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  Jørn Lier Horst was born in 1970, in Bamble, Telemark, Norway. He has worked as a policeman in Larvik since 1995. His debut novel in 2004, Key Witness, was based on a true murder story. The William Wisting novel series – Key Witness (2004), Goodbye, Felicia (2005), When the Sea Calms (2006), The Only One (2007), and The Night Man (2009) – has been extremely successful in his native Norway as well as Germany and the Netherlands. In addition to the William Wisting novels Horst has begun the Hunter series with Codename Hunter (2008). He has also written a book for children about police investigation procedures, and has been actively involved in giving talks in schools to raise awareness and improve community involvement. Dregs is his first book published in English.


  Located on the Isle of Arran in Scotland, Anne Bruce formerly worked in education and has a longstanding love of Scandinavia and Norway in particular. She studied Norwegian and English at Glasgow University, covering both nynorsk and bokmål language and literature, as well as Old Norse, Icelandic, Swedish and Danish. She has travelled extensively in Scandinavia and undertaken translation and interpretation work, recently translating two contemporary novels.


  Praise for Jørn Lier Horst’s Dregs


  Jørn Lier Horst has, right from his debut in 2004, set a sensationally good pace in his crime novels, and has today gained entry into the circle of our very best writers in that genre.


  ‘Dregs’ is his sixth crime novel, and he has continued to stay within Vestfold, where Chief Inspector William Wisting maintains law and order…


  However, there is one thing to which Wisting most certainly cannot reconcile himself – ‘It was probably reaching the point where crime was beginning to pay. Criminality in the country was growing faster than ever before, and he saw no sign of effective counter-measures. On the contrary, the police and courts of law continued to corrode. The rule of law in society was in the process of capitulation.’


  Yes indeed, Jørn Lier Horst has once more written a well-founded and tense crime novel, with space for both the expected and the downright surprising. At his best, the author is both a sociologist and a philosopher.



  
    Terje Stemland, AftenPosten, Norway

  


  Chief Inspector of Police William Wisting has investigated murders and serious crimes for a number of decades, but has never experienced anything like this. Can the feet really come from four different murder victims? Missing persons?


  Just as good are the descriptions of the characters in Jørn Lier Horst’s book. They are nuanced and interesting, absolutely human. Many have known it for a long time, but now it ought to be acknowledged as a truth for all readers of crime fiction: William Wisting is one of the great investigators in Norwegian crime novels.



  
    Norwegian Book Club

  


  
    (Book of the Month, Crime and Thrillers)

  


  It is clear to me why Jørn Lier Horst writes such good crime novels. He knows what is demanded to create tension in the reader. Investigation is his profession. He also knows that even the most seemingly insoluble mystery can be solved if you can find the right angle of thinking. All the same, I’m impressed once again that he has created such a sterling crime mystery as ‘Dregs’. For he hasn’t only made use of his comprehensive knowledge, he has also done it with creative finesse.



  
    Marius Aronsen, Secretary of Riverton Club, Norway

  


  Once more Jørn Lier Horst has produced a sound criminal narrative with an intricate plot, an action-packed story with Chief Inspector William Wisting as a credible central character. Jorn Lier Horst has the great advantage of his own experiences as a police investigator, and is able to bring real authenticity to such aspects as investigative methodology and tactical planning. And so ‘‘Dregs’’ falls in line alongside the series of crime novels from Lier Horst’s pen, all well worth recommending…


  Along with a steadily increasing readership, I’m already looking forward to his next.



  
    Svend E. Hansen, Østlandsposten, Norway
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  CHAPTER 1


  The report was phoned in to the police switchboard in Tønsberg on Tuesday 22nd June at 09.32 hours. William Wisting had just left the doctor’s surgery when the assignment arrived over the police radio. Now he was standing with fine-grained sand in his shoes, using his hand to shade the sunlight from his eyes, the third policeman to reach the discovery site.


  Waves broke against the shore in front of him and rolled back to sea. Bare rock faces, smooth and slippery wet, sloped gently into the water on either side of the bay. Two uniformed colleagues had cordoned off the western side of the bathing beach.


  This early in the morning there were only a few people around, a small group of onlookers comprising no more than twelve or thirteen people, mostly children. One of the policemen had taken aside a heavily built boy with red, bristling hair and a face full of freckles. The boy was trying to control a small black terrier on a lead with one hand, while pointing and gesticulating with the other.


  Wisting let his eye rest on one of the few seagulls flying in wide, sluggish circles over the bay, as if he wanted to take a short break before filling his lungs with salt air and bringing his concentration to bear on another lengthy and demanding task.


  A training shoe at the water’s edge rolled backwards and forwards, looking as if it was going to be pulled out to sea each time the sand slid beneath it, only to be thrown back to shore with each new wave. Seaweed had entangled itself tightly around the laces, which were still tied, and the sole had a covering of brown algae. The remains of a human foot protruded from the shoe. Shrimp fry and other small forms of sea life crawled around, catching hold wherever they could. Wisting allowed his eye to take flight again, staring at the thin, grey line separating the sea from the sky. On the misty horizon he could make out the outline of a cargo ship.


