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About the author

Charles den Tex (Australia, 1952) studied photography and film in London, taught English in
Paris, and returned to the Netherlands in 1980, where he established himself as a copywriter
and later as a communications and management consultant. Almost all of his thrillers have
been nominated for The Golden Noose, an award he has now won three times: in 2002 with
his fifth thriller Chance in Hell, in 2006 with The Power of Mr Miller, his eighth thriller, and
again in 2008 with its successor Cell. A four-part television series and film version of the last
two books are planned for 2010 - 2011. Cell was also longlisted for the 2009 Libris Literature
Prize.
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About the book

Michael Bellicher is confronted with one of the worst things that can happen to a person, the
disappearance of a loved one. Guusje van Donee appears to have vanished, ‘appears’ being
the operative word since no one vanishes these days, everyone can be found. Security
cameras, mobile phones, gps navigation systems and pin codes make us all traceable whether
we like it or not. All Michael needs is permission, and a password.

Michael sets out in search of his girlfriend and finds himself so far beyond familiar territory
that he’s forced to rethink just about everything. The longer it takes the more intense his
search, further and further from home in a country where he doesn’t speak the language and
doesn’t understand how people interact. It is a world in which men live according to hard and
rigid rules, in which cruelty is a way of getting things done, nothing more.

Two of modern society’s extremes are brought together in Password: the omnipresence of
technology and the elusive criminal traffic in human beings.

Charles den Tex, Wachtwoord
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Prizes and awards

The Golden Noose 2002 for Chance in Hell

The Golden Noose 2006 for The Power of Mr Miller
The Golden Noose 2008 for Cel/

Longlisted for the 2009 Libris Literature Prize for Cell

Rights

The Power of Mr Miller has been sold to:
- Germany (Grafit Verlag)

- Italy (Edizioni E/O)

- Turkey (Okuyan)

Cell has been sold to:

- Germany (Grafit Verlag)

- France (Presses de la Cité)
- Italy (Edizioni E/O)

The Power of Mr Miller will be broadcasted on November 72010

A cinema version of Cell is planned for 2011

The press about The Power of Mr Miller

‘Despite its boy’s book title, The Power of Mr Miller is a very mature crime novel. (...) Den

Tex writes with a clarity and precision rarely seen in the Dutch language area. (...) A truly
consummate thriller.” - Jury Report, The Golden Noose 2006
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‘Unpredictable Charles den Tex unfolds an action thriller unparalleled in the Dutch language
area. (...) The Power of Mr Miller is a conspiracy novel of the purest kind. (...) Lucid,
compelling prose. A must read.” - VN Detective & Thriller Gids 2006 - 5 stars™****

‘Charles den Tex demonstrates that suspense can be strangulating in a entirely different way
in The Power of Mr Miller. (...) A powerfully thrilling, tightly written story, with
considerable physical and technical violence, and remarkable characters.’ - de Volkskrant

‘Den Tex does not pen a single sentence rashly. His language sparkles and awes ceaselessly,
and that is why in his books there is no loss of intensity of events. It is in fact the language
that makes it tangible.” - NRC Handelsblad

The press about Cell:

*A full-blooded thriller, enthralling and topical, funny, intrusive and, above all, very exciting.’
— Jury Report, The Golden Noose 2008

‘In CELL, people are stripped to the bone, erased or transformed as individuals into people
who are said to have committed cold-blooded crimes. (...) A convincing, intriguing story
about the individual who loses out to the criminals.” — de Volkskrant

‘CELL is a mad book, a spectacular adventure and a spectacularly well-written one at that.
Den Tex is the poet among Dutch crime writers. (...) Den Tex succeeds in making a bizarre
situation feel all too real.” — NRC Handelsblad

‘A sequel is rarely better. That’s the rule. CELL is the exception. (...) Another powerful and
provocative gem has arrived in the world. What a book! What a writer! (...) CELL is simply
right, in every sense. (...) Den Tex is indisputably a hero in the world of the thriller.” —
Crimezone

‘Den Tex proves again to be a master of originality and suspense.” — Trouw

‘While reading it, you imagine you are on a roller coaster. The pace doesn’t let up, apart from
a short breathing space. But be warned: after that it only goes faster. CELL is by far and away
the best Dutch thriller of recent years!” — www.ezzulia.nl

Excerpt from the book

The only thing that was missing was my laptop, and it only took a couple of minutes for my
sense of humour to vanish with it. An empty space stared back at me from the middle of the
desk. I was confused for a second. Had I left it at home? Was it still in the car? Had I left it
somewhere else? The last twelve hours flashed through my mind. I had worked until eight-
thirty the previous day, here, at my desk, on a presentation for an insurance company:
strategic analysis of target groups, products and returns. It had to be finished by Wednesday,
because I was off for a week starting Thursday. Research, interviews, figures, interpretation
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and theoretical foundations. I had been working on it for seven weeks solid. I took my laptop
everywhere, the car, the train, the plane. Home was the only exception; otherwise I would
never stop working. I closed the door behind me here just after eight-thirty yesterday evening,
square-eyed from looking at the computer screen, and my head in a spin from the premiums,
costs, disbursements and prognoses.

My business partner Gijs and I had been working the entire weekend and had grabbed
a bite to eat late on Sunday evening. Indonesian, set menu, at a restaurant in the Vijzelstraat
round the corner from his apartment. The spicy variant, Padang, was just hot enough to burn
away the mugginess of an entire day at the office. After that we downed a couple of beers
upstairs at De Kroon on the Rembrandtplein to put out the flames. I was on my bicycle
heading for home by midnight, and if there’s one thing I’m sure of it was the absence of my
laptop. I was without it the entire evening, in the restaurant, in the café, at home, where I had
crawled into bed and fallen asleep almost immediately, laptop free.

I looked at my desk and cursed.

‘Where is my computer?!’ I yelled. The place was empty and silent. I was the first to
arrive that morning.

It drove me crazy when people messed about with my stuff. It was my office, my
room, my desk. I was the boss here, me and Gijs. It might be a small office — two assistants
and a secretary — but that didn’t make me any less the boss. I stared at the empty space on my
desk. Who had taken my computer? Who would have had anything to gain from it? Gijs and |
were the last to leave the office yesterday. There were still people in the building, I was sure
of that. We sublet from The Pattern, a software firm full of supernerds who often worked late
into the night. But what would one of them want with my computer? It was a simple laptop, a
couple of years old. It didn’t even have much in terms of memory; it was a clone with a
clattering keyboard. I was attached to it, incidentally, to that clunky noise it made as I typed.
All my work was saved in its memory, all my reports, letters, invoices, hourly records,
memos, emails, photos, notes, inventories, you name it. My laptop was the archive of my life,
and when I arrived at the office in the morning I expected it all to be there waiting for me,
undisturbed, as I had left it.

I had backups, of course. I had copied all my recent work and the jobs I was currently
working on onto a memory stick. It was in my rucksack. A copy of the entire content of my
hard drive was on the server used by The Pattern, which kept backups of everything we did,
all the programmes we used and all the related configurations. I only had to plug in a new
laptop and download everything from the server. A couple of hours extra work at most. Those
nerds at The Pattern devoured computers. They would surely have a spare PC or laptop;
faster, better, less clatter. That’s what made it so unlikely that one of their programmers had
nicked or borrowed my laptop.

Translated by Brian Doyle
Last updated 1-Jun-10



