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The change happened in the middle of December, on a day 
which at first had seemed particularly promising. Even though 
I didn’t need to be at the courthouse until after twelve, I had 
got up early and taken the time to make a proper breakfast, 
including two fried eggs – something I otherwise only do on 
Sundays. Outside, on Bankplassen, the silver maple trees were 
decorated with small lightbulbs. I had just finished eating, 
and was enjoying the last piece of bacon and toast, whilst I 
listened to the BBC World Service, an impartial voice which 
reported no news of any significance.

My mobile rang.
It was a shock. To be nominated as the judge in the case 

against Nicolai Berge. It was the last thing I had expected. 
Or wanted. It was Odd Bergmann, Dobermann himself, who 
rang. I recognised his voice even before he finished saying his 
surname, and saw him in my mind’s eye in his office, where 
he had no doubt moved over to his Roman commander’s 
chair and was sitting admiring the ‘bold’ colour of the socks 
he had chosen that day.

Normally judges in particular cases were allocated in 
rotation. But this was a special case, said Bergmann. They 
needed a judge who was above reproach. And where 
there was no doubt about competence. I could imagine 
Dobermann in his commander’s chair. ‘I want you to take this 
case, Peter,’ he said, as if I was counsel for the defence and not 
a judge. ‘The rule of law must apply to Berge as well,’ he said. 
‘It is important that this swine – excuse me – gets a fair trial.’

A life for a life, I thought.
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For a moment I regretted having become a judge. It was 
not difficult to acquire a reputation for being a good judge. 
But it was difficult to be a really good judge. Now – at long 
last! – you will be stripped naked, I said to myself. Now 
everyone will see that you are not a good judge, even if you 
are known as a good judge.

It felt like a cold shower, to put it mildly, getting a phone 
call like that as I was sitting in my kitchen that morning, 
hearing Dobermann’s deep voice, hearing him talking 
about Nicolai Berge. I looked down at the remains of the 
eggs on my plate and immediately felt a burning desire to 
shout: ‘I refuse!’ Non serviam. I didn’t want this case. On the 
other hand, if I said no or found some excuse it might make 
Dobermann suspicious, it could sow the seeds of doubt 
which might make my entire impressive façade crumble. I 
couldn’t be sure, but I suspected that Dobermann was giving 
me the case – at the same time as he would say in public 
that I was an obvious choice – in order to expose me, so 
that I might make a scandalous faux pas, display a complete 
lack of professional judgement. In other words, it was a trap. 
He knew that I didn’t want this case, not for anything in the 
world, he knew that I disliked sensation. That was exactly why 
he had given me it.

I hung up, and at the same moment a bewildering 
thought occurred to me. Was I wrong? Had I been wrong for 
many years? Was Dobermann perhaps less sceptical of me 
than I believed? He would hardly risk his own reputation by 
selecting an unfit judge.

I sat there pushing crumbs to and fro on my plate with 
my fork. Wasn’t I also a little bit proud? Not to say flattered? 
Wasn’t something whispering to me that I ought to show 
myself worthy of such confidence? There was no doubt that 
I enjoyed respect (completely undeserved); there were even 
people at the courthouse who thought I ought to be aiming 
at the High Court. I merely smiled at this; I could see at once 
that it would be an even greater hubris than writing a book, 
and I didn’t want to tempt fate. The only thing I envied the 
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High Court judges was their magnificent surroundings, to 
be able to stroll every day down the splendid corridors of 
that old, richly-decorated building opposite the Ministry of 
Finance. Those green lampshades! I had considered procuring 
a lamp like that with a green glass shade for myself, I could 
imagine how good it would look on my desk at home.

I stared at my mobile. Again that feeling of being 
distracted. That someone wanted to disturb my precious 
circles. In my existence the two greatest boons are time and 
silence. Now both of these were threatened. I would have 
more to do. And there would be more noise. I had no wish 
to get involved with that monster Berge and this dreadful 
bloody business. Above all, I didn’t want the probing eyes of 
a nation upon me. I just wanted to sit here, raised high above 
Bankplassen; I wished for nothing more than to potter about 
doing my own thing, writing little notes which I placed in my 
Sætre tin, notes I imagined I would be able to combine into 
a pamphlet, a flaming torch about the fragility of justice, 
and in which I planned to use the post-war trials as a shining 
example, since it was a reckoning we often had the audacity 
to brag about. At the same time I detected an even greater 
danger: I would not cope with judging this affair. I would 
disgrace myself. Perhaps Dobermann and everyone else 
would also sense that my sorrow at the death of Storefjeld 
and the others, even at that of poor little Sylvie, was not 
profound enough; in short they would realise that I was not 
of sufficient calibre to sit in judgement on this crucial case, or 
indeed to be a judge at all. My daring bluff would finally be 
exposed, on prime-time TV, as it were.