  A small van drove onto the grassy plain at the back of the shore, halting beside the police patrol car. Espen Mortensen stepped out, then leaned in again to pull out a camera case. Wisting nodded in welcome to the young crime technician. Mortensen reciprocated and opened the side door of the crime scene vehicle. He brought out a spade and a white plastic tub before approaching his colleague. ‘Another one?’ he asked, putting down the spade on the sand.


  ‘Another one,’ Wisting confirmed, squatting beside the macabre discovery while Mortensen got his camera ready. The foot looked as if it had been torn or pulled from the rest of the body at the ankle joint, but was still held tightly by the training shoe. Tendrils of thick, leathery skin unfolded on either side. Among the grey-white mass of flesh at the bottom of the shoe he could see pale scraps of bone and part of what might be a ligament covering the heel.


  Wisting had seen it all before. This was the second severed foot that had been washed up in his district recently. He stood up and glanced at the crime technician. ‘They don’t belong together,’ he said positively. Mortensen remained standing with a lens in his hand, looking down at the shoe.


  ‘What do you mean? I think it looks exactly the same as the first.’


  ‘That’s the problem,’ Wisting nodded. ‘It’s a left shoe. The first one was too.’ He bent over and examined the contents of the shoe once more. ‘Besides, this one has a white tennis sock. The first had a black sock.’


  Espen Mortensen swore and hunched over the shoe as it bobbed up and down in the waves. ‘You’re right,’ he agreed. ‘I think this one’s a couple of sizes bigger too. That means…’


  They both understood what this meant. The body parts were from two unknown corpses that probably were still floating on the sea.


  Mortensen took several photographs from different angles before putting the camera back into its case, gripping the spade and digging into the sand beneath the shoe. A little sand, a couple of shells and some seawater flowed with it into the tub.


  The policeman who had been questioning the red-haired boy approached them, quickly summing up the boy’s story of how he had found the shoe while walking his dog a short time earlier. ‘We’re organising a search of the shore,’ he said. ‘The rest of the body might float to land anywhere at all. There will be lots of children here today. The Red Cross has promised to come here with a search party within an hour.’


  Wisting nodded his approval. After the previous foot had been found they had searched the coastline without any result. Perhaps they would be luckier this time. A large wave rolled far up the shore, and he had to take a few steps back to avoid getting wet. When it rolled back it wiped his footsteps from the damp sand.


  He drew his hand through his thick, dark hair and looked out to sea again. He had experienced a great deal in life, but this time he could feel his heart beat a bit faster.


  CHAPTER 2


  The map that lay unfolded over the conference table had a red cross on the outermost southern tip of Stavernsøya island. Wisting grabbed the felt-tip pen and marked a new cross on the bay beside the south-facing ramparts of the old fortifications and shipyard buildings in the old part of Stavern.


  Nils Hammer was right at his shoulder. ‘Another left foot?’ he asked doubtfully.


  Wisting nodded, pulling a bundle of photographs out of an envelope and spreading them across the map. All were of the same subject, a blue training shoe with an upper made of a synthetic material, padded edges and the manufacturer’s name, Scarpa Marco. On both sides the shoe was emblazoned with red, contrasting stripes, faded after the time in the seawater.


  What little doubt there had been was gone. The shoe that was found out on Stavernsøya island six days before was of the same make and model as the one that was now sitting on the metal bench in Espen Mortensen’s crime laboratory. As the crow flies, there was barely a kilometre between the two discovery sites.


  Wisting had delegated the first investigation and not involved himself closely. The detectives’ principal theory was that the foot was from a boating accident in the Skagerrak. Forensics thought that it could have been in the water for between six and ten months. The work so far had consisted of charting all persons missing from this stretch of coast over the last year. The first thought Wisting had, when shoe and foot number two turned up, was that they were a pair, but then it emerged that they were both left feet.


  The coffee machine had not quite finished its work. Nils Hammer impatiently filled a paper mug while it was still sputtering. ‘We’re no longer talking about some kind of accident, are we?’ he asked.


  Wisting did not answer, but was in agreement that they had to come up with new theories.


  Hammer swigged the warm coffee. ‘A drugs reckoning,’ he suggested.


  Nils Hammer was in his mid-forties, with broad shoulders, a barrel chest and dark blond hair. He worked as leader of the narcotics division, and in his view most things were connected in one way or another with drugs crime. His dark eyes gave him a sceptical expression. Often it was enough for him to stare at a suspect to extract a confession, simply to escape that intense gaze.


  ‘It doesn’t need to be something criminal,’ Wisting reminded him.


  Hammer sat down and put his feet on the table. ‘It’s criminal to cut off someone’s feet, whether they are living or dead.’


