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Foreword

The Spanish Chameleon is a Swedish thriller. The thriller is taking place mostly in Spain at Costa Blanca, but even Sweden on the west-coast. It is a story taking place among all emigrants who are coming from the north of Europe down to Spain. You will meet well-known places as Benidorm, Altea, Albir, Alfaz, Calpe and Torrevieja. Even the south of Spain as Estepona, Marbella and Gibraltar in some chapters.

The chameleon is well-known for its ingenious hunting methods! The chameleon is even famous for his incredible ability to adapt himself to the surroundings. He can very quickly change his color. Very slowly, in slow motion the chameleon comes near his victim. When the right distance is there the tongue is shooting out with an incredible speed! With the long tongue the chameleon catches his quarry! The chameleon never misses his quarry. It is not possible to notice what has happened – until it is too late. He is fast, quiet and totally invisible!

50 million Swedish crowns have disappeared from the bank without leaving a trace! Everything is a big mystery. It is unique for the whole Swedish bank-world. Frightening in all   simplicity, but even ingenious with such a precision! A Champion has been in action!

The hunt for the Chameleon has begun!

«The Spanish Chameleon» is the first Swedish thriller in a series of six books. Five more books are written in this series about the emigration to Spain and the life here among all these millions of people from the north of Europe who lives here in the sun at Costa Blanca.

«The Spanish Chameleon» is a fictitious story.

I wish you will enjoy reading this Swedish thriller from the sunny Spain and Costa Blanca!

May the palm-trees sway!

Peter Larson - Swedish author


CHAPTER 1

The Chameleon is well-known for his ingenious hunting methods!

The Chameleon is even famous for his incredible ability to adapt oneself to the surroundings. They can quickly change its color. Very slowly in slow motion the chameleon comes near his victim.

The eyes are totally independent of each other and can look towards two directions at the same time. This ability makes it possible for the chameleon to not move, but to look at the surroundings and easy discover his victim. With one eye the chameleon can look fixedly at the victim and with the other eye control the surroundings.

At last the chameleon look fixedly with both eyes and creeps slowly, slowly closer. When the right distance is absolutely right the tongue is shooting out with an incredible speed! With the long tongue the chameleon takes the quarry.

Sometimes you can see that they walk with a swinging walk because the chameleon wants to imitate the surroundings as a leaf blowing in the wind. All this together with the camouflage color makes it very difficult and impossible to discover the chameleon.

Everything is going quite, quickly and unnoticed for the surrounding. The chameleon never misses a quarry. It is not possible to notice what has happened. Nobody notice what has happened.

The chameleon is also well-known for his ability to change color. He changes color with a method of optic skin-cells as lays in different sections in the skin.

He completely dissolves in the surroundings. He is getting totally invisible. Disguised! He takes his quarry with precision and nobody notice what has happened until it is already happened.

As we have seen the chameleon is well-known for his ingenious hunting methods, which is quite, fast and totally invisible.

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Bank- manager Hans Rosenqvist is sitting together with his closest colleagues in the bank at the square in Stenungsund situated 50 km from Gothenburg on the west-coast in Sweden. They are sitting in the big room in the corner for committee meetings at the second floor.

They have a magnificent view over the square and the street-life and the sea is glistening only about a hundred meters away. It is late summer.

It is completely quiet for a long while!

-This is absolutely incredible! 25 million Swedish crowns has disappeared from the bank without leaving any trace, said bank manager Hans Rosenqvist in a low voice. 

The other persons in the room stare at him without saying anything.

-We have done an investigation and everything is a big mystery. This is bloody embarrassing! It is absolutely no logic in this and these things are not possible to happened, he said with a hissing voice.

The other men in the room are absolutely quiet. No comments! The whole thing is very shameful and unreal, as a thrilling film. 

-However, I have already as a first step contacted the police, and my immediate suggestion is that we keep this as a secret among us and the police. The police have for the moment the same opinion as we have. These things must we be completely quiet about for everybody outside the bank.

-If people in Sweden get information about things like this could happens, the confidence for us would be taken away for us and the bank-system. It is dangerous! We have enough with problems with all our bonus, stolen credit cards, skimming and problems with swindle.

