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“"Historical figures like Mao's third wife,

Vice President Truman, and Stalin appear, to great
comic effect. Other characters—maost notably Alben
Einstein's hapless half-brother—are cleverly spun into

the raucous yarn, and all help drive this gemtle
lampoon of procedurals and thrillers,”
— Prblishees Werkly, starred

“| The scenes] will just keep readers amused almost
non-stop, and that’s a feat few writers achieve.
A great cure for the blucs, especially for anyone
who might feel bad about growing older.”
—Kirkirs Reviews, starred

“Seandi-crime’s signature darkness is here dispelled by
Allan Karlsson, the eponymous centenarian,
who with unlikely sprightliness hops out of the
window ol his old people’s home one afiernoon. . . .
Like Allan, the plot is pleasingly nimbile and the book's
endearing charm offers a happy alternative to the
mare familar Mordic noir.”
—The Guarndian




“Completely crazy, an incredibly funny story.”
—Aftondablader, Sweden

“First-rate.”
—Der Spiegel. Germany

“[A] Swedish black novel that reads like a road trip

with Forrest Gump at the wheel.”
—NU, Netherlands

“Dynamite comedy.”
—Le Figaro, France

“A celebration of absurd humor.”
—Helsingin Samomat, Finland

“Overfllowing with humor™
= El Mundo, Spain

"Hilarious ... a publishing phenomenon.”
—Corriere della sera. ltaly
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No one was better ar captivaring an andience than Grandpa,
when he sat on his favorite benck telling stories, leaning on kis
watlking stick and chewing tobacco,

“But Grandpa . . . Is that really true?™ we grandchildren
would ask, wide-eyed.

“Those who only says what is the truth, theyre mot worth
listening to,” Grandpa replicd.

This book i5 dedicated fo him,

JOMAS JONASSON



THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN

Who Climbed Out the Window
and Disappeared



ONE

Monday, May 2, 2005

ou might think he could have made up his mind earlier, and

been man enough to inform his surroundings of his deci-

sion. But Allan Karlsson had never been given to ponder-
ing things too long.

S0 the idea had barely taken hold in the old man's head before
he opened the window of his room on the ground floor of the Old
Folks' Home in the town of Malmkiping, and stepped our—into
the flower bed.

This maneuver required a bit of effort. since Allan was 100
years old, on this very day in fact. There was less than an hour o

go before his birthday party would begin in the lounge of the Old



Z JONAS JONASSON

Falks" Home. The mayor would be there. And the local paper. And

all the other old people. And the entire s1aff, led by bad-tempered
Diirecror Alice.

It was only the Birthday Boy himself who didet intend o
turn up.



TWO

Monday, May 2, 2005

llan Karlsson hesitated as he stood there in the flower bed that

ran along one side of the OM Folks' Home. He was wear-

ing a brown jacket with brown trousers and on his feet
he had a pair of brown indoor slippers. He was not a fashion plare;
people rarely are at that age. He was on the run from his own
birthday party, another unusual thing for a 100-year-old, not least
because even being 100 is pretry rare.

Allan thought about whether he should make the effort 1o crawl
back in through the window 1o get his hat and shoes, but when he
felt his wallet in his inside pocket, he decided thar it would suffice.
pesides, Director Alice had repeatedly shown thar she had a sixth
sense (wherever he hid his vodka, she found it), and she might be
nosing around in there even now, suspicious thar something fishy

wis going on.
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Better to be on his way while he could, Allan thought, as he
stepped out of the flower bed on creaking knees. In his wallet, as far
as he could remember, he had a few notes saved—a good thing
since it probably wouldn't be free 1o go into hiding,

He turned to take one last look at the Old Folks' Home that—
until a few moments ago—he had thought would be his last resi-
dence on Earth, and then he told himself that he could die some
other time, in some other place.

The 100-year-old man set off in his pee-slippers (so called be-
cause men of an advanced age rarely pee farther than their shoes),
first through a park and then alongside an open ficld where a
market was occasionally held in the otherwise quiet provincial
town. After a few hundred yards, Allan went around the back of
the district’s medieval church and sat down on a bench nest 1o
some gravestones to rest his aching knees. The piety in the area was
not such that Allan worried about being disturbed. He noted an
ironic coincidence. He was born the same year as a Henning Algots-
son who lay beneath the stone just across from the bench. But there
was an important difference—Henning had given up the ghost
sixty-one years earlier. If Allan had been more curious he might
have wondered what Henning died of, at the age of thirty-nine. But
Allan did not get into other people’s business—if he could aveid it,
which he usually could.

Instead, he thought that he had probably been mistaken when
he'd sat in the Old Folks’ Home, feeling as if he might as well be
dead. However many aches and pains he suffered, it had to be much
more Interesting and instructive to be on the run from Director
Alice than to be lying rigid six feet under.

Upon which thought the Birthday Boy, despite his complain-
ing knees, got up and said good-bye to Henning Algotsson and
continued on his badly planned flight.

Allan curt across the churchyard to the south, until 2 sone wall
appeared in his path. It wasn't more than three feet high, but Allan
was a centenarian, not a high jumper. On the other side was Malm-
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kiiping’s bus station and the old man suddenly realized that his
rickety legs were taking him roward a building thar could be very
useful. Once, many years earlier. Allan had crossed the Himalayas.
That was no picnic. Allan thought shout that experience now, as he
stood before the last hurdle between himself and the station. He
considered the matter so intently that the stone wall in front of his
eyes seemed 10 shrink. And when it was ar its very lowest, Allan
crept over it, age and knees be damned.

Malmkdping is not what you'd call a bustling vown, and this
sunny weekday moming was no exception. Allan hadn’t met a liv-
ing soul since he had suddenly decided not 1o show up at his own
hundredth birthday party. The station waiting room was almost
empty when Allan shuffled in. Almost. On the right were two ticket
windows, one closed. Behind the other sat a lietle man with small,
round glasses, thin hair combed 1o one side, and a uniform vest.
The man gave him an irritated look as he raised his eyes from his
computer screen. Perhaps the current crowd was roo much for him,
because over in the cormer stood a young man of slight build, with
long, greasy blond hair, a scraggly beard, and a jean jacket with the
words Never Again on the back.

Perhaps the young man was illiterate since he was pulling at
the door 10 the handicapped restroom, as if the sign Out of Order
in black lettering against an orange-colored background had no
micaning.

After a moment, he did move to the door to the restroom next
to it, but there he faced a different problem. Evidently he didn't
want to be parted from his big. gray suitcase on wheels, but the rest.
room was simply too small for the two of them. It scemed to Allan
that the young man would either have to leave the suitcase outside
while he relieved himself, or allow the suitcase 1o accupy the rest-
room, while he himself remained outside.

But Allan had more pressing concerns. Making an effort wo life
his legs in the right sequence, he shuffled with small steps up to the
litthe man in the open ticket window and inquired as o the possibil-
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ity of public transport in same direction, any at all would do, within
the next few minutes, and if there was, what would it cose?

The litthe man looked tired. He had probably lost track of things
halfway through Allan’s inquiry, because after a few seconds. he
said:

“And where is it you want to go?”

Allan took a deep breath, and reminded the litthe man that he
had already stated that the actual destination, and for that matter
the means of transport, were of less importance than a) the time
of departure, and b) the cost.

The little man silently inspected his timetables and let Allan’s
words sink in.

“Bus number 202 departs for Stringndis in three minutes.

Would that work?”

Yes, Allan thought it would. The little man told him that the
bus depared from outside the terminal door and that it would be
most convenient to buy a ticket directly from the driver.

Allan wondered what the litle man did behind the window i1
he didn't sell tickets, but he didn’t say anything. The little man pos-
sibly wondered the same thing. Allan thanked him for his help and
tried to tip the hat he had in his haste not brought along,

The 100-year-old man sat down on one of the two empty
benches, alone with his thoughts. The wretched birthday party at
the home would start at three o'clock, and that was in twelve min-

utes. At any moment they would be banging on the door o Al-
lan's room, and then all hell would break loose. He smiled at the

thought.

Then, out of the corner of his eye, Allan saw that somebody was
approaching. It was the slightly built young man heading szraight
for Allan with his big suitcase trailing behind him on four small
wheels. Allan realized that he might not be able to avoid engaging
the long-haired youth in conversation. Perhaps that wasn't so bad.
He might gain insight into what today's young people thought
about this and thar.
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A conversation did take place, but without the depth of social
analysis Allan had anticipated. The young man came toa halta few
yards away. seemed 1o study the old man for 2 moment, and then
=aid:

“Hey."

Allan replied in a friendly 1one, saying that he wished him a
good afternoon. and then asked him if there was some way he could
be of service. It tumed out that there was. The young man wanted
Allan to keep an eve on the suitcase while the owner relicved him-
self. Or ax he expressed i

—I| need to take a dump.

Allan replied that, although he was old and decrepit, his eye-
sight was still in good repair and it did not sound like too arduous a
task to keep an eye on the young man's suitcase. He did recommend
that the young man relieve himsell with some urgency—withour,
of course, using the young man's own terminology—as Allan had a
bus to catch.

The young man did not hear the last bir. His urgemt need
drove him toward the toilet before Allan had finished speaking.

The 100-year-old man had never let himself be irritated by
people, even when there was a good reason to be, and he was not
annoyed by the uncouth manner of this youth. But he couldn’t
warm to him either, and that pruhnH}' played some part in what

happened next,
Bus number 202 rolled up ourside the entrance to the termi-

nal, just a few seconds after the young man had closed the wilet
door behind him. Allan looked at the bus and then at the sulicase,
then again at the bus and then again ar the suitcase.

It has wheels, he said to himself. And there’s a strap 1o pull it
by oo,

And then Allan surprised himself by making what—you have
to admit—was a decision that said “yes” to life.

The bus driver was conscientious and polite, He stepped down
and helped the very old man with the big suitcase 1o ger on the bus.
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Allan thanked him and pulled out his wallet from the inside
pocket of his jacket. The bus driver wondered if the gentleman
was possibly going all the way to Striingnis. But Allan thought it
best to be frugal and so he held ourt a fifty-crown note and asked:

—How far will this get me?

The driver said jovially that he was used to people who knew
where they wanted to go but not what it would cost, but this was
quite the opposite. Then he looked in his schedule and replied that
for forty-eight crowns you could travel on the bus to Byringe

Station.
Allan thought that sounded fine. The driver put the newly sto-

len suitcase in the baggage area behind his seat, while Allan sat
down in the first row on the righthand side. From there he could
see through the window of the station’s waiting room. The rest
room door was still closed when the bus rolled off. Allan hoped for
the young man's sake that he was having a pleasant time in there,
bearing in mind the disappointment that was awaiting him.

he bus to Strdngnds was not exactly crowded that afternoon. In the

back row there was a middle-aged woman, in the middle a
young mother who had struggled on board with her two children,
one of them in a baby carriage. and at the very front an extremely
old man.

This passenger was wondering why he had stolen a big gray
suitcase on four wheels. Was it because he could and because the
owner was a lout or because the suitcase might contain a pair of
shoes and even a hat? Or was it because the old man didn't have
anything to lose? Allan really couldn’t say why he did it. When life
has gone into overtime it's easy to take liberties, he thought, and
he made himself comfortable in the sear.

So far, Allan was satisfied with the way the day had developed.
Then he closed his eyes for his afternoon nap.
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At that same moment, Director Alice knocked on the door o
room 1 at the Old Folks' Home. She knocked again and again.

—Stop focling around, Allan. The mayor and everyone else
have already arrived. Do you hear me? You haven't been at the
bottle again, have you? Come out this minute, Allan! Allan?

At about the same time, the door opened 1o what was, for the
time being. the only functioning toilet in Malmkping Station. Out
stepped a young man who was doubly relieved. He ook a few steps
toward the middle of the waiting room, tightening his belt with one
hand and combing his hair with the fingers of the other hand. Then
he stopped, stared at the two empty benches, and looked left and
right. Upon which he exclaimed:

~What the damned hell . . .1

Then words failed him, before he found his voice again:

—You're a dead man, you old bastard. Once I've found you.



THREE

Monday, May 2, 2005

ust ajfter three o'clock in the afternaon on May 2 the calm of Malm-

kiping was shattered for what would be several days. A firse

Director Alice at the Old Folks' Home was worried rather
than angry. and pulled out her master key. Since Allan had not con-
cealed his escape route, it was immediately obvious that the Birth-
day Boy had climbed out of the window. Judging by the tracks, he
had then stood among the pansies in the fower bed, before disap-
pearing.

By virtue of his position, the mayor felt he should take com-
mand. He ordered the staff to search in pairs. Allan couldn’t be far
away: the searchers should concentrate on the immediate vicinity,
One pair was dispatched 10 the park, one to the state-run liquor
store (a place that Allan had occasionally frequented, Director
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Alice knew), one to the other shops on Main Street, and one to the
Community Center up on the hill. The mayor himself would stay
at the Old Folks' Home o keep an eye on the residents who hadn't
vanished into thin air and 1o ponder the next move. He told the
searchers that they should be discreet; there was noneed to gener-
are unnecessary publicity abour this affair. In the general confu-
ston, the mayor forgot that one of the pairs of searchers he had just
sent out consisted of a reporter from the local paper and her pho-
tagrapher.

The bus station was not included in the mavor’s primary
search area. In that location, however, a very angry. slighely built
young man with long, greasy blond hair, a scraggly beard, and a
jean jacket with the words Never Again on the back had already
searched every corner of the building. Since there was no trace of
either a very old man or a suitcase, the young man wok some de-
cisive steps toward the little man behind the only open ticket win-
dow, for the purpose of obtaining information as o the okl man's
possible travel plans,

Although the linde man was generally bored with his work, he
still had his professional pride, So he explained to the loudmouthed
young man that the passengers’ privacy was not something thar
could be compromised, adding firmly that under no circumstances
whatsoever woukl he give him any information of the type that he
wished to obrain.