  The coffee machine gurgled faintly and shot out a cloud of hot steam. Wisting fetched a cup from the cupboard and helped himself. ‘It might not have been cut off by force,’ he suggested. ‘It’s not unnatural for arms and legs to get separated from a body that has been in the water for a long time.’


  ‘And just by chance it applies to a pair of left feet, wearing the same kind of shoe?’


  Wisting shrugged his shoulders. He would not convince anyone by arguing against the facts, not even himself. He sighed. The fact was, they stood on the threshold of an extensive investigation.


  Torunn Borg arrived at the door of the meeting room with a pile of papers in her hands. ‘Another shoe?’ she enquired.


  ‘Another left foot,’ Hammer corrected.


  ‘A couple of sizes larger than the first one,’ explained Wisting. ‘But the same make.’


  ‘A Scarpa Marco,’ Torunn Borg nodded and sat down. ‘A training shoe with laces,’ she continued, leafing through the papers.


  Wisting sat beside her. Professionally skilful, efficient and motivated, Torunn Borg was one of the most competent investigators in the section. She had been given the task of tracing the shoe type. ‘Have you discovered anything?’ he asked.


  ‘It’s produced in China.’ Torunn Borg put down copies of order and production lists. ‘Europris imports around 15,000 pairs a year. Since 2005 they have sold just over 50,000 of them throughout the country.’


  Wisting’s telephone rang. Checking the display he saw that it was Suzanne. He switched the phone to silent and cancelled the call. She would want to talk about his doctor’s appointment.


  ‘The first shoe was size 43. 7,400 pairs of them have been sold.’


  ‘That certainly makes it easier,’ Hammer commented drily, biting into his paper mug. ‘Who actually buys training shoes at Europris?’


  ‘Sports shoes,’ Torunn corrected him and held out a brochure that explained the shoe was made of artificial leather and had a moulded sole of ethylene-vinyl-acetate, which offered good shock absorption.


  ‘Old people.’ Wisting replied. ‘My father shops at Europris. It’s reasonably priced, and he’s happy with the quality. The feet must belong to two of The Old Folk.’


  The two others fell silent, knowing he was right.


  The list of missing people during the past year was not a long one. It contained only four names. Wisting had them in front of him.


  Torkel Lauritzen


  Otto Saga


  Sverre Lund


  Hanne Richter


  All four had disappeared within the space of a few days in September of the previous year.


  The cases had caused a headache. Each year around fifty people were reported missing in the police district, but most were quickly located: teenagers who ran away from home, children who forgot the time and place, dementia sufferers who got into trouble, the mentally ill, berry-pickers and hunters. Usually these cases ended with happy reunions, although sometimes the missing persons were found as victims of an accident or with a farewell note. Only in a few exceptional cases did anyone disappear completely and without trace.


  The first three names on the list were described by the division only as The Old Folk. Two of them lived in sheltered housing flats at Stavern nursing home in Brunlaveien. The third man was of the same age but still active enough to live at home in Johan Ohlsensgate in the middle of Stavern. Besides, his wife was still living.


  The media had not been tempted to speculate about a connection, although they must surely have thought the same as the police.


  Statistically speaking, these disappearance cases were practically impossible. There were about 6,000 permanent residents in Stavern. Barely four per cent of them were over 75 years of age and yet in the course of one and the same week, three had vanished.


  The police had looked for connections and patterns in addition to age and residential similarities, but only discovered that the children of two of the missing were married to each other.


  Torkel Lauritzen was a widower who had been head of human resources in the Treschow-Fritzøe group of companies. Two years earlier he had suffered a serious stroke. In the photograph that accompanied the case file, the corner of his mouth hung down on one side. The illness meant that he spoke indistinctly and in monosyllables, but rehabilitation at the nursing home had enabled him to manage by himself. He had partly regained the movement of his right foot and enjoyed going on short walks along the coastal path. Always precise and punctual, when he didn’t come home for dinner after a walk on Monday 1st September, the staff became worried. Despite his illness he had not stopped smoking and both his blood pressure and cholesterol levels were high. They feared that he had suffered another stroke, and searched for him throughout the walking areas. He was never found, neither living nor dead.


  Three days later Otto Saga went missing from Stavern nursing home. A retired wing commander he had previously been head of the Air Force officer training school in Stavern. After his wife died he started to write poetry and had issued a couple of collections through a local publishing company. Three years previously his family had started to notice the first frightening signs of dementia. Repeated minor infarctions or haemorrages in the brain injured nerve cells, leading eventually to the impairment of his mental faculties so that he forgot things and repeated himself. The family had successfully applied for a place in an institution, and their experience was that the staff not only achieved good relations with the old man but also communicated with him better than they did themselves.


  He disappeared after breakfast on Thursday 4th September. The staff searched throughout the buildings, eventually widening the search to the area of the old shipyards and the abandoned military barracks where he used to work, and the residential district of Agnes where he had lived. He had got lost before and not been able to find his way back. When the evening shift came on duty he had still not been found. The police were alerted and the search continued all night: in parks and private gardens, unlocked storerooms and outhouses, town centre streets and boat harbours. After twenty-four hours there were no more places to look and the search was called off. 79-year-old Otto Saga seemed to have been swallowed by the earth.