-If ordinary people get information that it is possible to empty bank-accounts and take out 25 million crowns without any possibility to follow the transaction – than we have big, big problems!

They are sitting there quite for a long while. It is a feeling of deep, deep panic! Is someone in the bank involved? Is someone going to be suspected? Probably! Has someone in the bank contact with the world outside and let them in?

During the followings weeks they make a completely investigation. A lot of examinations are going on among them who work in the bank. They are turning on the problem again and again. Nothing is leaking out to the world outside. It is completely quite on the highest level. Absolutely secrecy!

The fact is that 25 million Swedish crowns have disappeared without any possibility to follow the transaction. The whole thing is a big, dreadful mystery. Unique for the whole Swedish bank-system as far I can see, says Hans Rosenqvist. Frightening in all simplicity, but even very ingenious in the performance – with such a precision!

A champion has been in action!

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Absolutely unaware about what has happened in the bank in the village Stenungsund on the west-coast 50 km north of Gothenburg are Matz and Nina Höök living their lives on the island Tjörn, near Stenungsund. He is a teacher and work near Stenungsund in a little school on the countryside. Nina has started a little cleaning firm and she has enough with work. Their lives are very good in an idyllic atmosphere. They are unaware that the strings of life are going to weaving together to finally be a strange picture. People like in a theatre-play are going to meet on the stage. They are going to meet down in Spain at Costa Blanca on the  sunny coast for the northern Europe.

It is summer holidays and Matz has a pleasant life on the island near the sea. He is thinking of the answer another teacher gave him when he asked him why he wanted to e a teacher. It is three reasons, answered the teacher seriously. It is June, July and August. He always remembers this answer.

Matz has during the last months had a special restlessness. He has begun longing for something better and different. He has a feeling that something new is going to happened. Of course they have a very god life, he and Nina. Everything was well-arranged without any bigger problems. They have a happy married life. They lived in a sound position financially. They have a real idyllic middle-class atmosphere, on the west coast in Sweden.

They lived in a small villa located in the old fruit farmer-area on the island Tjörn near the small village Höviksnäs. You drive over the big bridges and turn to the left before the village Myggenäs out in the direction of Skärhamn.

At the petrol-station BP near the school you turn to the left down to the small village Höviksnäs. Then you continue a smaller road up to the villa. Here, not far from the sea you can see a group of houses located in a small valley with forest and mountains as limits the valley.

The house is green with yellow window-shutters and a big garden with apple- trees and plum-trees. On the backside of the house you could go up on a hill and look down to the sea and you can even see the big bridges.

Matz is very interested in gardening and has a feeling of beauty and nature. He has planted a hedge of red berries shining very beautifully. They also have a bare hillock at the front of the house. Below they have a big silver-willow tree and some apple trees.

In the garden there are roses and phlox and other flowers. It is a very flowering garden. Near the entrance gate in front of the house has Matz constructed a little pound with white water-lilies. On the other side it is three smaller birch-trees which he cuts to round balls. He has also planted a lot of flowering bushes in different places in the garden, yellow, pink flowering bushes. There is a scent of flower in the garden. They are living in a little Swedish paradise in the countryside. It is a peaceful island and a summer paradise on the west-coast.

It is late summer and he is sitting on the terrace. The terrace has a little green fence as delimit the place. The half of it has a pavement and the other part is green grass. In the front of it they have planted miniature pine-trees in a big group. Nobody can look into the terrace. It is a very peaceful place where Matz can be alone with no disturbance and a place where he can dream and think. Two cold beers make this things even better.

It is a tranquil evening and Matz is reading «The Emigrants» again of Vilhelm Moberg. There are a lot of poplar-trees planted around a long time ago to protect the fruit trees from wind. Now in the evening breeze the leaves rustling in these high trees.

Matz is totally engaged in the reading. He is very interested in this big drama, which take place when so many Swedish people make the emigration to the big country America for about 150 years ago. He and Nina made a time ago a trip to Småland where the author Vilhelm Moberg lived and where the books have the beginning and the story started. Many emigrants lived here under hard poverty. Matz has red every row of Vilhelm Moberg´s books. He is living with the characters in the books.

