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WALLA



1

Sydney

Something was wrong.
At �rst the female passport o�cial had beamed: “How are ya, mate?”
“I’m �ne,” Harry Hole had lied. It was more than thirty hours since he

had taken o� from Oslo via London, and after the change of planes in
Bahrain he had sat in the same bloody seat by the emergency exit. For
security reasons it could only be tipped back a little, and his lumbar region
had almost crumbled by the time they reached Singapore.

And now the woman behind the counter was no longer smiling.
She had scrutinized his passport with conspicuous interest. Whether it

was the photograph or his name that had initially put her in such a cheery
mood was hard to say.

“Business?”
Harry Hole had a suspicion that passport o�cials in most places in the

world would have added a “sir,” but he had read that this type of formal
pleasantry wasn’t especially widespread in Australia. It didn’t really matter;
Harry wasn’t particularly accustomed to foreign travel or snobbish—all he
wanted was a hotel room and a bed as quickly as possible.

“Yes,” he had replied, drumming his �ngers on the counter.
And that was when her lips had pursed, turned ugly and articulated, with

a pointed tone: “Why isn’t there a visa in your passport, sir?”
His heart sank, as it invariably did when there was a hint of a catastrophe

in the o�ng. Perhaps “sir” was used only when situations became critical?



“Sorry, I forgot,” Harry mumbled, searching feverishly through his inside
pockets. Why had they not been able to pin a special visa in his passport as
they do with standard visas? Behind him in the queue he heard the faint
drone of a Walkman and realized it was his traveling companion from the
plane. He had been playing the same cassette the whole �ight. Why the hell
could he never remember which pocket he put things in? It was hot as well,
even though it was getting on for ten o’clock at night. Harry could feel his
scalp beginning to itch.

At last he found the document and placed it on the counter, to his great
relief.

“Police o�cer, are you?”
The passport o�cial looked up from the special visa and studied him, but

the pursed mouth was gone.
“I hope no Norwegian blondes have been murdered?”
She chuckled and smacked the stamp down hard on the special visa.
“Well, just the one,” Harry Hole answered.

The arrivals hall was crowded with travel reps and limousine drivers,
holding up signs with names on, but not a Hole in sight. He was on the
point of grabbing a taxi when a black man wearing light blue jeans and a
Hawaiian shirt, and with an unusually broad nose and dark, curly hair
plowed a furrow between the signs and came striding toward him.

“Mr. Holy, I presume!” he declared triumphantly.
Harry Hole considered his options. He had decided to spend the �rst days

in Australia correcting the pronunciation of his surname so that he wouldn’t
be confused with apertures or ori�ces. Mr. Holy however, was in�nitely
preferable.

“Andrew Kensington. How are ya?” the man grinned and stuck out an
enormous �st.

It was nothing less than a juice extractor.
“Welcome to Sydney. Hope you enjoyed the �ight,” the stranger said with

evident sincerity, like an echo of the air hostess’s announcement twenty



minutes earlier. He took Harry’s battered suitcase and began to walk
toward the exit without a backward glance. Harry kept close to him.

“Do you work for Sydney police?” he initiated.
“Sure do, mate. Watch out!”
The swing door hit Harry in the face, right on the hooter, and made his

eyes water. A bad slapstick sketch could not have started worse. He rubbed
his nose and swore in Norwegian. Kensington sent him a sympathetic look.

“Bloody doors, eh?” he said.
Harry didn’t answer. He didn’t know how to answer that sort of comment

down under.
In the car park Kensington unlocked the boot of a small, well-used Toyota

and shoved in the suitcase. “Do you wanna drive, mate?” he asked in
surprise.

Harry realized he was sitting in the driver’s seat. Of course, they drove on
the bloody left in Australia. However, the passenger seat was so full of
papers, cassettes and general rubbish that Harry squeezed into the back.

“You must be an Aboriginal,” he said as they turned onto the motorway.
“Guess there’s no fooling you, O�cer,” Kensington answered, glancing in

the mirror.
“In Norway we call you Australian Negroes.”
Kensington kept his eyes trained on the mirror. “Really?”
Harry began to feel ill at ease. “Er, by that I just mean that your

forefathers obviously didn’t belong to the convicts sent here from England
two hundred years ago.” He wanted to show he had at least a modicum of
knowledge about the country’s history.

“That’s right, Holy. My forefathers were here a bit before them. Forty
thousand years, to be precise.”

Kensington grinned into the mirror. Harry vowed to keep his mouth shut
for a while.

“I see. Call me Harry.”
“OK, Harry. I’m Andrew.”



Andrew ran the conversation for the rest of the ride. He drove Harry to
King’s Cross, holding forth the whole way: this area was Sydney’s red-light
district and the center for the drugs trade and to a large extent all the other
shady dealings in town. Every second scandal seemed to have a connection
with some hotel or strip joint inside this square kilometer.

“Here we are,” Andrew said suddenly. He pulled in to the curb, jumped
out and took Harry’s suitcase from the boot.