  Sverre Lund was an old schoolteacher who had ended his professional career as the head teacher of Stavern primary school. He was reported missing by his wife, Greta Lund, on Monday 8th September at 17.32 hours, according to the documentation. After explaining to her that he had a few errands to run he had walked off from his home at around eleven o’clock. His errands usually comprised of a cup of coffee, a Danish pastry and an Oslo newspaper at Baker Nalum’s and, never far from home, he was usually back by one o’clock.


  Both of the women behind the counter at the bakery shop knew Mr. Lund well, but neither of them had seen him that day. A chambermaid at the Wassilioff Hotel, who had been in the backyard having a cigarette, around twelve o’clock, thought she had seen the former head teacher getting into the passenger seat of a grey estate car outside the old post office. The driver had never contacted the police. All traces ended there and Sverre Lund was never seen again.


  Hanne Richter was 34 years old, and had no connections to the others. Her case was different. A nursery teacher, she had been on sick leave for a long time before she vanished. For parts of that time she had been an in-patient at Furubakken, a regional psychiatric institution in Larvik. She was diagnosed with a paranoid schizophrenic psychosis, and had delusions that a foreign intelligence organisation was watching her and carrying out secret searches at her home, among other reasons to plant spying equipment. Anti-psychotic medicines suppressed her symptoms and allowed her to live independently in her rented house. When the community nurse visited on Wednesday 10th September, she was missing. The nurse had let herself in and searched through the house, noticing that the mail and newspapers from Friday 6th September had been taken in, but that the ones for the subsequent days filled the post box. She had expected to find Hanne Richter dead, either in her bed or in the bath, but couldn’t find her anywhere, neither in the house nor in the surrounding area. The police published the name and picture of the missing person in the media, but it produced no results. No one had seen Hanne Richter or knew what had become of her.


  Work on the four missing persons had taken up a large part of the police station’s resources during the following weeks without leading to any explanation, and then they had had the case of the Night Man to deal with. Someone had decapitated a young girl and displayed the severed head on a stake in the middle of the town square, all their resources had been transferred and by Easter the four missing persons cases were deposited in the archives.


  Wisting had taken them out again an hour ago.


  CHAPTER 3


  Wisting closed the office door and sat on the chair behind the desk. He pushed away the piles of paper that were waiting to be dealt with, and put the files concerning the three missing persons in the middle of the desktop with an involuntary sigh.


  In recent years his workload had grown while, at the same time, resources had decreased. Cases were left lying or only superficially investigated before they were shelved, to the despair of both the investigators and the victims. It did not have to be like this, if they only had the time that was required. If only they had more staff.


  Truthfully, the time was approaching when crime would begin to pay. Criminality in the country was growing more strongly than ever, and he saw no sign of effective countermeasures. On the contrary, police and courts of law continued to be disempowered. The forces of law and order were in the process of capitulating.


  He took a blank sheet from the bundle on the shelf by the window and again listed the names of the missing men in slightly clumsy handwriting. He sat back to study the short list:


  Torkel Lauritzen


  Otto Saga


  Sverre Lund


  Behind each name lay the hidden concern of their relatives. Worry, despair and sorrow. A void. A puzzle – and a solution.


  The disappearance cases had already been investigated. The family and acquaintances of the three men had been questioned and their last movements checked up until the day they vanished. The cases had dragged on without result. They had not been Wisting’s responsibility, but he had watched from the sidelines before having to contend with the Night Man. After that he had been instructed to take a few weeks’ holiday and, when he returned, the case files had been put away. Now he had to catch up with reading the extensive investigation material.


  He was reorganising the folders, trying to take an overview of the three cases, when there was a knock at the office door. ‘Come in!’ he shouted.


  Espen Mortensen stuck his curly head into the room. ‘I’m off,’ he said.


  Wisting raised his eyebrows.


  ‘To forensics,’ continued the crime technician. ‘I’m running tests on the reference samples from the family members, so that we can identify the feet.’


  Wisting nodded approvingly. He had not managed to gather his thoughts properly yet, but of course it was important to have confirmation that the severed feet belonged to two of the missing persons. ‘How have you done it?’ he asked.


  Mortensen took a few steps into the room. ‘Of course, we’ve got Sverre Lund’s DNA profile,’ he explained.


  Wisting pulled the top folder across the desk towards him and leafed through to a duplicate copy of the yellow ante mortem form. The old head teacher’s wife had handed in his toothbrush, so his DNA profile was secured for the future and stored in the register of missing persons. It had not been as simple with the missing people from the care home. By the time the investigators realised that the cases were not going to have a quick resolution their rooms had already been emptied to make way for new patients. The files contained the usual information about height, weight, eye colour, length of hair and so on, together with details about the state of their teeth and their general health, but no DNA profile. None of this information would be sufficient to identify a severed foot.


