disappeared in a golden-brown haze when you tried to delve beyond a
few blocks, but Harry presumed it was big. Very big. He pushed up a window and
a roar rose to meet him. He had lost the airline earplugs in the lift, and only now
did he hear how deafening the noise of this city was. He could see Crumley’s patrol
car like a little matchbox toy next to the pavement far below. He opened a can of
hot beer he had taken with him off the plane and confirmed to his pleasure that
Singha was not as bad as Norwegian beer. Now the rest of the day seemed more
bearable.

Chapter 6

Friday 10 January

THE INSPECTOR LEANED on the horn. Literally. She pressed her bosom
against the wheel of the big Toyota Jeep and the horn sounded.

‘That’s not the Thai way of doing it,” she laughed. ‘Anyway, it doesn’t work. If
you honk your horn they don’t let you pass. It has something to do with
Buddhism. But I can’t resist. What the hell, I'm from the States.’

She leaned against the wheel again as motorists around them made a show of
looking away.

‘So he’s still in the hotel room?’ Harry asked, stifling a yawn.

‘Orders from highest level. As a rule we do an autopsy as fast as possible and
cremate them the day after. But they wanted you to see first. Don’t ask me why.’

I’'m one hell of an investigator, or have you forgotten all that?’

She squinted at him from the corner of her eye, then swerved out into a gap and
put her foot down.

‘Don’t get too cute. It’s not how you might think, that everyone here will reckon
you’re a hell of a guy because you’re a farang, it’s more the opposite.’

‘Farang?’

‘Honky. Gringo. Half derogatory, half neutral, all depending how you play it.
Just remember, there’s nothing wrong with the Thais’ self-esteem even if they treat
you politely. Fortunately for you, Sunthorn and Nho are on duty today, and I'm
sure you’ll manage to impress them. I hope so for your sake. If you make a fool of
yourself you could have big problems working with the department.’

T had the impression you were in charge of that department’



‘That’s what I think.’

They had joined the motorway and, ignoring the engine’s protests, she pressed
the accelerator to the floor. It had already begun to get dark, and in the west a
cherry-red sun was going down between the skyscrapers.

‘At least pollution creates beautiful sunsets,” Crumley said in answer to his
thoughts.

‘Tell me about the prostitution here,” Harry said.

It’s about as bad as the traffic.’

Tve seen. But what counts here, how does it work? Is it traditional street
prostitution with pimps, regular brothels with a madam, or are the prostitutes
freelancers? Do they go to bars, do they strip, do they advertise in the paper, or do
they pick up clients in the shopping malls?’

‘All of that and then some. If it hasn’t been tried in Bangkok it hasn’t been tried.
But most of them work in go-go bars where they dance and try to persuade clients
to buy drinks. And of course they get a percentage. The bar owner has no
responsibility for the girls beyond giving them a place to market themselves, and
in return the girls agree to stay in the bar until it closes. If a client wants to take
one of the girls, he has to buy her freedom for the rest of the evening. The bar
owner gets the money, but most of the time the girl is happy to avoid spending the
evening writhing around onstage.’

‘Sounds like a great deal for the bar owner.’

‘Whatever the girl earns after her time has been bought goes right into her own
pocket.’

‘Did the girl who found the ambassador work in a bar like that?’

‘Yup. She works in one of the King Crown bars in Patpong. We also know the
motel owner runs a kind of call-girl ring for foreigners with special proclivities. But
getting her to talk is pretty tough because in Thailand prostitution is actually
illegal. So far all she’s said is that she was staying at the motel and went in the
wrong door.’

Liz explained that Atle Molnes had probably rung the woman when he arrived at
the motel, but the receptionist, who was synonymous with the owner, denied
point-blank having anything to do with the matter over and above renting a room.

‘Here we are.’

She pulled up in front of a low, white-brick building.

‘The best brothels in Bangkok seem to have a weakness for Greek names,’ she
commented acidly and got out. Harry looked up at a large neon sign proclaiming
that the motel was called Olympussy. The ‘m’ flashed sporadically while the 1’ had
given up for good and lent the place a tristesse that reminded Harry of suburban
Norwegian grill bars.

The motel was identical to the American variety with a series of double rooms
around a courtyard and a parking space outside each room. There was a veranda
alongside the wall where guests could sit in grey, water-damaged cane chairs.

‘Nice place.’

‘You may not believe it, but when it appeared during the Vietnam War it was
one of the liveliest places in town. Built for horny US soldiers on R&R.’

‘R&R?’



‘Rest and recuperation. Popularly known as I&l: intercourse and intoxication.
They flew them in from Saigon on a two-day furlough. The sex industry in this
country wouldn’t be what it is today without the US military. One of the streets
here is even officially called Soi Cowboy.’

‘So why didn’t they stay there? This is almost rural.’

‘The soldiers who were most homesick preferred to fuck in the all-American way
— that is, in an automobile or a motel room. That’s why they built this. They could
rent American cars from the parking lot. They even had American beer in the
minibars.’

‘Wow, how do you know all this?’

‘My mother told me.’

Harry turned to her, but even though the functioning letters in Olympussy cast
a bluish neon light over her skull it was too dark to discern her expression. She
pulled a cap over her head before going into the reception area.

The motel room was furnished simply, but the filthy grey carpet hinted at better
days. Harry shivered. Not because of the yellow suit that made any further
identification of the corpse superfluous—only members of the Christian
Democratic Party and the Progress Party would voluntarily wear such suits. Nor
because of the knife with the oriental ornamentation that had pinned the suit to
the ambassador’s back and caused the unflattering bulge to the shoulders of the
jacket. The reason was quite simply that the room was freezing cold. Crumley had
explained that as the shelf life for bodies in this climate was very short and they
had been told they would have to wait at least forty-eight hours for the Norwegian
detective, they had put the air conditioning on full, to ten degrees, and set the fan
on max.

Nevertheless, the flies were persistent, and a swarm of them rose as Nho and
Sunthorn carefully rolled the body onto its back. Atle Molnes’s glazed eyes stared
down his nose as though trying to see the tips of his Ecco shoes. The boyish fringe
made the ambassador appear younger than his fifty-two years. It flopped down,
sun-bleached, as though there were still life in it.

‘Wife and teenage daughter,” Harry said. ‘Has either of them been here to see
him?’

‘No. We informed the Norwegian Embassy, and they said they would pass on the
message to the family. So far we've only been told not to let anyone in.’

‘Anyone from the embassy?’

‘The chargé d’affaires. Can’t remember her name.’

‘Tonje Wiig?’

‘That’s it. She was hard-faced right up to the moment we turned over the body
to have him identified.’

Harry studied the ambassador. Had he been a good-looking man? A man who,
apart from the dreadful suit and a couple of rolls of fat around his stomach, could
make the heart of a young, female chargé d’affaires beat faster? The suntanned
skin had taken on a sallow hue and the blue tongue seemed to be trying to force
its way between the teeth.

Harry sat down on a chair and had a look around. When a person dies their
appearance changes quickly, and he had seen more than enough corpses to know
that he didn’t get much from staring at them. Atle Molnes had taken with him any



secrets his personality might have revealed and all that remained was an empty,
abandoned husk.

Harry pushed the chair closer to the bed. The two young officers leaned over
him.

‘What can you see?’ Crumley asked.

T see a Norwegian lech who happened to be the ambassador and therefore has
to have his reputation protected for king and country.’

She glanced up in surprise, and examined Harry more closely.

‘No matter how good the a/c you can’t cover the stench,’ he said. ‘But that’s my
problem. As for this guy here...” Harry grasped the ambassador’s jaw. ‘Rigor
mortis. He’s rigid, but the rigidity has begun to give, which is normal after three
days. His tongue’s blue, but the knife would suggest not from suffocation. Has to
be checked.’

‘Has been,” Crumley said. ‘The ambassador had been drinking red wine.’

Harry mumbled something.

‘Molnes left his office at lunchtime,” she continued, ‘and when the woman found
him it was nearly 11 p.m. Our doctor says he died somewhere between 4 and 10
p.m., so that narrows it down a bit.’

‘Between four and ten? That’s six hours.’

‘Correct, Detective.” Crumley crossed her arms.

‘Well.” Harry looked up at her. In Oslo we usually determine the time of death
with a margin of twenty minutes either way for bodies that have been found after a
few hours.’

‘That’s because you live at the North Pole. Here, at thirty-five degrees, a body’s
temperature doesn’t fall much. The time is worked out according to rigor mortis,
and so it’s fairly approximate.’

‘What about livor mortis? There should be discoloration after around three
hours.’

‘Sorry. As you can see, the ambassador liked sunbathing, so we can'’t tell.’

Harry ran his index finger up the suit material where the knife had entered. A
grey, Vaseline-like deposit gathered on his nail.

‘What’s this?’

‘The weapon was obviously greased. Samples have been sent for analysis.’

Harry rifled through the pockets and pulled out a worn, brown wallet. It
contained a 500-baht note, a Ministry ID card and a photo of a smiling girl in what
appeared to be a hospital bed.

‘Did you find anything else on him?’

Zip.” Crumley had removed her cap to waft away the flies. ‘We checked what he
had and left it alone.’

Harry loosened the belt, pulled down the trousers and turned him on his
stomach again. Then he pulled up the jacket and shirt. ‘Look. Some of the blood
ran down his back.” He lifted the elastic of the Dovre underpants. ‘And down
between his buttocks. Which means he wasn’t stabbed while lying in bed. He was
standing. By measuring how far the blade went in and determining the angle we
can work out the murderer’s height.’



