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CHAPTER ONE 

 

At the time - some years ago - that this story is about, 

I  rented  an  old  two-room  apartment  in  a  typical 

three-story building on Garden City in Garden Street - 

not  because  I  particularly  wanted  to,  but  because  it 

was an extraordinarily cheap place to live in and be-

cause the area was tranquil and peaceful, suitable to 

my strained nerves. Generally, people regarded Gar-

den  City  as  a  small  fore-room  to  the  north-located 

Gothenburg.  The  pride  and  lifeblood  of  Garden  City 

mainly  consisted of  the  broad  highway to this much 

larger city. According to many, Gothenburg is a con-

tinental city, a trading center, and the world's largest 

small town, while everything in Garden City is small, 

rural, outdated, and slow. A wide river, Culler Creek - 

too shallow to sail in but deep enough to be drown-

ing in - divides the small town into two parts.  

It  was  mid-November  but still  quite  warm  and  sum-

merlike. Due  to  strange  meteorological  and  astro-

nomical conditions, dense greenery in ash and linden 

lingered. 

Neither  my  place  of  residence  nor  the  weather  was 

wrong, but my job, career, and finances suddenly be-

came the problem. And no small problem. But a vast 

and horrible situation. 

It  was  already  in  September  that  I  discovered  that 

Paul –  whom I now consider a nasty aspirant  type  – 

had  cheated  me  out  of  my  business. Not  at  all 

through  any  particularly  complicated  arrangement, 

but through simple legal technicalities, which proved 

difficult  to  access. Of  course,  that's  why  he  used 

them. 

I  scolded  him. Of  course,  it  didn't  help. I  consulted 

colleagues. I looked at law books. I wrote letter after 

letter  to  him,  contacted a lawyer  and  fought  like  an 

animal  to  get  back  the  very  promising  firm,  which 

was largely my own creation, but without a shred of 

results. That  fuck  had  fooled  me  out  of  every-

thing! Through  a  paragraph  hole! In  October,  I  was 

distracted in my anger for a few days by the death of 

my friend and my partner in my first company, which 

also  dealt  with  web  design  and  server  technology, 

Ismail. Of  liver  cancer. It  was  luck  in  bad  luck,  be-

cause then I had other things to do, and also time to 

ponder what I should do about Paul. Ismail, who also 

worked  with  Paul,  had  actually  warned  me  about 

him,  but  I  had  just  laughed  and  said,  "Oh,  I  know 

Paul. A  modest  guy." But  it  turned  out  to  be  com-

pletely wrong. 

It was not in Molndal, but in Gothenburg that my and 

Paul's firm were located, in the center of a skyscrap-

er,  and where  this Paul now  resided, utilizing all pa-

tents,  all contacts,  all contracts, options and octroys 

that we had created together. And all the capital. 

At  Ismail's  funeral  in  a  provincial  town  by  Lake  Vä-

nern,  it  was,  on  a  Saturday  in  December  last  year, 

terribly  cold,  which  it  is  not  at  all  usually  in  Decem-

ber, but more so in February when the annual flu has 

peaked. I  rattled  my  teeth  on  the  way  to 

church. When  I  saw  the  coffin  on  the  catafalque  in 

the  small  church  and  the  few  bouquets  on  the  lid, 

mine  of  which  was  the  one  with  blue  violets,  I  real-

ized again that life was short. You couldn't wait with 

things,  postpone  them  to  the  future,  and  if  you 

wanted  to  create  a  decent  life  for  yourself,  it  was 

time  to  start  now. You  couldn't  expect  anyone  to 

serve  you  your  future. Whatever  it  was,  you  would 

be  a  companion  for  eternity,  with  Ismail  and  all  the 

others. And then the fun was over. 

"What  was  fun?",  I  thought  all  the  way  home  from 

the funeral. Yes, I had just divorced, from my beloved 

spouse,  Els-Marie,  in  the  spring,  and  was  happy  to 

have escaped at least for a while the rather annoying, 

slightly  sickly,  but  also  almost  creepily  beautiful 

woman. She really had a real "movie star look". After 

the  divorce,  she  had  called  and  said  that  she  was 

happy  to  be  free. In  fact,  she  called  often,  even 

though we were no longer a couple at all and chatted 

on as usual. I was just depressed, and it's not a con-

genital  melancholy  exactly. I  am  a  born  optimist,  as 

you may have already noticed, by my way of reason-

ing. No, it was this thing about the company and with 

Paul's fraud and my financial situation that made me 

totally pessimistic. I realized that my entire firm, with 

its assets, debts, and with all the programs I had de-

veloped, were worth nothing as long as Paul was on 

them. I wouldn't have the opportunity to build some-

thing  like  that. But  Paul  would  soon  have  a  thriving 

firm,  with  full  contracts,  in  this  industry,  which  con-

sisted of web and server development in a particular 

niche. Paul  had  thus  taken  the  entire  niche,  in  the 

whole country, if not in the Nordic countries plus the 

Netherlands. There  was  nothing  I  could  really  do 

about this. 

When  I  took  the  Italian  tram  from  the  funeral,  I 

thought that I could easily rebuild my firm, for I had 

secret backups taken of everything, but it would only 

succeed  on  the  improbable  assumption  that  Paul's 

firm  disappeared. But  how  could  it  disappear? Well, 

possibly if Paul disappeared... 

 

It  took  several  days  of  my  thoughts  going  here  and 

there before I decided. I weighed risks and probabili-

ties, and tried to evaluate where I was with my pitiful 

life. It wasn't actually worth much, if everything I had 

worked for was taken away from me. Forty years old, 

like me – horrible thought! - where, the prospects for 

a good continuation seemed very pale.... 

But as soon as the decision was made, which sudden-

ly  seemed  to  be  the  case,  everything  went  quite 

smoothly at first. Paul was going away, and I was go-

ing to make sure  he  disappeared from the company 

of    the    living. And    quickly. Psychopaths  must 

go! Nevertheless,  the  decision,  which  I  had  made 

without  really  stating  that  I  had  made  it,  made  my 

whole  body  shake. I  didn't  understand  how  I  really 

made the decision, but was happy that I finally man-

aged to decide something in life. 

But  the  tremors  in  my  body  didn't  want  to  go 

away. Then I had to take a long exercise in the woods 

next  to  where  I  lived. Comically  enough,  Trädgårds-

gatan in my small town is right next to a forest, a re-

ally  small  wilderness,  which  forests  normally  don't 

do. I've  been  to  many  cities,  and  the  street  called 

Trädgårdsgatan is usually in the middle of the city in 

the older parts and has something pathetic about it, 

almost  ironic. Here,  Trädgårdsgatan  was  located  on 

the edge of a forest on the outskirts of a small town, 

as a tautology. ----. Once out  in the  woods, I calmed 

down  a  bit. When  I  met  others  –  some  dressed  in 

colourful leotards – who were out running, for there 

were a few of them, I thought that they had not the 

slightest  idea  that  here  was  a  boy  running  who  in  a 

month  or  so  would  be  a  MURDERER. On  my  return 

home,  I  threw  the  almost  worn-out  socks  in  a  blue 

plastic laundry basket, while I thought that of course 

I  could  change  my  mind. Because  not  the  slightest 

thing had yet taken place IRL. 

But  at  least  for  the  time  being,  the  decision  stood 

firm. 




###CHAPTER TWO 

 

In the course of the next few days, I came to the real-

ization that in order to make financial use of my taxi 

card  and  my  contact  with  a  certain  John,  an  older, 

quiet, sympathetic family man, interested in stamps, 

who  always  wore  a  burgundy  jacket,  who  owned  a 

cab. As I had no livelihood or hope of livelihood in the 

near  future,  from  my  company,  which  was  in  a  way 

under  blockade,  I  had  to  drive  taxis  at  night  to  get 

money. This caused me both a certain unease, as it is 

not  the  most  pleasant  job  in  the  world,  and  desire, 

because you get out a little among people. 

So I had called John and agreed that he would email 

me  a  schedule  in the  next  few  days,  because  he  ac-

cepted  my  suggestion  and  said  that  I  had  always 

done  the  taxi  job  exemplary  during  the  years  I  had 

driven  for  him. The  car  in  question,  one  of  the  two 

cabs  he  owned,  was  also  in  excellent  condition,  he 

said, after the spring suspension had been replaced. 

 

On Tuesday the following week, it happened that Stig 

called. 

Stig  was  an  old  friend  of  mine,  an  old  classmate. So 

we had not had much more in common than that we 

had once been in the same class in the same school, 

in high school. He had been in a very bad situation in 

life,  but  I  had  never  really  brought  myself  to  let  the 

acquaintance go out, as I thought that he might need 

me, at least for certain periods. The year after gradu-

ating  –  as a nineteen-year-old  –  Stig had gone  crazy 

and gone into hispan, and then never became a nor-

mal person again. 

Now he sat alone in a small apartment in an outlying 

area,  Kopparträsk  -  think  Hammarkullen  -  where  he 

hardly  dared  to  go  out,  because  of  the  criminal 

gangs, and longed back to the days of the big mental 

hospitals, when he  could spend months hospitalized 

among like-minded and like-minded friends in a rural 

hospital, where  the  trains at night  rolled by at  a lei-

surely  pace  and  let  their  steam  whistles  sound  over 

the  area. Frightening  in  the  moonlight,  black  and 

white cows descend among the reeds in the streams 

and  in  the  mornings  let  their  astonished  passengers 

see them come up again. 

 

Alone in his apartment, Stig used to sit and make up 

crime  stories,  and  he  was  convinced  that  you  wrote 

better  ones  if  you  lived  in  a  state  where  you  wan-

dered in and out of psychosis. In this way, Stig meant 

quite  seriously,  you  had  a  360-degree  view  of  the 

human  being  and  the  human  psyche. No  one  could 

lick the sweetness out of a crime like the half-insane 

one like the borderline psychotic, Stig. 

 

Well,  that's  not  why  he  called. He  simply  needed 

money. A  visit  to  the  dentist  had  ruined  him,  and 

now he didn't even have macaroni at home, he said. 

"I'm swishing.", I said simply, even though my financ-

es  were  certainly  –  as  I  already  explained  –  not 

among the best in the country. 

"Fine,"  said  Stig. "But  can't  you  visit  some  day 

too? It's a bit lonely." 

That was probably where the shoe pinched the most, 

I thought. I promised Stig to stop by the same even-

ing  and  when  we  hung  up,  I  thought  about  what  I 

should bring, and thought that cloudberry jam was a 

treat, as well as birdseed for his macaw parrot. 

 

In  fact,  I  was  very  happy  about  the  invitation. Stig 

was,  in  his own way,  an  expert  on  crime. And  crime 

was  what  my  brain  was  busy  with  these  days.  24-

7. Maybe  I could, a little wrapped up, listen to what 

he  thought  about  my  plan  to  extinguish  a  life. Well, 

of course I didn't  have a real plan. Nothing concrete 

at all. 

 

But it was still only at three o'clock and several hours 

before I was to get on the wagon out to Kopparträsk. 

I sighed, looked up at the wall above my small desk, 

where hung an A4 portrait in black and white of Wil-

liam Blake, the philosopher, who was the idol of my 

youth, decided to take another walk before I got on 

the  tram. Fresh  air  clears  the  head. You  think  best 

when you walk. 

When  I  got  outside  the  house  I  thought  it  was  cold, 

and sure enough, the hollyhocks had completely col-

lapsed in the flowerbed. It also started to drizzle. Did 

it  make  sense  to  walk  outside  in  the  drizzle? I  had 

sneakers  on  my  feet  and  I  realized  that  I  had  to 

change  my  shoes,  and  that  I  would  end  up  in  the 

middle  of  rush  hour  traffic  if  I  left  before  six  and  it 

would be crowded on the wagon. I decided to change 

shoes, but  to take a taxi out  to Kopparträsk. While I 

changed  to  mahogany-colored  boots,  I  wondered 

why they put such horrible names on the suburbs. All 

the  suburban  names  were  to  some  extent  brutal, 

even  Rosengård,  I  thought. I  associated  Rosengård 

with King's Manor and men with swords who in the 

King's  Court  defended  the  king  and  beheaded  the 

enemy or made them slaves, who had to serve on the 

farm. All    the     suburban    names    were    bru-

tal. Biskopsgården  was  not  one  bit  better. Kärna 

Ängar was of course beautiful. 

 

Then  I  called  for  a  taxi,  while  I  ran  down  the  stairs, 

somewhat uncomfortable with my boots. I don't like 

boots,  as  the  foot  angle  changes  to  a  less  natural 

one. I  only  wear  boots  because  they  are  beauti-

ful. The ideal for having control of the foot is to have 

toe  joints  and  the  like  at  a  90  degree  angle  to  the 

lower leg. Then you get the most power and in addi-

tion,  the  leg  pump,  or  vein  pump,  or  whatever  it  is 

called,  will  work  at  its  best  in  this  posi-

tion. Anatomical details tire me. 

The taxi driver was a stable lady about sixty-five, with 

grey, short hair, and she looked at me with a watch-

ful eye. I silently wondered if she had a gun, but then 

closed my eyes and pretended I was tired. The chauf-

feur's lady didn't say a word on the way out to Kop-

parträsk. When  I  had  paid  on  arrival  at  Stig's  apart-

ment row, she turned around and said, without smil-

ing in the least: 

"Yes, we all have problems." 

Exactly,  I  thought,  without  answering. You'd  just 

know! Then I thought, when I slammed the taxi door, 

that  my  problems  were  actually  small,  if  you  com-

pared them to those that Stig had had in his misera-

ble life. I should have dragged the taxonant up to Stig 

and asked her to explain to Stig that we all had prob-

lems. Then  I  wondered  why  I  was  so  greedy  for  all 

people, - except for Stig then. 

Was  there  anything  strange  about  the  taxi  lady  say-

ing  something  about  problems? Why  was  I  angry  at 

everyone? Well,  because  someone  had  cheated  me 

out of my entire business of course. The fucking Paul 

had put me in a vile predicament. I was now well on 

my  way  to  becoming  a  criminal,  a  murderer. On the 

road – no more. So far, I was mostly angry. I could be 

characterized by the term: full of restrained anger. Or 

maybe not. 

 

Stig welcomed me with open arms. 

 

----------------------------------------------- 

 

He lived alone in a two-room apartment on the third 

floor. The house was run-down and did not belong to 

the  top  stock,  even  in  Kopparträsk. In  addition,  Stig 

had  a  terrible  mess,  and  then  a  parrot  of  a  larger 

kind. Maybe  it was  a Macaw. Don't  know. Why  even 

ask, if it wouldn't mean anything to me, which it was. 

As soon as I saw the bird, I realized that I had forgot-

ten  to  buy  seeds  for  it,  not  to  mention  the  marma-

lade for Stig. 

This  time  he  was  unusually  cordial,  although  I  could 

see that there was a gnawing of anxiety in him, under 

the merriment. He was no worse than he could imag-

ine. In general, Stig was  among the wisest  and most 

sensible  people  I  know,  even  though  he  was  com-

pletely crazy. 

When  I  sat  down  on  the  couch  at  Stig's,  the  phone 

rang. It  was  from  Els-Marie. I  decided  to  take  a  look 

at it a little later. She didn't want to let go of the rela-

tionship, that was obvious, and she was sick too. Her 

lungs  were  constantly  sickly,  even  though  she  was 

strong. So damn everyone has it! 

But  now  I  turned  all  my  attention  to  Stig. He  had 

gained  some  weight  since  I  last  saw  him,  and  I 

guessed that it was some medication that had such a 

side  effect. But  on  the other  hand,  he  had  been  im-

probably thin before. Stig was not one of those peo-

ple who put on weight unnecessarily. 