  ‘It went quite well, really,’ Mortensen elaborated. ‘Otto Saga’s daughter is married to Torkel Lauritzen’s son. I went to their home an hour ago, explained the situation and took saliva samples from both.’ He paused on his way out of the room. ‘In a couple of days we should know who the feet belong to.’


  Wisting gazed after him. Coincidental snags in an investigation, such as that two of the missing people were related, could lead to something. Perhaps it had nothing to do with the case, but it was a kind of unevenness that created a type of routine suspicion.


  He let his gaze wander in the direction of the window. The office faced westwards, and the sun hung high above the horizon on the sea. Small boats with hoisted sails were crossing the fjord. He fetched himself a cup of coffee before once more settling and starting on the mass of material.


  To begin with, he found it difficult to concentrate. He ought to phone Suzanne, but postponed doing so. It would be too much of an effort to discuss his doctor’s appointment over the phone.


  They had met just over six months previously. He had not thought to establish a new relationship after Ingrid died suddenly almost three years before, but the capricious accidents of life decreed otherwise when an unpleasant case involving two brutal murders brought them together. Without Suzanne it would not have been solved.


  He fiddled involuntarily with his wedding ring, feeling the sense of guilt that always overcame him when thoughts of Suzanne mixed with memories of Ingrid. It came over him like a wave. The coffee in his cup was getting cold. He took a big drink and forced himself to become a policeman again.


  In the course of several hours he went through the cases again, and by that time his body was filled with tiredness. The air in the office was clammy and close and the sweat from his armpits had spread across his shirt.


  His conclusion was that the investigation had been, to put it mildly, somewhat lacking. Several of the staff at the care home with a central role in the men’s lives had not been interviewed at all. Most of the work was superficial. No searching questions had been posed. No trace of conflict among the missing men or the people around them had been discovered. No disagreements. No enemies or hostility. No family secrets had been uncovered.


  The material gathered was like a smooth surface, but Wisting knew that somewhere underneath there was darkness. It was always there, as it was everywhere. It was just a matter of scraping thoroughly.


  There was another knock on the door. Assistant Chief of Police Audun Vetti opened without waiting for an answer. ‘A briefing?’ he demanded, sitting on the visitor’s chair.


  Wisting leaned his forearms on the desktop and looked at the man in charge of prosecution services. Audun Vetti wore a newly pressed uniform with stars and hard edges on the shoulders, a signal that he held final authority. He reminded Wisting of the proud teapot in Hans Christian Andersen’s fairytale. Self-centred and arrogant, it felt more important than the cups and saucers in the rest of the tea service because it had both a handle and a spout.


  Audun Vetti was not the ideal team player. Little inclined to collaborative working or listening to the suggestions of others, he left when difficult decisions had to be made. He had flawed personal insight and was driven by his ambition to climb to the top of the career ladder. At the moment he had an application in for the vacant post of Deputy Chief Constable, and would need a case with a media profile, preferably with a speedy resolution.


  Wisting didn’t quite remember how the story of the teapot ended, but thought that it had something to do with broken shards of crockery. ‘This is what we know,’ he said wearily. ‘Three old men have been missing without trace for nine months. Two, who were related, lived at Stavern nursing home.’ He paused and brought out the envelope with the pictures of the severed feet, spreading them in front of the Assistant Chief of Police before continuing: ‘This week we have found two feet, from two different people.’


  Vetti picked up one of the pictures and peered at it. ‘Do we have a murder case?’


  Wisting looked around as though he were afraid that someone was listening, sighed heavily and said, ‘Between you and me and these four walls, without a shadow of a doubt.’


  CHAPTER 4


  Line let her eye wander round the room once more. The small kitchen was equipped only with the basic essentials: cupboard, worktops, cooker and fridge. Two high windows looked out to the backyard. Pots of basil, oregano and lemon balm were growing on a herb rack on the windowsill, covering half of the window and the most of the view.


  The man on the other side of the table had killed someone fifteen years before, but displayed no signs of guilt or remorse. He leaned backwards in his seat, with a gentle expression round his mouth. Clean-cut, he was well dressed and his hair was carefully groomed. His eyes were thoughtful, and he was breathing steadily. All the same, there was a kind of uneasiness in the room that made her feel uncomfortable, wondering if the whole interview project was a mistake.


  The idea, to have conversations with six murderers, five men and one woman who had served almost 100 years altogether in prison, was a good one. She wanted them to talk about all those years of incarceration, the feeling of how time had run slowly past them. Of how each day had been a lost day, and gave them less time for the rest of their lives.


  The journalistic angle was to show what punishment had done to them and whether they had become better or worse people. It would place a question mark beside how effective the use of prison as punishment actually is. In a time when the growth of criminality demanded more police with expanded powers, and shocking individual crimes were splashed all over the media, it was easy to call for more severe punishments. It was difficult for people who had not sat in prison to understand what it means to be deprived of your freedom year on year. Punishment was understood by society to be a necessary evil; but Line saw a paradox in this, when it also held the view that helping people in difficult situations, easing their pain and lessening their suffering, was fundamentally right.