The young man stood in silence for a moment. He then moved
five vards to the left, 1o the not very solid door 1o the ticket office.
He didn’t bother to check whether it was locked. Instead he took a
step back and kicked the door in with the boor on his right foot so
that splinters flew in every direction. The lictle man did not e¢ven
have time 10 lift the telephone receiver 1o phone for help. before
he was dangling in the air in front of the young man, who grasped
him firmly by the ears.

—I might not know anything about privacy, but I'm good at
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gerting people to talk, said the young man to the little vicker seller
before he let him drop down with a bump onto his revaolving of-
fice chair.

At which point the young man explained whart he intended 1o
do with the little man’s genitals, with the help of a hammer and
nails, if the lictle man did not comply with his wishes. The descrip-
tion was so realistic that the little man immediately decided to say
what he thought, namely that the old man in question had presum-
ably taken a bus in the direction of Stringniis. Whether the man had
taken a suitcase with him, he couldn't say, as he was not the sort of
person who spied on his customers.

The ticket seller then stopped talking vo ascertain how satis-
fied the young man was with whart he had said, and immediarely
determined that it would be best for him to provide further infor-
mation. So he said that on the journey between Malmkping and
Stringnis there were rwelve stops and that the old man could of
course get out at any one of those. The person who would know
was the bus driver, and according to the timetable he would be back
in Malmk&ping at ten after seven that same evening, when the bus
made its return journey to Flen,

The young man sat down beside the terrified littke man with
throbbing ears.

—Just need to think, he said.

5o he thought. He thought that he should certainly be able 1o
shake the bus driver's mobile phone number out of the lictle
man, and then call the driver and say that the old man’s suitcase
was actually stolen property. But then of course there was a risk
that the bus driver would involve the police and that was not
something the young man wanted. Besides, it was probably not
so urgent really, because the old man seemed dreadfully old and
now that he had a suitcase to drag around. he would need 1o
travel by train, bus, or taxi if he wanted to continue his journey
from the station in Stringnis. He would thus leave new tracks
behind him, and there would always be somebody who could be
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dangled by the ears to say where the old man was heading. The
young man had confidence in his ability to persuade people to
tell him what they knew,

When the youth had Rnished thinking, he decided 1o wait for
the bus in question to return so he could interview the driver with-
out undue politeness.

When he had decided, the young man got up again, and ex-
plained to the ticket seller what would happen to him, his wife, his
children, and his home if he told the police or anybody else what
had just occurred.

The little man had neither wife nor children, but he was eager
to keep his ears and genitals more or less intact. So he gave his
word as an employee of the national railways that he wouldn't say
i pecp-

That was a promise he kept until the next day.

The two-man search groups came back to the Old Folks' Home
and reported on what they had seen. Or rather hadn’t seen. The
mayor instinctively did not want o invelve the police and he was
desperately trying to think of alternatives, when the local news-
paper reporter dared 1o ask:

—And whar are you going to do now, Mr. Mayor?

The mayor was silent for a few moments; then he said:

—Call the police, of course.

God, how he hated the free press!

llan woke when the driver kindly nudged him and annowunced that

they had now reached Byringe Station. Shortly afterward,
the driver mancuvered the suitcase out the front door of the bus,
with Allan close behind,

The driver asked if he could now manage on his own, and Allan
said that the driver had no need vo worry in that respect. Then Allan
thanked him for his help and waved good-bye as the bus rolled out
onto the highway again.
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Tall fir trees blocked the afternoon sun and Allan was starting
to feel a bit chilly in his thin jacker and indoor slippers. He could
see no sign of Byringe, let alone its station. There was just forest,
forest, and forest in all directions—and a little gravel road leading
to the right.

Allan thought that perhaps there were warm clothes in the
suitcase he had on impulse brought along with him. Unfortunately
the suitcase was locked and without a screwdriver or some other
tool it was surely hopeless to try to open it. There was no other op-
tion but to start moving, otherwise he would freeze to death. And
given past experiences, he was pretty sure he wouldn't succeed in
doing that even if he tried.

The suitcase had a strap at the wop and if you pulled it, the suit-
case rolled along nicely on its small wheels. Allan followed the
gravel road into the forest with short, shuffling steps. The suitcase
followed just behind him, skidding on rthe gravel.

After a few hundred yards, Allan came to what must be By-
ringe Sttion—a closed-down building next to a most definitely
and absolutely former railway line.

Allan was in excellent shape as far as centenarians went, but it
was all getting to be a bit too much. He sat down on the suitcase
to gather his thoughts and strength.

To Allan’s left stood the shabby, yellow two-story station. All
the windows on the bottom floor were covered with planks. To
his right you could follow the no longer used railway line into the
distance, straight as an arrow even deeper into the forest. Nature
had not yet succeeded in entirely cating up the tracks, but it was
only a matter of time.

The wooden platform was evidently no longer safe to walk on.
On the outermaost planking you could still read a painted sign: Do
Mot Walk on the Track. The track was certainly not dangerous to
walk on, thought Allan. But who in his right mind would velun-
tarily walk on the platform?

Thart question was answered immediately, because at that very
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moment the shabby door of the station building was opened and a
man in his seventies wearing a cap stepped out of the house. Given
his big boots, he clearly trusted the planks not to give way and he
was entirely focused on the old man in front of him. His initial at-
titude was hostile, but then he seemed 10 change his mind, possi-
bly as a result of seeing what a decrepit specimen of humanity had
invaded his territory.

Allan sat on the newly stolen suitcase, not knowing what
to say and in any case lacking the energy to say it. But he looked
steadily at the man, letting him make the first move.

—Who are you, and what are you doing in my station? asked
the man with the cap.

Allan didn't answer. He couldn't decide whether he was deal-
ing with friend or foe. But then he decided that it would be wise
not to argue with the only person around, someone who might
even let Allan inside before the evening chill get in. He decided to
well it like it was.

Allan told the man that his name was Allan, that he was exactly
one hundred years old and spry for his age, so spry in fact that he
was on the run from the old age home. He had also had time to steal
a suitcase from a young man who by now would certainly not be
particularly happy about it: his knees were not for the moment at
their best and he would very much like to give them a break.

Allan then fell silent, awaiting the court’s verdicr.

—I% that 30, said the man in the cap; then he smiled. A thief!

He jumped nimbly down from the platform and went over o
the centenarian to have a closer look.

—Are you really one hundred years old? he asked. In that case,
you must be hungry.

Allan couldn't follow the logic, but of course he was hungry.
So he asked what was on the menu and if a nip of the hard stuff
might be included.

The man with the cap stretched out his hand, introduced him-
self as Julius Jonsson, and pulled the old man to his feet, He then
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announced that he would personally carry Allan's suitcase, and
that roast clk was on the bill if that suited, and that there would

absolutely be a nip of the hard stuff to go with it. or rather enough
o take care of the knees and the rest of him oo

uliug Jonsion had not had anybody to talk te for several years, so he

was pleased to meet the old man with the suitcase. A drop of

hard stuff first for one knee and then for the ather, followed by
a drop more for the back and neck, and then some to whet the ap-
petite, all in all made for a convivial atmosphere. Allan asked what
Julius did for a living, and got his whole story.

Julitzs weas born in the north of Sweden, the only child of Anders
and Elvina Jonsson. Julius worked as a laborer on the family farm
and was beaten every day by his father who was of the opinion
that Julius was good for nothing. When Julius was rwenty-five, his
mother died of cancer—which Julius grieved over—and shortly af
terward his father was swallowed by the bog when he tried 1o res-
cue a heifer. Julius grieved over that too—because he was fond of
the heifer.

Young Julius had no talent for the farming life (in this his father
had essentially been right) nor did he have any desire for it. 5o he
sold everything except a few acres of forest that he thought mighe
come in handy in his old age. He went off to Stockholm and within
two years had squandered all his money. He then returned to the
forest.

With great enthusiasm, Julius put in a bid 1o supply five thou-
sand electricity poles 1o the Hudiksvall District Electricity Com-
pany. And since Julius didn't concern himself with such details as
payroll taxes, he won the bid, and with the help of a dozen Hun-
garian refugees he even managed to deliver the poles on time, and
was paid more money than he knew existed.

So far, all was well. The problem was that Julius had been
obliged 1o cheat a little. The trees were not yet fully grown, so the
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poles were a yard shorter than what had been ordered. This would
probably have gone unnoticed if it hadn’t been for the fact thar vir-
tually every farmer in the area had just acquired a combine har-
Yosler

The Hudiksvall District Electricity Company stuck up the poles
crisscrossing fields and meadows in the area, and when it was har-
vest time,. on one single morning the cables were pulled down in
rwenty-six locations by twenty-two different newly bought com-
bine harvesters. The entire region had no electricity for weeks:
harvests were lost and milking machines stopped working, It was
not long before the farmers’ fury—at first directed against the Hu-
diksvall District Electricity Company—was turmed agains young
Julius.

—The town slogan "Happy Hudiksvall” was not on many
people’s lips at that time, | can tell you. | had to hide at the Town
Hotel in Sundsvall for seven months and then | ran out of money.
Shall we have another swig of the hard stuff?

Allan thought that they should The elk had been washed
down with beer too, and now Allan felt 30 comprehensively satis-
fied that he began to be almost afraid of dying,

Julius continued his story. After being nearly run down by a
tractor in the center of Sundsvall (driven by a farmer with a mur-
derous look in his eyes), he realized that the locals weren't going to
forget his little mistake for the next hundred years. 5o he moved a
long way south and ended up in Mariefred where he did a bit of
small-time thieving for a while until he tired of town life and man-
aged to acquire the former station building in Byringe for 25,000
crowns he happened 1o find one night in a safe at the Gripsholm
Inn.

Here at the station, he now lived essentially through handouts
from the state, poaching in his neighbor’s forest, small-scale pro-
duction and sale of aleoholic spirits from his home-distilling ap-
paratus, and resale of what goods he could get hold of from his
neighbors. He wasn't particularly popular in the neighborhood,
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Julius went on, and berween mouthfuls Allan answered that he
could imagine as much.

When julius suggested having one final snifter “for dessert,”
Allan answered that he had always had a weakness for desserts of
that kind, but thar first of all he must seek out a wilet if there pos-
sibly happened to be one in the building, Julius got up, turned on
the ceiling lamp since it was starting 1o get dark. and then pointed
to the stairs saying that there was a functional water closet on the
right. He promised 1o have two newly poured drams ready and
waiting when Allan returned.

Allan found the tilet where Julius had said it would be. He
stood in position to pee, and as usual the last drops didn't quite
make it to the bowl. Some of them landed softly on his pee slippers
instead.

Halfway through the process, Allan heard a noise on the stairs.
His first thought was that it was Julius, going off with his newly
stolen suitcase. The noise got louder. Somebody was climbing the
stairs,

Allan realized that there was a chance that the steps he heard
outside the door belonged to a slightly buil young man with long,
greasy blond hair, a scraggly beard, and a jean jacket with the
words Never Again on the back. And thar, if it was him, then it prob-

ably wasn't going 1o be a pleasant encounter.

he bus returning from Sirdngmds arvived at Malmbkasping Station

three minutes early. The bus carried no passengers and the
driver had accelerated a little bit extra afier the last bus stop 1o have
time to catch his breath before continuing the journey to Flen.

But the driver had barely lit his cigarette before a slightly built
youth with long, greasy blond hair, a scraggly beard, and a jean
jacket with the words Never Again on the back arrived. Of course,
the driver couldn’t see the words on the back of the jacket, but they
were there nevertheless.
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—Are you going to Flen? The driver asked a little hesitantly,
because there was something about the young man that didn't feel

right.
—I'm not going to Flen. And neither are you, answered the

young man.

Hanging around waiting for four hours for the bus 1o come
back had been a bit oo much for whaz little patience the youth
could muster. Besides, after half that time he had realized that if
instead he had immediately stolen a car, he could have caught up
with the bus long before Stringnis.

On top of it all, police cars had started to cruise around in the
little town. At any time the police could stumble into the station,
and start interrogating the little man behind the window in the
ticket office as to why he looked terrified and why the door to his
office was hanging at an angle on one hinge.

The young man had no idea what the cops were doing there.
His boss in Never Again had chosen Malmkiping as the transac-
tion venue for three reasons: first, it was close to Stockholm; sec-
ond, it had relatively good transportation options; and third—and
mast important—because the long arm of the law wasn't long
enough to reach there. There were simply no cops in Malmkiping.

Or, to be more precise: there shouldn't be, and yet the place was
crawling with them. The young man had seen two cruisers and a
togal of four policemen; from his perspective that was a crowd.

At first, the young man thoughe that the police were after him,
Bur that would assume that the little man had squawked. and the
young man could categorically discount that possibility. While
waiting for the bus 1o come, the young man hadnt had much 1o do
other than keep an eye on the litle man, smash his office phone to
bits, and patch up the office door as best he could.

When the bus eventually did come and the young man noted
that it had no passengers, he had immediately decided o kidnap
both the driver and the bus,

It took all of twenty seconds ro persuade the bus driver to turn
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the bus around and drive northward again. Close to a personal rec-
ord, the young man reflected as he sat down in the exact seat
where the geriatric he was now chasing had been sitting earlier the
same day.

The bus driver quivered with fear, but got through the worst
of it with a calming cigarette. Smoking was, of course, forbidden
on board the bus, but the only law the driver was subject to at thar
moment was sitting just diagonally behind him in the bus and was
slightly buik, had long, greasy blond hair, a scraggly beard, and a
jean jacket with the words Never Again on the back.