"Yes, this is how it is," said Stig, who was least of all 

pretentious. ("Better generous than pretentious.", as 

he used to say. With a slight wink. ) 

I thought  I wanted to take Stig on a trip around the 

world. 

"It's  the  psychopaths'  fault,"  Stig  said. "It  always 

is. Everything is always the fault of the conservatives, 

and the psychopaths." 

That's  what  he  always  said. He  generalized  for 

fun. He then laid out the text about this, about all the 

people  who  had  trained  their  art  of  performance  to 

the  sovereign. And  his  art  of  duping. We  discussed 

this  for  a  while,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that 

when you were at your worst, you saw psychopaths 

everywhere. In  every  corner. Everyone  in  the  stair-

well was then psychopaths. But when you felt better, 

the  number  of  psychopaths  in  the  world  decreased 

drastically, and you suddenly  couldn't think  of a sin-

gle one. 

This was really the whole science of psychopaths, in a 

nutshell. We agreed, and laughed. Rise toothless, but 

still. 

 

At eight o'clock I went home with the stroller to my 

own home. 

 




CHAPTER THREE 

 

Just  as  I  have  felt  an  attraction  to  insane  people  all 

my life, so I have,  when it comes  to women, always 

been  amorous  only  with  blonde,  cat-like  wom-

en. Those,  you  know,  who  are  of  that  sleepy  type, 

who you can pull over without making much of a fuss 

about  it,  but  mostly  drink  a  soda  or  a  beer  in  the 

meantime. 

Els-Marie  was  of  the  lasciva,  lanky  and  rye-blonde, 

and  slightly  stupid  kind,  which  I  thought  I  pre-

ferred. It's  never  easy  to  know  what  you  prefer,  as 

you  –  as  everyone  also  knows  –  you  can  erotically 

turn on the most incredible combinations. 

I  get,  to  be  honest,  actually  most  sensually  aroused 

by  little  dark,  weasel-like  raw  rubber-breasted  teen-

agers, such as the hateful Paul's daughter, Linn, who 

was  eighteen  years  old  and  a  singer  in  a  punk 

band. But those creatures are far too difficult to deal 

with in the long run, so that's why I'm sticking to the 

typical  Vimmerby-like,  a  little  older,  in  my  own  age, 

that  you  can  more  easily  ignore  here  and  there. In 

the  long  run,  you  are  drawn  to the  ones  where  you 

can easily access. 

But  the  dream  of  the  unbelievable,  it  lives  with  me 

too. That  Linn  would  have  liked  to  have  done  both 

this and that with, I often think. She used to come up 

to the office, to beg for a penny from Dad Paul, when 

Paul and I worked together. She had often sat down 

on one of our drawing boards and made sure that the 

little  skirt  was  a  little  crooked  and  dangled  with  the 

little  legs. Little  girls  always  want  to  check  their  at-

traction to slightly older men. And I was  very drawn 

to  the  girl. But  of  course  I  had  been  careful  not  to 

show  anything. You  don't  want  to  make  a  fool  of 

yourself. Or get her dad on him. 

 

Now Els-Marie, who I have also known since she was 

a  teenager,  had  had  a  real  ailment  for  several 

years. It wasn't the lungs or migraines. She had acci-

dentally hurt her knee many years ago when she got 

stuck on a trampoline. The knee was completely bro-

ken,  and  since  then  her  most  common  line,  which, 

despite being as Swedish as you can be, is always said 

in English, namely: 

"It's my leg you know." 

And her new, real ailment was that her leg had begun 

to ache at night, and she was sometimes completely 

upset about this. And that's understandable. You can 

put  up with a lot,  but  not pain. And she didn't  want 

pills. "You  shouldn't  dare  on  Oxycontin  or  whatever 

it's called, and become a wreck on it while you're still 

young!!" 

 

In almost all situations, her straight  legs also caused 

problems. Els-Marie  had therefore  started to turn in 

the negative direction. But vain and conceited as she 

is, the use of this little line, as if it is said in English, is 

a  marked  attempt  to  elevate  the  current  situation, 

and the problem of this, to a finer, more internation-

al  level,  and  not  to  refer  to  an  ordinary  peasant 

straitjacket. 

I don't even know if it is still called straggling – in our 

time,  when  people  are  offended  by  completely  ob-

jective  terms  –  when  you  have  had  a  leg  operated 

on. It  was  done  in  Mallorca,  where  the  trampoline 

now stood. Perhaps in Sweden they had never had an 

arthroplasty. 

You  can  understand  that  she  gets  sad  sometimes. I 

was  now  really  worried. The  pain  was  terrible. If  it 

was  pain? You  can  never  know,  as  an  outsid-

er. Maybe she was too bored? She lived alone. 

Now, when I called Els-Marie one day and asked how 

the situation was, in response to a text message she 

had sent a few days ago saying: “Hello, Sweetie!", the 

person naturally replied, unconcerned that I had just 

made  a  bet  with  myself  that  she  would  answer  just 

that: 

"It's the leg you know." 

 

It  came  out  later  during  our  conversation  that  Els-

Marie  would  like  me  to  take  her  to  the  cinema  or 

something. She  became  hysterical  from  just  going 

home,  she  said. I  sensed  this. I  also  knew  her  pat-

terns  and  her  moods,  since  I  had  been  married  to 

her. I  was  just  about  to  say  that  no  one  goes  to the 

movies  nowadays,  when  she  suddenly  said  some-

thing  that  made  my  heart  jump  up  in  the  pit  of  my 

throat. 

"Paul called me, by the way." 

I now felt the cold on my forehead and also the heat 

of  anger  in  my  chest. Paul  had  never  shown  any  in-

terest in Els-Marie when she and I were married, but 

now he had put out a reef.... 

"What? Ha!", I said, nonchalantly. 

At  the  same  time,  my  brain  was  working  at  full 

speed. This  was  perhaps  the  great  opportunity  to 

somehow  cunningly  get  rid  of  the  sacramental  ban-

dits!! 

"Yes.",    said    Els-Marie,    who    now    suddenly 

yawned. She would have been pleased by my so bad-

ly hidden surprise. 

Els-Marie was, as I have already said, beautiful. If you 

disregarded  the  straitjacket,  and  you were  happy  to 

do so, because she was so beautiful. Her round face, 

her long arms, her firm body radiated that thing that 

makes  your  mouth  water. Her  skin  was  shiny. Her 

eyes were deep black, and her mouth always a little 

wet and slightly open. 

"He  wanted  me  to  celebrate  Christmas  with  him  in 

his summer cottage. In Varberg.", she added. 

"Ha!", I said stupidly. 

At the same time, my brain was pumping out ideas in 

full swing, and I now had only a short moment to de-

cide how to tell Elds-Marie about Paul's and my rela-

tionship, which she didn't quite understand. She only 

knew that the company had failed, and maybe that I 

had  fallen  out  with  Paul. She  probably  didn't  know 

that he  had  stolen my entire life's work from me. In 

business, she was completely uneducated. 

I  decided  to  give  a  balanced  version  of  the  whole 

thing,  a  version  that  would  go  along  with  Paul's,  of 

course, but which – to Els-Marie – would appear as if 

I had forgiven Paul, and that the whole thing did not 

matter  so  much. Surely  this  approach  would  benefit 

some  plan,  which  I  would  come  up  with  later. It's 

never good to tell people that you hate an old friend 

or  companion. Especially  not  if  you  plan  to  murder 

him. 

"Should I look up for a while?", I asked then, instead, 

driven by a whim. 

Els-Marie  immediately  invited  me  home  for  coffee, 

and I was with her after three-quarters of an hour. 

She  looked  radiant,  though  a  little  sleepy,  and  was 

dressed in a bathrobe. 

While  I,  sitting  on  her  couch,  scrolled  through  my 

iPhone for movie reviews, and in the meantime told 

her  that  I  had  been  careless  with  my  job  job  and  fi-

nally let Paul take over the whole company, and that 

I was going to take up my old taxi job to avoid having 

to deal with all the coding and all the business. I got 

too tired in my head of my own business, I thought, 

while  I  skimmed  the  ads  for  Molndal's  current  cine-

ma events. 

When  she  was  about  to  set  the  cups  on  the  coffee 

table, she glanced, while she clumsily – with legs and 

everything – moved between table and kitchen, over 

my shoulder and saw what I was googling for. 

"Oh,  you're  cute! I  had  almost  forgotten  that  you 

were, little one...", she said softly, and her big blond 

hair let out an extra seductive scent. 

"Oh  well.",  I  said,  "You  do  what  you  can. You  don't 

have to actively strive to be an." 

Such utterly meaningless and illogical talk was some-

thing  that  Els-Marie  loved. She  listened  excitedly  to 

nonsense. As long as it sounded like love. 

 

It would be excellent, I thought, on a flash of whim, if 

Els-Marie  could  see  that  Paul  was  in  the  country, 

where I could see that he had an accident. It's always 

much easier  to arrange  such things out  in the coun-

try. 

 

Els-Marie  had  a  large  wall  mirror  in  which  she  now 

stood  and  reflected  herself,  pulled  her  stomach  in, 

stood in profile, etc. 

"Maybe  you  could  watch  some  science  fiction?",  I 

tried,  while  I  thought,  that  I  was  a  little  hungry 

too. Yes,  it's  quite  natural  to  feel  a  little  hungry  as 

soon as perspective opens up for you. That's how you 

are, as a human being, as a predator. Before the ac-

tual  hunt  and  attack,  you  try  to make  sure  that you 

have  loaded  up  on  calories,  so  that  you  have  the 

power to carry it out. 

Thus, while I was trying to devise a plan for the liqui-

dation of Paul in his cottage during Christmas, I went 

out to Els-Marie's kitchen, where she came after duti-

fully  with  her  straight  leg and  soon  tried  to  get  two 

cups of coffee with the help of a little brown machine 

that I had once bought at Jula for 250 kronor. 

Finally,  we  decided  to  go  and  see  the  new  movie 

about the Skandia Man and the Palme murder. None 

of us thought it was a good movie, but it belonged to 

what  we  should  have  seen. It  might  give  me  some 

ideas, I thought too. But I didn't tell Els-Marie. 

 

We  got  to  the  cinema  on  foot. It  was  only  a  few 

blocks. Even  though  Els-Marie  was  limping  a  little, 

she  was  so  handsome  that  men  stared. Her  movie 

star-like  face  with  her  big  blonde,  flowing  hair  and 

her      magnetism     was     still      all      effec-

tive. Remarkable. After all, she was over thirty. 

We were soon sitting next to each other in the small 

cinema  at  Filmstaden's  annex  in  Molndal. I  would 

keep  my  plans  out  of  her,  but  at  the  same  time  ex-

ploit  her  to  the  breaking  point. She  wasn't  a  bit 

cheeky,  as  she  had  told  me  about  Paul,  and  then 

without  further  ado,  followed  me  to  the  movies, 

dressed in some white fluff fur and slicked-out hair. 

She  seemed  this  evening  now  extremely  satisfied 

with life. She didn't seem to have the slightest pain in 

her  knee. Maybe  she  wanted  to  brag  that  she  had 

been invited by Paul? How mean she was sometimes, 

I  thought  and  put  my  hand  into  the  bag  of  chips 

without first inviting Els-Marie. 

The movie started. Personally, I have never believed, 

and  will  never  believe,  that  it  was  the  Skandia  guy, 

who  was  the  perpetrator. Now  there  was  also  talk 

that he had been slandered by the film itself. 

What    had    Palme    done    to    the    Skandia 

man? Nothing. Not  at  all like what Paul had done  to 

me! My self-centeredness even angered myself. I had 

to make sure that I kept my common sense.

Personally, I have to make sure that I – like the Skan-

dia Man – had an alibi. But how? I couldn't both carry 

out the murder out in the cottage in Varberg, and at 

the  same  time  get  an  alibi  by  being  somewhere 

else. It was  then  –  in  the  middle  of  the  film  –  that  I 

came to think of Stig. 

 

When the movie, which we both thought was lousy, end-ed, I accompanied Els-Marie, who was tired, home and then immediately went to John's garage on Parterrgatan. This street wasn't far from my own little hideout. I took out one of the two cars that John owned to start my shift. I only drove at night. John himself didn't like driving at night. 

It wasn't often that I met John, but I had the key to the garage, which was a simple shed made of unpainted cor-rugated metal that rattled in the wind. 

 

I took the car out and then drove until seven in the morn-ing, when I put the car back in the garage after filling it up to the max at Preem, as we usually did. Altogether, I had not earned more than 1,300 louisdors. But it was enough to buy some food at Lidl, which I carried home in a paper bag. 

 

While I was driving, I was thinking. I wasn't sure about the details of my plan, but as I walked home with the bag from Lidl, it gradually became clearer. It involved, as you've probably already figured out by now, getting Stig to carry out the actual murder of Paul in the cabin, while I established an alibi in town. 

 

So now the only small detail left was to get the miserable loner Stig, who had nothing to do with the matter and didn't even know Paul or have any grudge against him, to kill him. But this was where I believed I could deliver a masterpiece. 

 

You don't know what I'm like or what talents I have, but the truth is, I can persuade people to do practically any-thing. I first consciously put myself in their shoes, under-stand their deepest desires and wishes, and lure them with promises of gold and green forests, all for a small, small favor to me, their only true friend, here in this big false world! 

But I had to take a nap and also wait for Stig to wake up. People who are on heavy medication sleep half the day, so it was entirely appropriate for me to get my six hours in the morning. 

 

After eating some sandwiches with fried eggs in my own little kitchen, which was clean and tidy but very cramped, I aired out my living room, which was also my bedroom, for fifteen minutes. Then I closed the balcony door, drew all my dark curtains, and went to bed under the covers after undressing completely except for my underwear and undershirt. I always wore a thin white work shirt under my shirt. One of those that absorbs sweat. I bought it at Clas Ohlson. Yes, I know most people don't buy their clothes at Clas Ohlson, but I do. 

 

I'm not conventional; I do what I want and am neither pretentious nor vain. One must have some virtues! 

 

It was 08:00. Soon I was sleeping like a baby, probably calmed and satisfied that I had laid out a solid plan for the future. 

 




Chapter Four 

 

Around noon, I woke up with a start. The apartment was dim. I had curtains, but they didn't completely close. What had I woken up from? Strange. I wonder if it was some kind of... feeling of happiness? Yes, indeed! And that I felt incredibly... young! Yes, that was it. For once, I felt like I was eighteen again. 

 

For many, many years, I hadn't felt any genuine, purely sensual desire to live. And now, when I was forty years and a few months old, I was suddenly completely in my element. So strange. 

 

My body was practically tingling. Images, movies, and visions of young girls in long rows formed be-fore my mind's eye. As I swallowed thickly a couple of times in response to these sensations, I got up and drew back the curtains and looked out over the small lawn two floors below. Sure enough, there were two young people, two young girls, laughing. 

 

It must have been them who woke me up and start-ed the whole thing, I thought contentedly, and then went, without further examining these beings, who could well be high school students, young, noisy, naively unaware, to make a pot of really dark and good Arabic coffee. 

 

I read somewhere that coffee doesn't make you alert, but that it makes you not feel tired. I have since found it impossible to understand this infor-mation. What's the difference? If there is one? 

Life is full of strange distinctions. When I now, in my subconscious, prepared what I would say to Stig, it was a whole series of such almost impossible dis-tinctions that in the right order had to be conveyed to Stig. Messages into Stig's cortex, limbic, and frontal lobes, to form a conviction that shone with self-evidence and moral clarity. Stig simply had to believe that what he was about to WANT to do was the Absolute GOOD! 