“See you tomorrow,” Andrew said, and with that he and the car were
gone. With a sti� back and jet lag beginning to announce its presence,
Harry and his suitcase were now alone on a pavement in a town boasting a
population roughly equivalent to the whole of Norway, outside the splendid
Crescent Hotel. The name was printed on the door next to three stars. Oslo’s
Chief Constable was not known for largesse with regards to accommodation
for her employees. But perhaps this one was not going to be too bad after
all. There must have been a civil service discount and it was probably the
hotel’s smallest room, Harry re�ected.

And it was.



2

Gap Park

Harry knocked warily on the door of the Head of Crime Squad for Surry
Hills.

“Come in,” boomed a voice from inside.
A tall, broad man with a stomach designed to impress was standing by

the window, behind an oak desk. Beneath a thinning mane protruded gray
bushy eyebrows, but the wrinkles around his eyes smiled.

“Harry Holy from Oslo, Norway, sir.”
“Take a pew, Holy. You look bloody �t for this time of the morning. I

hope you haven’t been to see any of the boys in Narc, have you?” Neil
McCormack let out a huge laugh.

“Jet lag. I’ve been awake since four this morning, sir,” Harry explained.
“Of course. Just an in-joke. We had a pretty high-pro�le corruption case

here a couple of years back, you see. Ten o�cers were convicted, among
other things for selling drugs—to one another. Suspicion was raised because
a couple of them were so alert—round the clock. No joke really.” He
chuckled contentedly, put on his glasses and �icked through the papers in
front of him.

“So you’ve been sent here to assist us with our investigation into the
murder of Inger Holter, a Norwegian citizen with a permit to work in
Australia. Blonde, good-looking girl, according to the photos. Twenty-three
years old, wasn’t she?”

Harry nodded. McCormack was serious now.



“Found by �shermen on the ocean side of Watson’s Bay—to be more
precise, Gap Park. Semi-naked. Bruising suggested she had been raped �rst
and then strangled, but no semen was found. Later transported at the dead
of night to the park where the body was dumped o� the cli�.”

He pulled a face.
“Had the weather been a little worse the waves would de�nitely have

carried her out, but instead she lay among the rocks until she was found. As
I said, there was no semen present, and the reason for that is that the
vagina was sliced up like a �lleted �sh and the seawater did a thorough job
of washing this girl clean. Therefore we have no �ngerprints either, though
we do have a rough estimate of time of death …” McCormack removed his
glasses and rubbed his face. “But we don’t have a murderer. And what the
hell are you gonna do about that, Mr. Holy?”

Harry was about to answer but was interrupted.
“What you’re gonna do is watch carefully while we haul the bastard in,

tell the Norwegian press along the way what a wonderful job we’re doing
together—making sure we don’t o�end anyone at the Norwegian Embassy,
or relatives—and otherwise enjoy a break and send a card or two to your
dear Chief Constable. How is she by the way?”

“Fine, as far as I know.”
“Great woman, she is. I s’pose she explained to you what’s expected of

you?”
“To some extent. I’m taking part in an invest—”
“Great. Forget all that. Here are the new rules. Number one: from now on

you listen to me, me and me alone. Number two: you don’t take part in
anything you haven’t been instructed to do by me. And number three: one
toe out of line and you’ll be on the �rst plane home.”

This was delivered with a smile, but the message was clear: paws o�, he
was here as an observer. He might just as well have brought his swimming
things and a camera along.

“I gather that Inger Holter was some kind of TV celeb in Norway?”



“A minor celeb, sir. She hosted a children’s program broadcast a couple
of years ago. I suppose before this happened she was on her way into
oblivion.”

“Yeah, I’ve been told that your papers are making a big thing of this
murder. Couple of them have sent people here already. We’ve given ’em
what we’ve got, and that’s not a great deal, so they’ll soon be bored and
bugger o� home. They don’t know you’re here. We’ve got our own nannies,
so you won’t have to take care of them.”

“Thank you for that, sir,” Harry said, and he meant it. The thought of
panting Norwegian journalists looking over his shoulder was not a welcome
one.

“OK, Holy, I’ll be honest with you and tell you how the land lies. I’ve
been told in no uncertain terms by my governor that councillors in Sydney
would like to see this case cleared up as soon as possible. As usual, it’s all
about politics and dosh.”

“Dosh?”
“Well, we reckon unemployment in Sydney will rise to over ten percent

this year, and the town needs every cent we can get from the tourists.
We’ve got the Olympic Games just round the corner, in 2000, and tourism
from Scandinavia’s on the up. Murder, especially one which hasn’t been
cleared up, isn’t a good advert for the town, so we’re doing what we can.
We have a team of four detectives on the case plus high-priority access to
the force’s resources—all the computers, forensic sta�, lab people. And so
on.”

McCormack pulled out a sheet of paper which he studied with a frown.
“In fact, you should be working with Watkins, but since you speci�cally

asked for Kensington, I see no reason to refuse your request.”
“Sir, to my knowledge I haven’t—”
“Kensington’s a good man. There are not many Indigenous o�cers who

have come up through the ranks like him.”
“No?”



