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Description : 

Prsentation de l'diteurIn the second instalment of the Hanne Wilhelmsen series, the detective hunts down a 
serial rapist - but can she find him before a father devastated by an attack on his daughter takes the law into 
his own hands?'Anne Holt is the Godmother of modern Norwegian crime fiction' Jo NesboThe Oslo police 
are baffled. Crime scenes are being found covered with blood, but there is no victim. Only an odd series of 

numbers is left behind. When a girl is brutally raped in her apartment. Detective Hanne Wilhelmsen is 
charged with solving the case. Hanne quickly notices strange similarities with the blood-stained crime 

scenes. But the victim's father has started an independent hunt for the rapist...and Hanne will have to race 
against time to prevent a victim becoming a vigilante.ExtraitBlessed are those Who Thirst SUNDAY, MAY 
9 It was so early not even the devil had managed to put on his shoes. In the west, the heavens showed that 
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intense hue only a Scandinavian sky in springtime is blessed withroyal blue on the horizon and lighter 
toward the meridian, before dissolving into a pink eiderdown where the sun was still lying lazily in the east. 

The air was invigorating, undisturbed by the dawn, with that amazing transparency possessed by radiant 
spring mornings at almost sixty degrees north. Although the temperature remained in single figures, 

everything indicated it would be another warm May day in Oslo. Detective Inspector Hanne Wilhelmsen 
wasnt thinking about the weather. She was standing completely motionless, wondering what she should do. 
There was blood everywhere. On the floor. Across the walls. Even on the ceiling, dark spatters resembled 
the abstract pictures in some kind of psychological test. She tilted her head and stared at a splodge directly 
above her. It looked like a purple bull with three horns and deformed hindquarters. She stood motionlessa 

sign of indecision, but also an indication of her fear of sliding on the slippery floor. Dont touch, she warned 
brusquely, when a younger colleague, who had hair color to match the blood, made a move to lay his finger 
on one of the walls. A narrow crack in the ramshackle roof cast a dusty beam of light on the rear wall, where 

the blood was spread so generously it looked less like a drawing than a horrendously bad paint job. Go 
outside, she ordered. Hanne sighed but refrained from commenting on the footprints the inexperienced 

police constable had scattered around large areas of the floor. And try to walk in your own footprints on your 
way out. A couple of minutes later, she did the same herself, backward and hesitant. She continued to stand 
in the doorway, having sent the officer for a flashlight. I was just going for a piss, wheezed the man who had 

called in the report. Obediently, he had remained standing outside the shed. Now he was hopping so 
agitatedly Hanne Wilhelmsen suspected he hadnt been able to complete his mission an hour earlier. The 

lavatory is there, he said, quite unnecessarily. The strong smell from one of Oslos all too many remaining 
outside toilets took the edge off the sickeningly sweet stench of blood. The door marked with a heart was 

right beside it. Well, off you go to the toilet, she encouraged him in a friendly tone, but he didnt hear her. I 
was going for a piss, you see, but then I saw the door in there was open. Now he pointed at the woodshed, 
taking a step backward, as though a hideous animal might thrust out its jaws at any moment and gobble up 

his whole arm. Its usually closed. Not actually locked, but closed. The door is so heavy it stays open by 
itself. We dont want stray dogs and cats making themselves at home in there. So were quite careful about 
that. A strange little smile spread across his coarse face. It occurred to Hanne that they looked after things 
even in this neighborhood; they had rules and kept order, even though the battle against decay was being 

lost. Ive lived here in this block all my life, he continued, with a touch of pride. I notice when things arent as 
they should be. He glanced at the pretty young lady who didnt look like any cop he had seen before, waiting 

for a scrap of recognition. Good stuff, she praised him. It was great you phoned to let us know. When he 
smiled, with his mouth open, Hanne was struck by how few teeth he possessed. He couldnt be very old, 

perhaps fifty. I was absolutely terrified, you understand. All that blood... His head moved from side to side. 
It had been awful, being faced with such a diabolical sight. Hanne could well appreciate that. Her red-haired 
colleague had returned with a flashlight. Gripping it with both hands, Hanne Wilhelmsen shone the beam of 
light systematically from side to side down over the walls. She scrutinized the ceiling as thoroughly as was 