On the way, the young man asked where the elderly suitcase
thief had gone. The driver said that the old man had gotien off at
Byringe Station and that was probably entirely random, explain-
ing the backward way the old man had gone about things, offering
a 50-crown note and asking how far he could get with that.

The driver didn't know much about Byringe Station, excepe
that it was rare for anyone to get on or off there. Supposedly there
was a closed-down rallway station some way in the forest, and By-
ringe village was somewhere in the vicinity. The geriatric couldn’
have gotten much farther than that, the driver guessed. The man
was very old and the suitcase was heavy, even though it had wheels.

The young man immediately calmed down. He had refrained
from calling the boss in Stockholm, because the boss was one of
the few people who could scare people more effectively than the
young man himself. The young man shivered at the thought of
what the boss would say about the suitcase going astray, Better to
solve the problem first and tell him later. And seeing as how the
old man hadn't gone all the way 10 Stringnis or even beyond, the
suitcase should be back in the hands of the young man quicker
than he had feared.

—Here's the Byringe Station bus stop . . .

The driver slowly rolled to the side of the road, prepared 1o dic.

But it turned out that his rime had not come, although his mo-
bile phone wasn't so lucky. It mer a rapid death under one of the
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young man's boots. And a whole stream of death threats direcred
at the driver’s relatives spewed out of the young man’s mouth, de-
signed 1o avert any possible thought of the driver contacting the
police instead of turning the bus around and continuing the jour-

ney to Flen.
Then the young man got off and let the driver and the bus es-

cape. The poor driver was so terrified that he dida't dare tumn the
bus around: he continued all the way to Stringnis, parked in the
middle of Tridgirds Street. and walked in shock into the Delia Ho-
tel where he rapidly downed four glasses of whiskey. Then to the
bartender’s horror, he started to cry. After a further two glasses of
whiskey, the bartender offered him a telephone in case he wanted to
phone somebody. The bus driver started to cry again—and called
his girlfriend.

young man thought he could make out rracks in the gravel on the
road, tracks of a suitcase on wheels. This would be over in no
time, which was a good thing. because it was getting dark.

Off and on, the young man wished that he had done a bit more
planning, It struck him that he was standing in a rapidly darkening
forest, and it would soon be pitch black. What would he do then?

These troubled thoughts ended abraptly when he first caught
sight of a shabby, partly boarded-up yellow buailding near the bor-
tom of the hill. And when somebody turned on a light on the up-
per floar, the young man mumbled:

—MNow I've got you, old geeer.

Allan quickly stopped peeing. Then he carefully opened the
teilet deor and tried 1o hear what was happening in the kitchen.
Soon enough he had his worst fear confirmed. Allan recognized
the young man's voice, bellowing at Julius Jonsson to reveal where
“the other old bastard” was.

Allan snuck over o the kitchen door, silently because he was
wearing bedroom slippers. The young man had grasped Julius by
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both ears, the same hold he had earlier practiced on the little man
at the station in Malmképing. While he shook poor Julius, he con-
tinued his interrogation. Allan thought the young man should
have been satished with finding the suitcase, which was standing
right in the middle of the room. Julius grimaced but made no move
to answer. Allan reflected that the old timber merchant was quite a
tough guy, and looked around for a suitable weapon. Amid the junk
he saw a small number of candidates: a crowbar, a plank. a con-
tainer of insect spray, and a packet of rat poison. Allan first sertled
on the rat poison but couldn't just then figure out a way to get a
spoonful or two into the young man. The crowbar, on the other
hand, was a bit wo heavy for the cemenaran to lift, and the insect
spray. . . . No, it would have to be the plank.

So Allan took a firm hold of his weapon and with four sensa-
tionally fast steps—for his age—he was right behind his intended
victim,

The young man must have sensed that Allan was there, be-
cause just as the old man wook aim the youth loosened his hold on
Julius Jonsson and spun around.

He received the plank slap bang in the middle of his forehead,
stood where he was and stared for a second before he fell back-
ward and hit his head on the edge of the kitchen table.

No blood, no groaning. nothing. He just lay there, with his
cyes closed.

—Good one, said Julius,

—Thanks, zaid Allan, now where's that dessert you promised?

Han and fulius sat down at the kitchen table, with the long-haired
A.ynu:h slecping at their feer. Julius poured the brandy, gave
one glass to Allan, and raizsed his own in a toast. Allan raised his
glass too.

—50, said Julius when they'd emptied their glasses. I'm betting
that’s the owner of the suitcase?
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Allan realized that it was time for him 1o explain a thing or

two in more detail.

Mot that there was so much to explain. Most of what had hap-
pened during the day was hard for Allan himsell 10 understand.
But he described the events—his defection from the home. his
spontancous seizure of the suitcase at the station in Malmkdping,
and the fear at the back of his mind that the young man who now
lay unconscious on the floor would probably quickly caech up
with him. And he sincerely apologized for the fact that Julius now
sat there with red and throbbing cars. But Julius said that Allan
mast certainly shouldn't be apologizing for the fact that there was
finally a bit of action in Julius Jonsson’s life.

Julius was back in good form. He thought it was high time that
they both had a look ar what was in the suitcase. When Allan
pointed out that it was locked, Julius told him not o be silly.

—Since when has a lock stopped Julius Jonsson? asked Julius
Jonsson.

But there i3 a time for everything, he went on. First there was
the matter of the problem on the floor. It wouldn't do if the young
man were to wake up and then carry on from where he left off
when he passed out.

Allan suggested that they tie him 10 a tree outside the station
building, but Julius objected that if the young man shouted loudly
enough when he woke up he would be heard down in the village.
There was only a handful of families still living there, bur all had—
with more or less good reason—a bit of a grudge against Julius and
they would probably be on the young man's side il they got the
chance.

Julivs had a better idea. O the kitchen was an insulated
freezer room where he stored his poached and butchered elks. For
the time being the room contained no elks, and the fan was tarned
off. Julius didn't want to use the freczer unnecessarily because it
used a hell of a lot of electricity. Julius had of course hot-wired it.
and it was Gista at Forest Cottage farm who unknowingly paid,
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bt it was important to steal electricnty in moderation if you wanted
to keep taking advantage of the perk for a long time.

Allan inspected the murned-off freezer and found it to be an
excellent cell, without any unnecessary amenities, The sis-by-nine
feer were perhaps more space than the vouth deserved, but there
was no need to make things unnecessarily hard,

The old men jointly dragged the young man into the freezer.
He groaned when they put him on an upturned wooden chest in
one corner and propped his body against the wall, He seemed about
to wake up. Best to hurry out and lock the door properly!

Mo sooner sald than done. Upon which Julius lifted the sultcase
onto the kitchen table, looked at the lock. licked clean the fork he
had just used for the evening's roast elk with potatoes, and picked
the lock in a few seconds. Then he motioned Allan over for the ac-
tual apening, on the grounds thart it was Allan’s booty after all.

—Everything of mine is yours too, said Allan. We share and
share alike, but if there is a pair of shoes in my size then | call first
dibs.

Upon which Allan opened the lock.

—What the hell, said Allan.

—What the hell, said Julius.

“Let me gut!” could be heard from the freezer room.



FOUR

1905-1929

llan Emmanuel Karlsson was born on May 2, 1905, The day

before, his mother had marched in the May Day pro-

cession in Flen and demonstrated on behalf of women’s
suffrage, an eight-hour working day, and other utopian demands.
The demonstrating had ar least one positive result: her contractions
started and just after midnight ber first and only son was born. She
gave birth at home with the help of the neighbor’s wife, who was
not especially talented at midwifery but who had some status in the
comnunity because as a nine-year-old she had had the honor of
curtsying before King Karl XIV Johan, who in turn was a friend (sort
of ) of Napoléon Bonaparte. And to be fair to the neighbor’s wife,
the child she delivered did indeed reach adulthood, and by a very
good margin.
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Allan Karlsson's father was of both a considerate and an angry
nature. He was considerate with his family: he was angry with soci-
ety in general and with everybody who could be thoughe of as rep-
resenting that society. Finer folks disapproved of him, dating back
to the time he had stood on the square in Flen and advocated for the
use of contraceptives. For this offense he was fined ten crowns, and
relieved of the need to worry about the topic any further since
Allan’s mother out of pure shame decided 1o ban any further eniry
to her person. Allan was then six and old enough 1o ask his mother
for a more detailed explanation of why his father’s bed had suddenly
been moved into the woodshed. He was rold that he shouldn't ask so
many questions unless he wanted his cars boxed. Since Allan, like
all children ar all rimes, did not want his ears boxed, he dropped the
subject.

From that day on, Allan's father appeared less and less fre-
quently in his own home. In the daytime he more or less coped
with his job on the railways, in the evening he discussed socialism
at meetings far and wide, and where he spent his nights was never
really clear to Allan,

His father did however take his financial responsibilities seri-
ously. He handed over the greater part of his wage to his wife each
week, until one day he was fired after he had rurned violent with
a passenger who happened to announce that he was on his way 1o
Stockholm with thousands of others 1o visit the King in the royal
palace and assure him of their will to defend their fatherland.

—You can start by defending yourself against this, Allan's fa-
ther had said and punched the man with a hard right so that he fell
to the ground.

The immediate dismissal meant that Allan’s father could no
longer support his family. The reputation he had sequired as a
man of violence and an advocate of contraception meant that it
was a waste of time for him to look for another job. All that was
left was to wait for the revolution, or best of all to speed up its ar-
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rival, because every little thing nowadays went so damned slowly.
Allan’s father was a man who wanted to see results. Swedish so-
cialism needed an intermational model. That would light a fire un-
der everything and make things hellishly hot for Mr. Whaolesale
Merchant Gustavsson and his ilk.

3o Allan’s father packed his bag and went off 1o Russia 10
depose the Czar. Allan's mother missed his salary of course, but she
was otherwise satisfied that her husband had left not only the dis-
trict but also the country. After the family breadwinner had emi-
grated. it was up to Allan's mother and the justten-year-old Allan
himself to keep the ﬁmil-_r afloat financially. His mother had the
fourteen fully grown birch trees they owned felled and then she
cut them up and split them herself 1o sell as irewood, while Allan
managed to get a miscrably paid job as an errand boy at Nitroglye-
erin Lid.’s production branch.

In the regular letters she received from St Petersburg (which
soon after was renamed Petrograd), Allan’s mother noted o her
increasing surprise that Allan’s father had starved o waver in his
belief in the blessings of socialism,

In his letters, Allan's father often referred to friends and ac-
quaintances from Petrograd's political establishment. The person
who was most often quoted was a man called Carl. Not an espe-
cially Russian name, Allan thought. and it didn't get any more
Russian when Allan’s father began to call him Uncle Carl or just
Uncle.

According to Allan’s father, Uncle’s thesis was that people in
general didnt know what was best for them, and that they needed
somebody whose hand they could hold. That was why autocracy
was superior to democracy, as long as the educated and responsible
segment of soclety made sure the autocrat concerned did a good
job. Seven out of ten Bolsheviks can't read, Uncle had snorted. We
can’t hand over power to a load of illiterares, can we?

Allan’s father had nevertheless defended the Bolsheviks on
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that particular point, because. as he wrote in one letter, “You can't
imagine what the Russian alphabet looks like. It's no wonder people
are illiterate.”

What was worse was how the Bolsheviks behaved, They were
fikthy, and they drank vodka like the riffraff back home: the ones
who laid the rails crisscrossing central Sweden. Allan’s father had
always wondered how the rails could be so straight considering
the extent of the workers' consumption of spirits, and he had felt a
twinge of guik every time Swedish rails swung to the right or left.

Be that as it may, the Bolsheviks were at least as bad as the
Swedes. Uncle maintained that socialism would end with every-
body trying to kill everybody else until there was only one person
left to make all the decisions. 5o it would be better to rely from the
start on the Czar, a good and educated man with a vision for the

world.
In a way, Uncle knew what he was talking about. He had actu-

ally met the Czar, indeed more than once. Uncle claimed that
Micholas Il had a genuinely good heart. The Czar had had a lot of
bad luck. but surely that couldn't go on. Failed harvests and Bol-
shevik revolution had made a mess of things. And then the Ger-
mans started to growl just because the Czar was mobilizing his
forces. But he did that in order to keep the peace. Afier all, it wasn't
the Czar who had killed the Archduke and his wife in Sarajevo,
was it?

That was evidently how Uncle (whoever he was) saw it all, and
somehow he got Allan’s father to see it the same way. Besides, Al-
lan’s father felt an affinity with the Czar because of all the bad luck
he suffered.

Sooner or later such bad luck must change, for Russian Czars
as well as for ordinary honest folk from the vicinity of Flen.

His father never sent any money from Russia, but once, after a
couple of years, a package came with an enamel Easter egg that his
father said he had won in a game of cards from a Russian comrade,
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who besides drinking, arguing, and playing cards with Allan's fa-
ther didn't do much more than make these kinds of eggs.

His father sent the Easter egg to his “dear wife™ who just got
angry and said that the damned layabout could at least have senta
real egg so that the family could ear. She was about to throw the
present out the window, when she reconsidered. Perhaps Mr.
Whaolesale Merchant Gustavsson might be interested in it. He al-
ways tried 1o be special and special was exactly what Allan's
maother thought the cgg was.

Imagine Allan’s mother’s surprise when Mr. Wholesale Mer-
chant Gustavsson after two days’ consideration offered her eighteen
crowns for Uncle’s egg. Not real money of course, just canceling a
debt, but cven so.

Affter that, his mother hoped to receive more eggs, but instead
in the next letter she found out that the Czar’s generals had aban-

doned their autocrat who then had 1o leave his throne. In his let-
ter, Allan’s father cursed his egg-producing friend, who had now
fled. Allan's father himself planned to stay on and do battle with
the upstart clown who had taken over, a man they called Lenin.