Imagine that he has been at the same place as the writer Wilhelm Moberg describes in one of his books. There he tells about his first years as a little child outside the little house and how he look up to the blue sky and began to discover the world. Moberg tells everything in the smallest little detail, so Matz could find the place on the meadow where Moberg describes about the little boy in one of his books. Matz always thought that this was a big thing. He and Nina also visit the school in which Wilhelm Moberg was a pupil.

One thing that make a deep impression on him where also to see the places as the emigrants has gathered together before they travel to Karlshamn by horse and wagons. In Karlshamn the ships are waiting to take them over the sea to the big country - America.

In some strange way Matz and Nina has a feeling of that they destiny are going to change. They have a feeling that the big change is very near.

In the end of 1800- century it was a brutal reality as make so many people to move or perhaps starve to death.They were not able to feed a family with a lot of children on these small farms with stony fields.

It was always the people with the enterprising spirit, as come to a decision to make the emigration to America. Many were successful in the new country. Matz had one uncle as moved in the beginning of the 1900- century to America. He told us in letter from America that he cries as a child when he for the first time heard the new-year bell strikes in the new country.

They were already established, but it was a sad feeling to be so far away from the old home Sweden. These small pieces of episodes, has made a deep impression and he always has them in his mind.

The emigration was because of the books of Wilhelm Moberg very strong connected with Småland. Now Matz and Nina have started to dream about the emigration of today, to another country in the south. SPAIN.

Now it is not an emigration from starvation and poverty. Now it is to a better life and a more positive lifestyle. It is an emigration from north to south. It was people as live in a climate where the summer always is very short and the winter endless. The grey and boring weather in November and December was a reason to move south, from melancholy to more joy of living. It was the dream about the move to the south as started to take form.

The idea about breaking up from a boring ordinary life, take place for many people living in the north. Many people talk about the meaning of to live this boring life. They want to make and find their own way. Financial it was also possible to realize their dreams to a better life with quality. The point is! Take the step. 

Matz disappears with help of the books «the emigrants» into the fantasy world. The fact is, that he very easy can return to his own family history as often are beautiful as a fairy-tale. There, when the twilight is fallen and the leaves are rustling in the soft evening breeze he is sitting at the terrace and remember when he was a little child.

His mother comes from a bigger farm. The name is Hagalund. It is a bigger farm located outside Jönköping, not far from Bottnaryd. Matz thought this is the most beautiful place he knows and has seen in Sweden. He has so many happy memories from this place. It is an idyllic place.

The big yellow building is built on a height with a lot of fields and meadows in the surroundings. When you see the yellow house on distance, it looks like a picture from a fairy-tale book. In the end of the fields and the meadows you can see the great forest. The big yellow dwelling-house has a grandiose view over the surroundings and the lake.

In the first floor is it a big kitchen, a big living-room and a couple of small rooms. At the entrance on the first floor you come in to a big long vestibule. A door as nearly never opens leads to the first floor on the big yellow building where the leaseholder live now. Then is it a big wooden stairs as leads up to the second floor. It is here on the second floor as Matz spend a part of his child-hood. Here is also a big long vestibule. It is a double door in wood with small panes of glass as leads out to the balcony on the second floor.

A summer-day a lot of relatives sat at the balcony drinking coffee and to the children were served raspberry lemonade and cakes and buns. Away over the meadows it was a lot of people working with the harvest and the two horses as drawn the wagon. It was a lot of people as worked out on the fields and meadows. Far away it was possible to see the lake as belong to Hagalund, laying there as a blue mirror. This was a picture which makes a deep impression on Matz mind forever. This was a period of peacefulness and like a fairy-tale. A period as not exist anymore.

When you enter the stairs you go to the right and there it is a fireplace and one more vestibule. To the left it is a big bedroom with its own clothes storeroom. Here is it big windows from which you can look out over the meadows, down along the little road to the lake. After that you come to a big living-room. Here the wooden floor always creaks when you walk over it. The living-room is square, and has three windows and out of those windows you see the fields and the spruce-forest. The kitchen is long and not so wide but enough big to have a dinner table.

After that you come to the big hall again and to the left you have further on a big room with its own clothes storeroom. A big building indeed, but consider that here lived a family with 12 children and often two or three servants also. It was also a smaller yellow wooden-house just close to the big building where Matz spend many summer-weeks together with his cousins.