‘Assuming the murderer was standing on the same level as the victim when he
or she struck,” Crumley added. ‘The victim could also have been stabbed while he
was on the floor and the blood ran down when he was moved to the bed.’

‘Then there would have been blood on the carpet,” Harry said, pulling up the
trousers, fastening the belt, turning and looking Liz in the eye. ‘And you wouldn’t
have needed to speculate, you would have known for certain. Your forensics
people would have found fibres from the carpet all over his suit, wouldn’t they.’

Her gaze didn’t deviate, but Harry knew he had exposed her little test. She
nodded, and he turned back to the corpse.

‘One victimological detail might confirm he was expecting a female visitor.’

Yes?’

‘See the belt? It was fastened two notches up from the worn line before I
loosened it. Middle-aged men with burgeoning waistlines often pull their stomachs
in when they meet younger women.’

It was hard to say whether they were impressed. The officers shifted from one
foot to the other and their stony young faces betrayed nothing. Crumley bit off a
chunk of nail and spat it out between pursed lips.

‘So here’s the minibar.” Harry opened the door of the little fridge. Singha,
Johnnie Walker and Canadian Club miniatures, a bottle of white wine. Nothing
appeared to have been touched.

‘What else have we got?’ Harry turned to the two young officers.

They exchanged glances and then one pointed out the car in the drive.

‘The car.’

They went outside, where there was a dark blue Mercedes of recent vintage
bearing diplomatic plates. One of the police officers opened the driver’s door.

‘Key?’ Harry asked.

Tt was in the jacket pocket of...” The officer nodded towards the motel room.

‘Fingerprints?’

The young man gave his superior a resigned look. She coughed.

‘Obviously we’ve checked the key for prints, Hole.’

T wasn’t asking if you’d taken prints, but what you found.’

‘His. Otherwise we’d have told you at the outset.’

Harry bit his tongue.

The seats and floor of the Mercedes were strewn with rubbish. Harry noticed
some magazines, cassettes, empty cigarette packets, a Coke can and a pair of
sandals.

‘What else have you found?’

Nho took out a list and read it out.

‘Stop,” Harry said. ‘Could you repeat the last item?’

‘Coupons for betting on horse races, sir.’

‘The ambassador obviously liked to gamble now and then,” Crumley said.
‘Popular sport in Thailand.’

‘And what’s this?’

Harry had leaned over the driver’s side and picked up a small capsule partly
buried under the carpet between the seat adjuster and the floor mat.

The officer looked down at his list, but had to give up.



‘Liquid Ecstasy comes in capsules like that,” said Crumley, who had stepped
closer to see.

‘Ecstasy?’ Harry shook his head. ‘Middle-aged Christian Democrats might fuck
around, but they do not take E.’

‘We’ll have to get it checked out,” Crumley said. Harry could see from her face
that she wasn’t best pleased to have missed the capsule.

‘Let’s have a look in the back,’ he said.

The boot was as clean and tidy as the inside was messy.

‘A man of orderly habits,” Harry said. ‘The women of the family reigned supreme
inside the car, but he didn’t let them touch the boot.’

A well-equipped toolbox glinted in the light from Crumley’s torch. It was
spotless; only plaster on the tip of a screwdriver revealed that it had been used.

‘Bit more victimology, folks. My guess is Molnes was not a practical man. This
toolbox has never been near a car engine. At most, the screwdriver has been used
to hang up a family photo.’

A mosquito applauded by his ear. Harry hit out and felt his wet skin was cold to
the touch. The heat hadn’t abated even if the sun had gone down. Now the wind
had dropped and it felt as if moisture was trickling from the ground beneath their
feet and condensing the air so that it was almost drinkable.

Beside the spare tyre was the jack, apparently also unused, and a thin, brown
leather case of the kind you expect to find in a diplomat’s car.

‘What’s in the case?’ Harry asked.

Tt’s locked,” Crumley said. ‘Because the car is, officially speaking, embassy
territory and therefore not under our jurisdiction we haven’t attempted to open it.
But now that Norway is represented maybe we can...’

‘Sorry, I don’t have diplomatic status,” Harry said, lifting the case out of the boot
and placing it on the ground. But I can state that the case is no longer on
Norwegian territory, so I would suggest you open it while I go to reception and
speak to the motel owner.’

Harry sauntered across the car park. His feet were swollen after the flight, a
drop of sweat rolled down the inside of his shirt, tickling him, and he was
desperate for a drink. Apart from that, it didn’t feel too bad to be on a serious case
again. It was a long time since his last job. He noticed that the ‘m’ had gone out.

Wang Lee, Manager said the business card the man behind the counter passed
Harry, presumably a gentle hint that he should try again another day. The bony
man in the flowery shirt had sleep in the corners of his eyes and looked as if he
definitely did not want anything to do with Harry right now. He had started to flick
through a pile of papers and grunted when he glanced up to see Harry still
standing there.

1 can see you’re a busy man,” Harry said. ‘So I suggest we do this as quickly as
possible. I know I'm a foreigner and I'm not from your country—’

‘Not Thai. Chinese,” he heard, accompanied by another grunt.

‘Well, then, you’re also a foreigner. The point is—’

From behind the counter came a couple of gasps which might have been
scornful laughter. The motel owner had at any rate opened his mouth.

‘Not foreigner. Chinese. We make Thailand work. No Chinese, no business.’



‘Fine. You’re a businessman, Wang. So let me make you a business deal. You
run a brothel here and you can flick through papers as much as you like, but
that’s how it is.’

Wang shook his head firmly. ‘No prostitutes. Motel. Rent rooms.’

‘Relax, I'm only interested in the murder, it’s not my job to lock up pimps.
Unless I do it off my own bat. Hence the business deal. Here in Thailand no one
checks people like you out, there are simply too many of you. Reporting you to the
police isn’t enough, either. I'm guessing you can pay a few baht in a brown
envelope to avoid being bothered by that kind of thing. That’s why youre not
particularly afraid of us.’

The motel owner repeated the head-shaking.

‘No money. Illegal.’

Harry smiled. ‘Last time I looked, Thailand was third in the world corruption
table. Please be nice and don’t treat me like an idiot.’

Harry ensured his voice was lowered. Threats generally work best when
delivered in a neutral key.

‘Your problem, and mine, however, is that the guy who was found in the motel
room is a diplomat from my country. If I have to report back that we suspect he
died in a brothel it suddenly becomes a political issue and your friends in the
police cannot help you. The authorities will feel obliged to close this place and
haul you off to prison. To show goodwill, to show they’re maintaining law and
order, right?’

It was impossible to see from the expressionless face whether he had hit the nail
on the head or not.

‘On the other hand, if I report back that the woman had arranged to meet the
man, and the motel was a random choice...’

The man looked at Harry. He blinked, pinching his eyes as if he had a speck of
dust in them. Then he turned, pulled aside a curtain that hid a door opening and
waved for Harry to follow. Behind the curtain was a little room with a table and
two chairs, and the man motioned Harry to sit down. He put a cup in front of
Harry and poured from a teapot. There was such a strong aroma of peppermint
that it made his eyes smart.

‘None of girls want to work so long as body’s there,” Wang said. ‘How quickly can
you move it?’

Businessmen are businessmen the world over, Harry thought, lighting a
cigarette.

‘Depends how quickly we can get to the bottom of what went on here.’

‘The man came here about nine at night and said he wanted room. He flicked
through menu and said he wanted Dim, he just needed rest first. Told me to say
when she was here. I said he had to pay hourly rate anyway. He said fine and took
key.’

‘The menu?’

The man passed him something which did indeed resemble a menu. Harry
leafed through. There were pictures of young Thai girls in nurse uniforms, in
fishnet stockings, in tight leather corsets with a whip, in schoolgirl uniforms and
plaits, and even in police uniforms. Beneath the pictures, under the heading
VITAL STATISTICS was each girl’s age, price and background. Harry noticed that



all of them claimed they were between eighteen and twenty-two. Prices ranged
from one to three thousand baht and almost all the girls had apparently completed
a language course and worked as nurses.

‘Was he alone?’ Harry asked.

Yes.’

‘No one else in the car?’

Wang shook his head.

‘How can you be so sure of that? The Mercedes has tinted windows and you
were sitting in here.’

T usually go out and check. Perhaps he has friend with him. Then they have to
pay for double room.’

T see. Double room, double price?’

‘Not double price.” Wang showed his teeth again. ‘Cheaper to share.’

‘What happened then?’

‘Don’t know. Man drove car to number 120, where he is now. It’s at back, so I
can’t see it in darkness. I called Dim and she came and waited. After a while I sent
her in to him.’

‘And how was Dim dressed? As a tram conductor?’

‘No, no, no.” Wang flipped through to the back page of the menu and proudly
showed the photo of a young Thai girl wearing a short dress covered in silver
sequins, white skates and a big smile. She was curtsying with her ankles crossed
and her arms to the sides, as though she had just performed a successful free
programme. Her face was dotted with red freckles.

‘And that’s supposed to be...?” Harry said in disbelief, reading the name under
the photo.

Yes, yes, right. Tonya Harding. The one who killed other American girl, pretty
one.’

T don’t think she actually—’

‘Dim can be her too if you like...’

‘No, thank you,’ Harry said.

It’s very popular. Especially with Americans. She can cry, if you like.” Wang ran
fingers down his cheeks.

‘She found him in the room with a knife in his back. What happened after that?’

‘Dim ran here screaming.’

‘Wearing skates?’

Wang gave Harry a reproachful look. ‘Skates come on after panties come off.’

Harry could appreciate the practical side of the arrangement and waved him to
carry on.

‘Nothing more to tell, Officer. We went to room and looked again, then I locked
door and rang police.’