For Allan's father, the whole thing had acquired a personal di-
mension since Lenin had forbidden all private ownership of land
the very day after Allan’s father had purchased 130 square feet on
which to grow Swedish strawberries. “The land didn't cost more
than four rubles, but they wont get away with nationalizing my
strawberry patch.” wrote Allan's father in his very last letter home,
concluding: "Now it's warl™

And war it certainly was—all the time. In just about every parnt
of the world, and it had been going on for several years. It had bro-
ken out about a year before litthe Allan had got his errand-boy job
at Nitroglycerin Lrd, While Allan loaded his boxes with dynamize,
he listened to the workers' comments on events, He wondered
how they could know so much, but above all he marveled at how
much misery grown men could cause. Austria declared war on
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Serbia. Germany declared war on Russia. Then, Germany con-
quered Luxembourg a day before declaring war on France and
invading Belgium. Great Britain then declared war on Germany,
Austria declared war on Russia, and Serbia declared war on
Cermany.

And on it went. The Japanese joined in, as did the Americans.
In the months after the Czar abdicated, the British took Baghdad
for some reason, and then Jerusalem. The Greeks and Bulgarians
started to fight each other while the Arabs continued their revolt
against the Ottomans. . . .

So "MNow it's warl” was right. Soon afterward, one of Lenin's
henchmen had the Czar executed together with all his family,
Allan noted that the Czar'’s bad luck had persisted.

A few months later, the Swedish consulate in Petrograd sent a
telegram to Yxhult to inform them that Allan’s father was dead.
Although it wasn't really the job of the civil servant in the consul.
ate to go into detail, he did

Apparently Allan’s father had nailed some plank around a
little bit of earth, and proclaimed the area to be an independent
republic. He called his little state The Real Russia but then two
government soldiers came to pull down the fence. Allan’s father
had put up his fists in his cagerness to defend his country’s bor-
ders, and it had been impossible for the two soldiers to reason
with him. In the end, they could think of no better solution than
to put a bullet between his eyes, so they could go about their task
in peace.

—Couldnt you have chosen to die in a less idiotic manner?
said Allan's mother to the telegram from the consulate.

She hada't really expected her husband to come home again,
but recently she had nevertheless started 1o hope, because she
had troublesome lungs, and it wasn't easy 1o keep up her old pace
when splitting logs. Allan’s mother made a ¢croaky sigh and that
was the extent of her mourning, She wold Allan philosophically
that it was what it was, and that in the future whatever would be
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would be. Then she ruffled her son's hair kindly before going out
to split more logs,

Allan didnt really understand what his mother meant. But he
understood that his father was dead, that his mother coughed. and
that the war was over. He himself, at the age of thirteen, was par-
ticularly accomplished when it came to making explosions by mix-
ing nitroglycerin, cellulose nitrate, ammonium nitrate, natrium
nitrate, wood flour, dinitrotoluen, and a few other ingredients. That
ought 1o come in handy someday. thought Allan, and he went out to
help his mother with the wood.

Twao years later. Allan’s mother finished coughing. and she en-
tered that possible heaven where his father was already established.
Then, on the threshold of the little house, Allan found an angry
Me, Wholesale Merchant, who thought that Allan’s mother should
have paid her debt of nine crowns before she—without relling
anyone—went and died. But Allan had no plans 1o give Gustavsson
anything,.

—That’s something you'll have to 1alk to her about yourself,
Mr. Wholesale Merchant. Do you want to borrow a spade?

As wholesalers often are, the man was lightly built, compared
with the fifteen-year-old Allan. The boy was on his way to becom-
ing a man. Ifhe was half as crazy as his father, then he was capable
of anything was how Mr. Wholesale Merchant Gustavsson saw it,
and since he wanted 1o be around quite a bit longer 1o coum his
maoney, the subject of the debt was never raised again.

Young Allan couldn’t understand how his mother had man-
aged to scrape together several hundred crowns in savings. But
the money was there anyway, and it was enough to bury her and
to start the Karlsson Dynamite Company. Maybe the boy was only
fifteen years old when his mother died, but Allan had learned all
he needed at Nitroglycerin Lid.

He experimented freely in the gravel pit behind the house;
once so frecly that two miles away the closest neighbor’s cow had
a miscarriage. Bur Allan never heard about that, because just like
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Mr. Wholesale Merchant Gustavsson, the neighbor was a little bit
afraid of crazy Karlsson's possibly equally crazy boy,

Since his time as an errand boy, Allan had retained his interest
in current affairs. At least once a week, he rode his bicycle wo the
public library in Flen to get updated on the latest news. When he
was there he often met young men who were keen to debate and
whio all had one thing in common: they wanted 1o tempe Allan into
some political movement or other. Bur Allan's grear interest in
world events did not include any interest in trying to change them.

In a political sense, Allan's childhood had been bewildering. On
the one hand, he was from the working class. You could hardly use
any other description of a boy who ends his schooling when he is
ten to get a job in industry. On the other hand, he respected the
memory of his father. and his father during far too short a life had
managed to hold views right across the spectrum. He started on
the Left, went on to praise Czar Nicholas 11, and rounded off his
existence through a land dispute with Viadimir lllich Lenin.

His mother, in between her coughing fits, had cursed every-
one from the King to the Bolsheviks, and, in passing, even the
leader of the Social Democrats, Mr. Wholesale Merchant Gustavs-
son, and—not least—Allan's father.

Allan himself was certainly no fool. True, he spent only three
years in school, but that was plenty for him o have learned to
read, write, and count. His politically conscious fellow workers at
Nitroglycerin Lid, had also made him curious about the world.

But what finally formed young Allan’s philosophy of life were
his mother’s words when they received the news of his father’s
death. It vook a while before the message seeped into his soul, but
once there, it was there forever:

Things are what they are, and whatever will be will be,

That meant, among other things, thar you didnt make a fuss,
especially when there was good reason 1o do so: for example, when
they heard the news about his father’s death. In accordance with
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family tradition, Allan reacted by chopping wood, although for an
unusually long time and without saying a word, Or when his
mother followed his farher's example, and a3 a result was carried
out to the waiting hearse. Allan stayed in the kitchen and followed
the spectacle through the window. And then he said so quietly that
only he could hear:

—Well, good-bye, Mom.
And that was the end of that chapter of his life.

llan worked hard in his dynamite company and during the first

years of the 1920s built up a considerable circle of customers
in the county. On Saturday evenings, when his contemporaries
were attending barn dances, Allan sat at home and developed new
formulas o improve the quality of his dynamite. And when Sunday
came, he went to the gravel pit and resred the new explosives. Not
berween eleven and one, though—he promised the local pastor in
exchange for not complaining too much about Allan's absence from
church.

Allan liked his own company and that was good, because he
lived an isolated life. Since he dida't join the ranks of the labor
movement he was despised by socialists, while he was far roo work-
ing class (not to mention related to his father) to be allowed a place
in any bourgeois gathering Gustavsson, for one, would rather die
than end up in the company of that Karlsson brat_ Just think what
would happen if the boy discovered what Gustavsson had been paid
for the enamel egg. the one that he had ance bought from Allan’s
mother for next to nothing and now sold to a diplomat in Smock-
holm. Thanks to that bit of business, Gustavsson had become the
district’s third proud owner of an automobile.

That time he had been lucky. Bur one Sunday in August 1925,
after the church service, Gustavsson’s luck ran out. He went out for
a drive, mainly to show off his expensive car. Unluckily for him, he
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happened 1o choose the road that passed Allan Karlsson's house, At

the turn, Gustavsson had gotten nervous (or perhaps Geod or fate
had a hand in the events), and the gears got stuck and one thing led
to another and Gustavsson and his automobile went straight into
the gravel pit behind the house, instead of following the gentle
curve of the road to the right. It would have been bad enough for
Custavsson to set foot on Allan's land and have to explain himself.
but things turned out much worse than that, because just as Gus-
tavsson managed to bring his runaway automobile to a halt, Allan
set off the first of that Sunday s trial explosions.

Allan, himself, was curled up for protection behind the outhouse
and could neither see nor hear anything, Not until he returned to the
gravel pit, did he realize that something had gone wrong. Bits of
Gustavsson's automobile were spread out over half the pit, and here
and there lay bits of Gustavsson himself,

Gustavsson’s head had landed softly on a patch of grass. It
stared vacantly out over the destruction.

—W hat business did you have in my gravel pit? Allan asked.

Gustavsson did not reply.

uring the next four years, Allan had plenty of time to read and im-
Dpn::'u: his knowledge of how society worked. He was imme-
diately locked up, though it was hard 1o say exactly what for. After
a while, his father was brought up. This occurred after a young
and enthusiastic disciple of Professor Bernhard Lundborg, an ex-
pert on Racial Biology at Uppsala University, decided to bulld his
career on Allan’s case. When Allan was delivered into the clutches
of Professor Lundborg, he was immediately sterilized for “eugenic
and social reasons” on the basis that Allan was probably a bit slow
and there was probably too much of his father in him for the state
o allow further reproduction of the Karlsson genes.

The sterilization did not bother Allan. On the contrary, he felt
he was well treated at Professor Lundborg’s clinic. Now and then,
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he had ro answer all sorts of questions such as why he necded o
blow people and things into birs and whether he had any knowledge
of having Negro blood. Allan answered that he saw a certain differ-
ence between things and people when it came to the pleasure of
lighting the fuse of a load of dynamite. Splitting a rock down the
middle—that could make you feel good. But if instead of a rock. it
was a person, well, Allan couldnt see why a person wouldn't move
out of the way under the circumstances. Didn't Professor Lundborg
feel the same way?

But Bernhard Lundborg was not the sort of man to involve
himself in philosophical discussions with his patients; he repeated
the question about Negro blood. Allan answered that you never
really know. but both his parents had had skin that was as pale as
his; perhaps the professor could settle for that a5 an answer? And
then Allan added that he was dying to see a black man for real if
the professor had one on hand.

Professor Lundborg and his assistants did not answer Allan’s
questions, but they made notes and hummed and then lefi him in
peace, sometimes for days at a stretch. Allan devoted those days o
all kinds of reading: the daily newspapers of course, but also books
from the hospital’s extensive library. Add to that three square
meals a day. an indoor toilet. and a room of his own, and you can
see why Allan found it very comfortable to be locked up in an asy-
lum. The atmosphere had been a little unpleasamt only once, and
that was when Allan asked Professor Lundborg whar was so dan-
gerous about being a Negro or a Jew. For once, the professor didn't
respond with silence, but bellowed that Karlsson should mind his
own business and not interfere in other people’s affairs. Allan was
reminded of that time many years ago when his mother had threat-
ened to box his ears.

The years passed and the interviews with Allan became few
and far berween. Then parliament appointed a committee to in-
vestigate the sterilization of “biclogically inferior individuals™ and
when the report was issued, Professor Lundborg suddenly had so
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much to do that Allan's bed was needed for somebody else. In the
spring of 1925, Allan was pronounced rehabilitated and fit once
again to enter society, and was sent out onto the streets with just
encugh cash to get him a train ticket to Flen. He had to walk the
last few miles to Yxhult, but Allan didn't mind. After four years
behind bars, he needed to stretch his legs.
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old man who had disappeared into thin air on his hun-

dredth birthday. As the newspaper’s reporter was starved
for real news from the district, she managed to imply that you could
not exclude the possibility of kidnapping. According to witnesses,
the centenarian was all right in the head and probably wasn't roam-
ing around confused.

There is something special about disappearing on your hun-
dredth birthday, The local radio station soon followed the local
newspaper, and then came national radio, the Web sites of the na-
vional newspapers, and the afternoon and evening TV news.

The police in Flen had to hand the case over to the county crime
squad, which sent two police cars with uniformed police officers
and a Detective Chief Inspector Aronsson who was not in uniform.

Th-: local newspaper last ne time in posting the news about the
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They were soon joined by assorted reporters who wanted to help
search every corner of the area. The presence of the mass media in
turn gave the county police chicl reason to lead the investigation
himself and perhaps to appear on camera in the process.

Initially the police work involved the police cars driving back
and forth across the municipality, while Aronsson interrogated
people at the Old Folks’ Home. The mayor, however, had gone
home, and turned off his phone. In his opinion, only harm would
come from being invalved in the disappearance of an ungrateful
geriatric.

A scattering of tips did come in: everything from Allan being
seen on a bike, to standing in line and behaving badly at the phar.
macy. But these, as well as similar observations, could soon be dis-
missed for various reasons. For example, he could not have been
biking at the same time as he was definitely observed eating lunch
in his room at the Old Folks® Home.

The head of the county police arganized search parties with
the help of about a hundred volunteers from the area, and he was
genuinely surprised when this gave no resulis. Up to now he had
been pretty certain that it was an ordinary case of a demented per-
son disappearing. despite the statements of witnesses as o the
good quantity of marbles possessed by the hundred-year-old man.

S0 the investigation didn’t ar this stage go anywhere, not uneil
the police dog borrowed from Eskilstuna arrived at abowt half past
scven in the evening The dog sniffed a few moments at Allan's arm-
chair and the footprints among the pansies outside the window be-
fore it set off toward the park and out the other side, across the
street, into the grounds of the medieval church, over the stone wall,
coming to a halt outside the bus station waiting room.

The waiting room door was locked. An official told the police
that the station locked its doors at 7:30 in the evening on week-
days, when the official’s colleague Rnished work for the day. But,
the official added, if the police absolutely couldn't wait until the
following day, they could visit his colleague at home. His name
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was Ronny Hulth and he was sure 1o be listed in the telephone di-
rectory.