 

Did I feel corrupt? No. Not in the least. I had the right on my side! Why should Paul ruin my life, and I not get to ruin his? It was all perfectly clear. The difficult part was not convincing Stig of this but get-ting Stig to think that it was worth it, to lend me his own ability, to make Paul's demise possible. That Stig would also see it as... the chance of his life! 

 

I didn't just want to bring an actuality out of a possi-bility. I wanted Stig to see this plan as a gift from above. As a Once in a Lifetime Opportunity. Every-thing becomes easier if you add a little Pentecostal flair to it! You shouldn't complicate things!! Every-thing complicated should be replaced with convic-tion. 

 

Of course, you shouldn't overdo it, of course. Stig had his doubts, and he was educated and critical. He hated psychopaths, for example. That had to be tak-en into account. 

 

So, after listening to the news on the radio, washing up, and getting dressed, I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked decently tidy and pleasant. 

 

This time, and in all my dealings with Stig from now on, I was also careful not to wear any cologne, or perfume, or anything with a strong scent. People who are about to make an important decision need to make it in their own scent, otherwise, they regret the decision when they come out of the influence zone of the other's scent. The decision, so to speak, mustn't smell of the Other. It must smell of Self. 

 

After staring with a certain tenderness at my little string bookshelf, on which all the small pulp fiction detective novels stood, next to the Philip K. Dick books, next to the small row of computer books and books on mathematical logic, I left the apartment, dressed in simple sportswear. I put on my blue windbreaker, even though it was a bit too cold for it, but I wanted to appear somewhat helpless and gen-uinely needy when I met Stig. Nothing looks more pitiful than a short, dark blue windbreaker without a collar. 

Stig was incredibly sensitive about overcoats, long beige camel hair coats, and such. 

 

I had barely put on the jacket when I felt I needed a little more coffee. Then, as I half-listened to the news on the radio, I changed my mind, took off the jacket again, and decided to wait until the evening to visit Stig. 

 

Let me explain: Stig was always anxious during the day and always sought different ways to handle the anxiety and indecision. It was pills here and pills there, and various walks and visits to the library and watching birds at the harbor and such. Everything that one day at a time made him survive. Only around six in the evening did a more logically orga-nized thought process begin to emerge in him. From a young age, he had the habit of going to bed early, like all people with psychosis do, in the hope of wak-ing up the next day as newborn and completely healthy, without symptoms. That this was always disappointed, people like Stig never learned. 

 

Stig always woke up, after going to bed at eight, at one in the morning, and then spent the rest of the night reading impossible books and watching old blurry movies on YouTube until he finally exhausted and confused fell back into bed around six in the morning, to then sleep until eleven. 

So, considering this, I now had more time to work on my plan and decided to thoroughly check out Paul's cabin during the day. 

 

So I thought I'd take a trip now, suitably dressed in these almost sporty clothes, and equipped with a thick scarf, a dark red one, out to Paul's summer cabin. There was no point in delaying this, as it had to be done. Since it was Wednesday, in mid-November, I didn't expect Paul to be out there. He had his hands full with "my" company. It was a huge contract he had with PREX-Speed, easily worth about 100 million louisidorer, give or take. 

 




Chapter Five 

 

So, I could calmly examine his newly purchased little love cabin by the coast. I knew Paul's cabin was in an area called Portier's Dream, by Stenviken, and was a regular middle-class summer cottage (not a colony) area, where prices were around two and a half mil-lion. So, a simple area, with only single-story small wooden houses. Maybe forty or fifty, scattered with little rocky outcrops and groves and short roads be-tween. It was quite lush, as I had been there once before. 

 

I found a bus at the terminal, the Yellow Line, which took me directly to the entrance of the cottage area. I paid with my magnetic card and took a seat at the back of the almost empty bus. It was completely modern, and its interior was nicely furnished with various soft upholstery in dark violet, leaning to-wards blue. I checked my phone, and while we floated out of town - it was an electric bus - I took photos to the right and left. Mostly to the left, as I was sitting on the left, at the back. 

 

The day was gray, and rain was in the air. The tem-perature was about six degrees, but I found the weather perfectly fine. That feeling of youth that I had woken up with remained in my body. The bus's rocking motion enhanced the sense of freedom, and I thought of putting my knee up on the seatback in front, but refrained, as I know how I look down on people over 16 who behave as if they are free from time and space. 

 

The bus driver, an Indian or something, with a red turban, didn't pay any attention to his three passen-gers. The two besides me were two older men who were probably going fishing. We were heading to the coastal area. They had backpacks and fishing rods in light brown cases, and caps on their heads. 

 

As I sat there photographing various roundabouts, small factories, football fields, and small ugly cement box churches passing along the highway, I slowly developed a suspicion that Stig, when he would sit here on the bus to go out to Portier's Dream to fulfill his task for me, would hesitate. Due to the intense feeling of freedom in the bus ride itself, he would regret it!! I knew it, even if I wasn't quite sure of anything regarding Stig. I visualized him getting off the bus at the stop BEFORE Portier's Dream, throw-ing the gun into the river at a deep spot, and taking the next bus directly home to lie down on his un-made bed with his shoes on and listen to Prokofiev. 

 

So, something more was needed to ensure Stig's participation. You had to knock out the sense of freedom Stig would get on the bus. You had to sweeten the deal. 

 

Thus, I decided to postpone the visit to Stig once more. Namely, until the next week, and instead de-vote myself to scraping together twenty thousand, or whatever was required, to buy a round-trip ticket, flight, to Tahiti, where - for some reason - Stig had always wanted to go. He had never been abroad, except for Frederikshavn. But I thought now, as I put the iPhone back in my inner pocket, that if I came with an envelope in hand, where these tickets, to-gether with some well-chosen brochures about available rooms in Tahiti, lay and gave them to Stig, everything would be sealed. Not least Paul's fate! Proud of my foresight, I now delighted in the possi-bility of nevertheless seeing Paul's little house so that I could see what Paul would own for a very short time more. Then he would see himself as just one of many companions of Saint Peter, or alterna-tively some camp guard in the sulfuric realm. 

 

I didn't care about metaphysics. What on earth did Hell have to do with me? Grotesque superstitions! 

 

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 

 

### Chapter Five (Continued) 

 

When we arrived at Portier's Dream and were about 

to  get  off,  one  of  the  men  with  fishing  rods,  a  guy 

with a small crooked red mustache, a gaunt face, and 

a  gap  where  his  front  teeth  should  have  been,  no-

ticed that he had sat in something, some paint or ink, 

on the bus seat and had almost ruined his pants. Dis-

embarkation  on  this  bus  was  only  at  the  front,  and 

the  men  were  now  blocking  the  exit,  trying  to  get 

something  about  the  bus  company's  compensation 

policy  for  damaged  belongings  out  of  the  turbaned 

driver. But the driver mostly looked puzzled. 

 

Then  the  other  fisherman,  a  broader,  swarthy  man 

with a dark beard stubble, à la Richard Nixon, turned 

his eyes on me and asked, "YOU? Do you know any-

thing about  insurance? You look  like  an office work-

er." 

 

I  flinched.  To  try  to  hide  my  face,  I  pulled  my  cap 

down a bit. I didn't want to be seen and remembered 

here  unnecessarily.  Even  less  get  involved  in  legal 

disputes. 

 

"What's  wrong  with  you?"  asked  the  gap-toothed 

man. 

 

"No idea," I said in response to the first question. 

 

"But  you  can  Google  it,  can't  you?"  said  the  gap-

toothed man. "I saw you had an iPhone!" he added. 

 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  that.  And  I  actually 

don't feel very well." 

 

With  these  words,  I  squeezed  past  the  two  and  out 

into the fresh air. 

 

The fact that I hadn't handled myself better was just 

further proof of how prepared you must be. Down to 

the smallest detail! 

 

I  cursed  at  myself  as  I  now  took  a  detour  towards 

Portier's Dream. 

 

Back  at  the  bus,  the  two  men  had  gotten  off,  now 

with  some  kind  of  paper  in  hand.  The  driver  must 

have  given  in  and  given  them  the  address  of  some 

complaints  office  or  something.  Maybe  he  wasn't 

very  good  at  Swedish,  or  he  didn't  understand  fish-

ermen complaining about a stain on their pants? 

 

Now I waited in the shelter of a small shed where a 

crooked wooden sign and various advertising leaflets 

announced  that  it  had  once  been  a  bus  shelter,  for 

another  company,  until  the  men  had  disappeared 

northwards,  where  there  was  a  larger  harbor  than 

the  one  Portier's  Dream  offered.  The  small  commu-

nal  harbor  was  only  for  small  sailboats  and  fishing 

boats,  like  Starboats  and dinghies  and  simpler  cabin 

cruisers.  I  looked  around  again  and  stepped  behind 

the small building. 

 

You  never  knew  where  the  surveillance  cameras 

were. It was best to be careful. I pulled up my jacket 

collar as high as it would go. Since it was almost win-

ter,  no  one  would  think  it  odd  to  see  a  person with 

three-quarters of their face covered by a scarf. I had 

a  woolly,  red  one,  which  I  now  pulled  up  a  bit  over 

my nose. To further disguise myself, I also wore thick-

framed  black  glasses  with  tinted  lenses.  The  whole 

area was deserted, much like it used to be in the old 

days  at  colony  areas  in  winter.  It  was  a  bit  strange, 

but  not  mysterious  out  here.  But  now  the  cottages 

were  very  small,  and  they  were  also  grouped  in  an 

odd  way,  so  people  might  have  thought  that  it  was 

mostly suitable for summer living. Maybe there were 

some  rules.  Maybe  it  was  a  fashion  thing.  Portier's 

Dream  –  Homeowners  Association.  That's  what  it 

said  on  a  sign.  Maybe  many  owned  houses  in  the 

Mediterranean as well, or they owned the houses by 

chance, or as an investment. 

 

I  hurried  through  the  large  gate  to  Portier's  Dream, 

where  another  notice  declared  that  the  entire  area 

was private. 

 

"Damn  idiocy!"  I  shouted,  irritated  by  people's  in-

credible greed and stinginess. If there was something 

that drove me crazy in this world, it was stinginess. 

 

"Absurd." 

 

In  fact,  the  area,  just  as  I  remembered  it,  was  not 

boring  in  itself,  but  hilly  and  varied.  And  now  more 

trees and bushes had been added than before. Some 

houses  had  hired  firms  to  build  entire  fantasy  gar-

dens, and many were equipped with high fences, al-

most  like  noise  barriers.  Here  and  there,  someone 

had  even  installed  a  small  pool,  or  at  least  a  pond. 

Some had a basketball hoop. 

 

So  it  was  a  quirky  village  in  a  complicated  coastal 

landscape. Completely leafless now, as it always was 

in November. But still. 

 

Maybe  one  or  two  –  at  most  three  –  of  the  houses 

showed  signs  of  life,  I  thought,  as  I  methodically, 

through  an  apparently  careless  walk  with  my  head 

deep  in  the  scarf  and  between  my  shoulders,  zig-

zagged  through  the  entire  area  with  its  sixty-three 

houses.  I  walked  from  the  road  out  between  the 

plots  to  the  partly  rotting  seaweed-laden  shoreline 

and  the  small marina, which  to  the west  was  termi-

nated by a large breakwater of granite blocks. 

 

Some  seagulls  watched  me  lazily  in  the  pale  light, 

which  seemed  in  itself  to  communicate  for  a  few 

timeless  seconds  that  it  would  not  get  any  brighter 

than this. The clock was also two. 

 

I  thought  that  it  couldn't  really  matter  if  I  showed 

myself openly here, near Paul's summer place, since I 

didn't plan to return here but just reconnoiter. 

 

The point was simply to get a proper set of pictures 

and memory images of everything, and then plan and 

instruct  Stig  based  on  what  I  got  and  figured  out.  If 

one  was  going  to  use  brutal  violence,  and  that  was 

what  the  plan  consisted  of,  one  didn't  need  to  be 

particularly  refined  with  the  details,  as  long  as  one 

made sure to leave as few traces as possible. 

 

Since the crime I was planning would not happen un-

til  the  days  around  Christmas,  maybe  on  Christmas 

Eve itself, I was early. My experiences in the surveil-

lance  industry  and  its  cameras  have  taught  me  that 

most  video  cameras  used  in  residential  associations 

have content that is saved for at most a month. They 

are  thus  continuously  deleted  at  monthly  intervals 

and filled with new material in simple succession. 

 

I could feel safe, thanks to the foresight I had now. 

I  checked  the  iPhone  and  saw  that  the  battery  was 

good and that I had plenty of space for the pictures in 

it. 

 

So  I  again  sought  out  Paul's  house,  which  was  near 

the  northern  part  of  the  quay,  next  to  a  small  hill 

where  it  was  deemed  unsuitable  to  build  a  house, 

but  on  top  of  which  a  granite  stone  with  a  white-

painted flagpole had been placed. Up there was also 

a small antique-inspired bench made of cast iron with 

stained  wooden  slats  in  the  seat.  The  bench  was 

chained to an iron pin fixed in the rock. 

 

Paul's  house  and  the  small  hill  were  in  turn  almost 

next  to  the  fence,  which  separated  the  summer 

house  area  from  the  surrounding  landscape,  which 

until  just  ten  years  ago  had  been  a  rural  idyll.  Now 

some  landowners  and  small  house  building  compa-

nies  from Småland had made  a fortune constructing 

this  little  sugar-sweet  diminutive  holiday  resort  for 

middle-income earners. 

 

Paul's  house  looked  like  the  others,  mostly.  A  low 

white single-story wooden house in an L shape, with-

out  a  basement,  with  horizontal  cladding,  with  a 

small  porch  in  the  middle,  where  a  lone  parasol 

drooped next to some half-broken cheap garden fur-

niture from Jysk. The pale autumn sun tried now and 

then to bravely break through the gray autumn haze, 

but it always failed. 

Some seagulls fluttered around, perhaps half-revived 

by  my  presence,  which  they  probably  suspected 

could mean a trash can or two might  get  filled, or a 

bag of food might be left outside a kitchen door. Such 

is  the  life  of  seagulls,  I  thought,  while  finally  photo-

graphing  the  house  from  all  angles,  after  checking 

that no one was visible in the two houses that were 

relatively close. 

 

Soon I was at the kitchen door of Paul's house, feel-

ing  the  S-shaped  bent  cast,  quite  heavy,  shiny  brass 

handle. The door was locked, of course. 

 

No surprise there. 

 

From my left coat pocket, I fished out a lock pick. Al-

ready  as  a  boy,  I  had  been  initiated  into  the  art  of 

lock-picking  by  friends,  and  it  didn't  take  me  more 

than ten seconds to open the door to Paul's house. 

 

--- 

 

Once inside the hall, I took off my cap and scarf and 

unbuttoned the little blue jacket. I checked the wires 

inside  the  door  and  saw  that  there  was  no  burglar 

alarm. I then relaxed a bit, tested the light by press-

ing the light switch in the hall. 

 

The hall flooded with light, and I smiled. After taking 

off my shoes, I then strolled around the little house, 

admiring  the  simple  furniture,  and  the  bright  pic-

tures, all of which looked like cheap prints, depicting 

the  archipelago,  boats,  and  small  birds,  bought  via 

some firm on eBay, as mass-produced items. 

 

The  textiles  were  more  luxurious,  and  in  the  living 

room, there were several real sheepskin rugs on the 

floor.  Maybe  Paul  had  bought  them  recently,  and 

while he dreamed of bringing Els-Marie here, he had 

bought  some  soft  big  sheepskins  to  lay  her  on?  Oh 

well. 

 

I  took  out  the  mobile  and  photographed  all  three 

rooms  and  the  kitchen  and  even  the  bathroom.  No 

food was in the fridge. I drank a glass of water, which 

tasted perfectly fine. 