‘So, according to Dim the door was not locked when she got there. Did she say
anything about it being ajar or was it just unlocked?’

Wang shrugged his shoulders. ‘Door was closed but not locked. Is that
important?’

‘You never know. Did you see anyone else near the room that evening?’

Wang shook his head.

‘And where’s the guest book?’ Harry asked. He was getting tired now.



The motel owner’s head shot up. ‘No guest book.’

Harry watched him in silence.

‘No guest book,” Wang repeated. ‘Why do I need one? No one will come if they
register their names and addresses.’

T'm not stupid, Wang. No one thinks they’re being registered, but you keep a
list. Just in case. VIPs drop by now and then and it could be good to slap a guest
book on the table if you have any trouble one day, right?’

The motel owner blinked like a frog.

‘Don’t be difficult now, Wang. People who had nothing to do with the murder
have nothing to fear. Especially public figures. Word of honour. Now. Book,
please.’

It was a little notebook, and Harry scanned the closely written pages covered in
Thai characters.

‘One of the others will come and copy this,” he said.

The three officers were waiting by the Mercedes. The headlamps were on and
they illuminated the briefcase, which was lying open on the patio.

‘Did you find anything?’

‘Looks like the ambassador had unusual sexual predilections.’

T know. Tonya Harding. I call that kinky.’

‘When can we talk to Dim?’

‘We’ll get hold of her tomorrow. She’s working tonight.’

Harry stopped in front of the briefcase. Details of the black-and-white
photographs came to the fore in the yellow light from the headlamps. He froze. Of
course he had heard about it, he had even read reports and talked with Vice
Squad colleagues about it, but it was the first time Harry had seen a child being
screwed by an adult.

Chapter 7

Friday 10 January

THEY DROVE UP Sukhumvit road where three-star hotels, luxury villas and
wooden and tin shacks stood cheek by jowl. Harry didn’t see any of this; his gaze
appeared to be fixed on a point straight in front of him.

‘Traffic’s better now,” Crumley said.

‘Yeah.’

She smiled without showing her teeth. ‘Sorry, in Bangkok we talk about the
traffic the way other places talk about the weather. You don’t have to live here for
long to figure out why. The weather’s the same from now until May. Depending on
the monsoon it starts raining sometime in late summer. And then it pours for
three months. All there is to say about the weather is that it’s hot. We tell each
other that all year round, but it’s not the most interesting topic of conversation.’

‘Mm.’

‘The traffic, on the other hand, determines our everyday lives in Bangkok more
than any goddamn typhoons. I never know how long it’s going to take me to get to



work. Could be forty minutes, could be four hours. Ten years ago it took twenty-
five minutes.’

‘So what’s happened?’

‘Growth. The last twenty years have been one long economic boom. This is
where the jobs are, and people flood in from the rural areas. More people travelling
to work every morning, more mouths to feed and more demand for transport. The
politicians promise us new roads and then just rub their hands with glee at how
well things are going.’

‘Nothing wrong with good times surely?’

It’s not that I begrudge people TVs in their bamboo huts, but it’s happened so
damn fast. And if you ask me, growth for growth’s sake is the logic of a cancer cell.
Sometimes I'm almost glad we hit the wall last year. You can already feel its effect
on the traffic.’

‘You mean it’s been worse than this?’

‘Of course. Look there...’

Crumley pointed to a gigantic car park where hundreds of cement mixers stood
in lines.

‘A year ago that parking lot was almost empty, but now no one is building any
more, so the fleet has been mothballed, as you can see. And people only go to
shopping malls because they have air conditioning, they don’t actually shop.’

They drove in silence for a while.

‘Who do you think is behind this shit?’ Harry asked.

‘Currency speculators.’

He looked at her, uncomprehending. T'm talking about the photos.’

‘Oh.” She glanced at him. ‘You didn’t like that, did you.’

He shrugged. T'm an intolerant person. I can’t help thinking about the death
penalty.’

The inspector checked her watch. ‘We pass a restaurant on the way to your
apartment. What do you say to a crash course in traditional Thai food?’

‘OK. But you didn’t answer my question.’

‘Who’s behind the photos? Harry, there are probably more perverts in Thailand
per square inch than in the whole world, people who have come here because we
have a sex industry that meets all needs. And I do mean all needs. How the hell
should I know who’s behind a few pictures?’

Harry grimaced and rolled his head from side to side. T was just asking. Wasn'’t
there some row a couple of years ago about an ambassador who was a
paedophile?’

‘Yeah, we busted a child sex ring involving a number of embassy people, among
them the Australian ambassador. Very embarrassing.’

‘Not for the police though?’

‘Are you crazy? For us it was like winning the soccer World Cup and an Oscar at
the same time. The Prime Minister sent his congratulations, the Minister for
Tourism was in ecstasy and medals rained down on us. That has a big impact on
the credibility of the force, you know.’

‘So what about making a start there?’



T don’t know. First up, everyone who was involved with the ring is either behind
bars or has been deported. Second, I’'m not convinced the photos have anything to
do with the murder.’

Crumley turned into a car park where an attendant pointed to an impossible
gap between two cars. She pressed a button and the electronics buzzed as the
large windows on both sides of the vehicle were lowered. Then she put the car in
reverse and put her foot on the accelerator.

T don’t think...” Harry started to say, but the inspector had already parked. The
side mirrors quivered.

‘How do we get out?’ he asked.

Tt’s not good to worry so much, Detective.’

Using both arms she swung herself through the window, placed one foot on the
windscreen and jumped down in front of the Jeep. With a great deal of difficulty
Harry succeeded in performing the same feat.

‘You'll learn,’ she said and started walking. ‘Bangkok is cramped.’

‘And what about the radio?’ Harry looked back at the invitingly open windows.
‘Do you reckon it’ll be there when we get back?’

She flashed her police badge to the attendant, who straightened up with a jolt.

Yes.’

‘No fingerprints on the knife,” Crumley said with a satisfied smack of her lips.
Som-tam, a kind of green papaya salad, didn’t taste as weird as Harry had
imagined. In fact, it was good. And spicy.

She sucked the foam off the beer with a loud slurp. He looked round at the
other customers, but no one seemed to notice, probably because she was drowned
out by a polka-playing string orchestra on the stage at the back of the restaurant,
which in turn was drowned out by the traffic. Harry decided he would drink two
beers. Then stop. He could buy a six-pack on the way to the flat.

‘Ornamentation on the handle. Anything there?’

‘Nho thought the knife might be from the north, from the mountain tribes in
Chiang Rai province or around there. Something to do with the inset pieces of
coloured glass. He wasn’t sure, but in any case it wasn’t the standard kind of knife
you can buy in shops here, so we’re sending it to an art history professor at
Benchamabophit Museum tomorrow. He knows all there is to know about old
knives.’

Liz waved, and the waiter came and ladled some steaming coconut soup from a
tureen.

‘Watch out for the little white guys. And the little red ones. They’ll burn you up,’
she said, pointing with a spoon. ‘Oh, and the green ones, too.’

Harry stared with scepticism at the different substances floating round in his
bowl.

Is there anything here I can eat?’

‘The galanga roots are OK.’

‘Have you got any theories?’ Harry asked in a loud voice to drown her slurping.

‘About who the murderer could be? Yes, of course. Lots. Firstly, it could be the
prostitute. Or the motel owner. Or both.’

‘And what would the motive be?’

‘Money.’



‘There was five hundred baht in Molnes’s wallet.’

If he took out his wallet in reception and Wang saw he had a bit of money,
which is pretty likely, the temptation may have been too much for him. Wang
wouldn’t have known that the man was a diplomat and that there would be such a
big stink.’

Crumley held her fork up in the air and leaned forward excitedly.

‘They wait until the ambassador’s in the room, knock on the door and stab him
with the knife when he turns his back. He falls forward on the bed, they empty his
wallet, but leave the five hundred so it won’t look like robbery. Then they wait
three hours and call the police. And Wang is bound to have a friend in the force
who’ll make sure everything runs smoothly. No motive, no suspect, everyone keen
to sweep an incident involving prostitution under the carpet. Next case.’

Harry’s eyes suddenly bulged out of his head. He grabbed the glass of beer and
put it to his mouth.

Crumley smiled. ‘One of the red ones?’

He got his breath back.

‘Not a bad theory, Inspector, but there’s a flaw,” he gasped in a throaty voice.

She frowned. ‘What’s that?’

‘Wang keeps a private guest book, probably crammed with names of politicians
and civil servants. Each visit is logged along with the date and time. To have some
defence, if anyone should make a fuss about his establishment. But when there’s
a visitor whose face he doesn’t recognise he can hardly ask for their ID. So what
he does is join the guest outside under the pretext of making sure there’s no one
else in the car, right, to find out who he is.’

‘Now I don’t follow you.’

‘He writes down the number plate, OK? Then he checks it afterwards against
the register. When he saw the blue plates on the Mercedes he knew at once
Molnes was a diplomat.’

Crumley studied him thoughtfully. Then she swung round to the adjacent table
with her eyes open wide. The couple jumped in their chairs and busily
concentrated on their food.

She scratched her leg with a fork.

‘It hasn’t rained for three months,’ she said.

‘Sorry?’

She waved a hand for the bill.

‘What’s that got to do with the case?’ Harry asked.

‘Not a lot,” she said.

It was almost three in the morning. The noise from the city was muted by the
regular hum of the fan on the bedside table. Nevertheless, Harry could hear the
odd heavy lorry driving over Taksin Bridge and the roar of a solitary riverboat
setting off from one of the piers on the Chao Phraya.