While the head of the county police stood in front of the cam-
eras outside the Old Folks" Home and announced that the police
needed the public’s help 1o continue with search parties during the
evening and through the night since the centenarian was lightly
dressed and possibly in a state of confusion, Detective Chicf
Inspector Goran Aronsson rang Ronny Hulth's doorbell The dog
had clearly indicated that the geriatric had gone into the waiting
room. and Mr. Hulth, who had been in the ticket office, ought to
be able 1o say whether the old man had left Malmkoping by bus.

But Ronny Hulth did not open the door. He sat in his bedroom

with the blinds drawn, hugging his cat.
—Go away! Ronny Hulth whispered toward the front door,

Go away!

And in the end that is precisely what the chiel inspector did.
Partly he agreed with his boss’s belief that the geriatric was wan-
dering about locally, or that if the old guy had gotten on a bus, he
was presumably capable of looking after himself.

Ronny Hulth was probably visiting his girlfriend. The first task
tomorrow morning would be 1o seck him out on the job. If the ge-
riatric hadn’t tumed up by then, that is.

Ar 2:02 p.m., the county police received a call:

—My name is Bertil Karlgren and I'm calling . . . I'm call-
ing on behalf of my wife you could say. Well, yes, anyway, my wile,
Gerda Karlgren, has been in Flen for a few days visiting our daugh.
ter and her husband. They're going to have a baby. . . . So theres
always a lot to do. But today it was time to go home and she
wok—I mean Gerda—Genda took the early afternoon bus, and the
bus goes via Malmkoping, we live here in Stringnds. . . . Well, this
might not be anything—the wife doesn’t think so—but we heard
on the radio about a hundred-year-old man who'd disappeared.
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Perhaps you've already found him? You haven't? Anyway, the wife
says that there was an incredibly old man who got on the bus in
Malmképing and he had 2 large suitcase as if he was going for a
long journey. The wile sat at the back and the old man sat right at
the front so she couldn't see so well and she dida't hear what the
old man and the driver talked abour. What did you say, Gerda?
Well, Gerda says that she isnt one of those people who listen to
other people’s conversations. . .. The old man got out only half
way to Stringnis. Gerda doesn’t know what the bus stop is called.
It was sort of in the middlc of the forest. . . .

The conversation was recorded, transcribed. and sent by fax o
the detective chief inspector’s hotel in Malmkoping.
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hemmum;m‘ﬂunm bundles of 500-crown notes. Julius
did some quick math in his head: ten rows across, five
rows high, fifteen bundles in every pile . . .

—Thirty-seven-and-a-half million if | counted correctly, said
Julius,
—Thar’s a decent amount of money, said Allan.

—Let me out, you bastards, the young man shouted from in-
side the freezer,

The young man was acting crazy in there; he yelled and
kicked and yelled some more, Allan and Julius needed to collect
their thoughts about the surprising turn of events, but they
couldn’t do it with all that noise. In the end, Allan thoughn it was
time to cool the young man's temper a little, 50 he turned on the
freezer fan.
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It didn't take many seconds for the young man to natice that his
situation had worsened. He quieted down to try 1o think clearly, not
something he usually had much aptitude for, let alone with a pound-
ing headache when trapped in a rapidly cooling freezer.

After a few minutes deliberation, he decided that threatening or
erying to kick his way out of the situation was unlikely 1o be effec-
tive. All that was left was to call for help from outside. All that was
beft was to call the boss. It was a dreadful thought. But the alterna-
tive seemed even worse.

The young man hesitated for a minute or two, while it got
colder and colder. Finally, he pulled our his mobile phone.

Mo signal.

Tﬁr evening turned into night, and the night became morning. Allan
opened his eyes but couldn't figure out where he was. Had he
gone and died in his sleep, after all?

A chipper male voice wished him a good moming and in-
formed him that there were two pieces of news 1o be conveyed,
one good and one bad. Which did Allan want 1o hear first?

First of all, Allan wanted o know where he was and why. His
knees were aching, so he was alive despite everything. But hadn't
he . . . and didn't he then take. . . . Was the man called Julius?

The pieces were falling into place; Allan was awake. He lay on
a mattress on the floor in Julius’s bedroom. Julius stood in the
doorway and repeated his question.

—Do you want the good or the bad news first?

—The good news, said Allan. You can skip the bad news.

—Olkay.

Julius told him that the good news was that breakfast was on
the table. There was coffee, sandwiches with cold roast elk, and
eggs from the neighbors.

To think that Allan was going to enjoy one more breakfast
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without porridge in his life! That was good news indeed. When he
sat down at the kitchen table, he felr thar he was now ready to hear
the bad news after all.

—The bad news, said Julius, lowering his voice a little, the bad
news is that when we were well and truly pissed last night, we
forgot to turn off the fan in the freezer room.

—And? said Allan.

—And. . . the guy inside must be dead cold—or cold dead—by
naw.

With a worried look, Allan scratched his neck while he de-
cided whether to let news of this carclessness spoil the day.

—Oh dear, he said. But | must say that you've got these eggs
just right, not too hard and not too renny.

etective Chief Inspector Aronsson wolke at about eight a.m. in a

bad mood. A geratric who goes astray, on purpose or other-
wise, should not be a case for somebody with the chief inspecror’s
qualifications.

Aronsson showered, got dressed, and wemt down 1o breakfast
on the ground floor of the Plevna Hotel. On his way he met the
receptionist who gave him a fax that had come in just after recep-
tion had closed the previous evening.

An hour later, the chief inspector saw the case in a different
light. The importance of the fax from the county police was un-
clear until Aronsson met a pale Ronny Hulth at the starion’s ticker
office. It didn't take long before Hulth broke down and told Arons-
son what had happened.

Shortly afterward, there was a call from Eskilstuna reporting
that the county bus company in Flen had just discovered that a bus
had been missing since the previous evening. Could Aronsson call
a Jessica Bjiitkman, the live-in girlfriend of a bus driver who had

evidently been kidnapped but released”
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Chief Inspector Aronsson went back to the Plevna Hotel for a
cup of coffce and to put all this newly gained informartion -
gether. He wrote down his observations:

An elderly man, Allan Karlsson, goes AWOL from his room at
the Old Folks” Home just before his hundredth birthday is to be
celebrated in the lounge. Karlsson is or was in sensationally good
condition for his age. The simple physical fact that he managed to
get himself out through a window attesis to this—unless the geri-
atric got help from outside of course, but later observations would
suggest that he was acting on his own. Furthermaore, Director Al-
ice Englund has testified that “Allan may be old, but he is also one
hell of a rascal and he damned well does exactly what he leels
like.”

According to the tracking dog. Kardsson, after trampling down
a bed of pansies, walked through parts of Malmkaping and eventu-
ally into the wairing room at the bus station where, according to
witness Ronny Hulth, he had gone straight up to Hulth's ricket
window-—or rather shuffled up, since Hulth noticed Karbsson's short
steps and thar Karlsson was wearing slippers, not shoes.

Hulth’s further comments indicate that Kardsson wanted to

get away from MalmkSping as quickly as possible, with the direc-
tion and the means of transport seeming to be of lesser impor-
tance.
That is incidentally confirmed by Jessica Bjirkman, the live-in
girlfriend of bus driver Lennart Ramnér. The bus driver has not
been interrogated as yet, on account of his having raken too many
sleeping pills. But Bjorkman's statement seemed sound. Karlsson
bought a ticket from Ramnér for a predetermined amount of
money. The destination happened 1o be Byringe Station. Happened
to be. There was thus no reason 1o believe that anybody or anything
was waiting for Karlsson.

There was another interesting detail. The ticket seller had not
noticed whether Karlsson had a suitcase before he climbed on
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board the bus to Byringe, but this fact had very soon become ap-
parent to him on account of the viclent behavior of a supposed
member of the criminal organization Never Again.

There wasn't a suitcase in the story Jessica Bjgrkman had man-
aged to get out of her boyfriend, but the fax from the police con-
firmis that Karlsson had presumably—albeit incredibly—stolen the
suitcase from the Never Again member.

The rest of Bjsrkman's story, together with the fax from Es-
kilstuna, tells us that Karlsson, at 3:20 in the afternoon, give or
take a few minutes, and then the Never Again member, abour four
hours later, got off at Byringe Station before walking toward an
unknown destination. The former is one hundred years old, drag-
ging a suitcase with him; the latter is about seventy-five years
younger. Chief Inspecior Aronsson closed his notebook and drank
the last of the coffee. It was 10:25 a.m.

Mext stop, Byringe Station,

¢ breakfiast, Julins told Allan everything thar he had accomplished
A and plotted during the early morning hours while Allan still
slept.

First, the unfortunate accident in the freezer room: when Ju-
lius realized that the temperature had been below freezing for m
least ten hours during the evening and night. he had armed himself
with the crowbar and opened the door. If the voung man was still
alive, he wouldn't be even close to as awake and alert as he would
need to be to stand up to Julius and his crowbar.

But the crowbar safety measure was unnecessary. The young
man sat hunched up on his empty box, his threatening and kick-
ing days over. He had ice crystals on his body and his eyes stared
coldly out at nothing—dead as a butchered elk, in short.

Julius thoughr it was too bad, but also very convenient. They
wouldn't have been able w let thar wild man out just like that. julius
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turned the fan off and left the door open. The young man was
dead, but he didn’t have 1o be frozen solid.

Julius lit the stove in the kitchen 1o keep the place warm, and
checked on the money. It wasn't the thirty-seven million that he
had hurriedly estimated the evening before. It was exactly fifty
million.

Allan listened wo Julius’s sccount with interest, while he ate his
breakfast with a better appetite than he'd had for as long as he could
remember. He didn't say anything until Julius reached the money
part.

—Fifty million is casier to split into two than thirty-seven.
Mice and equal. Would you be so kind as to pass me the salt?

Julius did as Allan requested, saying that he would probably
have been able to divide thirty-seven into two as well if it had been
necessary, but he agreed that it was easier with fifty. Then Julius
became serious. He sat down at the kitchen table opposite Allan,
and said that it was high time they left the disused station for
good. The young man in the freezer could do no more harm, but
who knows what he might have stirred up behind him on the way
here? At any moment there could be ten new young men standing
there shouting in the kitchen, each one just as ornery as the one
who was done shouting,

Allan agreed, but reminded Julius of his advanced age and
pointed out that he wasn't as mobile as he once had been. Julius
promised to see to it that there would be as little walking as
possible involved. But get away they must. And it would be best
if they wok the young man in the freezer with them. It would
do the two old men no good If people found a corpse in their
wake,

Breakfast was done with; now it was time to get going. Julius
and Allan lifted the dead young man out of the freezer and into the
kitchen, where they put him in a chair while they gathered their

strength.
Allan inspected him from top to voe, and then said:
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—He has unusually small feet for someone so big. He has no
use for his shoes anymaore, does he?

Julius answered that although it was clearly cold outside at this
time of the morning. the risk was greater that Allan would get
frosthitten toes than would the young man. If Allan thoughs the
shoes would fit. then he should go ahead and take them. If the
young man didn't object, that meant he agreed.

The shoes were a bit too large for Allan, but solid and much
better suited to being on the run than a pair of well-worn indoor
slippers.

The next step was to shove the young man out into the hall
and tip him down the steps. When all three found themselves out
on the platform. two standing and one lying down, Allan won-
dered what Julius had in mind now.

—Daon't go anywhere, Julius said to Allan. Not you, either, he
said to the young man, and jumped down from the platform and
headed for a shed at the end of the station’s enly siding.

Shortly afterward, Julius rolled our of the shed on an inspec-
tion trolley.

—Vintage 1954, he said. Welcome aboard,

Julius did the heavy pedaling at the front. Just behind him, Al-
lan let his feet follow the movement of the pedals, and the corpse
sat on the seat to the right with his head propped up on a broom

handle and dark sunglasses covering his staring eyes.
k was five to eleven when the party set off. Three minutes

later, a dark blue Volvo arrived at Byringe's former railway station.
Chief Inspector Goran Aronsson stepped out of the car.

The building did undeniably seem to be abandoned, but he
should probably take a closer look before he moved on to Byringe
village vo knock on doors.

Aronsson stepped cautiously up onto the platform, since it
didn’t look entirely stable. He opened the door and called out:

=I5 anybody home!?

Mot receiving an answer, he went up the stairs to the first
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floor. In fact, the building did scem to be inhabited. Downstairs,

there were glowing embers in the kitchen stove and an almos:-
finished breakfast for two on the able.
On the floor sat a pair of well-worn slippers.

ever Again described itself afficially as a motercycle club, but in

fact it was a small group of young men with criminal records,
led by a middle-aged man with an even longer criminal record, all
of them with ongoing criminal intentions.

The leader of the group was called Per-Cunnar Gerdin, but no-
body dared call him anything but the “Boss.” because that's what
the Boss had decided and be was almost six-and-a-half feet tall,
weighed about 500 pounds, and was apt to wave a knife around if
anybody or anything crossed him.

The Boss had started his eriminal career in a rather low-key
way. Together with a partner. he imported fruit and vegetables
into Sweden and faked the country of origin in order 1o deprive
the state of taxes and get a higher price from consumers.

The only problem with the Boss's partner was that his con-
science wasn't sufficiently flexible. The Boss wanted to diversify
into more radical schemes such as soaking food in formaldehyde.
He had heard that was how they did things in some parts of Asia
and the Boss had the idea of importing Swedish meatballs from
the Philippines, cheap and by sea. With the right amount of form-
aldehyde the meatballs would stay fresh for three months if neces-
sary, even at 100 degrees,

They would be so cheap that the partners wouldn't even have
to label chem as "Swedish” o sell them at a profit. “Danish” would
suffice, thought the Boss, but his partner said no. In his opinion.
formaldehyde was fine for embalming corpses, but not for giving
eternal life to meatballs.

