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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurOVER 33 MILLION BOOKS SOLD WORLDWIDENGt al angels are heaven sent. |
am one such angel, and | have come to pass judgement on the living, and the dead...A report of arare and
unusual gun atype favoured by assassins being smuggled into the country sparks Detective Harry Hole's

interest. Then aformer WW2 Nazi sympathizer isfound with his throat cut. Next, someone close to Harry is

murdered. Why had she been trying to reach Harry on the night she was killed?As Harry's investigation
unfolds, it becomes clear that the killer is hell-bent on serving his own justice. And while the link between

the cases remains a mystery, one thing is certain: he must be stopped.Extraitl Toll Barrier at Alnabru.1

November 1999. A grey bird glided in and out of Harrysfield of vision. He drummed his fingers on the
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steering wheel. Slow time. Somebody had been talking about slow time on TV yesterday. This was slow
time. Like on Christmas Eve before Father Christmas came. Or sitting in the electric chair before the current
was turned on. He drummed harder. They were parked in the open area behind the ticket booths at the toll
gate. Ellen turned up the radio a notch. The commentator spoke with reverence and solemnity. The plane
landed fifty minutes ago, and at exactly 6.38 am. the President set foot on Norwegian soil. He was
welcomed by the Mayor of Ullensaker. It isawonderful autumn day here in Odlo: a splendid Norwegian
backdrop to this summit meeting. Let us hear again what the President said at the press conference half an
hour ago. It was the third time. Again Harry saw the screaming press corps thronging against the barrier. The
men in grey suits on the other side, who made only a halfhearted attempt not to look like Secret Service
agents, hunched their shoulders and then relaxed them as they scanned the crowd, checked for the twelfth
time that their earpieces were correctly positioned, scanned the crowd, dwelled for afew seconds on a
photographer whose telephoto lens was alittle too long, continued scanning, checked for the thirteenth time
that their earpieces were in position. Someone welcomed the President in English, everything went quiet.
Then a scratching noise in amicrophone. First, let me say Im delighted to be here . . . the President said for
the fourth time in husky, broad American-English. | read that awell-known American psychologist thinks
the President has an MPD, Ellen said. MPD? Multiple Personality Disorder. Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde. The
psychologist thought his normal personality was not aware that the other one, the sex beast, was having
relations with all these women. And that was why a Court of Impeachment couldnt accuse him of having
lied under oath about it. Jesus, Harry said, looking up at the helicopter hovering high above them. On the
radio, someone speaking with a Norwegian accent asked, Mr President, thisis the fourth visit to Norway by
adsitting US President. How doesiit feel? Pause. Itsreally nice to be back here. And | see it as even more
important that the leaders of the state of Israel and of the Palestinian people can meet here. The key to Can
you remember anything from your previous visit to Norway, Mr President? Y es, of course. In todaystalks |
hope that we can What significance have Oslo and Norway had for world peace, Mr President? Norway has
played an important role. A voice without a Norwegian accent: What concrete results does the President
consider to be realistic? The recording was cut and someone from the studio took over. We heard there the
President saying that Norway has had acrucial rolein . . . er, the Middle Eastern peace process. Right now
the President is on his way to Harry groaned and switched off the radio. What is it with this country, Ellen?
She shrugged her shoulders. Passed Post 27, the walkie-talkie on the dashboard crackled. He looked at her.
Everyone ready at their posts? he asked. She nodded. Here we go, he said. Sherolled her eyes. It was the
fifth time he had said that since the procession set off from Gardemoen Airport. From where they were
parked they could see the empty motorway stretch out from the toll barrier up towards Trosterud and
Furuset. The blue light on the roof rotated sluggishly. Harry rolled down the car window to stick out his
hand and remove awithered yellow leaf caught under the windscreen wiper. A robin redbreast, Ellen said,
pointing. Rare to see one so late in autumn. Where? There. On the roof of the toll booth. Harry lowered his
head and peered through the windscreen. Oh yes. So thats arobin redbreast? Y ep. But you probably cant tell
the difference between that and aredwing, | imagine? Right. Harry shaded his eyes. Was he becoming short-
sighted? Its arare bird, the redbreast, Ellen said, screwing the top back on the thermos. Is that afact? Harry
said. Ninety per cent of them migrate south. A few take therisk, asit were, and stay here. Asit were?
Another crackle on the radio: Post 62 to HQ. Theres an unmarked car parked by the road two hundred
metres before the turn-off for Lrenskog. A deep voice with a Bergen accent answered from HQ: One
moment, 62. Well look into it. Silence. Did you check the toilets? Harry asked, nodding towards the Esso
station. Yes, the petrol station has been cleared of all customers and employees. Everyone except the boss.
Weve locked him in his office. Toll booths as well? Done. Relax, Harry, all the checks have been done. Yes,
the ones that stay do so in the hope that it will be amild winter, right? That may be OK, but if theyre wrong,
they die. So why not head south, just in case, you might be wondering. Are they just lazy, the birds that stay?
Harry looked in the mirror and saw the guards on either side of the railway bridge. Dressed in black with
helmets and MP5 machine guns hanging around their necks. Even from where he was he could see the
tension in their body language. The point isthat if its a mild winter, they can choose the best nesting places
before the others return, Ellen said, while trying to stuff the thermos into the already full glove compartment.
Its a calculated risk, you see. Y oure either laughing all over your face or youre in deep, deep shit. Whether to
take the risk or not. If you take the gamble, you may fall off the twig frozen stiff one night and not thaw out
till spring. Bottle it and you might not have anywhere to nest when you return. These are, asit were, the
eternal dilemmas youre confronted with. Y ouve got body armour on, havent you? Harry twisted round to