possible from the doorway, and then zigzagged the ray of light across the floor. The room was entirely 
empty. Not so much as a stick of firewood, only some odds and ends attesting that the shed had once been 
used for its original purpose, probably a long time ago. Once the flashlight had made contact with every 

single square meter, she ventured into the shed once more, carefully stepping on her own old footprints. She 
gave a hand signal that told her colleague not to follow. Right in the middle of the room, approximately 
fifteen square meters, she hunkered down. The beam of light stirred on the wall opposite, about a meter 
above the floor. From the doorway she had noticed something, perhaps letters, written in smeared blood, 

making the symbols difficult to decipher. They werent letters. They were numbers. Eight digits, as far as she 
could make out: 92043576. The figure 9 was unclear and might perhaps be 4. The final digit looked like a 6, 

but she was not sure. Maybe it was an 8 instead. She straightened up and stepped back again into the 
daylight, now abundant. She heard a baby crying from an open window on the second floor and shuddered at 
the thought of children having to live in such a district. A Pakistani in a tram drivers uniform emerged from 
the brick building, peering nosily at them for a moment before scurrying away from the entrance. She could 
see in the reflections on the highest windows that the sun had hauled itself up at last. Birds, the small gray 

ones that still managed to eke out a meager existence in the innermost center of the city, were chirping 
tentatively from a half-dead birch tree that was making a futile attempt to reach out toward the streaks of 

morning light. Bloody hell, what a terrible crime this must be, the young constable commented as he spat, in 
a vain effort at ridding himself of the taste of sewage. Something terrible must have happened here! He 



seemed happy at the thought. Yes indeed, Hanne Wilhelmsen said softly. Something serious may well have 
happened here. But in the meantime... She broke off and turned to face her colleague. At the moment, this 
isnt a crime. For that, we need a victim. We havent seen a single trace of that. At the most, this is willful 

vandalism. But... She peered through the door again. Of course, something might turn up. Contact Forensics. 
Its best to be on the safe side. She shivered slightly. It was due more to her speculation about what she had 

just witnessed rather than the fresh morning air. Pulling her jacket snugly around her, she thanked the 
toothless man one more time for alerting them before strolling on her own back the three hundred meters to 
Oslo police headquarters. When she crossed over to the other side of the street, into range of the morning 
sunlight, it grew warmer. A tumult of international womens voices, morning shouts in Urdu, Punjabi, and 

Arabic, reverberated around the corners of the houses. A kiosk owner was going about his business, readying 
his sidewalk stand for another long working day, opening out the whole shebang with no consideration for 

either churchgoing or regulations about opening hours. He flashed a friendly white smile at her, holding out 
an orange and raising his eyebrows questioningly. Hanne Wilhelmsen shook her head and smiled in return. 
A gang of fourteen-year-old boys was clattering over the sidewalk with their blue Aftenposten newspaper 

delivery buggies in tow. Two veiled women hurried to some destination or other, eyes downcast. They 
walked in a large arc around the detective inspector, unused to seeing white women so early in the day. 
Otherwise, it was fairly deserted. In this weather, even Tyen took on a conciliatory, almost charming 

character. It certainly promised to be yet another beautiful day.|Blessed are those Who Thirst MONDAY, 
MAY 10 What on earth were you working on over the weekend? Dont you think we have enough of a slog 
every day of the week? Police Attorney Hkon Sand was standing in the doorway. His jeans were new, and 

for once he was wearing a jacket and tie. His jacket was slightly too large and his tie was a touch too broad, 
but nevertheless he looked reasonably put together. Apart from the hemline on his jeans. Hanne Wilhelmsen 
couldnt resist leaning in front of him, speedily tucking the superfluous centimeters inside so they couldnt be 
seen. You shouldnt walk about with the turn-up on the outside. She gave a friendly smile and stood up. She 
smoothed her hand down his arm with a light, almost tender, movement. There. Now youre fantastic. Are 