S0 they went their separate ways and nothing more came of
the formaldehyde meatballs. Instead, the Boss discovered that he
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could pull a ski mask over his face and rob his most serious com-
petitor. Stockholm Fruit Import AB, of their day's rakings.

With the help of a machete and an angry shout of “"Gimme the
cash or else!’” in an instant and 1o his own surprise. he had become
forty-one thousand crowns richer. Why slave away with imports
when you could earn such nice money for almost no work at all?

And thus the course was set. Usually it went well In almost
twenty years as an entrepreneur in the robbery business, he had
only had a couple of short involuntary vacations.

But after two decades, the Boss feke it was time 1o think bigger.
He found a couple of younger henchmen. The first thing he did was
to give each of them a suitably idiotic nickname (one was called Bol
and the other, Bucket), and with their help he then carried out two
successful armored car robberies.

A third armored car robbery, however, ended with four-and-
a-half years in a maximum-security prison for all three of them. It
was there that the Boss got the idea for Never Again. During stage
one, the club would consist of about fifty members, divided into
three operative branches: “robbery,” “narcotics,” and “extortion.”
The name Never Again came from the Boss’s vision of creating such
a professional and watertight structure for crime that they would
never again find themselves in a maximum-security prison. Never
Again would be the Real Madrid of organized crime (the Boss was
crazy about soccer).

In the beginning. the recruitment process in prison went well.
But then a letter to the Boss from his mom happened to go astray
in the prison. His mom wrote, among other things, that her little
Per-Gunnar should take care not to mix with bad company in the
prison, that he should be careful with his delicate tonsils, and that
she was looking forward to playing the Treasure Island Game with
him again when he got out.

Afver thar, it didn't help that the Boss sliced up a couple of
Yugoslavs in the lunch line and generally acted like a viclent psy-
chotic. His authority was damaged. Of the thirty recruits so far,
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twenty-seven dropped out. Besides Bolt and Bucker, only a Vene-
zuelan named José Marid Rodriguez stayed on, the latter because
he was secretly in love with the Boss. which he never dared admit
to anybody, even himself.

The Venezuelan was given the name Caracas, after the capital
city of his home country. However much the Boss threatened and
swore, no one else joined his club. And one day, he and his three
henchmen were released from prison.

Ax first, the Boss thought of abandoning the whole idea of
Mever Again, but Caracas happened to have a Colombian comrade
with a flexible conscience and dubious friends, and after one thing
and another, Sweden (through Never Again) became the gateway
country to eastern Europe for the Colombian narcotics trade. The
deals got bigger and bigger. and there was neither need nor staff o
activate the “robbery” and “extortion” branches.

he Boss convened a war council in Stockholm with Bucket and Ca-

racas. Something had happened 1o Bolt, the clumsy idiot who
had been trusted to carry out the club’s largest transaction so far.
The Boss had been in contact with the Russians in the morning and
they swore that they had gowen the merchandise—and handed
over the payment. If Never Agains courier had run off with the
suitcase then that wasn't the Russians” problem.

The Boss assumed for the time being that the Russians were
telling the truth. Would Bolt voluntarily have skipped town with
the money? No, he dismissed the idea; Bolt was too stupid for that.
Or too wise, however you wanted to look at it

Somebody must have known about the transaction, have waited
for the right moment in Malmképing or on Bolt's journey back to
Srockholm, knocked out Bol, and grabbed the suitcase.

But who? The Boss presented the question to the war council
and didn't get an answer. The Boss wasn't surprised; he had long
ago decided that his henchmen were idiots, all three of them.
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Anyhow, he ordered Bucket out into the feld, because the Boss
thought thar the idiot Bucket was still not quite as big an idiot as
the idiot Caracas. The idiot Bucket would thus have a greater
chance of finding idiot Bolt, and perhaps even the suitcase with the
money.

—Go down 1o Malmkoping and poke around a bit, Bucker.
But don't wear your jacker; police are all over the town. A hundred-

year-old guy has disappeared.

wlins, Allan, and the corpse rolled along through the forest. Ar Vid-
kiirr they had the misfortune to meet a farmer. The farmer was

there inspecting his crops when the trio came racing by on the
inspection trolley.

—Good morning. said Julius.

—Mice day, said Allan.

The corpsc and the farmer didn't say anything. But the farmer
stared ot the trio for a long time as they went off into the distance,

The closer the trolley got 1o the local steel works, the more wor-
ried Julius got. He had thought they might pass a lake on the way
and that they'd be able to dumgp the corpse init. But they didn't. And
before Julius had time 1o worry any further. the rolley rolled into
the foundry yard. Julius applied the brakes just in time. The corpse
fell forward and hit its forehead on an iron handle

—That would have been really painful if the circumstances
had been a little different, said Allan.

—There are undoubtedly advantages to being dead, said Julius.

Julius climbed down from the trolley and positioned himself
behind a birch tree to survey the area. The enormous doors into
the factory halls were open, but the yard seemed deserted. Julius
looked at his watch. It was ten past twelve. Lunchtime, he real-
ized He spotted a large container and announced thar he intended
to go off and do a bit of reconnaissance. Allan wished Julius the
best of luck and asked him not to get lost.
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There wasn't much risk of that, because Julius was only going
to walk the thirty yards to the container. He climbed in and was
out of Allan’s sight for just over a minute. Once back at the trolley,
Julius announced that he now knew what to do with the corpse.

The container had been packed half full of steel cylinders of
some sort, each one of them in a protective wooden box with a
lid. Allan was totally exhausted once the heavy corpse was i
nally in place inside one of the innermost cylinders. But when
he closed the wooden lid and saw the address label, he livened
right up.

Addis Ababa.

—He's going to see the world if he keeps his peepers open, said
Allan.

—Hurry up, Julius said. We can’t stay here.

The operation went well, and the two men were back under
the birch trees well before the lunch break was over They sat
down on the trolley to rest, and soon things started 1o liven up
in the factory yard. A truck driver filled the container with a few
more cylinders. Then he closed and locked it, brought over a new
container, and continued the loading,

Allan wondered what they actually manufactured there. Julius
knew it was a works with a history; as far back as the seventeenth
century they had cast and supplied cannons to everybody in the
Thirty Years" War who wanted to do their killing more efficiently.

Allan thought it sounded unnecessary for the people in the
seventeenth century to kill each other. If they had enly been a little
patient they would all have died in the end anyway. Julius said chat
you could say the same of all epochs. Then he announced that the
break was now over and that it was time to make themselves scarce.
Julius's simple plan was that the two friends would walk the short
distance into the more central parts of Aker and ance there decide
on their next move.
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hief Inspector Aronsson went through the old sation building in

Byringe without finding anything of interest except a pair of
slippers that might have belonged to the centenarian. He would
take them with him ro show the staff at the Old Folks” Home.

There were pools of water here and there on the kitchen floor,
leading to an open walk-in freezer, which was switched off. But that
was unlikely to be of any significance.

Aronsson continued into Byringe village to knock on doors.
There were people at home in three of the houses, and from all three
families he bearned that a Julius Jonsson lived on the first floor of the
station building, that Julius Jonsson was a thief and a con man whom
nobody wanted 1o have anything to do with, and that nobody had
heard or seen anything strange since the previous evening. But they
all took it for granted that Julius Jonsson was up 1o no good.

—Put him behind bars, one of the angriest neighbors de-
manded.

—For what reason? the chief inspector wondered in a tired
voice.

—Because he steals my eggs from the henhouse at night, be-
cause he stole my newly purchased sled last winter and painted it
and called it his own, because he orders books in my name, goes
through my mailbox when they arrive and lets me pay the
bill, because he tries to sell privately distilled vodka to my fourteen-
year-old son, because he—

—Okay, Okay, fine. I'll put him behind bars, said the chiefl
inspector. | just have to find him first.

Aronsson turned back toward Malmkoping and was about half-
way there when his mobile rang, A farmer had just phoned in with
an interesting tip. An hour or so carlier, a known petty criminal
from the district had passed his fields on an inspection trolley on the
disused railway line between Byringe and Aker Foundry. On the
trolley he saw an old man, a big suitcase, and a young man with
sunglasses. The young man seemed to be in charge, according to
the farmer. Even though he wasn't wearing any shoes . . .
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—1 don't get it, said Chief Inspector Aronsson and turned his

car around at such a speed that the slippers on the passenger sem
fell oo the floor.

Jfrer a couple of hundred yards, Allan’s already glacial walking pace
slowed. He didn't complain, but Julius could sce that the old

man's knees were causing problems. In the distance stood a hot
dog stand. Julius promised Allan that if he made it to the hot dog
stand, then Julius would treat him—he could afford it—and then
he would find a solution to the transportation problem. Allan re-
plied that never in his life had he complained over a bit of discom-
fort and that he wasn’t going to start now, but that a hot dog would
hit the spot.

Julius increased his pace; Allan stumbled after him. When he
arrived, Julius had already caten half ol his hot dog, A fancy grilled
one. And that wasn't all.

—Allan, he said, come and say hello (1o Benny. He's our new
private chauffeur.

Benny, the owner of the hot dog stand, was about fifty, and still
in possession of all his hair, including a ponytail, In about two min-
utes, Julius had managed to buy a hot dog, an orange soda, and
Benny's silver 1988 Mercedes, including Benny himscelf, all for one
hundred thousand crowns.

Allan looked at the owner of the hot dog stand.

—Have we bought you too, or just hired you? he asked fnally.

~The car has been bought, the chauffeur has been hired, Benny
answered. For ten days to start with, then it seems we are going to
have a new discussion. A hot dog is included in the price. Can |
tempt you with a Viennese wurst?

Mo, he couldnt. Allan just wanted an ordinary boiled sausage
if thar was all right. And besides, said Allan, one hundred thou-
sand for such an old car was an extremely high price even if it in-
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cluded a driver, so now it was only fair that he throw in a bottle of
chocolate milk too.

Benny agreed instantly. He would be leaving his kiosk behind
and a chocolate milk more or less made no difference. His busi-
ness was losing money anyway; ruaning a hot dog stand in a small
village had turned out to be just as bad an idea as it had seemed at
the beginning.

In fact, Benny informed them, even before the two gentlemen
had so conveniently tumed up, he had been toying with plans 1o
do something different with his life. But a private chauffeur, well,
he hadn't pictured that.

In light of what the hot-dog-stand manager had just told them,
Allan suggested that Benny load an entire carton of chocolate milk
inte the trunk of the car. And Julius, for his part. promised that
Benny would get his own private chauffeur’s cap at the first oppor-
tunity, if only he would take off his hot-dog-stand chef’s hat and exit
the stand because it was time for them to be on their way.

Benny didn't think it was part of his job 10 argue with his em-
ployers, so he did as he was told. His chel's hat ended up in the gar-
bage, and the chocolate milk went into the trunk. But Julius wanted
to keep the suitcase on the backseat with him. Allan had o sit in the
front where he could stretch out his legs properdy.

So the only hot-dog-stand manager in Aker went and sat in the
driver's seat of what a few minutes earlier had been his own
Mercedes, now honorably sold to the two gentlemen in Benny's
company.

—And where do you two gentlemen want to go? asked Benny.

—What about north? said Julius.

—Yes, that would be fine, said Allan. Or south.

—Then we'll say south, said Julius.,
—South it is, said Benny.
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Tm minutes later, Chicf Inspector Aronsson arrived at Aker. By fol-
lowing the railway tracks, he discovered an old inspection
trolley behind the factory.

But the trolley provided no obvious clues. The waorkers in the
yard were busy loading cylinders of some type into comtainers.
None of them had seen the trolley arrive. But just after lunch they
had seen two elderly men walking along the road, one of them
dragging a large suitcase. They were headed in the direction of the
gas station and the hot dog stand.

Aronsson asked if there were really only two men, not three,
But the workers hadn't seen a third person.

Driving to the gas station and the hot dog stand, Aronsson
considered this new information. But it was harder than ever 1o
make sense of it all.

First. he stopped at the hot dog stand. He was getting hungry.
s0 it was perfect timing. But it was closed. It had to be tough to run
a hot dog stand out in this wilderness, Aronsson thought, and con
tinued on to the gas station. There, they had seen nothing and
heard nothing. But at least they could sell Aronsson a hot dog, even
though it tasted of gas.

After his quick lunch, Aronsson went 1o the supermarket, the
Nower shop, and the Realor. And he stopped and spoke to any na-
tives who had ventured out with dogs. baby carriages, or a husband
or wife. But nobody had seen two or three men with a suitcase. The
trail simply came to an end somewhere between the foundry and
the gas station. Chief Inspector Aronsson decided to return to
Malmkiping. At least he had a pair of slippers that required identifi-
cation.

ronsson phoned the county police chief from his car and updated

him. The county police chief was grateful because he was
giving a press conference at the Plevna Hotel at two o'clock and so
far he had had nothing to say.
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The police chief had something of a theatrical bent: he was not
inclined to understatement. And now Chiefl Inspector Aronsson
had given him just what he needed for today’s show.

So the police chief pulled out all the stops during the press
conference, before Aronsson had time 1o get back to Malm-
kéiping to stop him (which he wouldnt have succeeded in do-
ing anyway). The police chief announced that the police had
to assume that Allan Karlsson’s disappearance had developed
inte a kidnapping, just as the local newspaper’s Web site had sug-
gested the previous day. The police now had information that
Karlsson was alive but in the hands of people lrom the under-
world.

There were of course a lot of questions, but the police chief
skillfully avoided them. What he could tell the press was that Karls-
son and his presumed kidnappers had been seen in the little village
of Aker as recently as around lunchtime thar very day. And he
urged the police authority’s best friend—the General Public—io
keep their eyes open.