  Through this project she would question whether severe punishment had a purpose, by showing what happened to people who spent years behind walls. Her hypothesis was that a moderate level of punishment, a milder use of coercion by the state, could contribute to a more humane society.


  The article had to be submitted to the weekend magazine by late summer. She had been allocated eight pages and two weeks to travel and conduct the interviews, and the number of pages could be increased if she produced good pictures. Since she was going to work on the project during her holidays as well, she would have five weeks in total. She had set her sights on having the article on the front page.


  Henning Mørk was the first interview subject. The file of research material comprised mainly newspaper reports from the days in May 1994, when he had strangled to death a thirteen-year-old boy, Kristian Storås, who was his neighbour. Several of the articles described him as a child murderer. The case had aroused loathing throughout the country.


  Henning Mørk had turned twenty six two days before he committed murder, the same age as Line was now. Today he was forty one years old. At the time he had been newly married, his wife was eight months’ pregnant and he had a new job in a company that produced powder coatings. His whole future was in front of him. In secret though, he had started a relationship with a childhood sweetheart who had moved into the same street. The newspaper cuttings revealed that while Henning Mørk’s wife had been at the maternity clinic the murder victim had discovered him and his lover in flagrante in the double bed at the house.


  Line had been nervous in advance, but had not expected their meeting to be quite so distasteful. The piercing quality in his dark eyes, and the way he knit his brows and scrutinised her, scared her, quite simply. She could see that he was dangerous, that deep within him there was something dark and unpredictable.


  This impression was in sharp contrast with his willingness to participate as an interview subject. He kept to the topic and gave supplementary answers. He was open and honest about life behind walls and the road from prison back into society. He talked about his life of isolation, and did not hide how bitter he was. Now she wanted to go deeper, closer to him.


  ‘What are your thoughts about what you did?’ she asked.


  Henning Mørk looked at her with his dark eyes, his right hand tightening round the glass in front of him. Line lifted her own glass and drank, as though to take the edge off the question.


  ‘It was a moment’s impulsive action,’ he answered, clearing his throat. ‘It was all over before I could think. For that they took fifteen years of my life.’


  ‘You think the punishment was too severe?’


  He drank slowly, staring at her, before putting down the glass. ‘I should never have been convicted.’


  Line hesitated. ‘What do you mean? You did commit the murder?’


  ‘I killed him,’ Henning Mørk nodded. ‘The judge thought that was wrong of me. I disagree.’


  Line squirmed in the uncomfortable silence that followed. ‘I don’t understand…’ she began. ‘Do you mean that it was right of you…’ Afraid that a direct reminder of what he had done would be provocative she refrained from completing the sentence.


  ‘Whether a murder is right or wrong depends on the consequences for those involved,’ Henning Mørk elaborated. ‘If the consequences, taken together, are good, then the murder is morally justifiable. If the consequences, taken together, are bad, then it’s wrong.’


  Line frowned. She didn’t hide the fact that she had difficulty in following his train of thought.


  ‘Think of a situation in which you could save two people by killing one person. Would it be right or wrong to kill?’


  Line admitted to herself that she had not thought about this question thoroughly enough to give an answer. Instead she came back with an objection: ‘But of course that was not the case…’


  ‘What about avoiding great suffering?’ Henning Mørk interrupted. ‘Would it not be right to kill one person in order to save many others from long-lasting agony? Wouldn’t the sum total of the consequences justify the murder?’


  Line did not answer.


  ‘Or think about a healthy person being killed so that his organs could save the lives of other people who need a heart, liver, and kidneys in order to survive. It isn’t impossible that such a murder could lead to a better world with several happy lives, rather than a world in which those who need organs have to die instead. Isn’t the killing of the healthy person then morally right?’


  ‘Kristian Storås was thirteen years old,’ Line reminded him, feeling provoked.


  ‘He was a pain in the neck,’ Henning Mørk said dismissively. ‘The other children in the street were afraid of him. He bullied them. Beat them up and stole from them, forced the younger children to eat worms and beetles. He sneaked into neighbouring houses and stole money. That was how he ended up at our place. If I hadn’t stopped him, nobody knows what kind of person he would have become, but the prognosis wasn’t good. His mother had already given up on him.’


  Henning Mørk leaned forward over the table, excited, his eyes gleaming triumphantly, as though he was convinced that, by killing a child, he had freed the world of a true sadist.


  ‘But all the same…’ Line continued.


  ‘Wait!’ Henning Mørk held up his hand. ‘The problem isn’t resolved. Exactly nine months after I was convicted, the boy’s mother gave birth to a girl. A new child to replace the boy I took from her. She would never have been born, if it hadn’t been for me. What about her life? She’s 14 years old now. You might well have seen her. She was in one of those talent shows on TV. Played and sang music she had composed herself. Beautiful and clever, neither she nor her mother would have experienced that if her brother hadn’t been killed.’