you going to court? No, replied the prosecution attorney, who, despite the well-meaning gesture, felt 
embarrassed. Why did the detective inspector have to draw attention to his lack of fashion sense? She could 

have saved herself the trouble of doing that, he thought, though he said something different. Ive a dinner date 
right after work. But what about you, why were you here? A pale green folder hung poised in the air before 
landing precisely on Hanne Wilhelmsens blotter. I just received this, he went on. Strange case. There have 

been no reports of either dismembered people or animals in our area. I did an extra shift in the crime section, 
she explained, leaving the folder untouched. Theyre struggling with illness down there right now. The police 

prosecution attorney, a dark-haired and reasonably good-looking man whose temples were grayer than his 
thirty-five years would suggest, flopped onto the visitors chair. He removed his glasses and sat polishing 

them with the end of his tie. The spectacles did not become particularly clean, but the tie became decidedly 
more crumpled. The case has been assigned to the two of us. If there is a case, that is. Theres no victim, no 

one has heard anything, no one has seen anything. Odd. There are some pictures in there. He pointed toward 
the folder. I dont need those, thanks. She waved dismissively. I was there. It really didnt look very pretty. 

But you know, she continued, leaning toward him, if all of that turns out to be human blood, then there must 
have been two or three people killed in there. Im inclined to think there are some young hooligans having 
some fun with us. The theory didnt seem improbable. The Oslo police were in the middle of their worst 
spring ever. In the course of six weeks, three murders had been visited upon the city, and at least one of 

these seemed unsolvable. There had been no fewer than sixteen cases of rape reported in the same period, 
with seven of these becoming the object of enormous media attention. The fact that one of the victims was a 
member of Parliament for the Christian Democrats, on her way home from an evening committee meeting 
when she was brutally assaulted in the Palace Park, inflamed public disappointment in the lack of progress 

made by the police. Well aided by the tabloid press, the frustrated citizens of Oslo had started to protest 
against the Oslo polices apparent inability to act. The elongated, curved building sat there at Grnlandsleiret 

44, gray and unshakable, seemingly unmoved by all the merciless criticism. Its inhabitants arrived at work in 
the mornings with shoulders drawn up and eyes downcast. They went home again far too late each day, their 

backs bent and nothing more to show for their daily toil than still more confirmed dead ends. The weather 
gods played around tauntingly with intense summer temperatures. The awnings were pulled right down, in 
vain, over all the windows on the south faade of the enormous building, making it appear both blind and 
deaf. The interior remained just as stifling. Nothing helped, and nothing seemed to show the way out of a 



professional blind alley that simply increased with every new case entered into the huge data systems. They 
should be of assistance but instead appeared hostile, almost mocking, each morning when they spewed out 

their lists of unsolved cases. What a springtime, Hanne Wilhelmsen said, sighing theatrically. With a look of 
resignation, she raised her eyebrows and contemplated her superior officer. Her eyes were not especially 

large, but they were amazingly blue, with a distinctive black edge around the iris making them appear darker 
than they were. Her hair was dark brown and quite short. From time to time she tugged at it absentmindedly, 

as though she actually wished it were long and thought it would hasten its growth if she helped it along a 
little. Her mouth was generous, with a cupids bow that didnt simply dip down from the top but also met its 

twin from below, like a hesitant cleft lip that had changed its mind, thus forming a sensuous curve instead of 
a defect. Above her left eye she bore a scar parallel to her eyebrow. It was pale pink and not particularly old. 
Ive never seen it like this. Though Ive only been here for eleven years. Kaldbakken has been here for thirty. 