As he’d unlocked the door to the flat he had seen a red flashing light on the
telephone and after pressing a few buttons he’d listened to two messages. The first
was from the Norwegian Embassy. Tonje Wiig, the chargé d’affaires, had a very
nasal voice and sounded as if she was either from Oslo West or had a strong
desire to live there. She told Harry to present himself at the embassy the next day



at ten, but then changed the time to twelve as she discovered she had a meeting at
a quarter past ten.

The other message was from Bjarne Mgller. He wished Harry luck, no more than
that. It sounded as if he didn’t like talking to answerphones.

Harry lay on the bed blinking into the darkness. He hadn’t bought the six-pack
after all. And the B12 shots were still in his suitcase. After bar-hopping in Sydney
he had taken to his bed with no feeling in his legs, but one vitamin shot and he
had got up like Lazarus. He sighed. When was it he had actually decided? When
he was told about the job in Bangkok? No, it was before that. Several weeks ago he
had set a deadline: Sis’s birthday. God knows why he had taken the decision.
Perhaps he was just sick of not being present. Days came and went without him
noticing. Something like that. He was tired of the discussion about why old
Bardolph didn’t want to drink now. When Harry took a decision it was
unshakeable; it was inexorable and final. No compromises, no prevarication. I can
stop any day I like.” How often had he heard men at Schreder’s trying to convince
themselves that they weren’t long-term full-blooded alkies? He was as full-blooded
as any of them, but he was the only one he knew who could actually stop
whenever he wanted. The birthday wasn’t for a few weeks, but as Aune had been
right about this trip being a good starting point Harry had even brought it forward.
Harry groaned and rolled over onto his side.

He wondered what Sis was doing, if she had dared to venture out in the
evenings. If she had rung Dad as she had promised. And if she had, if he’d
managed to talk to her, beyond answering with a yes or a no.

Three o’clock passed, and even though it was only nine in Norway he hadn’t
slept much over the last thirty-six hours and ought to have fallen asleep without a
problem. However, every time he closed his eyes he had the image of a naked Thai
boy illuminated by headlamps on his retina, so he preferred to keep them open for
a while longer. Perhaps he should have bought the six-pack after all. When he did
finally drop off, the morning rush hour over Taksin Bridge had already started.

Chapter 8

Saturday 11 January

ON THE SEVENTEENTH floor, behind an oak door and two security
checkpoints, Harry found a metal sign bearing the Norwegian lion. The
receptionist, a young, graceful Thai woman with a small mouth, even smaller nose
and two velvety brown eyes in a round face, bore a deep frown as she studied his
ID card. Then she lifted the telephone, whispered three syllables and put it back
down.

‘Miss Wiig’s office is the second on the right, sir,” she said with such a beaming
smile Harry considered falling in love on the spot.

‘Come in,” Harry heard, after knocking on the door. Inside, Tonje Wiig was bent
over a large teak desk, obviously busy making notes. She looked up, put on a light



smile, raised a lean body dressed in a white silk suit from her chair and walked
towards him with an outstretched hand.

Tonje Wiig was the opposite of the receptionist. A nose, mouth and eyes fought
for room in a long face, and the nose appeared to carry the day. It was like a big
tuber, but at least ensured there was a bit of space between her large, heavily
made-up eyes. Not that Miss Wiig was ugly, no, some men might even claim the
face had a certain classical beauty.

‘So nice that you’re finally here, Officer. Shame that it’s in such sad
circumstances.’

Harry had barely touched her bony fingers before they were withdrawn.

‘We’d very much like to put this case behind us as fast as possible,’” she said,
rubbing one nostril carefully so as not to smudge her make-up.

T appreciate that.’

‘These have been difficult days for us, and it might sound heartless, but the
world goes on and so do we. Some people believe that all we do is attend cocktail
parties and enjoy ourselves, but nothing could be further from the truth, I can tell
you. At this very moment I have eight Norwegians in hospital and six in prison,
four of them for possession of narcotics. Have you seen the prisons here?
Dreadful. Verdens Gang rings every day. It turns out that on top of everything else
one of them is pregnant. And last month in Pattaya, a Norwegian man died after
being thrown out of a window. Second time in a year. Terrible fuss.’

She shook her head in despair.

‘And if someone loses their passport do you think they have travel insurance or
money for a new ticket home? No, we have to take care of everything. So, as you
know, it’s important we get things moving here.’

It’s my understanding that you’re in charge now that the ambassador is dead.’

T am the chargé d’affaires, yes.’

‘How long will it be before a new ambassador is appointed?’

‘Not long, I hope. Usually it takes a month or two.’

‘They’re not concerned that you’re left shouldering all the responsibility?’

Tonje Wiig gave a wry smile. ‘That wasn’t what I meant. In fact I worked here as
the chargé d’affaires for six months before they sent Molnes. I'm just saying I hope
there will be a permanent arrangement as soon as possible.’

‘So you’re counting on becoming the new ambassador.’

‘Well.” She smiled mirthlessly. ‘That wouldn’t be unnatural. But you never know
with the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, I'm afraid.’

A shadow stole in and a cup appeared in front of Harry.

‘Do you drink chaa rawn?’ Tonje Wiig asked.

T don’t know.’

‘Oh, my apologies,” she laughed. 1 forget so quickly that others are new here.
Black Thai tea. I have afternoon tea here, you see. Even though, strictly speaking,
it should be after two o’clock according to English tradition.’

Harry said yes, and the next time he looked down someone had filled his cup.

T thought that kind of tradition died with the colonialists.’

‘Thailand has never been a colony,” she smiled. ‘Neither of England nor of
France, as its neighbours were. The Thais are very proud of that. A bit too proud,
if you ask me. A bit of English influence never hurt anyone.’



Harry picked up a notepad and asked if the ambassador might conceivably have
been embroiled in anything dubious.

‘Dubious, Hole?’

He explained in concise terms what he meant by ‘dubious’, that in seventy per
cent of murders the victim was involved in something illegal.

Tllegal? Molnes?’ She shook her head energetically. ‘He isn’t... wasn’t the type.’

‘Do you know if he could have had any enemies?’

‘Can’t imagine he would. He was very well liked. Why do you ask? Surely this
can’t be an assassination?’

‘We know very little at the moment, so we’re keeping all lines of inquiry open.’

Tonje Wiig explained that Molnes had gone straight to a meeting after lunch on
the Tuesday he died. He hadn’t said where, but this was not unusual.

‘He always had his mobile phone with him, so we could get in touch if
something came up.’

Harry asked to see his office. Tonje Wiig had to unlock two further doors,
installed ‘for security reasons’. The room was untouched, as Harry had requested
before he left Oslo, and it was a mess of papers, files and souvenirs which hadn’t
been put on shelves or hung on walls yet.

The Norwegian royal couple peered down majestically at them over the piles of
paper and out of the window overlooking a green space that Wiig told him was
Queen Sirikit Park.

Harry found a calendar, but there weren’t many notes on it. He checked the day
of the murder. Man U, it said—Manchester United, unless he was much mistaken.
Perhaps a football match he wanted to see, Harry thought, dutifully going through
some drawers, but he soon realised one man searching the ambassador’s office
without knowing what he was looking for was a hopeless task.

T can’t see his mobile phone,” Harry said.

‘As I mentioned—he always carried it with him.’

‘We didn’t find a mobile at the crime scene. And I don’t think the murderer was
a thief.’

Tonje Wiig shrugged. ‘Perhaps some of your Thai colleagues “confiscated” it?’

Harry chose not to respond and instead asked if anyone had rung him at the
embassy on the day in question. She was doubtful, but promised to look into it.
Harry had a last look around the room.

‘Who was the last person to see Molnes in the embassy?’

She tried to recall. It must have been Sanphet, the chauffeur. He and the
ambassador were very good friends. He’s taken this badly, so I gave him a few
days off.’

‘Why wasn’t he driving the ambassador on the day of the murder, if he’s a
chauffeur?’

She shrugged again. 1 wondered the same. The ambassador didn’t like driving
in Bangkok on his own.’

‘Mm. What can you tell me about the chauffeur?’

‘Sanphet? He’s been here for as long as anyone can remember. He’s never been
to Norway, but he can reel off all the towns. And the kings. Yes, and he loves
Grieg. I don’t know if he has a record player at home, but I think he has all the
records. He’s such a sweet old man.’



She angled her head and revealed her gums.

Harry asked if she knew where he could find Hilde Molnes.

‘She’s at home. Dreadfully upset, I'm afraid. I think I would advise you to wait a
bit before you talk to her.’

‘Thank you for your advice, froken Wiig, but waiting is a luxury we cannot
afford. Would you be so kind as to ring her and tell her I'm on my way?’

T understand. Sorry.’

‘Where are you from, froken Wiig?’

Tonje Wiig looked at him in surprise. Then she gave a strained chuckle. Is this
supposed to be an interrogation, Hole?’

Harry didn’t answer.

If you absolutely have to know, I grew up in Fredrikstad.’

‘That’s what I thought I could hear,” he said with a wink.

The spry woman in reception was leaning back in her chair and holding a bottle
of perfume to her nose. When Harry discreetly cleared his throat she gave a start
and laughed in embarrassment with her eyes full of water.

‘Sorry, the air in Bangkok is very bad,” she explained.

T've noticed. Could you give me the chauffeur’s telephone number?’

She shook her head and snorted. ‘He hasn’t got a telephone.’

‘OK. Has he got a place to live?’

It was meant as a joke, but he could see from her face that she didn’t appreciate
it. She wrote down the address and gave him a tiny parting smile.