check. Have you or havent you? She tapped her chest with her knuckles by way of reply. Lightweight? She
nodded. For fucks sake, Ellen! | gave the order for ballistic vests to be worn. Not those Mickey Mouse vests.
Do you know what the Secret Service guys use? Let me guess. Lightweight vests?Thats right. Do you know
what | dont give a shit about? Let me guess. The Secret Service? Thats right. She laughed. Harry managed a
smiletoo. There was a crackle from the radio. HQ to post 62. The Secret Service say itstheir car parked on
the turn-off to Lrenskog. Post 62. Message received. Y ou see, Harry said, banging the steering wheel in
irritation, no communication. The Secret Service people do their own thing. Whats that car doing up there
without our knowledge? Eh? Checking that were doing our job, Ellen said. According to the instructions
they gave us. Youll be allowed to make some decisions, so stop grumbling, she said. And stop that
drumming on the wheel. Harrys hands obediently leapt into hislap. She smiled. He let out one long stream
of air: Yeah, yeah, yeah. Hisfingers found the butt of his service revolver, a.38 calibre Smith Wesson, six
shots. In his belt he had two additional magazines, each holding six shots. He patted the revolver, knowing
that, strictly speaking, he wasnt actually authorised to carry a weapon. Perhaps he really was becoming short-
sighted; after the forty-hour course last winter he had failed the shooting test. Although that was not so
unusual, it wasthefirst time it had happened to Harry and he didnt likeit at all. All he had to do was take the
test again many had to take it four or five times but for one reason or another Harry continued to put it off.
More crackling noises: Passed point 28. One more point to go in the Romerike police district, Harry said.
The next one is Karihaugen and then its us. Why cant they do it how we used to? Just say where the
motorcade isinstead of all these stupid numbers, Ellen asked in agrumbling tone. Guess. They answered in
unison: The Secret Service! And laughed. Passed point 29. He looked at his watch.OK, theyll be herein
three minutes. Il change the frequency on the walkie-talkie to Oslo police district. Run the final checks.
Ellen closed her eyes to concentrate on the positive checks that came back one after the other. She put the
microphone back into position. Everything in place and ready. Thanks. Put your helmet on. Eh? Honestly,
Harry. You heard what | said. ...From Publishers WeeklyStarred . Shifting effortlessly between the last days
of WWII on the Eastern front and modern day Oslo, Norwegian Nesb (The Devil's Star) spins a complex tale
of murder, revenge and betrayal. A recovering alcoholic recently reassigned to the Norwegian Security
Service, Insp. Harry Hole begins tracking Sverre Olsen, a vicious neo-Nazi who escaped prosecution on a
technicality. But what starts as a quest to put Olsen behind bars soon explodes into arace to prevent an
assassination. As Hole struggles to stay one step ahead of Olsen and his gang of skinheads, Nesb takes the
reader back to WWII, as Norwegians fighting for Hitler wage alosing battle on the Eastern front. When the
two story linesfinally collide, it's up to Hole to stop a man hell-bent on carrying out the deadly plan he
hatched half a century ago in the trenches. Perfectly paced and painfully suspenseful, this crime novel
illuminates not only Norway's alleged Nazi ties but also its present skinhead subculture. Readers will delight
in Hole, alaconic hero as doggedly stubborn as Connelly's Harry Bosch, and yet with a prickly appeal al his
own. (Dec.) Copyright Reed Business Information, adivision of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved.



