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From Detective Gunnar Ludvigsen’s notebook April 23, 1988

THE SHOCKING ANNOUNCEMENT FROM HENRIK in Japan has sent a flood of emotions through my whole being.

The terrible news I received about Rita has reawakened a storm of inner, conflicting thoughts. Rita, the love of my life.

She chose Henrik instead of me. He stole her from me. I hate the man.

My arch rival, the billionaire, called me from Tokyo the night before last. I can only repeat a part of our conversation:

“Gunnar, Henrik Dahl here. I need help. Do you remember me? Something has happened to Rita.” His voice was subdued, there was noise on the line. I held my breath; I didn’t want to hear the rest. What could have happened? I was motionless, I felt my clenched fist press hard against my chest while trying to stop time from passing. I did not want to hear more.

Do I remember Henrik Dahl? My old pal from childhood. I don’t remember when we first became friends, but it must have taken place on the playground outside the apartment building where we lived in

Trondheim. He forgave me when as a three-year-old I gave him a nasty cut with a plastic shovel. My mother took him to the hospital where he received four stitches. I don’t remember any of this, of course, but I have been told about the incident many times. He was left with a very visible scar. We continued to be friends for many years, until that day…

Now the old anger swelled up within me.

If I remember Henrik? What a ridiculous and unnecessary question. This man whom I have despised and have tried to put out of my thoughts for several years, without succeeding. He keeps appearing, I meet him again and again, in my dreams and in real life, in the newspapers and on TV. I have not managed to leave it alone, must read, see and hear everything about Henrik, who is usually accompanied by his beautiful wife, often with his arm securely around her waist. Successful businessman, top executive in his filthy rich father-in-law’s Japanese division. International matters, business affairs have never interested me, but I know that it has to do with investments in real estate projects.

I have often imagined those two creatures of luxury, Rita and Henrik – whom I have read and heard about – live in a huge mansion in Kobe, equipped with a swimming pool, spa, servants and parties every other day. They condescend to make an occasional trip home to Norway. Here they have a large estate of several acres in Southern Norway, with a luxurious mansion on the coast. An elegant Colin Archer bobs proudly alongside the pier below the house, along with other types of boats. Henrik and Rita, poised smilingly on the decks of several boats. I was not surprised when they became the owners of a “little” cabin in Hemsedal – with thirteen bathrooms or something on that order. The celebrity magazine Se og Hør (See and Hear) has published several articles about the couple. Henrik Dahl is among the fifty Norwegian celebrities the publication thrives on. He said once to S&H that he thinks Norwegians lived in a little duck pond, and that he dislikes being home in Norway for too long at any given time.

Remarks like that get more Norwegians than me to see red.

But now this successful man needs my help. I slowly begin to feel anger during the course of our conversation. To be awakened in the middle of the night by this!

“It is 3 a.m. here. What do you want? What has happened to Rita?” I finally managed to say. I braced myself against hearing that she possibly was dead.

“It’s 10 a.m. here. The matter is. Um. You understand.” Long pause, the only thing I heard was heavy breathing. Then it came:

“Rita has disappeared.”

For a moment everything stopped inside me. My Rita, disappeared. Oh my God! I took a couple of deep breaths.

“Oh God! What has happened? Where did she go missing? In Japan?”

“She disappeared on the way from Norway to Japan.”

“What in heaven’s name? what! How could this be?”

“I don’t know, this is terrible. I haven’t slept for several weeks.” Henrik’s voice was choked by tears. I have never experienced the man in this state, so beside himself. The voice changed to a sort of whisper.

“Speak up! When? How long has she been missing? Tell me more!”

“Nearly three weeks ago. She departed on April 5, the same day as the plane from Kuwait was hijacked on the way from Bangkok to Kuwait with 112 aboard. They were held captive in the plane for fifteen days, terrible. Not that there is any connection, but I have thought of those poor passengers and what Rita is going through now. It is a mystery.”

“Yes, we have been watching the news about the hijacking,” I said with lowered voice. “Good it ended well. But why did you call me about this?” Just then Birgit uttered some sounds in the bed next to mine. “This doesn’t sound good.”

“You must help me find her.”

Help Henrik? Could I really agree to do that? How in the hell should that happen? At the same time, I became curious. There were also feelings that arose which had long been buried inside me. What can have happened to Rita? If I should help anyone it must be her, no one else.

“Why? How do you think I can help?”

“I have been thinking for days and days, thought and thought,” said Henrik and continued.

“Now I must ask you for a big favor. I want you to follow the same route that Rita set out on. I have her complete travel schedule and the hotels she was to stay in. Maybe you can find out where her journey ended. And why. She never arrived in Singapore.”

It sounded like a doomed project. Damned impossible. On the other hand, it was a long time since I had been in the East, it aroused my curiosity. I must admit that for many years Rita had often been on my mind.

I gradually became furious when I realized her disappearance was never reported to the police. Not even her father had been informed. Everything should be kept secret because Henrik was terrified of attention in the media. He used the expression, in my position, which made me nauseous. He didn’t know how he should tackle it. There had not been any demands from possible kidnappers.

Eventually, I was given a few more details. Rita was to travel from Norway home to Japan after celebrating Easter in Norway. She was accompanied by her father as far as Kastrup Airport outside of Copenhagen. From there she was to travel on alone with Singapore Airlines to the city of the same name, via Sri Lanka where she was to spend a few days in Colombo with friends. Henrik didn’t know who they were, which I found strange. “In Singapore she was to stay a couple of days with her cousin and good friend, Elise Einarsen, before finally arriving in Japan. She wanted to shop there because clothing was so much cheaper than in Japan.” Cheap, typical, I almost spit out these words from the billionaire. Rita’s maiden name was also Einarsen, and I understood that their fathers must have been brothers.