Chapter 9

Saturday 11 January

A SERVANT WAS standing at the door as Harry walked up the drive to the
ambassador’s residence. He led Harry through two large rooms, tastefully
furnished in cane and teak, to the terrace door, which opened onto the garden
behind the house. The orchids sparkled in yellow and blue, and butterflies
fluttered past like coloured paper under large willow trees offering shade. They
found the ambassador’s wife, Hilde Molnes, by an hourglass-shaped swimming
pool. She was sitting in a wicker chair wearing a pink robe, a matching drink on
the table in front of her, and sunglasses which covered half her face.

‘You must be Detective Hole,” she said in a Sunnmere accent. ‘Tonje said you
were on your way. A drink, Detective?’

‘No, thank you.’

‘Oh, you must. It’s important to drink in this heat, you know. Think of your
liquid levels even if you aren’t thirsty. Here you can dehydrate before your body
tells you.’

She removed her sunglasses, and Harry saw, as he had guessed from her raven-
black hair and dark skin, that she had brown eyes. They were lively but red-
rimmed. Grief or the preprandial drink, Harry thought. Or both.



He estimated her age at mid-forties, but she was well kept. A middle-aged,
slightly faded beauty from the upper-middle classes. He had seen them before.

He sat down in the other wicker chair, which wrapped itself around his body as
if it had known he was coming.

In that case I'll have a glass of water, fru Molnes.’

She informed the servant and sent him off.

‘Have you been told that you can go and see your husband now?’

Yes. Thank you,’ she said. Harry noticed a curt undertone. ‘Now they let me see
him. A man I've been married to for twenty years.’

The brown eyes had turned black, and Harry reflected that it was probably true
that lots of shipwrecked Portuguese and Spanish sailors had drifted ashore on the
Sunnmere coast.

I’'m obliged to ask you some questions,’ he said.

‘Then you’d better do it now while the gin’s still working.’

She swung a slim, suntanned leg over her knee.

Harry took out a notepad. Not that he needed any notes, but it meant he
wouldn’t have to look at her while she answered. As a rule it made talking to next
of kin easier.

She told him that her husband had left home in the morning and had not
mentioned anything about coming home late, but it was not unusual for
something to crop up. When it was ten in the evening and she still hadn’t heard
from him she had tried calling, but she didn’t get an answer from either the office
or his mobile phone. Nevertheless, she hadn’t been worried. Just after midnight
Tonje Wiig had called and said her husband had been found dead in a motel room.

Harry studied Hilde Molnes’s face. She spoke with a firm voice and without any
dramatic gestures.

Tonje Wiig had given Hilde Molnes the impression they didn’t know what the
cause of death was yet. The next day the embassy had informed her that he had
been murdered, but as regards the cause of death instructions from Oslo imposed
absolute silence on all of them. That included Hilde Molnes, even though she was
not employed by the embassy, because all Norwegian citizens can be forced to
maintain silence if state security considerations demand it. She said the latter
with deep sarcasm and raised her glass to a skdl.

Harry just nodded and took notes. He asked if she was sure he hadn’t left his
mobile phone at home, to which she answered she was. On an impulse he asked
what kind of mobile phone he had and she replied that she wasn’t sure, but
thought it was Finnish.

She couldn’t help him with the name of anyone who might have had a motive
for wishing the ambassador dead.

He drummed his pencil on the pad.

‘Did your husband like children?’

‘Oh yes, a lot!’” Hilde Molnes burst out, and for the first time he could hear a
quiver in her voice. ‘You know, Atle was the world’s kindest father.’

Harry had to look down at the pad again. There had been something in her eyes
that revealed she had sussed the double-edged nature of his question. He was
nearly sure she didn’t know anything, but he also knew it was his unfortunate



task to have to take the next step and ask her straight out if she knew the
ambassador had child pornography in his possession.

He ran a hand across his face. He felt like a surgeon with a scalpel in his hand,
unable to perform the first incision. He could never get over his sensitivity when it
came to matters unpleasant, when innocent people had to put up with having
their nearest and dearest thrust into the limelight, having details they hadn’t
wanted to know hurled in their faces.

Hilde Molnes spoke first.

‘He loved children so much we considered adopting a little girl.” She had tears in
her eyes now. ‘A poor little refugee from Burma. Yes, at the embassy they are so
careful to say Myanmar not to offend anyone, but I’'m so old I say Burma.’

She forced a dry chuckle through the tears and composed herself. Harry looked
away. A red hummingbird hovered quietly in front of the orchids, like a little model
helicopter.

That was it, he decided. She knows nothing. If it had any relevance to the case
he would take it up later. And if it didn’t he would spare her.

Harry asked how long they had known each other, and she told him how they
had met when Atle Molnes was a newly qualified political science graduate, a
bachelor home for Christmas in @rsta. The Molnes family was very wealthy, owned
two furniture factories, and the young heir would have been a good catch for any
young girl in the region, so there was no shortage of competition.

T was just Hilde Melle from Melle Farm, but I was the most attractive,” she said
with the same dry chuckle. A pained expression crossed her face and she put the
glass to her lips.

Harry had no problem visualising the widow as a pure, young beauty.

Especially as that very image had just materialised at the open patio door.

‘Runa, my love, there you are! This young man is Harry Hole. He’s a Norwegian
police officer and is going to help us find out what happened to Dad.’

The daughter barely dignified them with a glance and headed for the opposite
side of the pool without answering. She had her mother’s dark complexion and
hair, and Harry estimated the long-limbed, slim body in the bathing costume to be
about seventeen years old. He should have known her age; it had been in the
report he was given before leaving.

She would have been a perfect beauty, like her mother, had it not been for one
detail the report had not included. By the time she had rounded the pool and
taken three slow, elegant steps along the diving board, bringing her legs together
and soaring into the air, Harry already had a lump in his stomach. From her right
shoulder protruded a thin stump of an arm that lent her body a strangely
asymmetrical form, like a plane with a wing shot off, as it whirled around in a
somersault with a twist. A splash was all that was heard as she broke the green
surface and was lost from view.

‘Runa’s a diver,” Hilde Molnes said quite unnecessarily.

He still had his gaze fixed on where she had disappeared when a figure
appeared by the pool ladder on the other side. She climbed up the rungs and he
saw her rippling back, the sun glittering in the droplets on her skin and making
her wet black hair gleam. The withered arm hung down like a chicken wing. Her



exit was as soundless as her entrance and dive; she vanished through the patio
door without a word.

‘She probably didn’t know you were here,” Hilde Molnes said apologetically. ‘She
doesn’t like strangers seeing her without her prosthesis, you see.’

T understand. How has she taken the news?’

‘Who knows.” Hilde Molnes looked pensively towards where Runa had gone.
‘She’s at that age where she tells me nothing. Nor anyone else for that matter.” She
raised her glass. T’'m afraid Runa is a bit of a special girl.’

Harry got up, thanked her for the information and said she would be hearing
from him. Hilde Molnes pointed out that he hadn’t drunk any water; he bowed and
asked her to keep it for him until the next time. It struck him that this was
perhaps a little inappropriate, but she laughed anyway and drained her glass as
he left.

As he walked towards the gate, a red open-top Porsche rolled up the drive. He
just caught a blond fringe above a pair of Ray-Bans and a grey Armani suit before
the car passed him and parked in the shade by the house.

Chapter 10

Saturday 11 January

INSPECTOR CRUMLEY WAS out when Harry returned to the police station, but
Nho gave him a thumbs up and said ‘Roger’ when Harry politely asked him to
contact the telecommunications company and check all the conversations to and
from the ambassador’s mobile phone on the day of the murder.

It was almost five o’clock when Harry finally got hold of the inspector. As it was
late she suggested they head to a riverboat to see the canals, ‘so as to get the
sightseeing over and done with’.

At the River Pier they were offered one of the long boats for six hundred baht,
but the price soon fell to three hundred after Crumley had tongue-lashed him in
Thai.

They headed down the Chao Phraya before turning into one of the narrow
canals. Wooden shacks looking as if they might collapse at any moment clung to
poles in the river, and the smell of food, sewage and petrol drifted past in waves.
Harry had a sense they were passing through the sitting rooms of the people who
lived there. Only lines of green potted plants prevented them from looking straight
in, but no one seemed particularly bothered; on the contrary, they waved and
smiled.

Three boys in shorts sitting on a pier, wet after emerging from the brown water,
called after them. Crumley shook a good-natured fist at them and the boatman
laughed.

‘What did they shout?’ Harry asked.

She pointed to her head. ‘Mde chii. It means mother, priest or nun. Nuns in
Thailand shave their heads. If | wore a white gown I'd probably be treated with
more respect,” she said.



‘Oh yes? It seems as if you have enough respect. Your people—’

‘That’s because I respect them,’ she interrupted. ‘And because I'm good at my
job.” She cleared her throat and spat over the railing. ‘But maybe that surprises
you because I'm a woman?’

T didn’t say that.’

‘Foreigners are often surprised when they realise women can get ahead in this
country. It isn’t as macho as it seems here. In fact, it’s more of a problem that I'm
a foreigner.’

A light breeze created a cooling draught in the humid air; from a clump of trees
came the chirping song of grasshoppers and they stared at the same blood-red
sun as the evening before.

‘What made you move here?’

Harry had a sense he might have crossed an invisible red line, but he ignored it.

‘My mother’s Thai,’” she said after a pause. ‘Dad was stationed in Saigon during
the Vietham War and met her here in Bangkok in 1967.” She laughed and put a
cushion behind her back. ‘Mom swears she got pregnant the first night they were
together.’

‘With you?’