 

I had initially thought that Stig would shoot Paul right 

through one of the large picture windows that faced 

the  porch.  Right  in  the  head.  But  you  still  have  to 

plan a little more broadly. I checked the windows and 

saw  to my surprise that they were  only  single-pane. 

So the cottages weren't even winterized. 

 

I then stepped out onto the porch and photographed 

there  too.  There  was  an  excellent  spot,  right  at  the 

tip  of  the  L's  corner,  where  one  could  stand,  com-

pletely hidden from those inside the house, and then 

lean forward, lift the revolver and shoot the one sit-

ting  on  the  sofa,  conventionally  placed  against  the 

long side's wall inside the room. 

 

It should be easy. If the  first  shot  didn't  work, there 

were five more. 

When I thought I was done with my inspection, I put 

on my shoes, turned off the light, and left the house 

to head back to the bus. 

 

En  mås  satt  på  det  vita  trästaketet  som  löpte  runt 

den lilla tomten.  

”Där  sitter  du.”,  sa  jag  dumt  medan  jag  svepte 

halsduken  om  näsan,  och  sen  såg  på  armbandsuret 

att klockan var sex. Mörkret föll i detsamma och jag 

fick  bråttom,  då  jag  inte  tycker  om  att  gå  omkring  i 

mörker i små sommarstugeområden. 

Jag mötte ingen, och jag tror inte att någon såg mig. 

Lite  risker  får  man  ta.  Jag  är  inte  i  något  avseende 

fundamentalist. 




### Chapter Six 

 

During  the  following  week,  I  prepared  the  most  im-

portant part of my plan, which was, of course, the ac-

tual  persuasion  of  Stig.  It  was  that  which  would  de-

termine whether the removal of my object of hatred 

would happen at all. 

 

I  obtained  the  tickets  to  Tahiti,  drew  up  a  sketch  of 

the  area  for  Stig,  and  arranged  to  meet  him  at  his 

home the following Tuesday. The money to purchase 

the expensive tickets I had to borrow at a high inter-

est rate online. 

 

John,  after  a  little  prompting  and  asking  about  his 

family, also invited me over for dinner the following 

weekend.  

It  was  excellent  to  get  an  invitation  to  his  home, 

meet  his  wife,  and  the  little  Reine,  eight  years  old, 

whom I had heard so much about. It was actually ex-

traordinarily  good,  since  I  had  just  planned  to  have 

them invite me over for Christmas Eve! 

 

It was good because it was part of the plan. 

 

I  called  Els-Marie  and  thanked  her  for  the  movie 

night. She was in a fairly good mood and had appar-

ently bought some new clothes. Well, well, I thought. 

It's  Paul,  who  is  evidently  dipping  into  not  yet  col-

lected  profits.  But  I  knew  the  company  inside  and 

out, and I knew that the kind of contracts you made, 

not least with PREX-Speed, initially brought quite fa-

vorable advances. 

 

"He  got  really  angry  that  I  went  to  the  movies  with 

you," said Els-Marie suddenly, almost tonelessly. 

 

"Paul?" I said. 

 

"Yes,  Paul  got  very  angry  that  I  went  to  the  movies 

with you." 

 

"Well,  of  course,"  I  said  dismissively,  "I  who  almost 

ruined his company for him and all... It's clear that he 

doesn't even want to hear about me!" 

 

"Mm, he's a bit strange. He seems nervous too." 

"Nervous??" I started. What if Paul suspected some-

thing? If he interpreted my silence and inactivity as... 

 

"Oh,  it  could  be  anything.  Anyway,  we're  going  to 

celebrate Christmas together," she added quickly. 

 

"Okay," I said impatiently, set on things unfolding ac-

cording  to  my  own  fantasy.  But  I  asked  anyway—

after  a  short  pause—partly  to  be  polite,  partly  to 

know:  

 

"Just the two of you, then? On Christmas? When eve-

ryone usually meets their family?" 

 

"Yes, Paul wanted it that way. Just take care of each 

other, he said." 

 

She seemed unaffected by everything when she said 

this. As if she didn't care if the earth revolved around 

the sun or vice versa. 

 

"Maybe he's nervous about Christmas," I said, trying 

to sound normal. I used to, or had used to, tease her 

about  everything.  But  then  I  asked,  since  she  didn't 

react: 

 

"How's the pain, then? In the leg?" 

 

"Oh,  thanks  for  asking,"  said  Els-Marie,  and  I  could 

almost  see  her  genuine  smile  next  to  the  phone  re-

ceiver  on  the  other  side  of  the  line,  "but  it's  much 

better. I've bought a bottle of Vermouth, and..." 

"Yeah,  yeah,  I  understand,  I  understand.  You  don't 

need to explain everything." 

 

I  knew  Els-Marie.  But  I  didn't  think  she  drank  a  lot. 

She was too careful about her appearance. 

 

We  hung  up,  with  a  promise  to  be  in  touch  again 

soon.  She  didn't  care  what  people  thought  she 

should do. She was too beautiful for that. Paul had to 

take her as she was... 

 

### Chapter Seven 

 

Dinner  on  Saturday  at  John's  home  with  his  family 

went  without  major surprises,  which is normal for a 

first  visit  to  the  boss's  home.  His  wife  Åsa  served  a 

meatloaf  with  vegetables  and  wedge  potatoes,  and 

for starters, we had vol-au-vent. Reine then spent the 

entire dinner repeating the word "vol-au-vent" until I 

asked to borrow his smartphone and then, with a few 

quick actions, wrote a little script in a program on the 

phone, after which I took a photo of him, processed 

it in the  script,  and then turned it into a gif, so that 

he now had a moving image of himself making a wild 

grimace. I saved the photo for him on his phone. The 

whole  family  laughed  and  were wildly  impressed.  In 

fact,  I  had  spent  several  hours  on  Friday  preparing 

the trick. 

When I mentioned in the commotion that I would be 

alone on Christmas Eve, I was immediately invited to 

spend  the  holiday  with  these  honest  and  decent 

people.  The  only  other  guests  were  Åsa's  sister 

Tessan, and John's old father, Ernst, who had been a 

language  professor  in  his  homeland,  which  turned 

out to be Estonia. I had no idea that John had foreign 

roots,  and I mentioned that I had  never been to Es-

tonia,  but  had  only  seen  it  from  a  distance  through 

binoculars  aboard  a  cargo  ship  once  when  I  was 

young. 

 

The  following  Tuesday,  I  was  on  my  way  to  Stig  for 

my next masterstroke. A Herculean attempt, indeed, 

to  get  him  to  commit  murder  for  my  sake!  Not  just 

anyone  could  succeed  in  such  a  thing,  but  based on 

A.)  my  knowledge  of  Stig's  personality,  and,  B.)  my 

confidence  in  my  own  ability,  I  knew  I  had  a  good 

chance.  It  would,  of  course,  be  ridiculous  to  state  a 

percentage here,  but  I still estimated  my chances of 

success at about 75%. 

 

Only  if  Stig  felt  very  bad  that  day,  confused  or  apa-

thetic, would the chances be worse. 

 

I traveled for what felt like an eternity, partly in tun-

nels, to reach the outer area, Kopparträsk, which lay 

roughly halfway between Garden Street and the me-

tropolis itself. 

 

Once there, I walked through the autumn darkness to 

his  apartment  building,  whose  facade  consisted  of 

vertical rows of a kind of cement blocks with lots of 

small  stones,  gray  and  gneiss-like,  in  a  pattern,  and 

climbed  up  to  the  third  floor.  I  rang  the  doorbell  to 

Stig's  apartment,  feeling  in  my  jacket  pocket  that  I 

had  the  tickets,  the  sketch  of  the  porch  and  living 

room, and the map of the summer cottage area. The 

sketches  I  had  drawn  in  an  old  Paint  program  for 

Windows  95,  on  an  old  computer,  which  I  used  to 

empty  of  all  content  now  and  then.  It  wasn't  much 

trouble  for  me,  who  was  so  used  to  computers,  to 

make sure nothing could be traced. 

 

Stig listened with interest to what I had to say about 

Paul. 

 

Stig's  mood  and  health  that  day  could  be  described 

as favorable. His eyes were normally awake, his facial 

expressions  relatively  lively,  his  speech  relatively 

quick,  and  he  even  seemed  to  have  recently  show-

ered. 

 

He  understood  that  I  hated  Paul  if  it  was  true  that 

Paul had tricked me out of the company. 

 

"Did he take Els-Marie too?" This was worse for Stig. 

 

There  was,  as  I  had  already  pointed  out,  nothing 

wrong with Stig's intellect. On the contrary. He could 

sometimes  ruthlessly  dismantle  any  flawed  argu-

ment. Even mine. 

"Yep," I said, "not only did the whole company disap-

pear. Now he took Els-Marie too, apparently to com-

pletely break me inside." 

 

While  I,  in  something  resembling  genuine  anger, 

thought  about  how  Paul  had  arranged  the  three 

sheepskin rugs on the floor in the cabin, I said: 

 

"The  worst  is  his  malice."  I  paused.  "But  coldly  one 

can also reason like this, that it didn't have to be this 

way  at  all!  Of  course,  one  can  do  something  about 

it." 

 

Stig  nodded,  sitting  in  a  sunken  armchair,  legs 

spread, and with his hands almost down to the floor, 

pressing five fingers against five other fingers, finger-

tip  to  fingertip.  He  was  dressed  in  a  blue,  pinstripe 

suit,  much too big, and a white  shirt. His thick  black 

hair stood in all directions. The thin – almost circular 

– steel-rimmed glasses hung down on his nose. 

 

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 

 

The  parrot  sat  on  the  upper  of  two  perches  in  the 

cage  and  scrutinized  us,  occasionally  lifting  its  right 

foot  as  if  it  were  slightly  greeting  us,  urging  us  to 

speak faster or more wisely or something... The few 

wooden perches and plastic parts of the cage rattled 

with  the  parrot's  movements.  Otherwise,  it  was  si-

lent, probably aware that it could only repeat and not 

form its own words or thoughts. 

 

"Do what?" 

 

I  now  exercised  my  forehead,  moving  my  eyebrows 

up  and  down,  up  and  down,  and  then  said  to  Stig, 

who lowered his chin slightly, surprised by my mimic-

ry: 

 

"I could,"  I said with firm reassurance, "get  back my 

entire  business,  my  company,  my  money,  and  most 

importantly, Els-Marie, if Paul had an accident!" 

 

Stig's  chin  continued  to  drop.  This  effectively  pre-

vented the hallucinations that tend to occur in sensi-

tive individuals when the jaw muscles are tense. This 

allowed Stig to fully concentrate on what I had said, 

instead  of  any  images  that,  for  various  energy-

economic  reasons,  arise  unnecessarily  and  in  the 

wrong place in people who have an overstressed cer-

ebellum due to anxiety. 

 

"Accident?" Stig wondered, trying to understand. 

 

People  with  Stig's  psychological  characteristics  al-

ways necessarily have to understand everything, and 

like persistent ungulates, they never give up on this, 

despite  the  fact  that  in  the  majority  of  all  the  phe-

nomena  that  life  offers,  there  is  not  the  slightest 

thing to understand. 

I  thought  that  in  Stig  I  had  a  person  who  used  to 

amuse himself by writing detective stories and thrill-

ers. Although they were never published, never even 

received  a  rejection  letter,  he  should  at  least  be  fa-

miliar with the art of murder in a couple of variants, I 

thought. 

 

"How?" Stig continued, frowning. 

 

I  sent  a  friendly  thought  to  the  Virgin  Mary  et  con-

sortes, and thought I had come a good way forward, 

but said instead: 

 

"I thought I would shoot him. With a gun." 

 

There was silence for an eternity. 

 

"Mmm,"  Stig  said,  looking  down  at  the  floor,  while 

his body stilled in heavy contemplation. 

 

Not  worth  disturbing,  I  thought.  But  it  seemed  as  if 

everything was going a thousand times easier than I 

had thought. 

 

"But say you shoot him. On the street then?" 

 

"Well..." I said. 

 

"But  that's  ridiculous.  Then  you  run  away  from 

there... And then you're the first one suspected. The 

only  one  who  benefits  is you!"  Stig said,  proving  his 

logic and clear understanding. 

"Exactly," I said. "That's the crux." 

 

Then it was silent again. 

 

The parrot stared at us as if hypnotized. 

 

The  elevator  in  the  nearly  60-meter-high  stairwell 

outside seemed to go up and down twice before Stig 

said anything. 

 

"It's not a good idea." 

 

Now I was back at square one. 

 

I scratched my head. 

 

"I  thought  of  shooting  him  in  the  summer  cabin, 

when Els-Marie is there. As a witness." 

 

Stig stared at me. I knew Stig admired me, but now I 

saw doubt in his blue eyes. 

 

"Not myself, of course," I said quickly. 

 

"What?" 

 

"No, I thought of asking you, dressed in black clothes 

and a ski mask, to shoot him while I'm at a Christmas 

party with my boss at Droskan." 

Now Stig was more motionless than before. He prob-

ably wasn't even breathing. 

 

If one could take a photo of Stig and blow it up and 

hang  it  at  an  exhibition,  it  could  become  world-

famous.  Because  nowadays  photographers  are  not 

just  photographers.  They  are  philosophers  just  as 

much.  And  the  philosophical  text,  the  marketing  es-

say,  next  to  the  photo  of  the  totally  breathless  Stig 

with the overgrown face, the wild hair, the oversized 

suit, and the utterly lost, yes, insanely lost look, could 

illustrate a modern trauma. Humanity, faced with the 

sight of its impending end due to its abnormal exploi-

tation of fossilized ferns and crustaceans. 

 

"Ah, so that's why?" Stig said slowly. 

 

I got a bit cold. 

 

"Absolutely NOT!" I said, "you mustn't think that. It's 

absolutely not like that! I love you!" 

 

Stig, however, stared the same way, emptily out into 

the  room  towards some  point  to  the  right  of my  el-

bow. 

 

"No one cares about me, ever," Stig said. 

 

This  was  the  height  of  misery  and  wretchedness. 

Miserere, miserere, I thought. How wrong he is! My 

God. 

"No,  no,"  I  said,  "it's  just  that  it's  RATIONAL!  You 

have no idea..." 

 

No matter how much I pleaded and begged, and ex-

plained  and  elaborated,  Stig  just  continued  staring. 

Gradually, the look in his eyes drained of energy and 

his eyelids slowly lowered until, after about a quarter 

of  an  hour,  I  saw  that  what  I  had  before  me  was 

more like a shell of Stig than actually Stig. 

 

"Hey! Hey!" I said, as if trying to revive a boxer, who 

in  the  middle  of  the  fifth  round,  already  battered, 

sees seven more rounds of the same miserable blows 

ahead. 

 

But without result. 

 

Time passed. The elevator in the hallway went a few 

more rounds, and the parrot finally started picking at 

some  seeds  on  the  cage's  bottom  like  a  dissatisfied 

moviegoer during a bad film. Then Stig said: 

 

"I want you to leave now." 

 

"Okay," I said, somewhat hurt. 

 

Then I didn't think there was much more to say. I had 

to  accept  the  fact.  That  I  had  failed.  And  what  an-

noyed me the most, as I slouched down all the stairs, 

encountering  gangster  kids  after  gangster  kids,  who 

groped  for  my  pockets  after  my  wallet  and  mobile, 

was  that  I  had  seriously  BELIEVED  I  could  persuade 

him. 

 

On the tram home, I almost cried. What was I going 

to do now? 

 

Was I crazy? 

 

Would I drive a taxi all my life? 

 

Would I still celebrate Christmas with John, Åsa, and 

Reine? 

 

Damn it. 

