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‘These are the secret words, which the living Jesus spoke and which Didymus Judas Thomas wrote down.

Jesus said: He who shall find the interpretation of these words

shall not taste of death. He who seeks, let him not cease
seeking until he finds; and when he finds
he will be troubled, and when he is troubled
he will be amazed, and he will reign over the All.’

FROM THE GOSPEL OF THOMAS, THE ‘FIFTH GOSPEL’, WHICH WAS OMITTED FROM THE NEW TESTAMENT. THE MANUSCRIPT WAS DISCOVERED IN EGYPT IN 1945.
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The rain started in the afternoon the day Grethe died.

I can just make out a bit of the fjord, glistening and cold like a river, through the beads of water and naked branches. For hours at a time I sit here watching the droplets trickle down the windowpane, thinking and writing. The squalls form a sinuous lattice over the fogged-up windowpane.

I have pushed my desk right up to the window; this way I can write and look out at the same time. Clumps of rotten kelp throb in the low tide. The waves lap idly against the smooth, rocky shoreline. A tern screeches half-heartedly, weary of life.

I can see the gnarled branches of the oak out in the yard, wet and black with a few leaves still clinging to them as if they haven’t quite realised that autumn will be coming for them soon.

It was summer when my father passed away. He was thirty-one years, four months, two weeks and three days old. I heard the scream.

Most people think it was an accident.

For a while after his death, my mother sealed herself in a silent cocoon of grief. Then, in a metamorphosis that still stings to this day, she started drinking and neglecting me. People talked. Our little side street had eyes and ears. People gave me sympathetic looks at the grocery store. The neighbourhood kids made up awful songs about her; they would draw pictures of her naked in chalk on the asphalt playground at school.

Some memories stick with you.

Why am I not surprised that they were here while I was away? They searched room by room and removed any trace of her. It’s as if she had never existed.

But they weren’t infallible. They forgot to take the four silk ropes dangling limply from the bedposts.

I’m going to write in my journal about everything that happened to me this summer.

If it weren’t for the scabs and burning itch, I might have thought this past summer had been one great, lucid delusion – that I had spent it in my room at the clinic, in a straitjacket, doped up on Valium. Maybe I’ll never understand any of what happened. It doesn’t matter. What little I have understood, or not understood, will do me for a long time.

My journal is a thick, leather-bound book with my name printed in gold at the bottom right-hand corner of the front cover: Bjørn Beltø.

There are two kinds of archaeology: historical and psychological – excavations of the mind.

My pen scratches against the paper as I calmly weave the gossamer of my memories.


PART 1
The Archaeologist
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