According to Henrik, Rita never got as far as Singapore, and now he was extremely worried. Elise had been to the Changi Airport in Singapore to welcome her, but Rita was not on the scheduled flight, she told Henrik. Elise had Rita paged at the airport, but there was no response.

Initially, I gave a firm no to Henrik. Even before this description of events I was riled up and said that it was an impossible task. In addition, I am filled with contempt for everything that man stands for. Of course, I didn’t say that out loud. Henrik has everything, or does he? On the surface everything has seemed so picture perfect, the ideal marriage. I began to doubt how perfect it really had been.

Now I began to ask Henrik a number of routine questions. Has she been with someone else? Has this happened before? Does he believe that she left him deliberately? Henrik denied all of this.

“Everything has been great between us, we love each other,” he asserted.

As we spoke, I saw Rita’s face before me. I had met her at a jubilee celebration at the Britannia Hotel in Trondheim three years ago. It was the first time we had met since the break between us. But deep inside I believed that Rita had always been my great love and I know I have never forgotten her.

Rita was my first, and before I met Birgit, my only love. We first met during our third year in high school at “Katta,” the cathedral school in Trondheim at the end of the fifties. Henrik was in the same class. With Rita I experienced three intense years. We did everything together. She went with me to all the home games of the Rosenborg football team at Lerkendal Stadium, but she was not at all interested in soccer. She always sat and either knit or crocheted, the only thing that embarrassed me then. We hung out together most of the time. If we weren’t at the movies or going for walks in the nearby woods, we were often with friends who held parties. We helped each other with homework. We had both chosen to study science, but she was best in Norwegian and English, so she helped me with those, while my strongest subjects were math and chemistry. We hugged and cuddled, often too much by the moral standards of the day.

But suddenly one day it was over. One day near the end of May – when the students about to graduate were celebrating, she broke it off – after three years of an intense relationship. At the end of June her father sent her off to London. I hoped at the least that she would come back – to me.

When she showed up after five weeks, Henrik seized the opportunity and took her. I was in a dark place for about a year before finally coming to my senses and went on to study. I spent several years in Oslo living on a minimal student loan.

Fortunately, I met Birgit, also from Trondheim. She had just finished studying journalism and supported us during our first years of marriage. I got my law degree with flying colors and got what was then known as magna cum laude, which is the next best level after summa cum laude, but then it was not difficult to find work. I landed a job working with the police and was later transferred to KRIPOS, the National Bureau of Crime Investigation, where I have remained to the present day. Here I have solved cases that have been reported in the newspapers, something Henrik has noticed. Some weeks ago, we found a nineteen-year-old woman. She had been raped and murdered on her way home from a party. We found her killer.

Just now I am working on Munch’s painting the “Vampire” that was stolen from the Munch Museum two months ago. That was quite a daring theft, the crook climbed into the museum through a window. Many others are also working on the case. The thief is already in our sights, making an arrest is all that remains.

When, toward the end of our conversation, Henrik offered a large sum to cover the cost of making the trip to the Far East, I began to give in.

But I didn’t leave him off the hook so easily. So, I came up with several questions to which I knew he would react. For example: Are you certain that Rita has not just taken off? Is there a lover in the picture? How are things really between you and Rita?

Henrik quickly responded that she was not the type to run away, so he thought this question was inappropriate. I replied that it was simply routine.

I think to myself: Could Henrik himself be behind the disappearance? The spouse is often the first to be suspected and charged when someone dies or disappears. It is a matter of fact and rarely an exception that the solution lies with the husband.

In any case, I don’t know if he was playing a role, but toward the end it sounded like he was even more stifled by sobs. When at last he offered to pay the trip for Birgit, the matter was settled for my part. I have many vacation days coming to me from KRIPOS.

The following day I explained the situation to Birgit. She is a good sport, at last she said she would be willing to come along. But it took some time. She wanted to know what sort of relationship I really have – and had had – to Rita. Then she wanted to know why I was so involved in her disappearance. I answered as best as I could, I couldn’t go into detail about my relationship to Rita. The truth of the matter is that there are several things that I have little desire to talk about.

But I could not have made the trip without Birgit coming with me, and I also told Henrik that she and I have had our problems the last years. My absence at all hours of the day and night has been the cause of varying degrees of anger, which is all I can admit to now. But even during our most heated discussions, the word divorce has never come up. There is a lot to lose and for our generation divorce does not happen so often. Our three adult daughters have already left the nest. Things were better when they lived at home. The oldest got married two years ago and is already getting a divorce. Her husband left her a few months ago after he found someone else. Their daughter, our first grandchild, was born about the same time. We need to distance ourselves from the problems, however I have very little belief that such a trip can stabilize our relationship.

Birgit is a steady freelance contributor to a couple of newspapers and a professional journal. Taking time off is no problem for her. A couple of phone calls to her employers settled the matter.

Everything has fallen into place in just a few hours without me having to do anything. In record time Henrik has arranged for tickets, booked hotels and ordered travel checks in American dollars. We gave Henrik our passport numbers, and his Japanese secretary, Yuko Yamaguchi, ordered our tickets. We received all the travel documents a couple of hours ago delivered to the door of our row house here in Grefsen in Oslo.

We depart on a SAS flight from Fornebu Airport in three days, Saturday, April 26, 1988. From Kastrup we fly further with Singapore Airlines, exactly three weeks after Rita flew with the same airline. Return tickets have not been ordered. The journey to Singapore via Sri Lanka will be seemingly endless, and of course, we have no idea how all this will end.

We hope to find someone who has seen Rita. We could get lucky. I really hope she is alive.
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