 

Exhausted,  I  made  it  home  to  my  apartment  on 

Trädgårdsgatan  in  Garden  Street,  and  collapsed  on 

the  bed  without  even  taking  off  my  shoes.  After  a 

few  seconds,  I  was  asleep.  I  wish  I  could  say  "the 

deep sleep of the innocent." But  that wasn't exactly 

the case. 

 

I then slept for several hours. 

 

### Chapter Eight 

 

I was in the middle of a dream about alpacas caught 

in a fishing net, which I and a bunch of other fisher-

men on the New Hebrides were trying to free, when, 

at three in the morning, the phone rang. I always car-

ry  this  universal  mental  shackle  in  the  left  inner 

pocket of my jacket. Quite clumsily, I turned in bed to 

get the beeping device out of the hiding place in my 

pocket and shouted resolutely: 

 

"Hello!" 

 

It was Stig. 

 

"I'll do it," he said simply, in a resigned voice. 

 

In  his  voice,  however,  there  was  also  a  certain  tone 

that I couldn't initially interpret. 

 

Only  after  a  fraction  of  a  second  did  I  realize,  as  I 

slowly  sat  up  in  bed,  that  Stig  sounded  exactly  like 

the girl whose thin blouse opening you had carefully 

tugged at, during eager kissing and more kissing, who 

finally  says,  after  she  has  completely  stopped  gasp-

ing,  and  without  the  slightest  excitement:  "Okay 

then. Let's do it." 

 

I was now sitting in bed. Aware that there was some-

how  a  rustling  in  the  bed next  to me,  I  reached  out 

my hand, only to find the sketch of Paul's porch and 

room,  as  well  as  the  two  tickets  to  Tahiti.  I  hadn't 

even had time to use them... 

 

"What?" I said. 

 

"I'll do it.---. I'll do it." 

 

I wiped the sweat from my forehead and groped for 

the  light  switch  on  the  little  light  green  metal  bed 

lamp  that  stood  on  the  small  table  next  to  my  bed, 

on  which  there  were  usually  some  half-read  books, 

Forester, Conrad, and Melville and the like, with the 

text side down. 

 

"I'll shoot him." 

 

I couldn't get a word out. 

 

Was I sleeping? Was I dreaming this? 

 

"How...?" I said. 

 

"Never  mind,"  Stig  said.  "Come  over  tomorrow  and 

we'll talk more about it. Now I'm going to sleep." 

 

The time was now 03:11. 

 

I  hung  up  without  further  conversation,  just  like  he 

did. 

 

I jumped up from the bed like a Rönnerdahl in a suit 

and had to muster all my inner strength not to let out 

a gigantic cheer of joy in the middle of the night that 

would  wake  up  all  of  Garden  Street.  How  was  this 

even possible!? 

 

After a quarter of an hour, I had calmed down, and I 

now told myself, over and over again, forcing myself 

to be modest and realistic: 

"Everything can still fail. Everything has really just be-

gun.  Even  if  the  train  is  now  loaded,  and  the  driver 

has his hand on the start button, the train has not yet 

started at all!!" 

But the track seemed clear anyway. 

 

For  a  long  time,  which  seemed  to  me  like  hours,  I 

then  stood,  dressed  in  a  hastily  thrown-on  beige 

wool winter coat of the finest brand, a relic from bet-

ter times, on the balcony and smoked cigarettes from 

an  old  Marlboro  pack  that  had  been  hidden  in  the 

bookshelf,  behind  *The  Black  Death*  by  Dick  Harri-

son. There it had lain for ten years. I was quite careful 

not  to  ruin  my  health.  On  the  balcony,  I  looked 

around in all directions, exaggeratedly, like an opera 

singer  who  is  about  to  thank  the  audience  for  the 

ovations  after  his  aria.  I  felt  life  wildly  rushing 

through  my  veins  again.  Life  was  warm,  and  with  a 

gleam  around  it,  lit  by  all  the  gods  of  heaven  and 

space. 

It was true. 

 

IT WOULD HAPPEN! 

 

Gradually, I pulled myself together and decided to clean and do the dishes, to tidy up a bit. It was al-most morning now, but I couldn’t stand the mess. Like someone newly in love, I planned, as if for a wedding, to make everything neat and proper, en-suring not a speck of dust remained to clutter my surroundings. The future was here, in its furious pe-culiarity, showing its face with a kind of double-edged familiarity, and with each blink of my newly awakened eyes, it became clearer and clearer to me that I was going to be – though through an interme-diary – a MURDERER. Not a murderer myself, but an instigator. A mastermind. And just as guilty as the one whose finger squeezed the trigger and sent the bullet that would dispatch Paul to hell. 
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### Chapter nine 

 

We spoke in low but clear voices, without using diffi-

cult  words.  It  was  morning,  and  the  parrot  was 

smacking  contentedly  in  its  cage,  despite  the  fact 

that, during this new visit, the day after Stig had de-

cided to become a hitman, I hadn’t brought any new 

seeds for it. It wasn’t that it was reusing seeds, but it 

was close. The apartment smelled entirely of parrot, 

so whatever scent I brought with me didn’t matter. I 

realized that now. 

 

Stig  and  my  conversation  had  evidently  calmed  the 

prehistoric  creature,  and  at  one  point,  Stig—even 

wearing  a  bright  red  short-sleeved  t-shirt  for  the 

day—decided to open the cage door wide. He never 

did that when he had visitors, but now, for some rea-

son unknown to me, it was free for the bird to come 

out  and  take  a  closer  look  at  the  person,  i.e.,  me, 

whom  it  probably  perceived  as  the  one  who  had 

calmed  its  master  and  owner  to  a  stage  of  graceful 

activity, not unlike that of a ballet dancer, or a person 

who, with equilibrist skill and complete control, han-

dles  a  complex  machine  meant  to  manipulate  tiny 

objects with giant claws. 

 

Stig was so efficient and prepared that day when he 

asked: 

 

"Could one possibly make a model of the room, and 

include  part  of  the  porch?  Assuming  Paul  (he  said 

‘Paul’  as  if  it  were  an  ingredient,  like  ‘ginger’  for 

cookies) sits alone on the couch at some point during 

Christmas Eve..." 

 

I  had  laid  out  the  sketches  I  had  made  on  the  floor 

and  even  transferred  my  photos  from  my  phone  to 

his,  so  he  could  see  what  Paul’s  summer  house 

looked like, especially the living room. But I had care-

fully put the Tahiti tickets back at home, in the book-

shelf, behind Dick Harrison’s *The Black Death*, and 

erased  their  existence  from  the  plan.  For  now,  at 

least.  If  the  tickets  weren’t  needed,  they  weren’t 

needed!  Who  knew  what  was  going  on  in  Stig’s 

head? I didn’t, and he was too preoccupied with the 

state of things to ponder what was really happening 

in his own relationship with the reality principle. 

 

Our  gazes  only  briefly  met.  We  had  completely 

stopped looking at each other. We looked where we 

pointed,  and  when  we  spoke,  our  eyes  flew  across 

the room. Instead of looks, we would place a hand on 

the  other’s  shoulder,  or  on  the  back  of  the  other’s 

hand, or perceive the other’s movement in the room 

through  the  skin  at  a  distance,  through  as-yet  uni-

dentified optical cells. 

 

This is how  we handled the peculiarity of a decision 

having been made. 

 

The  idea  that  the  decision  would  be  annulled  by 

someone  saying,  "Nah,  let’s  just  forget  about  it.  It’s 

too  stupid,"  or  something  like  that,  was  not  on  the 

cards. 

 

For Stig, it was probably like this, but this is more of a 

guess based on all my knowledge of him: during the 

time  from  ‘No’  to  ‘Yes’,  he  considered  that  every-

thing  has  its  price.  You  can  go  through  life  without 

risking a penny, not even a trouser button, but then 

the  result  is  guaranteed  to  be  accordingly.  If  you 

don’t want to take any hits, you shouldn’t become a 

boxer. But if, on the other hand, you want to become 

a Champion, you MUST take hits. The first choice you 

make  in  life  must  be  whether  you  dare  to  make  a 

choice at all, if life is to cost ANYTHING. That’s prob-

ably  how  Stig  thought,  long  and  hard.  He  was,  after 

all,  the  same  age  as me,  and  I  was  the  same  age  as 

him,  and  we  had  both  apparently,  at  just  40  years 

old,  almost  simultaneously,  like  two  time  bombs, 

come  to  the  conclusion  that  life  must  cost.  Cost 

WHAT IT WANTS! 

 

So,  if  you’re  going  to  bet,  you  must  also  become 

something of a fatalist. You can’t bet without having 

something to lose. You also can’t bet without hoping. 

And hoping is believing. And believing is believing in 

FATE. Another word for believing in fate is becoming 

a fatalist. Very few betting players involve God in the 

whole  thing.  You  might  believe  in  God,  but  it  feels 

completely crazy to involve him in a game of chance. 

He might exist as a helper or support, unsolicited. But 

in  the  actual  gamble,  and  in  probability,  you  don’t 

want to involve him. The reason is probably that you 

want  to  save  God  for  the  real  emergency,  when 

you’ve  lost,  IF you lose  the  gamble. So that you still 

have  God  to  rely  on  when  the  ship  sinks  and  you 

wonder if you’ll ever take a breath again. That’s more 

WHEN,  in  the  moment  of  absolute  need,  that  you 

need God. Not at the game table, at the roulette, or 

when  you  have  your  perfectly  healthy  hand  around 

the pistol grip and pull the trigger. It would be inde-

cent  to  involve  God  then.  Then  it’s  fate  that  must 

prevail. 

 

"We  can  act  it  out  as  a  role  play  here  in  the  room, 

sure," I said empathetically. 

 

After a bit of measuring and maneuvering with furni-

ture,  we  acted  out  the  scene,  and  Stig  had  a  dish 

brush as a pistol prop. We didn’t laugh even once at 

the  dish  brush,  which,  in  itself,  was  proof  of  how 

strange  shifts  a  big  decision  can  create  in  people's 

minds. I hadn’t yet acquired a real gun for the actual 

attack, but I imagined it was a detail easily taken care 

of. 

 

I thought of talking to Karim, a brother of Ismail, the 

one with liver cancer, who owed me a favor because 

I carried a corner of Ismail’s coffin to the catafalque. 

 

After practicing the shot for a while, we moved on to 

other aspects. I had previously explained to Stig that I 

intended to get a driver but asked him not to inquire 

more  about  it  for  now.  It  was  Karim  I  had  in  mind, 

even for this part. It’s always important, in these sit-

uations, not to involve unnecessary people. 

 

When planning a coup, you must be methodical and 

aware  of  what  each  person  can  handle.  Having  a 

driver would be good from several angles, I thought. 

For one, Stig didn’t have a driver’s license. We need-

ed to get out to Portier’s Dream quickly, and we un-

doubtedly  needed  to  leave  the  scene  quickly  after 

the  decisive  shot  was  fired  on  Christmas  Eve.  Apart 

from  the  rapid  transportation  to  and  from,  it  would 

also be good to have someone as a lookout and liai-

son. Stig, being the hitman, could, by having a driver, 

exclusively  concentrate  on  reaching  the  porch,  posi-

tioning himself in the little blind spot inside the porch 

(which  he  might  crawl  to,  as  we  concluded  through 

intense  geometric  speculation),  and  then  fire  the 

shot as soon as Paul came into view. 

 

One shot would probably be enough. 

 

After completing the task, Stig would run back to the 

car,  which  could  be  parked  on  the  small  internal 

gravel road next to the presumably empty neighbor-

ing house, or if there was someone in the neighbor-

ing  house,  one  house  further  away.  Then  they’d 

speed  away  in  the  getaway  car,  leaving  Portier’s 

Dream within two minutes, long before the police ar-

rived.  Yes,  before  they  were  even  alerted.  But  of 

course, Els-Marie, despite the shock and all the glass 

shards  everywhere,  almost  immediately  after  Paul 

was shot in the head, and the entire glass front of the 

living room was gone,  would pick up her phone  and 

call 112. Call the police. 

 

So,  they  would  probably  arrive  with  blaring  sirens, 

two  or  three  cars,  after  about  20  minutes.  But  by 

then,  Karim  and  Stig  would  already  be  halfway  to 

Garden  Street.  I  believed  it  would  be  good  if  we  all 

gathered after the deed. 

Stig and Karim would—after changing cars and stop-

ping  the  new  car  outside  my  house  on  Trädgårds-

gatan—rush  up  the  stairs  and  into  my  apartment, 

with an extra key I had given Karim, and wait for me 

until I returned later on Christmas Eve from the cele-

bration with John’s family, bringing the two gifts I as-

sumed I’d receive. One from John and Åsa, and one 

from  little  Reine,  probably  something  he  had  made 

himself. 

 

I explained all this now and then asked Stig if he had 

any questions. 

 

Stig  didn’t  smile  at  the  part  about  little  Reine  but 

said: 

 

"What should I do with the gun afterward?" 

 

I hadn’t decided that yet, I said, but suggested maybe 

we could keep it and throw it in a river when we had 

more time. 

 

We  shouldn’t  complicate  things.  Besides,  we  had  a 

significant head start, I believed. 

 

"Yes,  but  you’ll  be  suspected  immediately,  just  as  I 

said," Stig replied. 

 

"Of course," I said. "That’s why I have such a water-

tight  alibi.  That’s  the  finesse  of  the  whole  plan.  I 

CAN’T HAVE DONE IT." 

"Sure,"  Stig  said,  "but  then  maybe  it’s  not  so  good 

that Karim and I sit in your apartment with the gun, 

just waiting for the police to come? They normally..." 

 

"No,  of  course.  But  you  don’t  think  we’d  STAY  on 

Trädgårdsgatan?  No,  we’d  immediately,  all  three  of 

us, go to your place!" 

 

"To  MY  place!"  Stig  almost  screamed,  now  looking 

me straight in the eyes for the first time that evening. 

 

"Sure. Els-Marie doesn’t know you at all, and no one 

knows I know you. No trace leads to you. You’re not 

on  the  suspects’  radar.  We  can  sit  there  and  play 

cards for days, if we stock up on spaghetti and other 

supplies," I said, trying to joke to ease the tension in 

Stig, so he wouldn’t become epileptic or something. 

 

"Okay," Stig said. 

 

A  longer  pause  ensued.  In  Stig’s  house,  it  was  quiet 

as the grave. 

 

"What is it?" I asked. 

 

"Okay," 

 

"You don't need to sigh like that, do you?" I asked. 

"But what if there's a snowstorm on Christmas Eve?" he 

said. 

I looked at him. That was a thought, of course. I hadn't at all 

counted on that, actually, that there could actually be a 

snowstorm. 

He wasn't dumb, Stig. 

"We need to think about this a bit.", I said, and then quickly 

wondered if we couldn't put on that CD with Prokofiev. 

Then my friend found it and put it on. But the light in his 

eyes seemed to be gone forever. I pondered, as the music 

started playing, what I had caused. 

Of course, I could cancel everything, and I could drive a taxi 

for the rest of my life. Some people never become more, or 

less, than taxi drivers, I thought to myself, while stretching 

out on the floor in the million-program apartment, with my 

little blue jacket as a head pillow. 

At five in the afternoon, we decided to go out and eat a 

pizza. 

There was still tension between us, and I wondered if I 

should go home and pick up the tickets to Tahiti for Stig. I 

hadn't even mentioned them yet. 

I glanced furtively at him on the way to Pizzeria Galligani, 

Kopparträsk's pride, located at Kopparträsk square. Stig seemed calm. It had been a long time since I saw him so 

calm. Maybe he was now more like the guy I knew in high 

school than he had been just a few days ago. He seemed 

completely healthy. Although, of course, not as happy as he 

had been then. 