Again it felt as if everything was swaying. Even though I 
was sitting down. My coffee was suddenly tasteless. I felt as if 
I was eating my last meal.

I went through and lay down on Paal Berg’s old divan. 
I had to find an excuse. I could tell Dobermann that I was 
debarred from taking the case, I could try to ingratiate 
myself, accompany him on a walk with his little Pomeranian, 
and as I was patting Caesar I could tell him about Sofie 
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Nagel. But even before I had finished that thought, I knew 
that I could never tell anyone about that episode in the 
forest. I could say I was ill. I could actually ask for some time 
off, pleading exhaustion, or depression, like Kjell Magne 
Bondevik did whilst he was Prime Minister. He gained 
nothing but sympathy and respect for doing that. In fact the 
very thought of having to concern myself with Berge made 
me feel exhausted. All sorts of mental health issues were 
accepted now. I could even risk being valued more highly if 
I admitted struggling with such a weakness. It was almost a 
recommendation to have been through a dark patch. People 
construed me as dark, I believed. (At a pinch I could tell 
Dobermann about that episode with the saw and the piano 
in my youth.) Yes, that might work.

Since I was now lying on the divan, I put on an LP with 
Beethoven’s eleven Bagatelles, Opus 119, as if I wanted to 
help my thoughts to get over a barrier, and as I lay there 
listening and trying to follow the innovative sequence, 
my thoughts returned willy-nilly to my conversation with 
Dobermann, and I realised that there was something else, 
that my aversion to Berge and all he stood for was perhaps 
an even greater reason for me to refuse than my fear that my 
defects as an authority might be discovered. I could hardly 
be said to be impartial. My scepticism about the Labour Party 
made me also sceptical about some of the victims. Even Sofie 
Nagel. When I thought about it, I had always hated her a little 
for not getting in touch after our walk out of Nordmarka, out 
of our shared darkness. It would have been easier for her 
to find me than the other way round, I had told her where I 
worked. The whole affair was a nasty mess which I had not 
the slightest desire to get involved in. I wanted to remain in 
my idyll, and take my normal cases; they could be difficult at 
times, but nevertheless they were cases I handled brilliantly. 
I wanted to sit in Limelight and enjoy my Vodka Martini in 
peace, I wanted to remain a flâneur, and not to have to think 
about the legal complications of this case, not to mention 
the whole emotional inferno it would involve. Just listening 
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to a repeat of the glorification of Storefjeld and the Labour 
Party would bring me to the verge of sleeplessness. My only 
talent was to conceal my lack of talent. With all the attention 
I would automatically attract because of this case, my whole 
cunning undercover operation could be blown sky-high. My 
whole existence.

I said yes.
They wanted to conduct a dignified trial, and they had 

approached me, Peter Malm. Yes, I’m the right man, I thought. 
The chosen one. In the newspapers there were bombastic 
articles about purging the country of evil. But my job was 
to preside over a trial, not to carry out an exorcism. My 
professional pride had been awoken.

When it became public that I had been nominated 
as the judge, a journalist from one of the newspaper 
magazines rang. At first I thought it was Ine Wang, but it 
was someone else. She asked me if she could interview me. 
I said no. It surprised me that a journalist could believe that 
a judge would appear in a magazine like any other celebrity 
(although afterwards I remembered that Dobermann had 
once let himself be portrayed, and I felt a certain pride 
that I had not allowed myself to sink to the same depths as 
him). She even suggested taking a photo of me holding 
some scales. What stupidity, what a cliché. What were they 
thinking?

The next months were different. Due to the extensive criminal 
case which was in prospect, I had less to do at the courthouse, 
even though I still had some civil cases which needed 
preparation. In my free time I tried to make some progress 
with my book, but my concentration had been ruined. Every 
time I rolled over to my desk I just sat there staring out of the 
window. I got nowhere.

However, one evening I managed to pull myself together; 
I decided it was important to maintain my routine and not 
give up the search for inspiration. I stood in front of the little 
walnut bookcase which houses my library, and since I had 