  Line did not know what books of philosophy the man in front of her had read while he was inside, but he had an unpleasant viewpoint on life and death. She nodded, as if in agreement, and started to gather her belongings.


  ‘As a journalist, you ought to adopt an impartial attitude,’ Henning Mørk went on. ‘If you’re to be successful with these interviews, you’ll have to try to stop seeing events from the murderer’s perspective, from the victim’s perspective, or from anyone’s perspective at all. You must consider all interests to be equally valid and look at the case from the perspective of eternity.’


  Line shook her head, but let her reporter’s notebook lie. Henning Mørk’s thoughts and opinions were going to make it easier for the project to hit the front page. It was going to raise the whole profile.


  ‘I don’t understand how you can defend killing a child in order to hide your infidelity,’ she said quietly.


  ‘Do you understand why the opponents of abortion in the USA think that it’s right to kill the doctors who carry them out? Or why Muslim philosophers are against suicide, but nevertheless consider that people should sacrifice their lives in a holy war? In some countries it’s legal to help the old and sick to end their lives, but in other countries you’re punished for doing the same thing. Certain societies allow the head of the family to kill family members who have offended unspoken rules of conduct, while others reject that. Some individuals allow the killing and eating of animals, whereas others profess vegetarianism. Some permit the killing of enemies in battle, while others are against that too.’


  Line nodded acknowledgement. People did uphold one morality in one area and a completely different one in another. Her facial expression, however, left no doubt about what she felt about using the double standards of the world to support your own actions.


  ‘What about your father?’ enquired Henning Mørk abruptly. ‘Chief Inspector William Wisting.’


  Line straightened up. She was obviously not the only one who had made preliminary enquiries. ‘What about him?’


  ‘Is he not also a killer?’


  A sudden feeling of nastiness made her feel sick. She stood up to indicate that the interview was over.


  Seven years earlier a murder case on which her father was working had ended in armed action. A man who had bestially tortured and murdered a pensioner created a hostage situation in which her father had shot and killed him. SEFO’s investigation had absolved Wisting of all blame.


  Line had always felt that she could talk to her father about everything, but this case had never been a topic. It was not a secret, but they had never discussed it. She didn’t think that he had talked to anyone about it, not even her mother.


  Henning Mørk was grinning at her. ‘A life is obviously not sacred if you can kill to save your own and go free.’


  CHAPTER 5


  The elm trees encircling the terrace stirred only slightly in the afternoon breeze. Sounds from the town floated up to them, muted at this distance. Suzanne had set the table outside. ‘What did the doctor say?’ she asked.


  Wisting chewed slowly, postponing the discussion for a while longer.


  ‘Hm?’ she prompted.


  Recently he had felt listless, tired and devoid of energy. He experienced mood swings, and became irritable without any good reason. He had problems concentrating, had lost interest in his work and lacked sufficient initiative even to consult the doctor. It had been Suzanne who finally made the appointment for him.


  ‘The menopause,’ he answered briefly and helped himself once again to the salad with pasta and ham.


  Suzanne’s eyes opened wide. ‘The menopause,’ she repeated, grinning.


  ‘The doctor wasn’t sure, but thought it could be that. It happens to men too. Apparently we produce less testosterone as we grow old.’


  She spiked a piece of tomato and winked at him. ‘I haven’t noticed anything like that.’


  Wisting returned her smile. ‘In any case, it wasn’t diabetes.’


  ‘Did you get something to take?’


  ‘I’ll get the results of the blood tests in a few days, perhaps next week. Then I have to go back for a check-up in a fortnight. There are hormone supplements.’


  ‘I can enquire at the health-food shop,’ Suzanne suggested. ‘They’ll certainly have something there.’


  Wisting shrugged his shoulders. ‘Line is coming tomorrow,’ he said, mainly to change the subject. ‘I’ll go home after work.’


  ‘Very nice. Is she staying long?’


  ‘I don’t know. She’s on holiday from next week, but is working on a series of interviews for Verdens Gang. Among other things, she’s meeting a man who lives in Helgeroa. She’ll be staying for a couple of days anyway. Tommy’s coming home from sea on Thursday.’


  ‘Perhaps we can go out for a meal one evening?’


  Wisting reached for a slice of garlic bread. ‘I don’t know,’ he replied, cutting it in two. ‘I’m going to be fairly busy at work.’


  ‘A new case?’


  He nodded. ‘We’ve found another foot.’


  She glanced enquiringly at him.


  ‘From another person,’ he continued, sitting down again. ‘I’m going to put together a team early tomorrow morning. A murder investigation team.’


  CHAPTER 6


  Inspectors Nils Hammer and Torunn Borg and crime technician Espen Mortensen gathered round the conference table with Assistant Chief of Police Audun Vetti and Eskild Anvik, the Chief Superintendent. Most of the chairs were empty. There were no other people. The atmosphere was uneasy as the investigators leafed through their papers. A kind of tension was in the air, like the feeling that thunder and threatening clouds were on their way.