To the disappointment of the police chief, the TV team hadn't
stayed around for his dramatic announcement. They would surely
have been hooked if that sluggard Aronsson had managed to dig
up the kidnapping story a little earlier. But ar least the national
tabloid was there, as were the local paper and a reporter from the
local radio. And at the back of the hotel dining room stood an-
other man whom the police chiel didn't recognize. Was he from
the national news agency?

Bucket wasn't from a news agency. But he was becoming con-
vinced that Bolt had skipped town with all the dough—in which
case he was now as good as dead.

Whn Chief Inspector Aronsson arrived at the Plevna Hotel, the
press had dispersed. On his way, Aronsson had stopped off

at the Old Folks” Home and they had confirmed that the slippers
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did indeed belong to Allan Karlsson. (Director Alice sniffed a
them and nodded with a disgusted look on her face.)

Aronsson had the misfortune to stumble upon the county po-
lice chief in the hotel lobby. The chief told him about the press
conference and ordered him to solve the crime, preferably in such
a way that it didn't conflict with what the police chief had said 1o
the press.

Then the police chief went on his way. He had a lot of work 1o
do. It was, for example, high time o bring a prosecutor on board.

Aronsson sat down with a cup of coffee 1o reflect on the laten
developments. He decided to focus on the relationship between
the three trolley passengers. If the farmer had been wrong about
Karlsson and Jonsson’s relationship to the trolley’s third passenger.
then it might be a hostage drama. The police chief had just said as
mauch at his press conference, but since he was rarely right, thar
might be a strike against the kidnapping theory. Besides, witnesses
had seen Karlsson and Jonsson walking around in Aker—with a
suitcase. So the question was, had the two old men, Karlsson and
Jonsson, somehow managed to overpower the young and strong
MNever Again member and throw him into a ditch?

An incredible but not impossible idea. Aronsson decided to call
in the Eskilstuna police dog again. The dog and her handler would
need 1o take a long walk all the way from the farmer's fields to the
foundry in Aker. Somewhere in between, the Never Again mem-
ber had disappeared.

Karlsson and Jonsson themselves managed to disappear into
thin air somewhere berween the back of the foundry and the gas
station—a distance of 200 yards. They disappeared from the face
of the earth without anyone noticing. The enly thing along the
route was a closed hot dog stand,

Aronsson’s mobile rang. The police had received a new tip.
This time the centenarian had been seen in Mjolby, probably kid-
napped by the middle-aged man with the ponytail who sat behind
the wheel of a silver Mercedes.
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—Should we check it out? his colleague asked.

—MNao, said Aronsson, sighing,

Years of experience had raught Aronsson 1o distinguish be-
tween good and bad tips. That was a consolation when maost things

were clouded in mist.

enny stopped in Mjlby to get gas. fulins carcfully epened the suil-
case and pulled out a 500-crown note 1o pay with.

Then Julius said he wanted to stretch his kegs a lintle, and asked
Allan vo stay in the car and guard the suitcase. Allan was tired af
ter the day’s hardships, and promised not 1o move an inch.

Benny came back first, and got behind the wheel. Shortly af-
ter, Julius returned. The Mercedes continued s journcy south.

After a while, Julius started to rustle something in the back-
seat. He held out an opened bag of candy 1o Allan and Benny.

—Just look what | found in my pocket, he said.

Allan raised his eycbrows:

—You stole a bag of candy, when we've got hifty million in the
suitcase?

—You've got fifty million in the sultcase? asked Benny.

—Dops, said Allan,

—Not quite, said Julius. We gave you one hundred thousand.

=Plus five hundred for the gas. said Allan.

Benny was silent for a few seconds.

—>50 you've got forty-nine million, eight hundred and ninety-
nine thousand, five hundred crowns in the sultcase?

—You have a head for numbers, said Allan.

Silence reigned until Julius said that it might be better to exphain
everything to the private chauffeur. If Benny wanted to break their
contract, then that would be quite all righ.

The part of the story Benny found hardest to stomach was thar
a person had been put to death and subsequently packed for ex-
port. But on the other hand, it had clearly been an accident, even
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though vodka was involved. For his part, Benny never touched the
hard stuff.

The newly employed chauffeur thought it through and de-
cided that the fifty million had most certainly been in the wrong
hands from the very beginning, and now the money might be of
more use to humanity. Besides, it seemed wrong to resign on the
very first day of a new job,

So Benny promised to stay on and wondered what the two old
men were planning next. Until then, he hadn't wanted to ask; in
Benny s opinion, curiosity was not a desirable quality in private
chauffeurs, but now he had become a bit of a conspirator,

Allan and Julius admitted that they didn't actually have any
plan at all. Maybe they could follow the road until it started 1o get
dark, and then spend the night somewhere where they could dis-
cuss the matter in more detail.

~—Fifty million, said Benny and smiled, while he put the Mer-
cedes into first gear.

—Forty-nine million, eight hundred and ninety-nine thousand,
five hundred crowns, Allan corrected him.

Then Julius had to promise to stop stealing things for the sake
of stealing. He said it wouldn't be easy: he had it in his blood and
wasn't suited to anything else. But he did promise, and one thing

Julius knew about himself was that he rarely failed to keep his
promises.

The journey continued in silence. Allan soon Fell asleep. Julius
ate another candy. And Benny hummed a song whose name he

didn't remember.

tabloid jowrnalist who semsed a story is not easy to stap, It didn’
take long for the reporters to form a much clearer picture of
the true course of events than the one the county police chief had
presented at the afiernoon’s press conference. This time around,
the Express was the first 1o get hold of ticket seller Ronny Hulth,
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visit him at his home, and—upon promising to find a live-in part-
ner for Ronny Hulth's lonely cat—manage to persuade him to fol-
low the reporter to a hotel in Eskilstuna for the night—out of reach
of the rival paper. At first, Hulth had been afraid 1o talk; he remem-
bered only too well what the young man had threatened him with.
But the reporter promised that Hulth could remain anonymous
and assured him that nothing would happen to him since the po-
lice were now involved in the case.

But the Express did not stop at Hulth. The bus driver too had
been caught in the net, as had the villagers in Byringe, the farmer
in Vidkarr, and various people in the Aker village. All in all, this
offered fodder for several dramartic articles the next day. They
were of course full of incorrect assumptions, but considering the
circumstances the reporter had done well.

he silver Mereedes drove on. Eventually, Julins toe fell asleep. Allan

was snoring in the front seat. Julius in the back with the suit-
case as an uncomfortable pillow. All of this while Benny charted
their course as best he could. Eventually Benny decided to leave the
highway, continuing south, deep into the Smiland forests. Here he
was hoping to find suitable lodging for the night.

Allan woke up and wondered whether it wouldn't soon be time
to go to bed. Thar conversation woke up Julius, who looked around,
secing forest everywhere, and asked where they were.

Benny told them thas they were now about fifieen miles north
of Vixjs and that he had been thinking while the gentlemen slept.
What he had concluded was that for reasons of security it would be
best to find a discreet place to stay the night. They didn't know who
was chasing them, but if you stole a suitcase with Bfty million, you
should not expect to be left in peace. So Benny had rumned off the
road that led 1o Viixjo, and headed toward a much humbler place
called Rottne. Perhaps there mighe be o small hotel there where

they could spend the night.
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—3Smart, said Julius appreciatively. But perhaps not sman
enough.

Julius explained what he meant. In Rottne there might be. at
best, a little shabby hotel that nobody ever found their way to IT
three gentlemen without a reservation suddenly turned up one
evening it would attract considerable attention from the villag-
er3. Better, in that case, to find a farm or & house somewhere in the
forest and bribe their way into a room for the night and some-
thing to eat.

Benny found Julius’s reasoning wise, and thus tumned on to the
first insignificant gravel road he saw.

It had just started 1o get dark when afier almost two winding
miles the three men saw a mailbox at the side of the road. On the
mailbox it said: Lake Farm, and next to it was an cven narrower
track, which they presumed would lead to the farm. And that
turned out to be correct. A hundred yards farther on they came
across a house. It was a proper red two-story farmhouse with white
window frames and a barn. Farther along beside a lake there was
something that had once been a ol shed.

The place seemed 1o be inhabited and Benny brought the Mer-
cedes to a halt just in front of the entrance o the farmhouse. Then,
out through the front door came a woman in her early forties, with
frizzy red hair, wearing an even redder track suit, and with an Al-
satian at her heel.

The three men got out of the Mercedes. Julius glanced at the
dog, but it didn't look as if it would attack them. In fact. it gave the
guests a curious, almost friendly look.

So Julius dared to take his eyes off it, He said a polite "Good
evening” and explained their quest for a place to sleep and perhaps
a bite to eat.

The woman looked ar the motley crew in front of her: an old
man, a less-old man, and a . . . rather stylish guy, she had ro admit.
And the right age too. And with a ponytail! She smiled 1o hersell
and Julius thought they were set, but then she sald:
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—This is not a damn hotel.

Allan sighed. He really was longing for something to eat and a
bed. Life was exhausting now that he had decided o live a litle lon-

ger. Say what you like about the Old Folks” Home: at least ic didn'
give him aches and pains all over his body.

Julius looked disappointed too and said that he and his friends
were lost and tired, and that they were naturally prepared to pay
their way if only they could stay there the night. If absolutely nec-
essary they could skip the food bit.

—We'll pay one thousand crowns per person if you give us
somewhere to sleep, Julius offered.

— e thousand crowns? said the woman. Are you on the run?

Julius brushed her rather perceptive question aside and ex-
plained again that they had come a long way, and although ke could
probably keep going. Allan here was advanced in years.

—Yesterday was my hundredth birthday, said Allan in a pa-
thetic voice.

—Omne hundred! said the woman, almest frightened. Well, I'll
be damned!

And then she was silent for a moment.

—What the hell, she finally said. | suppose you can stay. But
forget the thousand crowns, Like | said, this is not a damn hotel I'm

running here.
Benny gave her an admiring look. He had never heard a

woman swear so much in such a short rime. He thoughe it sounded
delightful.

—My Beauty, he said, May | pet your dog?

—Reauty? said the woman. Are you blind? But sure, pet away.
Buster is friendly. You can each have a room upstairs; there's plenty
of room here., The sheets are clean, but watch out for the rat poison
on the floor, Dinner will be on the table in an hour.

The woman headed past the three guests toward the barn,
with Buster faithfully at her side. Benny inquired in passing what
her name might be. Without turning she said it was Gunilla but that
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she thought "Beauty sounded fine, so just stick the fuck 1o that.”
Benny pramised.

—I think I'm in love, said Benny.

—I know I'm tired, said Allan.

At that very moment, they heard a bellowing from the barn that
made even the exhausted Allan stand up straighe. It must have come
from a very large and possibly pained animal.

—Caoal it, Sonya, said the Beauty. I'm on my damn way.



SEVEN

1929-1939

he lictle howse in Yachult was a mess, During the years Allan had

I been in Professor Lundborg's care, the tiles had blown off

the roof and lay scattered on the ground, the outhouse

had fallen over, and one of the kitchen windows was flapping in the
wind,

Allan peed in the open air, since there was no longer an out-
house in working order. Then he went in and sat in his dusty
kitchen. He left the window open. He was hungry but resisted the
urge to check the larder; it wouldn't improve his mood, he was
Flire.

He had grown up here, but hame had never felt as distant as it
did ar thar moment. Was it time 1o cut his tes with the past and

move on? Most definitely.
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Allan got out several sticks of dynamite and set about a famil-
iar task before packing his bike trailer with the few valuables he
owned. At dusk on the third of June 1929, be took off. The dyna-
mite exploded az it was meant to exactly thirty minutes later. The
little house was blown 1o bits and the neighbor’s cow had another
miscarriage.

An hour later, Allan was behind bars at the police station in
Flen, eating dinner while being yelled at by Superintendent Krook.
The Flen police had just acquired a police car and it hadn’t taken
long to catch the man who had blown his own house o bits and
pleces,

This time, the offense was more obvious.

—MNegligent destruction, said Superintendent Krook authori-

—Could you pass me the bread? Allan asked.

Mo, Superintendent Krook could not,. He could, however,
dress down his poor assistant who had weakly complied with the
wishes of the delinquent when he had requested an evening meal.
In the meantime, Allan finished his dinner and then let himsellbe
taken to the same cell as last time.

—You don't happen to have today's paper? Allan asked. Some-
thing to read before bed, that is.

Superintendent Krook replied by tumning off the ceiling light
and slamming the door, The next morning, the first thing he did
was phone "that loony bin” in Uppsala to tell them to come and get
Allan Karlsson.

But Bernhard Lundborg's colleagues turned a deaf ear, Karls-
son’s treatment was complete, and now they had others to castrate
and analyze, If only the police superintendent knew how many
people the nation must be saved from: Jews and Gypsies and Ne-
groes and imbeciles and others. The fact that Mr. Kardsson had
blown his own house to bits did not qualify him for a new journey
(o UFF.'ﬂh- Aren't you ﬂh“"ﬂl (%] do what l’fﬂl.‘l Want ﬂh your
own house? We live in a free country, don't we?
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Police Superintendent Krook hung up. He could make no
headway with these big-city types. He regretted that he had not let
Karlsson bike away the previous evening.

And that is why Allan Karlsson, after a morning of negotia-
tions, was back on his bicycle with the trailer in tow. This time he
had food for three days in neat packets and double blankets to
keep him warm if the weather turned cool. He waved good-bye to
Superintendent Krook, who didn't wave back, and then turned
north, because that direction seemed to Allan to be as good as any.