Slightly desperate, I pondered a way to cheer us up, but 

couldn't come up with anything at all. Maybe it was just 

natural, an immediate function of the complexity of the 

situation and the high degree of risk in perspective, I 

thought, and sighed. Once I noticed that I was sighing too, I 

cursed the sighing, and the bitter fact that sighs are conta-

gious. And once you've started sighing, you continue. And 

living while sighing is not great. 

Sighs are made when one is unhappy. There are few com-

pletely immaterial states that spread so effectively. But 

sighs do that. Some people claim that psychoses are conta-

gious, but that is a subject I have not delved into. 

I stopped in the middle of Kopparträsk square, by a bench 

and grabbed Stig's shoulder. 

"Okay," I said, "we DON'T need to do this. Should we just 

forget about it?" 

Stig didn't reply. He gently pulled away - in a way only re-

signed people do, similar to how one loosens oneself from 

adhesive that has accidentally stuck to them. He then con-

tinued towards the pizzeria, while I stood still on the side-

walk, with a strange taste in my mouth. 

I couldn't bring myself to follow him. When he reached the 

corner of the square, and rounded it, on his way to the piz-

zeria, I was still standing there, stubbornly angry at every-

thing. Then I walked alone - without looking back - to the 

entrance to the tram tunnel to go home from Kopparträsk. 

------------------------------------- 

Never has a journey been more miserable than this tram 

ride. 

Wasn't everything supposed to be over...? 

I stared out of the tram windows, which were so solidly 

made, in such a solid tram, in such a solid civilization, which 

was so solidly moving towards...  

I interrupted my thoughts about the tram windows. 

Two beautiful girls on the other side of the aisle in the tram, 

who were sitting and chatting, didn't distract me either. But 

I still - as if through a rescue mission from an invisible angel - glanced at them. 

One of them, who had a slightly strange, or rather peculiar, 

mouth, smiled with that little mouth at me. 

And I was comforted by this, thinking that everything might 

work out, through some unknown force. 

Miracles, as you have already understood, I do not believe 

in, but there are other things. 

 

### Chapter Eleven 

 

When I got home to Trädgårdsgatan, the first thing I 

did was  go to the  bookshelf and pull out  Dick  Harri-

son's *The Black Death* to fish out the two tickets in 

their  white  envelope.  I  then  put  these  in  my  inner 

pocket next to my iPhone and went out to the kitch-

en, opening the fridge. There stood a Bell’s whisky, a 

small  bottle.  I  took  a  swig,  then  screwed  the  high, 

red-threaded  cap  back  on  and  slammed  the  bottle 

back into the fridge. 

 

After looking at myself in the mirror, I picked up the 

phone and called for a taxi. 

To the operator, I barked, encouraged by the whisky: 

"Plan B.!" 

 

"What?" said the operator. 

 

"Yes,  a  taxi  to  Trädgårdsgatan  No.  eleven. 

Baldersson. Or Nilsson." 

 

"Or  Nilsson-Baldersson,  Trädgårdsgatan  11.?"  said 

another voice in broken Swedish. 

 

"Exactly. Thank you," I said. 

 

"Three minutes," said the voice, which sounded as if 

it  were  connected  through  about  two  hundred 

switchboards. 

 

"Excellent," I said. 

 

Then I left my little home, glanced at the clock, which 

now  read  11:30  PM,  and  bounced  down  the  stairs 

with the courage that only whisky provides. 

 

--- 

 

Once back in Kopparträsk, I headed for Stig's building 

after  paying  the  driver,  an  Armenian  man,  a  few 

hundred,  and  snapped  my  jaws  with  determination. 

The  teenage  gangster  kids  were  still  in  the  stairwell 

despite  the  late  hour,  and  I  hurried  past  them  to 

Stig's door. I had tickets as expensive as their fathers' 

watches and wanted to keep the tickets for Stig. 

He opened the door, his eyes half-closed but not ex-

actly sleepy, and wondered what I was doing in Kop-

parträsk in the middle of the night. I pushed my way 

in. 

 

Stig had changed into the blue pinstripe suit and had 

set up his old Underwood typewriter on the floor in 

the  living  room,  where  he  was  writing  a  story  or 

something.  The  half-eaten  pizza  lay  beside  him,  and 

the parrot was out of its cage with its own plate next 

to  the  sofa,  where  the  scruffy,  ill-smelling  bird  was 

pecking at a pointed piece of Pizza Bolsonaro. 

 

Chivalrously,  I  now  presented  the  tickets,  which  I 

quickly  pulled  from  my  inner  pocket,  to  my  friend, 

who, while half-sitting by the  typewriter again, tried 

to understand what the tickets were for. After a mo-

ment,  his  face  lit  up,  he  stood  up,  laughed  a  little, 

and  then  looked  at  me  with  a  gaze  that  expressed 

more pity than joy. 

 

"My God! Tahiti?" 

 

Then followed a series of strange maneuvers. Stig got 

up,  walked  around  the  room,  took  a  glass  of  water, 

went out  onto the balcony, came  up to me  and laid 

his  hand  on  my  shoulder,  smiled,  fiddled  with  his 

medications—which  were  numerous  and  crowded 

under a stick chair by the door to the little kitchen in 

the apartment, where the wall showed a crack and a 

gap, and a damp spot covered a two-decimeter area 

next  to an electrical outlet. After pocketing the  tick-

ets  in  his  jacket’s  inner  pocket,  Stig  patted  the  out-

side of the jacket, where the tickets were, producing 

a  funny  compact  sound,  like  when  you  clap  a  stone 

wall, and then said: 

 

"Yeah, I haven’t backed out! You didn’t have to bribe 

me, you know. I know what I’m doing." 

 

This  was,  of  course,  arrogant  on  Stig’s  part.  And  a 

blatant lie. I didn’t think he COULD lie! 

 

I sat down sulkily on the sofa, as far from the parrot 

as  I  could,  and  now  fished  out  a  cigarette.  I  had 

brought my Marlboros from home. 

 

"Can  I  smoke?"  I  asked,  half  to  Stig  and  half  to  the 

parrot. 

 

"Sure. He’s used to it," Stig said, having quit smoking 

himself. 

 

"Great," I said, lighting the cigarette. 

 

While we stayed silent for a while, I pondered how I 

could  regain  control  after  this  fatal  maneuver.  Stig 

was  obviously  bluffing.  It  was  apparent  he  had 

backed  out  when  I  had  slowed  my  steps,  so  to 

speak...  I  couldn’t  think  of  anything  else.  But  now  it 

was  about  finding  something  new.  We  had  to  look 

forward. 

 

Then Stig said: "Shouldn’t you call Karim now?" 

 

I coughed and  glared at him under my eyebrows. 

 

###CHAPTER TWELVE 

Karim answered immediately when I called. Incredibly 

sleepy and hoarse, his voice could be heard scratching 

through the receiver: 

"What the hell is it?" 

I took a puff of my cigarette and said: 

"It's me." And as I listened to Karim's mumbling, and heard 

him light a lamp or something, I added: "I am carrying a 

corner of Ismail's coffin." 

"Ah, hello, brother! Always a pleasure," he replied. 

I then asked if he could do me a favor. He said yes, but asked if it could wait until tomorrow. I also said yes, and he would call 

the next day at 10 o'clock. 

Stig had listened to the brief conversation and then went out 

to the balcony. I followed a little while later, and we stood 

looking out over a half-suburban square, and a piece of forest 

that lay just around the corner of the opposite high-rise build-

ing. It was pitch black night, and only a number of streetlights 

on tall, narrow poles with black metal caps illuminated the 

area. 

High up in the winter sky, there was a pale moon, almost full. 

Not a single person was on the square. The little ones had 

finally gone to bed. No animals were visible either. Pigeons 

and seagulls seemed to have disappeared. The building 

itself, where we were standing, seemed unreasonably high, 

despite being only on the third floor. It was as if the building 

was a monolith in the middle of existence, swaying while 

waiting for the answers to the eternal questions. These 

questions were also asked by those who lived in this build-

ing, which probably had eleven or twelve floors. These 

questions are asked by everyone. Not every minute. But at 

certain times. 

So the night was cold, but Stig did not feel cold. It is said 

that psychotic individuals do not feel cold. I do not know. I 

felt the cold anyway, and wrapped my jacket around me. 

"Do you want a cigarette?" I asked. 

Stig shook his head again. His black hair was tousled beauti-

fully against his forehead. 

"So kind of you with those tickets," Stig said, "but I'm not 

sure if I dare to go." 

"Oh, you have to go to Tahiti!" I said. "You love Gauguin, 

don't you!" 

Stig's idol when it came to painting was Paul Gauguin, who 

had probably died on that island, or something like that. 

"Yeah, but I'm afraid of flying." 

"I see," I said, and now it was getting really cold. 

We went into the apartment, at my urging, and both of us 

sat down. Stig started sorting through my papers, notes, 

and pictures on the balcony. 

"What should I wear then? Black clothes, you said?" 

"Yeah," I said. "You should go shopping in different stores 

for an anonymous black shirt, a pair of black sweatpants, 

and a pair of white Nike shoes." 

Stig nodded. 

It was nice, so nice, that everything was back to normal, I 

thought, and then I suggested that we should sleep. 

After Stig managed to get the cat back into the cage, I laid 

down on the couch, and Stig went to bed. We turned off the 

lights, I wrapped myself in a small blanket that was there, 

and after a while we all fell asleep. 

There was nothing left of the pizza except for a few crumbs 

in the box next to the Underwood typewriter, which stood 

illuminated on the chevron-patterned parquet floor and 

stared with its two round spools at the radiator, which hung 

a bit loosely under the window next to the balcony door, 

which was now locked. 

 




CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

The next day we were up around nine o'clock. Stig went 

to buy some cheese and bread and coffee, while I went for a walk with the vacuum cleaner in the living room 

and tried to clean up the mess and get everything in 

order. As you know, I can't think straight if it's messy 

around me. 

We didn't talk much but both of us were waiting for 

Karim to call. 

At ten o'clock, he did, and we decided to meet, without 

Karim yet having any idea what it was all about, at 

twelve o'clock, here at Stig's place. I had explained to 

Stig how great it would be if our headquarters were 

right here, in the messy and anonymous suburb. In 

Kopparträsk. Here it was also completely untraceable 

for the police, in case they were interested in anything. 

So many crimes were being planned here, that our little 

crime would disappear in the big mass. In Kopparträsk, 

all of us criminals were like sardines, seeking shelter in 

simply the big mass. It was the sheer untraceability in 

such a large mass of prey that made one practically 

safe, both as a sardine, and for example a buffalo, like a 

criminal out here. The hunter, the predator, facing an 

untraceable herd, becomes paralyzed. 

On Trädgårdgatan, we absolutely couldn't be in any 

way, I also said. Stig often didn't comment on my ex-

planations. Not now either. 

Karim was a short, black music, balding type with a 

friendly and serious demeanor. He settled down on a 

stool, which we had brought in from the kitchen, and 

curiously asked us to explain the situation. 

After being told everything, from Paul's deceptive be-

havior, and about Els-Marie (my version) about how it 

would be good for me if Paul disappeared. I told him 

about the whole plan, with Stig as the shooter and Ka-

rim as the driver and supplier. Karim immediately re-

plied: 

"I understand. It sounds like an easy task. And I would 

gladly help you. Gladly. But of course, not without 

payment..." 

I was well prepared, of course, for this objection. There-

fore, I had already taken out a payday loan of ten thou-

sand louisidores days before, which I now, in hundred-

dollar bills, had rolled up with rubber bands in my 

pocket. I pulled out the small sausage-like bundle and threw it in a wide arc to Karim, who, like a handball 

player, caught the bundle in a back-and-forth motion, 

turning his wrist upwards. He now looked at the bun-

dle, weighed it in his hand, and said: 

"Ten thousand? That's not enough!" 

 

The conversation stopped here. Stig didn't say any-

thing, but for the first time in a while, looked nervous. I 

stared down at the floor. 

Karim handed the bundle of bills back to me and said: 

"It's still a big risk. And we're talking about a bang-

bang." 

I caught the bills, squeezed the roll, thinking. 

"How much then?" I asked tonelessly. 

"A hundred thousand," he said, more expressively. 

"A hundred thousand?!" I almost shouted. "For a driv-

er's job?? For a measly little driver's job??" 

I thought that any kid on the stairs would do it all for a 

fifty, or at least for a five hundred. 

Karim shook his head, stroked his little shiny bald spot, 

and after a while he left, after politely shaking both our hands and wishing us good luck. That's how he was. 

Karim. 

When the door closed behind Karim and we heard his 

quick steps down the stairs, among women in head-

scarves running with their laundry baskets up and 

down, Stig said: 

"We need a different plan." 

"Yes, but how?" I said. 

"I may not have a driver's license, but I'm great at riding 

an electric scooter. We can buy an e-scooter for five 

thousand and then we won't depend on connections. I 

can easily ride that electric bike back and forth to the 

Porter's dream on Christmas Eve. If it's above freezing 

and there's no snow." 

I stared at Stig. 

Electric scooter? 

I pondered. It sounded stupid. Everything could go 

wrong. And how could he focus so much, so that he 

could ride an electric scooter after shooting someone 

in the face through a glass window? It sounded too 

good to be true! But of course, on the other hand. He had his pills. Over the years, Stig had shown an enor-

mous ability to navigate through a multitude of situa-

tions with all these pills. He knew how he reacted to 

every possible combination of them. 

Surely he had a specific pill in mind, meant specifically 

for murder with a subsequent ride on an electric scoot-

er... 

"Do you think so?" I asked. 

"What's the alternative?" Stig wondered with a hint of 

superiority, mixed with irony. His logic was sometimes 

dazzling. 

 




CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

After the failed meeting with Karim, and after Stig pre-sented the plan with the e-scooters, we decided to 

separate for the day and meet again the next evening 

at 7 o'clock. I went home to Garden Street in my little 

quiet suburb. So calm and pleasant it was in Garden 

Street, compared to Copper Lake. Though of course. 

More boring than Garden Street doesn't exist! No one 

greeted anyone. 

I had barely come home and lay down on my bed when 

a text message came: 

I checked who it was from. It was from Els-Marie! 

"FUCK. Tired of Paul.", it said. 

That was all. And what did this mean now? I immedi-

ately called Els-Marie. It was now 1.30 p.m., and she 

was upset. 

"What do you mean? Did you break up? With him?", I 

wondered. 

"Mmm. Mnnä.", she said, dragging out the words. 

What is it now?, I thought and tried to organize my 

thoughts. 

"You see, I don't really like my ... boobs.", Els-Marie 

said. "They need to ..." 

"Well, what is this?", I interrupted. 

"You don't understand.", she said. 

"No, I don't. What if I sat and thought about my body 

parts?", I said grumpily. "And also: why are you calling? 

You know, he doesn't like it when you call your ex all 

the time!" 

Els-Marie laughed. 

"I don't care what men think. Think this and think that, 

think up and think down…." 

I realized that it was the aftermath of a former bomb-

shell that had passed the age of thirty-three, and with a 

slight intellectual handicap, expressed and reasoned. 

Yes, they reasoned like that. It was their REASONING. 

I am very fond of logical identities. Everything is as it is. 

Girls' reasoning is as girls' reasoning. 

"Sometimes I think that the only thing I care about is 

how I LOOK.", Els-Marie continued, "And especially how 

my boobs look. I can actually manage without having 

people close to me… and so on." 

"You're crazy.", I said. "If you don't want anything other 

than to complain that things aren't perfectly perpen-dicular to your body, then hang up!" 

"But Paul isn't so dumb after all. But he doesn't want to 

pay for boobs. No." 

Faced with this completely illogical reasoning, I almost 

broke down and told her to go to hell. 