She nodded. ‘After the capitulation he took us to the States, to Fort Lauderdale,
where he served as a lieutenant colonel. When we came back here my mother
found out he’d been married when they met. He’d written home and arranged the
divorce when he discovered Mom was pregnant.” She shook her head. ‘He had
every opportunity to run away and leave us in Bangkok if he’d wanted to. Perhaps
he did want to, deep down. Who knows.’

‘You didn’t ask him?’

Tt’s not the kind of question you necessarily want an honest answer to, is it. I
would never have got a real answer from him anyway. He was just like that.’

‘Was?’

Yes, he’s dead.” She turned to him. ‘Does it bother you, me talking about my
family?’

Harry bit into a cigarette filter. ‘Not at all.’

‘Running away was never really an option for my father. He had a thing about
responsibility. When I was eleven I was allowed to take a kitten from some
neighbours in Fort Lauderdale. After a lot of fuss Dad said yes on the condition
that I looked after it. Two weeks later I'd lost interest and asked if I could give it
back. Then Dad took me and the kitten down to the garage. ‘You can’t run away
from responsibility,” he said. ‘That’s how civilisations crumble.” Then he took his
service rifle and fired a bullet through the kitten’s head. Afterwards I had to get
soap and water and scrub the garage floor. That was how he was. That was why...’
She removed her sunglasses, took a corner of her shirt, wiped them and squinted
into the setting sun. That was why he could never accept the US withdrawal from
Vietnam. Mom and I moved here when I was eighteen.’

Harry nodded. 1 can imagine it wasn’t so easy for your mother to go to an
American military base after the war.’

‘The base wasn’t so bad. Other Americans, however, the ones who hadn’t been
there but had lost a son or a sweetheart in Vietnam, they hated us. For them
anyone with slanted eyes was Charlie.’



A man in a suit sat smoking a cigar by a fire-ravaged shack.

‘And then you went to Police College, became a detective and shaved off your
hair?’

‘Not in that order. And I didn’t shave off my hair. It fell out one week when I was
seventeen. A rare form of alopecia. But practical in this climate.’

She stroked her head with one hand and gave a weary smile. She had no
eyebrows, no eyelashes, nothing.

Another boat came up alongside them. It was loaded to the gunnels with straw
hats, and an old woman pointed to their heads and then the hats. Crumley smiled
politely and said a few words. Before the woman shoved off she leaned over to
Harry and gave him a white flower. She indicated Crumley and laughed.

‘What’s thank you in Thai?’

‘Khop khun khrap,” Crumley said.

‘Right. You tell her that.’

They glided past a temple, a wat, close to the canal, and could hear the
mumbling of the monks coming from the open door. People were sitting on the
steps outside praying with folded hands.

‘What are they praying for?’ he asked.

T don’t know. Peace. Love. A better life, here or in the sweet hereafter. The same
things that people want everywhere.’

T don’t think Atle Molnes was waiting for a prostitute. I think he was waiting for
someone else.’

They glided on, and the monks’ mumbling faded behind them.

‘Who?’

‘No idea.’

‘Why do you think that?’

‘He only had enough money to rent the room, so I wouldn’t mind betting he had
no intention of paying for a prostitute’s services. But he had no business being at
the motel unless he was going to meet someone, right? The door wasn’t locked
when they found him, according to Wang. Isn’t that a bit odd? If you close a hotel
door it locks automatically. He must have consciously pressed the button on the
handle so that it would remain open. There was no reason for the murderer to
press it in. I suppose he or she wasn’t aware they were leaving a door unlocked. So
why did Molnes do that? Most people who frequent such establishments would
prefer to have the door locked when they were asleep, don’t you think?’

She wagged her head from side to side. ‘Maybe he was afraid he wouldn’t hear
the person he was waiting for.’

‘Exactly. And there was no reason to leave the door open for Tonya Harding
because the agreement with the receptionist was that he would ring first. Right?’

In his excitement Harry had shifted to one side and the boatman shouted at him
to sit in the middle so that they didn'’t tip over.

T think he wanted to keep the name of the person he was meeting hidden. That
was probably why they were getting together in a motel outside town. A suitable
place for a secret meeting, a place where there was no official guest book.’

‘Hm. Are you thinking about the photos.’

Tt’s impossible not to, isn’t it.’

‘You can buy that kind of thing anywhere in Bangkok.’



‘He might have gone a step further. We might be talking child prostitution.’

‘Maybe. But apart from those photos, which really are everywhere in this city,
we have no leads.’

They had come a long way up the river. The inspector pointed at a house at the
end of a large garden.

‘A Norwegian guy lives there,’ she said.

‘How do you know?’

‘There was a real stink in the papers when he built that house. As you can see,
it resembles a temple. The Buddhists were outraged that a “heathen” would live
there, they called it a blasphemy. To make matters worse, it turned out he’d built
it using materials from a Burmese temple in disputed border territory. The
situation was a little tense at the time; there were several shootings, so people
moved out. The Norwegian bought the temple for next to nothing and since
everything in northern Burmese temples is constructed with teak he dismantled
the whole shebang and moved it to Bangkok.’

‘Strange,” Harry said. ‘What’s his name?’

‘Ove Klipra. He’s one of the biggest building contractors in Bangkok. I guess
you’ll hear more about him if you’re here for a while.’

She ordered the boatman to turn around.

‘Do you like takeout?’

Harry looked down at the noodle soup in the plastic bowl. The white pieces were
like pale, skinny versions of spaghetti and it made him nervous that the soup
moved in unexpected places when he wound the noodles onto the chopsticks.

Rangsan came in to announce that Tonya Harding had reported in for
fingerprinting.

‘You can talk to her now if you like. And one more thing: Supawadee said
they’re checking the capsule from the car now. The result should be in tomorrow.
They’ve given us top priority.’

‘Say hello and cop con crap,” Harry answered.

‘Say what?’

‘Say thank you.’

Harry smiled sheepishly and Liz spluttered so much she sent rice flying.

Chapter 11

Saturday 11 January

HARRY COULDN’T PUT a figure on the number of prostitutes he had
interviewed in a room like this, but it was not small. They seemed to be attracted
to murder cases like flies round a cowpat. Not because they were necessarily
involved, but because they invariably had a story to tell.

He had heard them laughing, cursing and crying, he had become friends with
them, he had fallen out with them, had struck deals with them, broken promises,
been spat at and slapped. Nevertheless, there was something about these women’s
fates, the circumstances that had formed them, which he thought he recognised



and could understand. What he couldn’t understand was their irrepressible
optimism: that despite having seen into the deepest recesses of the human soul
they never seemed to lose their faith in the goodness around them. He knew
enough police officers who were incapable of the same.

That was why Harry patted Dim on the shoulder and gave her a cigarette before
they started. Not because he thought it would achieve anything, but because she
looked as if she needed it.

She had a flinty stare and a determined jaw that told you she was not easily
frightened, but right now she was sitting at a plastic table, fidgeting nervously and
looking as if she might burst into tears at any minute.

‘Pen yangai” he asked. How are you? Liz had taught him these two words in
Thai before he entered the interview room.

Nho translated the answer. She slept badly at night and didn’t want to work at
the motel any more.

Harry sat down opposite her, rested his arms on the table and tried to catch her
eye. Her shoulders lowered a fraction, but she still turned away from him with her
arms crossed.

They went through what had happened point by point, but she had nothing new
to add. She confirmed that the motel-room door had been closed but not locked.
She hadn’t seen a mobile phone. And hadn’t seen anyone who didn’t work at the
motel when she arrived or when she left.

When Harry mentioned the Mercedes and whether she had noticed the
diplomatic plates she shook her head. She hadn’t seen a car. They were getting
nowhere, and in the end Harry lit a cigarette and asked, almost casually, who she
thought could have done it. Nho translated and Harry saw from her face that he
had hit the bull’s eye.

‘What did she say?’

‘She says the knife is from Khun Sa.’

‘What does that mean?’

‘Haven’t you heard about Khun Sa?’ Nho shot him a sceptical look.

Harry shook his head.

‘Khun Sa is the most powerful heroin dealer in history. Along with the
governments in Indochina and the CIA he has controlled opium trafficking in the
golden triangle since the fifties. That was how the Americans got the money for
their operations in the region. The guy had his own army in the jungle up there.

It slowly dawned on Harry that he had heard about Asia’s Escobar.

‘Khun Sa surrendered to the Burmese authorities two years ago and was placed
under house arrest, albeit in one of the most luxurious houses. They say he
finances the new hotels in Burma, and some people think he’s still the leader of
the opium mafia in the north. Khun Sa means she thinks it’s the mafia. That’s
why she’s scared.’

Harry studied her thoughtfully before nodding to Nho.

‘Let her go,’” he said.

Nho translated and Dim looked surprised. She turned and met Harry’s gaze
before putting the palms of her hands together at face height and bowing. Harry
realised she had assumed they would arrest her for prostitution.

Harry smiled back. She leaned over the table.



‘You like ice-skating, mister?’

‘Khun Sa? CIA?’

The telephone line from Oslo crackled, and the echo meant that Harry heard
himself talking across Torhus from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

‘Excuse me, Hole, but are you suffering from heatstroke? A man has been found
with a knife in his back, a knife which could have been bought anywhere in
northern Thailand. We tell you to tread carefully and you’re telling me you’re
thinking of trying to crack organised crime in South-East Asia?’

‘No.” Harry put his feet on the desk. T'm not thinking of doing anything about it,
Torhus. I'm just saying that an expert from some museum or other says it’s a rare
knife that’s very hard to get hold of. The police here say it could be a warning from
an opium mafia to keep away, but I don’t think so. If the mafia wanted to tell us
something there are more direct methods than sacrificing an antique knife.’

‘So what are you going on about?’