McCormack shrugged. “That’s just the way it is. Well, Holy, if there’s
anything else, you know where I hang out. Any questions?”

“Er, just a formality, sir. I was wondering whether sir was the right mode
of address to a superior o�cer in this country, or whether it was a little
too …”

“Formal? Sti�? Yes, I guess it probably is. But I like it. It reminds me that
I am in fact the boss of this out�t.” McCormack burst out laughing and
concluded the meeting with a bone-crunching handshake.

“January’s the tourist season in Australia,” Andrew explained as they
lurched forward in the tra�c around Circular Quay.

“Everyone comes to see the Sydney Opera House and go on boat trips
round the harbor and admire the women on Bondi Beach. Shame you’ve got
to work.”

Harry shook his head. “Doesn’t matter. I break out in a cold sweat around
tourist traps.”

They emerged onto New South Head Road, where the Toyota sped
eastward to Watson’s Bay.

“The East Side of Sydney’s not exactly like the East End of London,”
Andrew explained as they passed one fashionable house after another. “This
district’s called Double Bay. We call it Double Pay.”

“Where did Inger Holter live?”
“She lived with her boyfriend in Newtown for a while before they split up

and she moved to a little one-room �at in Glebe.”
“Boyfriend?”
Andrew shrugged. “He’s Australian, a computer engineer and met her

when she came here on holiday two years ago. He’s got an alibi for the
night of the murder and is not exactly the prototype of a murderer. But you
never know, do you?”

They parked below Gap Park, one of Sydney’s many green lungs. Steep
stone steps led up to the windblown park that lay high above Watson’s Bay
to the north and the Paci�c Ocean to the east. The heat hit them when they



opened the car doors. Andrew put on a big pair of shades, which made
Harry think of a laid-back porn king. For some reason his Australian
colleague was wearing a tight suit today, and Harry thought the broad-
shouldered black man looked a bit comical as he rolled and pitched up the
path in front of him to the viewpoint.

Harry looked around. To the west he saw the city center with the Harbor
Bridge, to the north the beach and yachts in Watson’s Bay and, further in
the distance, verdant Manly, the suburb on the northern side of the bay. To
the east the horizon curved in a spectrum of various shades of blue. The
cli�s plunged down in front of them, and way below the ocean breakers
ended their long voyage in a thunderous crescendo among the rocks.

Harry felt a bead of sweat running down between his shoulder blades.
This heat was giving him goose pimples.

“You can see the Paci�c Ocean from here, Harry. Next stop New Zealand,
after about twelve hundred wet miles,” Andrew said, spitting a thick gobbet
o� the edge of the cli�. They followed it down for a while until the wind
dispersed it.

“Good job she wasn’t alive when she fell,” he said. “She must have hit the
cli�s on the way down; there were large chunks of �esh torn from her body
when they found her.”

“How long had she been dead before she was found?”
Andrew pulled a grimace. “The police doctor said forty-eight hours. But

he …”
He put a backward-facing thumb in front of his mouth. Harry nodded. So

the doctor was a thirsty soul.
“And you become skeptical when the �gures are too rounded?”
“She was found on a Friday morning, so let’s say she died some time

during Wednesday night.”
“Any clues here?”
“As you can see, cars can park down below and the area is unlit at night

and relatively deserted. We haven’t got any reports from witnesses, and to
be frank, we don’t reckon we’ll get any.”



“So what do we do now?”
“Now we do what the boss told me, we go to a restaurant and spend a bit

of the force’s entertainment budget. After all, you’re Norway’s highest
police rep in a radius of more than twelve hundred miles. At least.”

Andrew and Harry sat at a table with a white cloth. Doyle’s, a seafood
restaurant, was situated at the furthest end of Watson’s Bay with only a
strip of sand between itself and the sea.

“Ridiculously beautiful, isn’t it?” Andrew said.
“Picture postcard.” A small boy and a girl were building sandcastles on

the beach in front of them, against a background of a deep blue sea and
luxuriant green hills with Sydney’s proud skyline in the distance.

Harry chose scallops and Tasmanian trout, Andrew an Australian �at�sh
which Harry, quite reasonably, had never heard of. Andrew ordered a bottle
of Chardonnay Rose-mount, “quite wrong for this meal, but it’s white, it’s
good and it’s smack on budget,” and looked mildly surprised when Harry
said he didn’t drink.

“Quaker?”
“No, nothing like that,” Harry said.
Doyle’s was an old family-run restaurant and considered one of Sydney’s

best, Andrew informed Harry. It was peak season and packed to the rafters
and Harry presumed that was why it was so di�cult to gain eye contact
with the waiters.

“The waiters here are like the planet Pluto,” Andrew said. “They orbit on
the periphery, only making an appearance every twentieth year, and even
then are impossible to glimpse with the naked eye.”

Harry couldn’t work up any indignation and leaned back in his chair with
a contented sigh. “But they have excellent food,” he said. “So that explains
the suit.”

“Yes and no. As you can see, it’s not exactly formal here. But it’s better
for me not to wear jeans and a T-shirt in places like this. Because of my
appearance I have to make an e�ort.”