She then ended the call, and I sat with my silent phone 

in my hand. The damn thing needed to be charged too. 

These were new times. Not like when you were a child. 

Back then, you didn't have to worry about charging 

phones, and very few girls were constantly undergoing 

surgery! 

 

###CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

Stig could very well have had lots of friends, despite his 

illness and the symptoms associated with it. His psy-

chosis was not very noticeable, and his quirks towards the obsessive, the paranoid, and the classic hysterical 

were not of a magnitude that would immediately repel 

people from Stig. Instead, he appeared nuanced and 

original in a very pleasant combination. Maybe if one 

overlooked the sharp attacks against all the world's 

psychopaths, which could actually come without warn-

ing, even in the middle of discussions about societal 

fields where the average person may have difficulty 

spotting a psychopath. Anyway, Stig hated such people, 

and even argued that in the future world it would be 

necessary to introduce passes, not unlike Covid19 

passes, which would indicate a controlled psychopathy-

free person for all public offices, etc. 

In any case, Stig actually almost always declined new 

acquaintances. To the extent that he only trusted the 

people he had formed friendships with BEFORE he fell 

victim to his FIRST PSYCHOTIC EPISODE. 

This is both common and uncommon, according to 

experts, but in Stig's case, it became as devastating as it 

did, and the concrete consequence was that I was the 

only person he tolerated, because I had been Stig's closest friend in high school, the year before Stig got 

sick. 

This may - I don't know - provide a small explanation 

for Stig's longing to keep me as a friend, even though I 

was not the most accessible, observant, or considerate 

friend one could have. But in Stig's world, I might have 

seemed to be a link to his true self. And there was no 

real way to argue against the standpoint and feeling 

that could lie behind such a perception. This perception 

was probably more of a feeling, even in itself. 

In addition to Stig's obsession with psychopaths, he 

returned with a fool's stubbornness, with another 

equally strong and original standpoint, which had more 

to do with psychotic conditions and the situation of 

people affected by such conditions. Stig had, for sever-

al years, been in contact at Gothenburg's central station 

with various originals of the old school, some pale sur-

vivors who had been around during the era when the 

old, large mental hospitals still existed. 

The stories that Stig heard the old men deliver, when 

they sat with a hot dog and a Zingo in hand on a bench at the Central Station, were like music to Stig's ears. He 

had never believed that the mentally ill, the insane, and 

the confused - a group he considered himself a part of 

- once had a sanctuary that so closely resembled a 

earthly paradise, as all these great mental asylums in 

the old men's stories turned out to have been. In for-

mer times, whoever showed up at the emergency in-

take at these rural castles was taken care of, and even 

people who were too affected to walk on their own 

were dragged in. Once inside the waiting room, one 

was able to sit down and rest for a while, and then 

within an hour one was guided to one of the many 

emergency psychiatrists who worked around the clock 

to look after the unfortunate individuals that the city 

managed to produce a certain number of, relatively 

constantly. One was almost always admitted, and after 

being asked to empty their pockets of money and pills, 

one was given their own bed in a room for six or eight 

people, and there one was warmly received by those 

who were kind enough to speak. The camaraderie and 

security were of a special kind, which the old men could only describe as akin to an ETERNAL ADVENT. There 

was plenty of food, and round the clock one was 

watched over by hordes of nurses who ran around 

smiling and checking up on one, dressed as they were 

in neat gray-blue uniforms with collars here and there, 

and warm and generous hands. Some nurses even had 

private clothes. Some even had short skirts, it was said. 

Doctors in large swarms wandered around and not only 

wondered how one was feeling, but also how one was 

doing! The medication was indeed a bit peculiar and 

consisted mostly of an endless, but varied, trial of lots 

of new, strange drugs, which often had side effects so 

that one could neither talk nor stand. It was likely that 

there was big business involved with these medications. 

But it was something one had to accept. All this medi-

cation gradually phased out. The reason for that was 

that the doctors empathized with the patients. And it 

invariably turned out, said the old men, that after a few 

years, all patients had ended up on a type of medica-

tion that they tolerated, where they could talk again 

and walk in the park and participate in all the hundreds of activities available in the area, which included movie 

screenings, dancing, handicrafts, painting, carpentry, 

drama groups, reading groups, Italian, Spanish, and 

gymnastics. Some went for years without any medica-

tion at all. They just WERE out there. The hospitals were 

always separate, out in the wilderness. 

Nowadays, the old men used to conclude with: "If you 

go to the psychiatric clinic now, you will leave with ten 

sleeping pills, and then you have to call Blickpunkten or 

whatever it's called, and then you will get an appoint-

ment in a month. Then you will get a depot shot, which 

will make you stupid, hungry, and fat, with the occa-

sional visit from a contact person from a team once a 

week. It's all over with dinners, croquis drawings, group 

singing, troubadours, care and creases in trousers. Now 

you are just fatally alone, poorly seen even at Willys, 

and a prisoner in a one-room apartment in a slum ar-

ea."  

 

This was what Stig took to heart, like a sponge. He had 

never before had more than a faint idea that there were these large rural estates, unlike Gripsholm and Mår-

backa and Solliden, where the unlucky were once wel-

comed. It was never talked about, said Stig. They have 

kept it under wraps! It must have cost too much, the 

hospitals, said Stig. His grief over this was enormous, 

that not only HE was left out of society, but that all 

these unfortunate brothers and sisters all over the 

country were. Now almost all of these old men, these 

witnesses from the past, were soon gone, dead from... 

loneliness. But those who remained said that their last 

moment on earth would be characterized by memories 

of the golden moments, from the good years at Lillha-

gen, Beckomberga, St. Lars, and all the other paradises 

for the world's different, where the odd ones were 

treated with love and dignity, and as decent people by 

decent people.  

 

So it stung and ached in Stig's chest over this. But of 

course, there was nothing he could do about it. Just 

talk to the parrot about it and go out on the balcony 

now and then and sigh about it. He was not the type to hate society. But he was bitter about it.  

 

And Stig didn't care about anyone. Except perhaps me 

then. The only one who showed interest, and who was - 

within reasonable limits - reliable, that was me for him. 

 

###CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

The meetings we had in the last weeks of November 

and the beginning of December were characterized by 

intense preparations. After a trip to Öronbergen (read: 

Rannebergen), I was the proud owner of a gleaming 

Luger pistol, including a holster, and three boxes of 

ammo. 

Furthermore, we had managed to find a cheap electric 

scooter, which Stig practiced with every day in various 

places around Kopparträsk. He had bought clothes, 

shoes, and a cap, which were neatly piled next to the parrot cage. 

I studied high and low-pressure systems in different 

weather patterns, trying to calculate the likelihood of a 

white Christmas versus a dry one. Mostly, this was done 

with purely superstitious intentions. I was aware that 

the weather cannot be predicted so far in advance. 

Many meteorologists believed it would be a mild 

Christmas. For many years now, Christmas has been 

mild and gray. Stig and I hoped for the same this year. 

Occasionally, Stig would also bring out his tickets. 

"Do you really need them?" I asked openly, "you who 

are afraid of flying and don't like being around many 

strangers." 

"Of course I dare to fly when necessary," Stig replied 

with a hint of a smile. "Besides, I don't think Tahiti has 

an extradition agreement with Sweden..." 

He was actually smiling now. His teeth were in a terrible 

state, brown and half missing. 

"Well, I should never have bought them," I teased. It 

stung. It would take time to pay back the expensive 

debt. But Stig sarcastically pretended not to notice. 

The bond between us had once again become tight, 

and we could look each other in the eye without hesita-

tion. For some strange reason, after all the trouble we 

had been through, the removal of Paul, the murder of 

Paul, now seemed more like a formality, a nuisance that 

had to be dealt with. 

 

###CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Every now and then Els-Marie called. It turned out 

things were happening on her end too. 

This time she was in bed with a headache. 

"Paul doesn't want to pay," she complained. 

"Well, you have to understand him...", I tried, although I 

was actually laughing at all of this nonsense with her 

fixation on breasts! 

"Yeah, he says he can't afford it. I went to a doctor 

Schultz, a very fancy plastic surgeon, and he said it 

could cost around 50 grand. But Paul said he was hav-

ing trouble with some business deals, and that I should 

settle for a small dog. So now I have a small dog here," 

she concluded. 

"What do you mean... for a dog?" I asked, while my 

brain started working overtime again with some of the 

other tasks she had given me. 

"A Papillon. Her name is Daisy." 

"So she's in bed now?", I asked politely. 

"Yes." 

There was silence. 

"Is his business going bad? How so?", I asked lightly. 

"Yes." 

I heard her shift a little in bed. It creaked. 

"Oh, I see.", I said, holding my breath. 

"Yes, he says those Speed-pack or whatever they're 

called, say that they miss ... YOU." 

"ME?" 

"Yes, Paul is angry. They wonder where you went. Be-

cause they thought you could make plans so well, and 

point out development opportunities. Paul says he 

knows you were better. He can't make plans, he says. 

So he knows that. But he says they can make their own 

plans. He's not a consultant. He delivers web services, 

servers, AND SCRIPT. He says. Nothing else." 

I was all ears now. 

"So he's having trouble getting the contract? It was 

already in a small box last summer." 

"He's not getting it. And that's why it's just a dog." 

As I smiled now, I heard Els-Marie cuddling with Daisy 

and calling her Little Heart and Mommy's Gold. 

"Tough.", I said. "Yes, there's nothing I can do about it. 

Everyone runs their own businesses, as they want..... As 

they want." 

"Why do you always sound so strange!! I don't want to 

talk to you. Doctor Schultz was so nice!! If only you 

were like him! He said I looked like Julia Roberts. Even 

though I was shorter, and not as bony as she, he said!" 

"Well you're not at all like Julia Rob…" 

"QUIET! He SAID it!" 

"Okay then. In the dark maybe." 

Els-Marie hung up on me. I smiled. 

How should one see this? That Paul, the jerk, be grilled 

before he goes into the oven? Exactly. Evil deserves to 

be repaid! I bounced around the apartment on 

Trädgårdsgatan, repeating the magical words: 

"They thought you could make plans so well, and point 

out development opportunities!" 

Now the Bell's Whisky came out again. Not the same 

bottle, but a new one that I had acquired, as the old 

one had been emptied. I had some CDs at home and 

put on Dolly Parton. Parton is a guilty pleasure for me. I 

usually only listen to Vivaldi. She sang her songs for me 

now for half an hour, while I enjoyed the whiskey, sunk 

in my favorite armchair: 

"Here You Come Again!" 

 

###CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

Stig wanted one day for us to go and see our old school in Gothenburg. 

"Fun to see how everything looks today. Places we used 

to be. The little café and everything." 

I granted this wish, even though I suspected that the 

school had probably turned into something else, some 

kind of community center, or maybe even housing. A 

fancy condominium maybe. I felt sorry for Stig. Now he 

might be worrying that something would go wrong. 

But I couldn't see any other plan. If there had been a 

better plan, I would have suggested it! 

As we were on our way, Els-Marie called, once again, 

and vented. I said I was busy, because we were on the 

tram to Pistagelund (read: Majorna), where the school 

used to be. 

"Well, anyway, I'm going out with Doctor Schultz now, 

because HE is at least INTERESTED." 

"What? But what about Paul?" 

"Paul says that you have to share everything physical 

between each other in this world. He is very open-

minded!" 

"Open-minded? Paul?" 

"Well, he can't AFFORD it.----. Anyway, goodbye, what-

ever you're going to do now! Tonight, I'm going to the 

movies with Walter anyway…." 

She hung up, and I glanced at Stig, who I knew hated 

to get involved in my women's affairs. Yes, he didn't 

want to hear about them! Otherwise, he was one of the 

few people I know who are actually interested in every-

thing, even sports. Although not ice hockey. 

"We're almost there now," Stig said, as we were deep in 

a steep hill, where the Italian tram stopped, among 

houses, half of which were old governor houses from 

the 1800s, while others were modern, and mostly re-

sembling annexes to nuclear power plants. 

The visit to the quartets of memories turned out, just as 

I suspected, to be a disappointment. But first and fore-

most, I was disappointed in Stig, who of course tried to 

use this visit to make me sentimental and abandon the 

whole project against the rotten Paul. I didn't believe 

Stig was capable of such manipulative maneuvers. 

Therefore, I decided to only think about something else 

when we visited the school grounds. It turned out to still be a school, but adult education. 

None of the grand formal building, with its columns 

and strictness, and the large halls, yes, everything, that 

had made the school look like a precursor to a mental 

hospital, a sort of broad gateway to a mental hospital, 

was no longer there. In the wake of equalization, there 

was now only some kind of equality congregation, and 

I just felt sick, and asked Stig if we could go back to 

Kopparträsk, where at least there was an air of authen-

ticity and truth. In Kopparträsk, things were as they 

were. Remember my love for that which is identical to 

itself? Here at this old relic from the feudal society, 

which had become an indoctrination institution in the 

postmodern and cultural Marxist era, one could not 

stay. 

Now I am mocking a little to myself. I do not hold these 

clichés in my heart and brain, with which a Sweden 

Democrat of lower rank navigates on Flashback. For 

me, modernity offers various insanely exciting possibili-

ties, which the right has forgotten. A common mistake 

of the far right, in my opinion, is blaming all the disad-vantages brought about by the introduction of the 

Internet on Marxists and followers of the Frankfurt 

School. You can hear how absurd it is. So I consider 

myself a relatively open-minded man. I also often af-

firm even adult education, as well as renovations of old 

schools. Just wanted to get that out there. 

 

However, it was more about protecting myself from 

Stig's attempts to make me remember old times of 

stealing apples, in order to succumb to dreaming and 

lethargy, instead of revolutionary action, such as re-

moving the psychopaths from their unjust power posi-

tions!! 

 

On the tram to Kopparträsk, where Stig would once 

again treat us to pizza that evening, both Stig and I 

were half asleep. We were close to accidentally passing 

Kopparträsk, and woke up disoriented when some 

gangsters kindly helped us off at the station, under-

ground, with escalators up. 

The boys wanted - as always - our phones. I thought 

phone theft was outdated, and explained that Stig's 

and my phones were not worth spending 6 months at a 

youth institution for. I asked them if they knew where 

to buy cheap stolen cars. 

"I have money. Not here. But at the bank," I said. 

 

The guys started discussing, and they promised to get 

back to us. They were easily fooled. 

 

Back at Stig's place, we ate pizza, drank beer, and 

watched TV. Stig got sleepy, and I wondered how 

things were going for Els-Marie, with Walter. 

 

In some way, I currently understood both Stig's and Els-

Marie's dilemmas only halfway. It may seem unreason-

able. Either you understand something, or you misun-

derstand, or understand absolutely nothing? But it's 

not that simple. Because the relationship between reali-

ty and language is so complicated, you can FORMU-

LATE things for yourself in such a way that you BELIEVE you understand. But you don't at all. That was probably 

the case with me. I both blame myself and do not 

blame myself. Because one has a certain responsibility 

for how one formulates things. Even for oneself. Or: 

especially for oneself. The greatest sins - some thinkers 

claim - are in fact those committed against oneself. 

 




CHAPTER NINETEEN 

Christmas was approaching rapidly. Advent rushed by. 

Lucia came and went without anyone remembering who was chosen. And soon it was the day before 

Christmas Eve. 

I had bought three Christmas gifts. One for each John, 

Åsa, and Reine. It would be nice to see them again, 

those kind souls! If only the circumstances had been 

different! Now, Christmas Eve was somewhat ruined. I 

would probably barely be able to eat, out of pure nerv-

ousness. 

I hadn't heard from Els-Marie in a good while. In the 

beginning of December, she had only texted that she 

wanted to be left alone. Then, the day before Lucia, she 

texted again, this time saying, "Now you can reach out. 