T'm saying that’s the way the clues are pointing right now. But the Chief of
Police here totally freaked out when I mentioned opium. It turns out this area is in
utter chaos. The Chief had no intention of opening a can of worms, as it were. So I
thought, to start with, I would rule out some possible theories. Such as the
ambassador being involved in criminality. In child pornography, for example.’

The line went quiet at the other end.

‘There is no reason to believe...” Torhus started, but the rest was drowned in
interference.

‘Repeat that please.’

‘There’s no reason to believe that Molnes was a paedophile, if that’s what you’re
referring to.’

‘Eh? There’s no reason to believe? You’re not talking to the press now, Torhus. I
have to know these things in order to make any progress.’

There was another pause, and for a moment Harry thought the connection had
gone. Then Torhus’s voice was back, and even on a bad line from the other side of
the globe Harry could feel the cold.

Tl tell you all you need to know, Hole. All you need to know, Hole, is you have
to tie things up. I don’t give a shit what the ambassador has been involved in—as
far as I'm concerned he could be a heroin smuggler and a pederast, so long as
neither the press nor anyone else gets a sniff of it. If there is any further scandal,
regardless of what it is, you will be held personally responsible. Have I made
myself clear, Hole, or do you need to know more?’

Torhus hadn’t even paused to draw breath.

Harry kicked the desk, making the phone and his colleagues beside him jump.

T hear you loud and clear,” Harry said between clenched teeth. ‘But you listen to
me now.” Harry paused to take a deep breath. A beer, just one beer. He put a
cigarette between his lips and tried to dispel the thought. ‘If Molnes is mixed up in
anything he is hardly likely to be the only Norwegian who is. I very much doubt
he’d have had key contacts in the Thai underworld in the short time he’d been
here. Did you read about the Norwegian they caught with boys in a hotel room in
Pattaya? The police down here like that sort of thing. They get good coverage and
paedophiles are easier to catch than the heroin gangs. Suppose the Thai police
can already smell an easy catch, but they wait until this case is formally closed



and I've gone home. Norwegian newspapers will send a pack of reporters and
before you know it the ambassador’s name has cropped up. If we can catch these
men now while we have an agreement with the Thai police that this is all hush-
hush, perhaps we can avoid a scandal of that nature.’

Harry could hear the Director was getting the picture.

‘What do you want?’

T've been here for just over twenty-four hours and I can tell this case is going
nowhere, and that’s because there’s a cover-up. I want to know what you’re not
telling me. What you’ve got on Molnes and what he was involved in.’

‘You know what you need to know. There’s no more. Is that so hard to grasp?’
Torhus groaned. ‘What are you actually trying to achieve, Hole? I thought you
would be just as keen as we are to get this wrapped up quickly.’

I’'m a police officer, and I'm trying to do my job, Torhus.’

Torhus laughed. Very moving, Hole. But remember I know a couple of things
about you, so I don’t buy your I'm-only-an-honest-cop spiel.’

Harry coughed down the receiver and heard the echoes return like mulffled
gunshots. He mumbled something.

‘What?’

T said this is a bad line. Give it some thought, Torhus, and ring me when you
have something to tell me.’

Harry woke up with a start, jumped out of bed and just reached the bathroom
before vomiting. He sat on the toilet; it was coming out of both ends now. The
sweat was pouring off him, even though he felt cold in the room.

Coming off the booze was worse last time, he told himself. It'll get better. A lot
better, he hoped.

He had injected himself in the buttock with vitamin B before going to bed, and it
had stung like hell. He was reminded of Vera, a prostitute in Oslo, who had been
on heroin for fifteen years. Once she had told him she still fainted when she
inserted the needle.

He saw something move in the gloom, on the sink, a couple of antennae
swinging to and fro. A cockroach. It was the size of a thumb and had an orange
stripe on its back. He had never seen one like this before, but that was perhaps
not so peculiar—he had read there were more than three thousand different types
of cockroach. He had also read that they hide when they hear the vibrations of
someone approaching and that for every cockroach you can see there are at least
ten hiding. That meant they were everywhere. How much does a cockroach weigh?
Ten grams? If there were more than a hundred of them in cracks and behind
tables that would mean there was at least a kilo of cockroaches in the room. He
shivered. It was cold comfort knowing they were more frightened than he was.
Sometimes he had the feeling alcohol had done him more good than harm. He
closed his eyes and tried not to think.

Chapter 12

Sunday 12 January



IN THE END they had parked and begun to search for the address on foot. Nho
had tried to explain the ingenious system of addresses in Bangkok, with main
streets and numbered side streets known as sois. The problem was that houses
didn’t follow in numerical order as new houses were given the next free number
wherever they were in the street.

They walked through narrow alleyways where pavements served as extensions
of living rooms with people reading newspapers, sewing on treadle machines,
cooking or taking an afternoon nap. Some girls in school uniforms shouted after
them and giggled, and Nho pointed to Harry and answered something or other.
The girls howled with laughter and held their hands to their mouths.

Nho talked to a woman sitting behind a sewing machine and she pointed to a
door. They knocked and after a while it was opened by a man wearing khaki
shorts and an open shirt. Harry put him at about sixty, but only his eyes and
wrinkles revealed his age. There were wisps of grey in his smooth, black combed-
back hair and the lean, sinewy body could have belonged to a thirty-year-old.

Nho said a few words, and the man nodded while looking at Harry. Then the
man apologised and was gone again. After a minute he returned, now wearing an
ironed, white short-sleeved shirt and long trousers.

He had brought two chairs with him, which he placed on the pavement. In
surprisingly good English he offered one to Harry while sitting down on the other.
Nho remained standing beside them and rejected Harry’s signal that he could sit
on the step with a faint shake of the head.

‘Harry Hole, Mr Sanphet. I'm from the Norwegian police. I'd like to ask you some
questions about Molnes.’

‘You mean Ambassador Molnes.’

Harry looked at the man. He was sitting as straight as a poker with his brown,
freckled hands in his lap.

‘Of course. Ambassador Molnes. You've been a chauffeur at the Norwegian
Embassy for almost thirty years, I understand.’

Sanphet closed his eyes by way of confirmation.

‘And you respected the ambassador?’

‘Ambassador Molnes was a great man. A great man with a big heart. And brain.’

He tapped his forehead with one finger and gave Harry an admonitory look.

Harry shivered as a bead of sweat rolled down his spine and inside his trousers.
He looked around for some shade where they could move their chairs, but the sun
was high and the houses in this street were low.

‘We've come to you because you knew the ambassador’s habits best, you knew
where he went and who he met. And because you clearly got on well with him on a
personal level. What happened on the day he died?’

Sitting quite calmly, Sanphet told them how the ambassador had left without
saying where he was going, just that he wanted to drive himself, which was very
unusual during working hours as the chauffeur had no other duties. He had
waited in the embassy until five and then he had gone home.

‘You live alone?’

‘My wife died in a traffic accident fourteen years ago.’



Something told Harry he could give him the exact number of months and days
as well. They had no children.

‘Where did you drive the ambassador?’

‘To other embassies. To meetings. To Norwegians’ houses.’

‘Which Norwegians?’

‘All sorts. People from Statoil, Hydro, Jotun and Statskonsult.’

He pronounced the Norwegian names perfectly.

‘Do you know any of these?’ Harry asked, passing him a list. ‘These are people
the ambassador was in touch with on his mobile phone on the day he died. We got
this from the telephone company.’

Sanphet took out a pair of glasses, but still had to hold the piece of paper at
arm’s length as he read aloud: ‘11.10. Bangkok Betting Service.’

He peered over his glasses.

‘The ambassador liked a flutter on the horses.” And added with a smile:
‘Sometimes he won.’

Nho shifted his feet.

‘What’s Worachak Road?’

‘A call from a public phone box. Please carry on.’

‘11.55. The Norwegian Embassy.’

‘The odd thing is we rang the embassy this morning and no one can recall
speaking to him on the phone that day, not even the receptionist.’

Sanphet shrugged, and Harry waved him on.

‘12.50. Ove Klipra. You've heard of him, I suppose?’

‘May have.’

‘He’s one of Bangkok’s richest men. I read in the paper he’s just sold a
hydroelectric power station in Laos. He lives in a temple,” Sanphet muttered. ‘He
and the ambassador knew each other from before. They were from the same part
of the country. Have you heard of Alesund? The ambassador invited...’

He raised his arms in resignation. Not a subject worth talking about now. He
went back to the list.

‘13.15. Jens Brekke.’

‘Who’s he?’

‘Currency broker. He came to Barclays Thailand from Den norske Bank a few
years ago.’

‘OK.’

‘17.55. Mangkon Road?’

‘Another call from a public phone box.’

There were no more names on the list. Harry cursed to himself. He didn’t quite
know what he had expected, but the chauffeur hadn’t told him anything at all he
didn’t already know from talking to Tonje Wiig on the phone an hour earlier.

‘Do you suffer from asthma, Mr Sanphet?’

‘Asthma? No. Why?’

‘We found a capsule in the car. We asked the lab to check it out. Don’t be
alarmed, Mr Sanphet. It’s purely routine. It turned out to be for asthma. But no
one in the Molnes family suffers from asthma. Do you know who it could belong
to?’

Sanphet shook his head.



Harry pulled his chair closer to the chauffeur. He wasn’t used to carrying out
interviews in the street, and he had a sense everyone sitting in the narrow
alleyway was eavesdropping. He lowered his voice.

‘With all due respect, you’re lying. I saw the receptionist at the embassy taking
asthma medication with my own eyes, Mr Sanphet. You sit in the embassy half the
day, you've been there for thirty years and I imagine no one can change a toilet roll
without your knowing. Are you claiming you didn’t know she had asthma?’