In the front of the big garden in about 5.000 square-meters, there is a wooden fence and a high gate in iron. There was also a little playhouse for the children. In front of the house there is a big lime-tree which was planted when the house was new a long time ago. From the gate and around the big lime-tree there was a gravel-walk.

This big estate has also big buildings as cow-house, piggery and stable for the horses. It is also a big building for all the leaping machines. They have a storehouse for wagons and other things.

Here Matz spends his summers. Together with his cousin, he used to go down to the lake. Here on the shore they can swim and they can also take the little rowing-boat and go out fishing.

Matz continues the reading of the book «The emigrants». He dreams about his childhood at Hagalund. From Hagalund is it a small road to another very small village called Beth. Here is Matz father´s home. It was a family with 9 children and the small village was full of children and a lot of activity the whole days. There were a lot of farms in the surroundings.

The little road from Hagalund leads through fields, spruce-forest and meadows with different kinds of flowers as cornflowers and blue harebell. It is a peaceful place on the countryside in Småland.

You can see different kinds of houses and farms along the little road. A group of houses are called Lagerstorp. They look exactly as in the fairytale, about «Bullerbyn» of Astrid Lindgren. It was a big beautiful red wooden-house in two floors with white corners. Here are a lot of lupines flowering in all different colors in the surroundings. Near Lagerstorp is the old school where the teacher lived upstairs. What an exciting way they had every morning to the school!

Near Lagerstorp it is much of spruce-forest. When you walk on the small road you will come to a wider open place and here is the old mission-hall. The nature is varied with forest and wide opened fields with marshy grounds and small water-ponds. Here his father often looked after small fishes and often late home from school!

More farms are coming up along the windy road and wide fields are surrounding the little village Beth. Here is also a saw-mill and a bigger pond.

What Matz is thinking about is how completely everything has changed. There were so many children playing everywhere! Here was the school. A lot of people lived here and worked here! All this, the lovely childhood and all kind uncles, aunts and cousins and the friendly fellowships among the relatives in Småland shaped Matz. All these good things from the childhood formed him to a stable person. This stability he will need in the future! It is going to blow hard ice-winds. A new thrilling adventure is going to start in another country. Spain.

Some of the relatives they have moved to America. Matz mother told him once when they got a smaller shock when one of the brothers suddenly returned to Sweden and stood there outside the gate at Hagalund. It was the same as they have got someone back from the death. The most of them who emigrated did never come back to Sweden again.

Matz could in his fantasy see the old parents standing outside their little cottage and the son has started the journey to America together with the other emigrants. The son looked back for the last time and saw his parents disappear as two small figures far away outside the small cottage. They now that they will never, never see or meet each other again.

It is mixed feelings in Matz mind this evening. He and Nina know that it is something big going on. The strings of life are going to woven together. It is going to be a new web, a new scene. A new life is starting. 

The scene of action is going to change! Exciting and refreshing. A new way to live their lives.

This is a process nobody can stop. The dream about a place in the sun is growing and growing. They can already see the little white house near the Mediterranean in their imagination.

The problem is that they have a feeling of that the life is going around and around in a wheel without any special meaning. Is this life really everything they are living now in Sweden? They get bored of this monotonous life.

Matz has a very strong feeling that he want to do something different with his life. He has a good marriage. He and Nina have often used to have a good meal, good wine and candle-sticks on the table, and soft music of Glenn Miller as Moonlight serenade. They enjoy life together.

They can sit in front of the fireplace during the dark, cold winter-evenings and look into the fire and the flames and talk to each other for hours. They are closed united and are thinking in the same way.

Nevertheless, the yearning to move south, are growing day after day. Life has come to a dead end. Or they have to open the door to the cage and fly out and away? If they start this process – it is no way back.

Matz and Nina´s feeling of security are soon going to crash with a incredible situation! Deed of darkness is going to happen in the valley close to them.

Birger Jonasson is resolute sitting in his car driving over the big bridge over to the islands. He has left Stenungsund and Stenungsbaden, the big hotel and restaurant, on the left hand. He is breaking out in cold sweat although it is a cold September-evening just before twilight.