He hasnt experienced anything like it, either. She pulled at her T-shirt and gave it a shake. And this heat 
doesnt make it any better. The whole city is on the move every single night. A spell of rain right now would 

be just the thing. That would at least keep people indoors. They sat there for too long, talking about 
everything and nothing. They were friendly colleagues who always had something to talk about but who 

didnt know very much about each other all the same. Other than that they both enjoyed their work, that they 
took it seriously, and that one of them was more competent than the other. That didnt do much for the 

relationship between them. She was a highly skilled officer with a reputation that had always been good but 
following a dramatic case the previous autumn had now reached legendary heights. He had loafed around in 
the police station as a second-rate lawyer for more than six years, never outstanding, never brilliant. Still, he 
had built up a reputation for himself as both conscientious and hardworking. He too had played a decisive 
role in the same sensational case. His reputation was edging more in the direction of solid and dependable 
than what it had been before: rather uninteresting. Perhaps they complemented each other. Perhaps it was 

more the fact they were never in competition that enabled them to work so well together. However, it was a 
curious friendship, restricted by the walls of the police station. Police Attorney Hkon Sand was genuinely 

sorry about that and several times had endeavored to alter the situation. Some time ago he had suggested in 
passing that they meet up for dinner. The rejection had been so blunt it would be a long time before he made 

the effort again. Oh, well, well let the blood-soaked woodshed lie. Ive got other things to do. The police 
officer slapped a heap of files sitting in a tray beside the window. So have we all, the attorney retorted, 

before walking the twenty meters along the corridor to return to his own office. *** Why have you never 
brought me here before? The woman sitting on the opposite side of the narrow table smiled reproachfully as 

she squeezed her companions hand. I didnt really know whether you liked this type of food, the man 
responded, clearly pleased at how successful the meal had been. The Pakistani waiters, immaculately dressed 
and with diction indicating they had been born at Aker Hospital rather than a delivery room in Karachi, had 
amiably steered them through the menu. Slightly inconvenient location, he added. But otherwise its one of 

my favorite restaurants. Good food, top-notch service, and prices to suit a public servant. So youve been here 
often. She paused. Who with, then? He didnt answer but instead raised his glass to hide how mortified he 

was by the question. All his women had been here. The very short-lived, far fewer than he liked to consider, 
and the two or three he had endured for a few months. Every time he had been thinking of her. What it 

would be like to sit here with Karen Borg. And now they were sitting here. Dont think about the ones who 
were first. Concentrate on being last, he said with a grin after a moments thought. Elegantly put, she replied, 
but her voice had adopted a trace of... not coldness, but a kind of coolness that always terrified him out of his 
wits. That he could never learn. Karen Borg didnt want to talk about the future. For almost four months she 
had been meeting him regularly, up to several times a week. They ate together and went to the theater. They 

went for walks in the forest, and they made love as soon as they had the opportunity. Which was not too 
often. She was married, so her apartment was out of the question. Her husband knew they were having an 
affair, she said, but they had decided not to burn their bridges until they were certain that was what they 

wanted. Of course they could go to his place, something he suggested every time they were together. But she 
turned him down flat. If I come home with you, then Ive made a choice, she declared illogically. Hkon Sand 
believed the choice of making love with him was a far more dramatic decision than the choice of venue, but 

it was no use. The waiter appeared with the check twenty seconds after Hkon had dropped a hint. It was 
presented according to old-fashioned etiquette, neatly folded on a plate placed in front of him. Karen Borg 
grabbed it, and he couldnt muster the energy to protest. It was one thing that she earned five times as much 
as he did and quite another to be continually reminded of that. When the AmEx gold card was returned, he 



got up and held her chair for her. The strikingly handsome waiter had ordered a taxicab, and she snuggled up 
to her lover in the backseat. I suppose youre going straight home, he said, a precaution against his own 

disappointment. Yes, its a working day tomorrow, she confirmed. Well meet up again soon. Ill phone you. 
Once she was out the taxi door, she leaned back in again to give him a gentle kiss. Thanks for a lovely 

evening, she said softly, smiling briefly as she withdrew from the cab once again. Sighing, he gave the taxi 
driver a new address. It was situated in a completely different part of the city, allowing plenty of time to feel 
the sharp little stab of pain he always experienced after his evenings with Karen Borg.Revue de presseFast-
paced and involving.... Holt knows psychology as well as she knows the ins and outs of police-work. She 

quickly draws the reader into the minds and lives of half a dozen disparate characters--none more interesting 
than Inspector Wilhelmsen herself... Holt's visions of societal and ethical decay are balanced by glimpses of 

great poignancy, human consolation and love. --Tom Nolan, Wall Street Journal 