Sanphet looked at him with cold, calm eyes.

T'm saying I don’t know who might have left asthma medication in the car, sir.
Lots of people in Bangkok have asthma, and some of them must have been in the
ambassador’s car. Miss Ao is, as far as I know, not one of them.’

Harry watched him. How could he sit there without a drop of sweat on his brow
while the sun shimmered in the sky like a brass cymbal? Harry glanced down at
his notepad as if his next question were written there.

‘Did he ever drive children in the car?’

‘Excuse me?’

‘Did you pick up children sometimes, drive him to schools, nurseries or
anything similar? Do you understand?’

Sanphet didn’t bat an eyelid, but his back straightened.

l do understand. The ambassador was not one of them,’ he said.

‘How do you know?’

A man looked up from his newspaper, and Harry became aware he had raised
his voice. Sanphet bowed.

Harry felt stupid. Stupid, wretched and sweaty. In that order.

’'m sorry,” he said. 1 didn’t mean to offend you.’

The old chauffeur looked past him, pretending he hadn’t heard.

‘We have to go now.” Harry got up. I heard you like Grieg, so I brought you this.’
He held up a cassette. ‘It’s Grieg’s symphony in C minor. It was first performed in
1981, so I thought you may not have it. Everyone who loves Grieg should have it.
Please take it.’

Sanphet got up, accepted it with surprise and stood looking at it.

‘Goodbye,” Harry said, making a clumsy but well-meant wai greeting and
motioning to Nho that they were going.

‘Wait,” the chauffeur said. His eyes were still fixed on the cassette. ‘The
ambassador was a good man. But he wasn’t a happy man. He had one weakness. I
don’t want to sully his memory, but he lost more than he won on horses.’

‘Most do,” Harry said.

‘Not five million baht.’

Harry tried to calculate in his head. Nho came to his rescue.

‘A hundred thousand dollars.’

Harry whistled. ‘Well, well, if he could afford that then—’

‘He couldn’t afford it,” Sanphet said. ‘He borrowed money from some loan sharks
in Bangkok. They rang him several times over the last few weeks.” He looked at
Harry. It was difficult to interpret his expression. ‘Personally, I believe a man has
to settle gambling debts, but if someone killed him for the money I think they
should be punished.’

‘So the ambassador wasn’t a happy man?’



‘He didn’t have an easy life.’

Harry remembered something. ‘Does Man U mean anything to you?’

The chauffeur’s expression clouded over.

Tt was on the ambassador’s calendar for the day of the murder. I checked the
TV guide and no one was showing Manchester United that day.’

‘Oh, Manchester United,” Sanphet smiled. ‘That’s Klipra. The ambassador called
him Mr Man U. He flies to England to see games and has bought loads of shares in
the club. A very peculiar person.’

‘We'll see. I'll have a chat with him later.’

If you can get hold of him.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘You don’t get hold of Klipra. He gets hold of you.’

That’s all we need, Harry thought. A caricature.

‘The gambling debts radically change the picture,’ Nho said, back in the car.

‘Maybe,” Harry said. ‘A hundred thousand dollars is a lot of cash, but is it
enough?’

‘People are murdered in Bangkok for less than that,” Nho said. ‘Much less.
Believe me.’

Tt’s not the loan sharks I'm thinking about, it’s Atle Molnes. The guy comes
from a very wealthy family. He should be able to pay, at least if it was a matter of
life and death. There’s something not right here. What do you think about Mr
Sanphet?’

‘He was lying when he talked about Miss Ao.’

‘Oh? What makes you say that?’

Nho didn’t answer, just smiled secretively and tapped his temple.

‘What are you trying to tell me, Nho? That you know when people are lying?’

T learned it from my mother. During the Vietnam War she lived as a poker
player on Soi Cowboy.’

‘Rubbish. I know police officers who have questioned people all their lives, and
they all say the same: you can’t learn to see through a good liar.’

It’s a matter of having eyes in your head. You can see it in small things. Such
as when you didn’t open your mouth properly when you said everyone who loves
Grieg should have a copy of the cassette.’

Harry could feel the heat rising in his cheeks. ‘The cassette happened to be in
my Walkman. An Australian policeman told me about Grieg’s symphony in C
minor. I bought the cassette in memory of him.’

Tt worked anyway.’

Nho swerved from the path of a lorry bearing down on them.

‘Bloody helll” Harry didn’t even have time to be afraid. ‘He was in the wrong
lane!’

Nho shrugged. ‘He was bigger than me.’

Harry looked at his watch. ‘We have to pop into the station, and I've got a
funeral to go to.” He thought with dread of the hot jacket hanging in the cupboard
outside the ‘office’.

T hope there’s air conditioning in the church. By the way, how come we had to
sit in the street in the baking sun? Why didn’t the old boy invite us into the
shade?’



‘Pride,” Nho said.

‘Pride?’

‘He lives in a small room which has precious little to do with the car he drives
and the place he works. He didn’t want to invite us in because it would have been
unpleasant, not just for him but also for us.’

‘Strange man.’

‘This is Thailand,” Nho said. I wouldn’t invite you into my place, either. I would
serve you tea on the steps.’

He made a sudden right turn and a couple of the three-wheeled tuk-tuks
swerved in horror. Harry instinctively put out his hands in front of him.
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‘—bigger than they are. Thanks, Nho, I think I've got the principle.’

Chapter 13

Sunday 12 January

‘HE’S GONE UP in smoke now,” Harry’s neighbour said, crossing himself. He
was a powerful-looking man with a deep tan and light blue eyes, reminding Harry
of stained wood and faded denim. His silk shirt was open at the neck, around
which hung a thick gold chain that gleamed in the sun, matt and thick. His nose
was covered with a fine network of blood vessels, and his brown skull shone like a
billiard ball beneath the thinning hair. Roald Bork had lively eyes which at close
range made him seem younger than his seventy years.

He talked. Loudly and apparently uninhibited by the fact that they were at a
funeral. His Nordland dialect sang beneath the vaulted ceiling, but no one turned
with a reproving stare.

When they were outside the crematorium, Harry introduced himself.

‘Well now, so | had a policeman standing next to me all the time without me
knowing. Good job I didn’t say anything. It could have cost me.’

He laughed a reverberating laugh and held out a dry, leathery old-man’s hand.
‘Bork, on the lowest pension.’ The irony didn’t reach his eyes.

‘Tonje Wiig said you were a kind of spiritual leader for the Norwegian
community here.’

‘Then I might have to disappoint you. As you see, I'm a decrepit old man, no
shepherd. Besides, I've moved to the periphery, in both a literal and metaphorical
sense.’

‘Oh yes?’

‘To the den of iniquity, Thailand’s Sodom.’

‘Pattaya?’

‘Correct. There are a few other Norwegians living there who I try to keep in
order.’

‘Let me get straight to the point, Bork. We’ve been trying to contact Ove Klipra,
but all we got was a gatekeeper who says he doesn’t know where Klipra is or when
he’ll be returning.’



Bork chuckled. ‘That sounds like Klipra all right.’

T've been told he prefers to make contact himself, but we’re in the middle of a
murder investigation here and I don’t have a lot of time. I gather you’re a close
friend of Klipra’s, a kind of link to the outside world?’

Bork angled his head. T'm no adjutant, if that’s what you mean. But you’re right
insomuch as I mediate contacts. Klipra doesn’t like speaking to people he doesn’t
know.’

‘Was it you who arranged the contact between Klipra and the ambassador?’

Initially it was. But Klipra liked the ambassador, so they spent a lot of time
together. The ambassador was also from Sunnmere, although he was from the
country and not a real Alesund lad like Klipra.’

‘Odd he’s not here today then?’

‘Klipra travels all the time. He hasn’t answered his phone for a few days, so I
would guess he’s out seeing to his businesses in Vietnam or Laos and doesn’t even
know the ambassador is dead. This case hasn’t exactly hit the headlines.’

Tt generally doesn’t when a man dies of heart failure,” Harry said.

‘So that’s why the Norwegian police are here, is it?’ Bork asked, drying the sweat
from his neck with a large white handkerchief.

‘Routine when an ambassador dies abroad,” Harry said, jotting down the
telephone number of the police station on the back of a business card.

‘Here’s a number where you can reach me if Klipra should turn up.’

Bork studied the card, appeared to be on the point of saying something, but
changed his mind, put the card in his breast pocket and nodded.

Tve got your number then,” he said, shook hands and walked over to an old
Land Rover. Behind him, half mounted on the pavement, came a glint from
recently washed red paintwork. It was the same Porsche Harry had seen pull up in
front of the Molneses’ house.

Tonje Wiig strolled over to him. ‘Was Bork able to help you?’

‘Not this time round.’

‘What did he say about Klipra? Did he know where he was?’

‘He didn’t know anything.’

She didn’t make a move to go, and Harry had a vague sense that she was
waiting for more. In a moment of paranoia he saw the flinty glare of the diplomat
at Fornebu Airport — ‘No scandals, OK?’ Could she have been told to keep an eye
on Harry and let Director Torhus know if he went too far? He looked at her and
immediately rejected the idea.

‘Who owns the red Porsche?’ he asked.

‘Porsche?’

‘There. I thought Ostfold girls knew all the makes of car before they were
sixteen?’

Tonje Wiig ignored the comment and put on her sunglasses. It’s Jens’s car.’

‘Jens Brekke?’

‘Yes. He’s over there.’

Harry turned. On the steps stood Hilde Molnes, dressed in dramatic black silk
robes with a serious-looking Sanphet in a dark suit. Behind them stood a younger,
fair-haired man. Harry 