  The Assistant Chief of Police was sitting with the local newspaper open in front of him. The discovery of a new body part was only mentioned in a couple of columns at the bottom of page five, illustrated by a picture of the beach and an archive photo of Audun Vetti himself. Wisting reckoned that he would cut it out when the meeting was over, and keep it in a drawer in his office.


  The information that the case now concerned feet from two different people had been held back. The way the newspaper referred to the discovery of the previous day and the follow-up search suggested that none of the editorial staff suspected anything criminal. The find was linked to the disappearances of the previous year, and Audun Vetti was hoping that forensic examinations would confirm that this theory was correct. For once he had kept to what they had agreed should be released at this stage.


  The purpose of the meeting was to share information, so that everyone who was going to continue on the case knew exactly where they stood. They had to agree on a plan and a goal. Their eyes turned to Wisting when he spoke.


  ‘Something is going on here that we don’t exactly grasp the consequences of right now,’ he began. ‘For the moment our starting point must be that the feet belong to two of the missing persons. This can’t be down to coincidence. The next stage of the investigation should be set up on the basis of a worst case scenario.’ A worst case scenario implied that they were embarking on a murder investigation. The others round the table nodded. ‘It will be important to achieve three things over the next few days: identify the victims, find the rest of the bodies and determine the cause, or causes, of death.’


  ‘When can identities be established?’ the Chief Superintendent asked.


  Wisting passed the question to Espen Mortensen.


  ‘The samples were handed in to the forensics laboratory yesterday afternoon,’ the crime technician explained. He pushed a copy of the request form across to Wisting, elaborating to the others how he had obtained reference samples for DNA matching from the relatives. ‘We’ll get an answer by tomorrow lunchtime. In addition we’ll have a preliminary report from the pathologist by the end of the day.’


  A ray of sunshine crept through the blinds and caught Wisting in the eyes. He went over to the window and adjusted them.


  ‘What will we do about finding the rest of the bodies?’ the Chief Superintendent asked as he sat down again.


  ‘The beach searches are continuing today,’ Torunn Borg explained. ‘I’ve also got an appointment with a researcher from the Meteorological Institute.’ She leafed through her papers. ‘An Ebbe Slettaker. He’s a specialist in floating objects.’


  ‘You get specialists in that?’ Hammer asked.


  ‘They calculate the likely direction of drift for oil spillages, life rafts, cargoes, or people who have fallen into the sea. Slettaker is on holiday in Kragerø, but when he heard what it was about, he agreed to come.’


  ‘When will he arrive?’ Wisting enquired.


  ‘I’ve made an appointment with him for twelve o’clock.’


  Wisting nodded and made a note before leafing back a page. ‘I’ve gone through the files of the three missing men,’ he said. ‘Originally we simply assumed that these were old folks who had got lost and involved in an accident. It will be necessary to do the rounds again with the close family. We’ll require a thorough overview of their circles of acquaintances and to chart their last movements.’


  Torunn Borg nodded and made a note. It was a task well suited to her ability to order and classify information.


  ‘What about electronic traces?’ Vetti asked.


  ‘None of the missing persons had mobile phones,’ Torunn Borg explained. ‘Telecoms data from the fixed line network hasn’t been collected, but is probably with the operators.’


  ‘Strictly speaking we should inform the media too,’ Audun Vetti said. He swept his hand over the newspaper page in front of him. ‘We depend on tips and information from the public.’


  ‘Let’s gain some breathing space first,’ Wisting suggested, gripping his coffee cup slightly more tightly. ‘The feet have certainly been floating about for months. I propose that we hold back for one more day, so that we can obtain a better overview.’


  The Assistant Chief of Police frowned his disagreement. ‘We should consider going out in time to catch tonight’s evening news,’ he argued. ‘You should in any case write a note concerning what we want information and details about.’


  ‘We still lack an overview,’ Wisting explained, setting his cup down abruptly. He could hear the irritation in his own voice. ‘Let’s see how the day develops,’ he went on diplomatically, turning over a fresh page in his notebook. ‘There’s something unusual I’ve noticed in the case files. Several people mention that Camilla Thaulow, one of the carers at the nursing home, had good relationships with the old folk, but she hasn’t been interviewed in connection with the missing persons reports.’


  ‘Shall I take that?’ Torunn Borg offered.


  Wisting shook his head. ‘I want to speak to her myself.’


  Chief Superintendent Eskild Anvik reached for the picture of Otto Saga that was sticking out from among Wisting’s papers and held it up.‘Old men,’ he commented. ‘Who kills old men?’


  No one could give him an answer. Wisting fixed his eyes on the man with thick, white hair in the photo. The eyes were almost black, beneath thick eyebrows, the face dark skinned and full of deep wrinkles and tired furrows. He had lived a long life, with plenty of space for the hiding of many secrets.
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