KISSES." Now, on the day before Christmas Eve, I had 

texted her and wished her Merry Christmas and asked 

simply, "Will it be Paul's cabin on Christmas Eve LOL?" 

The response came by snail mail: "Yeah but, cozy 

Christmas party sigh. LOL." 

I didn't understand what she meant, but I ignored it. 

The woman had been completely scatterbrained for 

quite some time. 

Stig and I went through carefully how everything would go down. 

We had planned it so that the bike ride would be 

shortened. Stig would only bike seven kilometers, not 

all the way from Garden Street to Gatekeeper's Dream. 

Then he would change clothes in a depot we set up in a 

barn. In the barn, the electric scooter would also be 

there, both before and after the action. 

Stig was now familiar with the pistol and holster. We 

decided that he would shoot a shot in the face of Paul, 

and then take off. Els-Marie would probably scream 

and react if she was in the same room, but that was 

part of the plan, for her to catch a glimpse of a fleeing 

figure. And a fleeing figure on an electric bike. With a 

robber's hood. Then suspicions would be directed to-

wards young people in the area, who were known to 

commit their crazy deeds while riding electric scooters. 

The bus - a local bus - stopped near the bike barn and 

passed by twice an hour, even on Christmas Eve. It was 

enough for us. For us, the task had been in progress for 

so long that it felt completely abstract. What awaited 

was my takeover of the company's operations. Obvi-ously, the current management was subpar. While it 

wasn't punishable by death to run a company poorly, I 

just mention it. 

The day before Christmas Eve, we were in Stig's apart-

ment going through everything again, for the hun-

dredth time. Stig was to dump the gun in a small 

stream along the road. He was to wear gloves, thin 

black leather gloves, the whole time. We hugged one 

last time in the evening. Then I went home to Garden 

Street and promised to call him at midnight on Christ-

mas Eve. He planned to leave at one o'clock and shoot 

Paul at Kalle Anka. At three o'clock. 

Even the weather turned out to be favorable. It was dry 

and would continue to be so. A little cloudy and five 

degrees Celsius throughout Christmas Eve! 

I showed him, as I had done a couple of times before, a 

quickly taken photo of Paul, which I had taken in the 

office when we were partners. His chubby face could be 

seen smiling, and the thin mustache was stretched out 

into a nearly decimeter-long streak. Stig calmed down 

with a simple: "No big deal. I'll take a pill, and it will be as easy as can be." 

Stig had no morals! That's what happens when you 

take psychotropic drugs, Rohypnol, and stuff like that. 

Since I knew that he still had a shred of conscience, 

AND COULD THEREFORE CHANGE, I now played - as 

proof of my gratitude for his loyalty so far - my abso-

lute last card. Nothing had been left to chance, even if 

it may have seemed so at times. 

From my left inner pocket, I now pulled out a white 

envelope, which I had carried next to my old iPhone. 

Stig commented, and I thought he was psychotically 

reliving the memory of when I gave him the Tahiti tick-

ets. 

"Do you want to see?" I asked, unable to hide the slight 

excitement in my voice over my genius. 

"Yes," said Stig and pushed forward his chin like a 

young boy. 

From the envelope, I took out two plane tickets. 

"What!" exclaimed Stig, reaching for the ticket to look 

at it. 

"Tahiti?" 

Stig was astonished: "Are you coming with me?" 

"Yep," I said, "of course I'm coming with you. We're in 

this together! Then let's also follow in Gauguin's foot-

steps together." 

Stig shook his head in disbelief. 

Now I knew that Paul's fate was sealed. 

We parted ways, and I took the train back home from 

the underground platform. On the train, I saw the teen-

age girls again whom I had flirted with on another 

evening. One of them, the darkest one, had a nicer 

dress that evening. One with a white and blue check-

ered pattern. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She 

didn't seem to have any issues with her chest firmness. 

Her breasts stuck out, as if pointing towards something. 




### CHAPTER TWENTY 

 

The  morning  of  the  big  day  dawned.  I  got  up  early, 

unnecessarily early, and cleaned. There was no need 

to clean, but I couldn’t stay still. Nothing could calm 

me, and I thought I should go for a run. But I couldn’t 

even settle for that. 

 

Finally,  I  sat  down  in  my  armchair  and  thought  I 

would behave like Stig when he was anxious. If I sat 

with  my  legs  apart,  and  was  leaning  forward,  and 

rocked my body from side to side like Stig, maybe it 

would ease. Then I immediately realized I was going 

mad  and  stopped  rocking.  Completely  insane,  I 

thought.  What  if  everything  failed  now?  It  could  go 

wrong in countless ways! There was actually no end 

to  how  many  ways  it  could  go  wrong.  Should  I  list 

them? 

I suddenly felt old. And alone. In fact, who did I have 

left if I lost Stig and Els-Marie? 

No one. 

Those two were the closest to me, and they were the 

ones I loved and had always loved. So why was I do-

ing this? What was the driving force? Was it Paul and 

the  company,  or  was  it  more  that  I  wanted  to  IM-

PRESS  them,  the  ones  I  loved?  Because  I  couldn’t 

quite  love,  I  did  what  I  could,  I  tried  to  make  them 

think I was a truly fantastic fixer. I wanted to fix eve-

rything for them. Wasn’t that it? 

I did this for THEIR SAKE. So that Els-Marie would get 

her longed-for breasts, and so that Stig could feel like 

a hero, and so he would feel he was paying back eve-

rything my friendship had given him. I sacrificed my-

self for them. I could have lived a quiet life and may-

be  shared  a  simple  meal  at  McDonald’s  with  them 

now  and  then.  But  I  wanted  more,  and  I  wanted  it 

real. 

We would all, Els-Marie, Stig, and I, live full lives, with 

my company as the base. With a contract with PREX-

Speed. Millions. And status. And three happy people 

in the middle of an exciting world!! 

 

It was now eleven o’clock on Christmas Eve. 

 

I  thought  about  whether  I  should  send  a  Merry 

Christmas  -  once  more,  just  to  get  a  sign  of  life,  so 

that I knew everything was okay. So that I could de-

duce  that  everything  was  as  I  planned.  That  they 

were really at the cabin. 

I just wrote: “Merry Christmas. Your X.” 

That was humorous and good. 

Immediately  came  the  reply:  “MERRY  CHRISTMAS. 

Even dragged along the ham. KISSSSSSSSSZZZ.” 

I  was  satisfied  with  that.  Everything  was  going  ac-

cording to plan. I peeked out the window and looked 

at the slightly gray sky. Typical dull weather. 

I wasn’t supposed to be at John’s until half past two, 

as they always watched Donald Duck, so I had to find 

something else to do until then to pass the time. For 

an hour or so. It was because I was supposed to be at 

John’s  so  early  -  for  Reine’s  sake  -  that  the  murder 

had  to  take  place  during  Donald  Duck.  I  spent  the 

hour watching an episode of A Place in the Sun. Then 

I dressed and took the tram to John’s residence. 

They greeted me with cheers. 

“Here comes the magician!” shouted Åsa, winking at 

both  me  and  Reine,  referring  to  my  tricks  with  the 

boy’s mobile phone. 

It  turned  out  everyone  was  gathered.  Åsa’s  sister, 

Tessan, as well as John’s father, Ernst, and Åsa, John, 

and Reine. 

At  Donald  Duck,  we  sat  and  watched  this  old  film.  I 

had  discreetly  turned  off  the  sound  on  my  mobile, 

both  for  calls  and  messages.  But  throughout  the 

Donald Duck hour, I had the phone in my hand. I in-

dicated with a slight wink to the family that it was my 

habit.  An  occupational  hazard  for  an  old  internet 

technician. Which for an insider would have seemed 

ridiculous. But there was no insider here, except me. 

At 3:32 p.m., I thought something was moving inside 

the phone, and sure enough, there was Stig’s SMS. 

###  CHAPTER  TWENTY-

ONE 

 

Stig had taken an almost empty bus to the barn along 

the route to Portier's Dream, and around two-thirty, 

he  changed  into  black  tights,  readying  the  balaclava 

under his chin. He wore a reversible cap on his head, 

now  using  the  beige  side.  He  strapped  the  weapon 

securely under his right upper arm. 

Then he started the electric scooter. It roared to life. 

He  set  off  into  the  countryside.  Few  cars  traveled 

here.  Almost  no  one  had  thought  of  celebrating 

Christmas in the cabin village. 

Except a few. 

 

The  weather  was  good  and  bright,  and  as  Stig  ap-

proached  Paul's  house,  he  stopped  the  scooter  and 

hid it in a thicket  as best he  could. Not a soul could 

be  seen  or  heard.  From  Paul's  house,  which  was  in 

sight, no signs of life could be detected, nothing yet. 

Now Stig turned the cap's topside to black and pulled 

up the balaclava. He carried the gun inside his black 

jacket. He disengaged the safety before reaching the 

fence,  where  the  gate swung  slightly  in  the  minimal 

breeze.  Being  so  close  to  the  sea,  there  was  almost 

always a slight breeze. 

 

Stig entered the  property, creeping across the lawn, 

which had been uprooted by wild boars, towards the 

porch.  The  large  panoramic  windows  of  Paul's  small 

villa were fully illuminated, and now Stig heard clear 

sounds.  Someone  was  laughing  loudly.  There  was  a 

clinking sound, and someone stomped on the floor. 

 

Stig crept, crouching, onto the porch. 

Then  he  rose  in  front  of  the  window  with  the  gun 

raised and looked into the room. There on the couch 

sat  a  man  in  a  blue  suit  with  a  large  Santa  face  on, 

kissing Els-Marie, who looked slightly distracted. 

He  took  a  deep  breath,  held  it,  and  lifted  the  gun, 

aiming  directly  at  Santa’s  face,  and  pulled the  trig-

ger. 

The window shattered with a massive crash, the 

Santa face flew off, blood splattered on the wall, 

and  the  victim  of  Stig’s  well-aimed  bullet  fell, 

bloodied face first, into Els-Marie’s lap. 

The  ensuing  scream  could  have  brought  down 

the Great Church in Stockholm. 

 

Quickly,  Stig  collected  himself  on the  porch  and 

rushed off with the gun in a firm grip. He found 

the electric scooter, and within a minute, he was 

out of the area and halfway to the barn, so fast 

was  the  scooter.  Just  before  the  barn,  he 

stopped  at  a  large  illuminated  billboard  and 

looked  around.  Not  a  soul.  But  soon  the  police 

would come. He took out his mobile phone and 

texted quickly. 

“Paul  taken  care  of.  Window  smashed.  Don’t 

think she even saw me. S.” 

Then  he  drove  on.  Only  when  he  was  changing 

into  his  regular  city  clothes  in  the  barn's  dark-

ness did he hear the police sirens. 

“Working on Christmas Eve,” he said aloud with 

a tone of sympathy. 

‘ 

 

### CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 

When  the  police  and  ambulance  arrived  at  Paul’s 

house, half a dozen neighbors, who turned out to be 

staying in the village for Christmas Eve, had gathered 

in and around Paul’s house. Paul himself was running 

around, shocked, while Els-Marie was being comfort-

ed by an unfamiliar neighbor lady dressed in gold la-

mé  for  the  occasion.  She  had  large  red  hair,  which 

she persistently buried in Els-Marie’s face. 

“Dear girl, dear girl, what happened? Who was it?” 

Els-Marie  sobbed  and  cried  and  coughed  from  the 

woman’s perfume. 

“Someone shot Walter. They’ve shot Walter!!” 

“Did anyone see anything?” Paul shouted, dressed in 

a black suit and orange shirt, straight into his garden, 

but  was  then  taken  care  of  by  a  police  officer,  who 

angrily  wanted  to  handle  the  investigation  himself. 

Another police officer  tried to shoo away the neigh-

bors, who had already destroyed potential footprints. 

The policeman then tried to put up a blue-and-white 

plastic tape around the property. 

The  ambulance  staff  were  busy  with  the  shot  man. 

He  was  stone  dead  and  had  almost  no  face  left. 

Blood covered the couch and Els-Marie’s new check-

ered  dress.  In  the  kitchen,  under  the  kitchen  table, 

next  to  the  garbage  bag,  little  Daisy  cowered,  trem-

bling with fear. The police now asked the couple to, 

along with the poor animal, step into a newly arrived 

police van for transport to Gothenburg police station 

for the necessary interrogation. 

 

--- 

 

At John’s home, the TV lit up the room with its little 

Disney cavalcade. I felt warm in the face after glanc-

ing at the text message, which I had carefully hidden 

from Reine, who was running around everywhere. 

Then  we  ate  and  drank,  played  games,  and  handed 

out Christmas presents. I received a striped tie from 

Åsa and John, and a small package of Bubble Water, 

which  you  could  use  to  blow  soap  bubbles,  from 

Reine. 

At  six  o’clock,  we  watched  the  news.  It  was  an-

nounced  that  the  Gothenburg-based  and  socially 

prominent  German  plastic  surgeon  Walter  Schultz, 

38,  had  been  executed  with  a  well-aimed  shot 

through  a  window  in  a  residential  area  outside  the 

same town. The next of kin had been notified. 

I  sat  as  if  paralyzed.  Everything  had  failed,  just  as  I 

had  feared!  Completely  wrong.  Absolutely  gro-

tesque! 

As wrong as it could be. 

I said I wasn’t feeling well and called for a taxi. Reine 

was sad that I left so abruptly. 

“What’s wrong, what’s wrong?” he shouted. He saw 

that something was up. 

“Hope it wasn’t the food….” Åsa called after me. 

Back home on Trädgårdsgatan, Stig called, having al-

so seen the news. 

“I am so sorry,” he  said. “I thought  everything went 

well.” 

“It’s no problem,” I said. “It was just bad luck.” 

“Yes,” Stig said, “especially for Walter.” 

Then it became silent. Neither of us said anything. 

“I don’t know if I want to go to Tahiti,” Stig said. 

I felt in my inner pocket for the tickets, which in my 

case  were  entirely  homemade,  created  on  a  copier 

from a file I had edited in Paint for Windows95 on an 

old laptop. But Stig’s tickets were genuine. 

“No, neither do I,” I said. 

 

--- 

 

A  few  weeks  after  Christmas,  I  finally  got  a  sign  of 

life, in the form of another SMS from Els-Marie. 

“Meet me tomorrow at 8:30 PM at Palace, in alcove 

two! E-M.” 

Once again, I didn’t understand her SMS. It sounded 

very  different.  But  the  next  day,  I  showed  up  at  the 

place, at Gothenburg’s perhaps most prestigious ho-

tel, dressed in my best suit,  with my beige  overcoat 

draped  over  it.  My  hair  was  freshly  cut,  and  I  had  a 

light touch of perfume on. 

Els-Marie  beamed.  She  was  dressed  in  an  evening 

gown, black where her décolletage was visible, which 

appeared  unusually  slender.  She  wore  small,  simple 

pearl earrings in her earlobes and no necklace. 

She treated me to a small supper in a secluded alcove 

and had chosen a grand wine, a Chablis. 

Once  again,  as  many  times  before,  I  fell  head  over 

heels for my former wife, and reached out my hand 

to place it over hers. 

“Look!” she said, inimitably crass as always, and sud-

denly  pulled  down  the  entire  top  of  her  dress.  Her 

breasts  stood  small  and  firm,  made  of  hard  rubber, 

sticking  straight  out  into  the  air,  almost  as  if  they 

were  pointing,  and  the  small  pink  nipples  on  them 

glowed in harmony with her smile. 

“Free!” she said. 

“Congratulations!” I said, and we toasted tenderly. 

 

Later, when we left the Palace,  the  full moon shone 

over Gothenburg, and we felt exactly like young lov-

ers again. 

 

FINIS. 
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