It is no way back!

This is his most difficult decision in his life, but Birger Jonasson has no choice! He has thought about this problem over and over again. He is not able to find another solution. He has been forced by the brutal circumstances in his life.

High up on the big bridges he doesn`t see the fantastic view in the beautiful twilight with all the colors. The sea is nearly calmly and when he opens the car-windows, he only hears the sound of the motor and the sound from the asphalt road. He is driving the car near and near the destination. His thoughts are going around and around and he try to be calm.

He must handle this situation!

Then he turns to the left to the little fishing-village Skärhamn. Now it is about one kilometer more. He turns to the left in the cross in Häggvall and drive in to the petrol station BP. Here he is parking his red Volvo.

He is sitting a few minutes quiet in the car. He is brewing deep. It is nearly dark and Birger open the door to the car and went out. He is worried and looking around in the surroundings to be sure that nobody recognizes him. He turns up the hood on the jacket. Take the grey plastic bag in the right hand and leave the car.

He is walking on the road and passes by the Häggvall-school. He walk throw the road with all the poplars. Here it is wide fields and meadows. There is a residential district on the left side and fields on the other side. In the cud of the road is it a small village by the sea, but before he turns to the right to Berga.

Now it is going to happen!

It is nearly dark when he walks up on the hillside on the little road to Berga. Here it is the group of houses, six or seven on the left side of the road. It is a smaller road down to the houses beside the bigger road. A ditch separates the two roads.

Birger comes sneaking in to the little forest in front of the group of houses. From here he can see down to the group of the houses in front of him. In the darkness he can see the lamps outside the houses turned on. They have put on the light inside the houses to. In one of the houses it is dark. They are not at home.

Suddenly he hears steps. Down in the bend of the road someone is coming. He can see more and more that it seems to be a man. The man is taking a walk with his dog.

Birger is standing completely immovable on the hiding-place in the forest on the other side of the road. He doesn`t dare to move. He is very nervous and he has break out in a cold-sweat. The man with the dog is coming nearer. He has a flashlight in the hand.

The man is now only 10-15 meters from Birger.

-Hurry up to pee!

Now is the man nearly in front of Birger.

Of course the dog stay and sniffing around. He started to growl.

-What is it my little friend, asked the man?

The dog is still growling. Barking! The barking from the dog, echo over the empty road. The man is sweeping with his flashlight over the road into the forest. The light hit him when he stands in front of a big tree in a part of a second. 

Did the man with the dog notice him? How should he explain why he is in the forest alone in the evening when it`s dark. He should not be seen here at this place. 

Should the man with the dog destroy everything?

The seconds are ticking.

-Come on, said the man to the dog. The man and the dog disappear in the darkness.

Birger feels relieved in his mind. This is a strain on the nerves. Now he looks fixedly at a special house.

Here in this house the light is on. He is waiting in nearly half an hour. The time is ticking very slowly where he is standing there in the darkness. Something is going to happen. He hears voices. The light in the house switches off. He hears a voice of a woman. A door to a car slams. The car starts and drives away on the little road and turn up to the bigger road. The lights from the car blinding him for a second when the car drive away near him on the road.

It is totally quiet. Suddenly a bird gives up a scream. Probably disturb of something in the darkness. Birger goes carefully out from the forest. He bends away some bushes to make his way. He stops! Listening! Everything is completely quiet. It is a peaceful atmosphere in the small houses in the countryside. Everything is exactly the same. As far he can see.

Birger comes sneaking on the little road to the house. Step by step! To the right on the house is a little store. With his fumbling hand he is seeking for the key in his pocket. He is fumbling with the key and put it into the keyhole. He turns on. Nothing happens!

-Damned! What is the matter?

He is pressing the door with his shoulder against the wall very hard. And then! The key is possible to turn around. The door slowly opens with a little creaking and he goes in. It is a little store at only two square-meters. Here is a little icebox and a lot of different boxes with things.

Birger puts on the flashlight and lays the flashlight on the floor on the plastic-carpet. It is a little window in the door and the light should not be seen from outside! In the grey plastic bag he has two liters of lighting fluid!

He empties one on the bottles to the left and starts up in the ceiling and over the wooden-shelves. The other bottle with the fluid he opens very quickly and empties it over the rest of the store and even over the floor. It smells strong!

As in trance he puts the two empty bottles back in the grey plastic bag. Take the match-box. He turns off the flashlight quickly. It´s dark, so he opens the door a little. The stars above shines clear over this awful grotesque scene. His face is full of pain and nervousness!

Should he set fire?

He is standing there with the match-box in his hand. His thoughts are circulating in his mind.

He must do it!

He has no choice. The circumstances did not give him any other choice. He don´t want to do it. But he must. It is no alternative.

The he starts with the first match. Then he takes number two. Then number three up here!

The fire starts!

He runs away quickly. He has a feeling that his steps will be heard in the quiet, dark evening. But he is sneaking away as a shadow. He jumps over the ditch. He is falling! Up again and out on the bigger road.

Faster! Faster!

He is running on the road. Quickly he takes off from the bigger road and runs out over the fields. He hurts himself at a barbed-wire, but he doesn´t feel any pain. He is now very stressed and he breaks out of cold-sweat. Out on the field he stops and rest some seconds. He is out of breath.

Then he starts to run again, but must stop after a hundred of meters. He is standing there alone on the wide field. He is looking back at the group of houses in the little valley sex- eight hundred meters away. Suddenly he sees high yellow flames of fire up in the sky! It smells from the fire. The fire expansive! The fire lights up the dark, horrifying night.

Birger is running over the fields. Stumbles and falls. He sobs. At last he comes to the road again. He is passing the school. He comes to the petrol station BP and opens the door to his red Volvo. The grey plastic bag with the empty bottles he hides quickly in the luggage boot. He turns on the ignition key and starts the car.

Then he hears the sirens from the fire-engine. The mission is fulfilled!

Birger drives out fast from the parking outside the petrol station! Faster!

-Niiiiiieeeeeh!

The tires are shrieking when he suddenly stops. He nearly drove the car over two persons who came out from the petrol station. Birger is frightened. The man is staring at Birger when he is sitting in the car. Their eyes meet for a second. The chocked man shakes his head.

Birger pushes the accelerator pedal in the bottom and drives quickly out on the big road.

-It was nearly an accident! What a road hog, Matz says to Nina. Why can´t people drive as normal in a petrol station area where people are coming and going? People never learn.

Matz and Nina have been out for a long walk and they were just in the shop at the petrol station because they bought some candy.

-It is always so nastily and ominous to hear the sirens from the fire-engines, says Nina.

They are walking in the darkness along the road with the Häggvall-school to the left. They have wide fields on the other side and the high poplars on the both side of the road.

Then they see it! Over there they see the dark sky lights up with flames of fire.

-It is a fire over there. It is where we live, shouts Matz.

Matz begins to run, faster and faster. Nina is not able to run so fast.

-Wait for me, Nina is shouting!

Matz has a feeling of panic coming over him for every step. He is out of breath. Now he is coming to the little road as leads to his home.

Now he feels the smell of fire. The sky lightens up of the fire. It is a fire where they live!

He is completely tagged out and can`t run more. He is standing with a pounding heart for a while.

At last he has come to the little valley at the fruit farm where the small houses are and where they live.

Many thoughts are circulation in his head. He remember the first time where they look at the houses here when they was for sale. It was a nice little green house with yellow windows-shutters and it was a corner house. They liked the house and bought it. Is now everything gone?

Now it is only a few hundred meters more. The smell of fire is very strong. The intense fire lightens the sky and the forest so it looks like daytime and it was possible to see the little road. The shadows are dancing. He feels sick! He is very chaotic in his mind. Different kinds of scenes are circulating in his head. Unreality!

Matz jumps over the ditch. Now he can see it! It is two houses between his house and the house as fire.

He and Nina´s house are there dark and quiet and safety. Everything is normal with the house. Matz is standing there still for about a couple of minutes. Suddenly he has Nina´s arms around him. They are standing there together. A lot of people are gathered around the fire. Upset people are standing there looking at the destruction. Everything is unreal. Dark night and yellow flames!

The firemen are working hard. The fire does not spread to the other houses, but they can´t do anything for this house. Next day it is not much left of the house, only charred.
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