By afternoon, the road had raken him to Hilleforsnis, and that
was far enough for one day. Allan stopped beside a grassy slope.
spread out a blanket, and opened one of his food packets. While
he chewed away at a slice of syrupy bread with salami. he studied
the industrial premises that he'd happened to choose for his picnic
site. Outside the factory was a heap of cannon pipes from the
foundry. Perhaps the people who made cannons could use someone
to make sure that they went off when they were meant to go off.
There was no point in biking as far away from Yxhult as possible.
Hiilleforsniis would do as well as anywhere else. If there was work

to be had, that is.
Allan’s assumption that the presence of cannon pipes might

mean work for him was perhaps a little naive. Nevertheless it
turned out to be exactly right. After a short talk with the director,
during which Allan omitted details of certain recent life events, he
sccured employment as an ignition specialist.

He was going to like it here, thought Allan.

he manufacture of cannons was af a low point at the foundry in
Hilleforsniis, and the orders continued 1o decline. The min-
ister of defense, in the aftermath of the First World War, had re-
duced the funds available to the military, while King Gustav V sat
in the palace gnashing his teeth. The defense minister, a man with
an analytic bent, realized in hindsight that Sweden should have
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been better armed when the war broke out, but that didnt mean
that there was any point in arming now, ten years later.

The consequences for the Hilleforsnis foundry were that pro-
duction was switched to more peaceful products, and the workers
lost their jobs.

But not Allan—ignition specialists being hard 1o come by. The
factory owner had hardly believed his ears and eyes when Allan
appeared one day and turned out 1o be an expert on explosives of
every type. Up umntil then, he had been forced to rely entirely upon
the ignition specialist he had. and that was not a good thing, be-
cause the man wasa foreigner, could hardly speak Swedish, and had
black hair all over his body. He also doubted whether the man was
reliable. But the owner had not had much choice.

Allan, on the other hand, did not think of people in terms of
their color. He had always found Professor Lundborg's ideas strange.
But he was curious to meet his firsz black man. It was with longing
that he read the advertisements in the paper announcing that Jose-
phine Baker was vo appear in Stockholm, but he had o sectle for
Estebén, his white but dark-skinned Spanish ignition specialist col-
league.

Allan and Estebin got along well, and shared a room in the
workers” barracks next 1o the foundry. Estebdn told Allan his dra-
matic story. He had met a gird at a panty in Madrid and secretly
embarked upon a fairly innocent relationship with her, withour re-
alizing that she was the daughter of the prime minister, Miguel
Primo de Rivera. The prime minister was not a man you argued
with; he governed the country as he wished, with the King trailing
helplessly along behind him. “Prime minister” was a polite word for
“dictator,” in Estebin’s opinion. But Primo de Rivera's daugheer was
a knockout.

Estebin's proletarian background had not in any Way appealed
to his potential father-inlaw. So in his firss, and only, meeting
with Primo de Rivera, Estcbin was informed that he had two al-
rernatives. One was to disappear as far away from Spanish terri-
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tory as possible, the other was o receive a bullet through his neck
on the spor.

While Primo de Rivera cocked his rifle, Estebdn said that he
had at that moment decided in favor of the first alternative, and
backed rapidly out of the room without so much as a glance in the
direction of the sobbing girl.

As far away as possible, thought Estebdn, and he went north,
and then even farther north and finally so far north thar the lakes
froze 1o ice in the winter. He had been in Sweden ever since. He
had gotren the job at the foundry three years earlier with some in-
terpreting help from a Catholic priest and, may God forgive him, a
made-up story about having worked with explosives back home in
Spain, when in actual fact he had mainly picked tomatoes.

Gradually, Estebdn had managed to learn workable Swedish
and had become a fairly competent ignition specialist. And now,
with Allan at his side, he became a real professional.

Allan fel at home in the workers' barracks. After a year, he
could make himself understood in the Spanish that Estebdn taughe
him. After two years, his Spanish was virtually fluent. But it took
three years before Estebin gave up his attempts 1o impose his Span-
ish variety of intermational socialism on Allan. He tried everything,
but Allan was not susceptible. Estebin could not understand that
particular facet of his best friend’s personality. It wasa't that Allan
took an opposite view of the ways of the world and argued accord-
ingly. No, he simply had no opinion wharsoever.

Allan had the same problem. Esiebin was a good friend. I
wasn't his fault that he had been poisoned by those damned poli-
tics, He certainly wasn't the only one.

The seasons came and went for some tme before Allan’s life
took a new turn. It started when Esteban finally received the news
that Primo de Rivera had resigned and fled the country. Now
proper democracy was just round the corner, perhaps even social-
ism, and Estebdn didn’t want to miss that.

S0 he planned 1o go home as soon as possible. The foundry
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was getting fewer and fewer orders because Sefior Defense Minis-
ter had decided that there wouldn't be any more wars. Estebin
was sure that bath ignition specialisis would be fired any day.
What did his friend Allan have in mind for the Future? Did he
want to come along to Spain?

Allan thought about it. On the one hand, he wasn't interested in
any revolution, Spanish or otherwise. It would probably only kead 1o
a new revolution, in the opposite direction. On the other hand,
Spain was actually abroad, just like every other country except Swe-
den, and after having read sbout countries abroad all his life per-
haps it wouldn't be such a bad idea 1o experience them for real. On
the way, they might even meet up with a black man or twa,

When Estebin promised that they would meet at least one black
man on the way 1o 5pain, Allan had to say yes. The two friends then
discussed more practical matters. In doing so they came to the con-
clusion that the owner of the foundry was a “stupid bastard” (that
was exactly how they put it) and did not deserve their consideration.
They decided to await that weeks wages and then discreetly dis-
appear.

So it was that Allan and Estebin got up at five in the morning
the following Sunday to depart by bicycle with trailer artached,
headed in a southerly direction, leading—eventually—to Spain.
On the way, Estchin planned 1o stop outside the foundry owner’s
residence to drop off a complete sample of the result of his morning
wisit to the outhouse, delivered in a milk-filled jug that looked just
like the one that arrived early every moming at the factory owner’s
gate. Estebidn had been forced to put up for a long time with being
called “the ape™ by the factory owner and his two teenage sons.

—Revenge is not a good thing, Allan warned him. Revenge is
like politics: one thing always leads to another until bad has be-
come worse, and worse has become worst.

But Estebdn insisted

—Just because you had slightly hairy arms and didn't speak
the foundry owner’s language that didn’t make you an ape, did it?
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Allan had 1o agree, so the two friends arrived at a reasonable
compromise. Estebdn would limit himself to pissing into the milk.

That same moming witnesses had tattled 1w the foundry
owner that Allan and Estebin had been seen on bikes with trailers
on the way toward Katrineholm, or perhaps even farther south,
50 the foundry owner was prepared for the coming week's imme-
diate decrease in staff. He sat brooding on the veranda of his lav-
ish foundry owner’s villa while he sipped the glass of milk that
Sigrid had kindly served him, together with an almond biscuit.
The foundry owner's mood darkened because there seemed 1o be
something wrong with the biscuits. They had a distinct taste of
ammonia.

The foundry owner decided to wait until after church to tell
Sigrid off. For the time being, he would drink another glass of milk,
hoping to remove the unpleasant taste in his mouth.

So it was that Allan found himself in Spain. It took them three
months to make their way down through Europe, and on the way
he got to meet more black men than he ever dreamed of. But after
the first one, he lost interest, It turned out that there was no differ-
ence other than the color of their skin, except of course that they
spoke weird languages, but the whites did that too, from southern
Sweden onward. Professor Lundborg must have been frightened
by a black man when he was a child, thought Allan.

Allan and his friend Estebdn came to a land in chaos. The King
had fled 1o Rome and been replaced by a republic. The Lefit called
for revolucion, while the Right was terrified by what had gone on
in Sralin’s Russia. Would the same thing happen here?

For a moment Estebdn forgot that his friend was incorrigibly
apaolitical and tried to drag Allan in the direction of revolution.
Bur Allan stuck w his habit of not getting involved. It seemed all
too familiar, and Allan was still unable to understand why every-
thing always had 1o become the exact opposite of what it was.

An unsuccessiul military coup from the Right was followed by
@ general strike from the Left. Then there was a general election.
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The Left won, and the Right got grumpy, or was it the other way
around? Allan wasn't really sure. In the end. there was war.

Allan was in a foreign country and had no better idea than wo
follow half a step behind his friend Estebdn, who joined the army
and was immediately promoted to sergeant when his platoon leader
realized that Estebdn knew how to blow things up.

Allan’s friend wore his uniform with pride and looked forward
to his first contribution to the war. The platoon was ordered to blow
up a couple of bridges in a valley in Aragon, and Estebin’s group
was told to deal with the first bridge. Estebdn was so exalved by the
trust placed in him that he got up onto a rock, grabbed his rifle in
his left hand, raised it in the air, and shouted:

—Death to fascism, deathwoall . . .

He didn't manage to finish the sentence before half of his head
and one shoulder were shot away by what might possibly have been
one of the fAirst enemy mortars fired in the war. Allan was abour
twenty yards away when it happened, and thus avoided being dirt-
ied by the parts of his comrade that were spread around the rock
that Estebdn had been stupid enough 1o stand on. One of the sol-
diers in Estebdn’s group started w cry. For his part, Allan looked
around at whar was left of his friend and decided that it wasnt
worth picking up the bits.

—You should have stayed in Hilleforsnds, said Allan and sud-
denly felt a sincere longing 1o be chopping wood outside his lictle
house in Yxhult.

The mortar that killed Estebdn may well have been the first in
the war, but it certainly wasn't the last. Allan considered going
home, but suddenly the war was all around him. Besides, it was
one hell of a long walk back to Sweden, and nobody was waiting
for him.

So Allan sought out Estebin’s company commander, intro-
duced himself as Europe's leading pyrotechnical expert, and said
that he would be prepared 1o blow up bridges and ather infrastruc-
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tural constructions for the company commander, in exchange for
three square meals a day and enough wine to get drunk on when
circumstances allowed.

The company commander was about to have Allan shot be-
cause he stubbornly refused to sing the praises of socialism and the
republic and, almost worse, he insisted on serving in civilian clothes.
As Allan expressed it:

—One more thing . . . ifl am going to blow up bridges for you,
then I'm going to do it wearing my own jacket: otherwise you can

blow up the bridges yourselfl.

No company commander has ever been born who would let
himself be browbeaten by a civilian in that way. The problem for
this particular company commander was that the most skilled
explosives expert in his company was spread in pleces across a
rock on a nearby hill.

While the company commander sat in his foldable milicary feld
chair and ruminated upon whether Allan’s immediate future was
employment or execution, one of the platoon leaders whispered in
his ear that the young sergeant who so unfortunately had just been
shiot to bits had previously affirmed this strange Swede's abilities as
a master in the field of explosives.

That decided the matter. Sefior Karlsson could a) stay alive,
b) be fed three square meals a day, ¢) have the right 1o wear his
Jacket, and d} have exactly the same right as all the others w sample
the wine now and then, in reasonable quantities. In return, he would
blow up exactly what the commanders around him requested. Two
foot soldiers were asked 1o keep a special eye on the Swede, be-
cause there was no way of knowing for certain that he wasn'ta spy.

The months turned 1o years. Allan blew up what he was told
to blow up, and he did so with considerable skill.

The job was not without its risks. You often had w0 crawl
along the ground in order to sneak up on the object that was to be
blown up, place an explosive charge there with a time fuse, and
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then zigrag your way back to safe ground. After three months, one
of Allans two soldier guards lost his life (by mistake be crawled
right into an enemy camp). Six months later. the other one met the
same fate (he got up 1o siretch his back and immediately that same
body part was shot in twol The company commander didn't bother
1o replace them, since Sefior Karlsson had done such a good job
with the explosives.

Allan couldn’t see the point of killing lots of people unneces-
sarily, 3o he tried 10 make sure the bridge in question was empty
when the charge went off. That was true as well for the very last
bridge he was ordered 1o blow just before the war ended. But this
time, just as he had finished his preparations and had crawled back
to some bushes beyond one of the bridge foundations, an enemy
patrol came walking toward him with a medal-wearing little man
in the middle. They approached from the other side and seemed to
be wotally unaware that the republicans were close by, and that
they were just about to join Estebdn and tens of thousands of other
Spaniards in eternity.

But Allan had had enough. 5o he got up out of the bushes and
started to wave his arms.

—Go away! he hollered ar the little man with the medals and
his entourage. Be off, before you get blown up!

The little man with the medals gave a start. Then his entourage
dragged him over the bridge and didn't stop until they had reached
Allan’s bush. Eight rifles were suddenly pointed at the Swede and
at least one of them would have been fired if it hadn't been for the
bridge suddenly blowing up behind them all. The pressure wave
knocked the little man with the medals into Allan’s bush, In the
tumalt, none of the little man's entourage dared send a bullet in
Allan’s direction, since it might hit the wrong person. Besides, he
appeared 10 be a civilian. And when the smoke settled there was no
longer any question of killing Allan. The little man with the med-
als shook his hand and explained that a real general knows how o
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show his appreciation and that the best thing now was for the
group to withdraw to the other side again, with or without a bridge.
If his savior wanted to come along. he was more than welcome.
Once there the general would invite him to dinner.

—Paclla Andaluz, said the general. My cook is from the south.
¢Comprendet

Yes, indeed, Allan understood. He understood that he had saved
the life of the generalissimo himself; he understood that it was
probably to his advantage o be standing there in his dirty jacket
instead of in an enemy uniform; he understood that his friends on
the hill a few hundred yards away would be watching the whole
thing through binoculars and he understood that for the sake of his
health it would be best 10 change sides in the war—the purpose of
which he hadn't in any case undersood.

Besides, he was hungry.

—5i, por javor, mi general, said Allan. Paclla would hit the spot.
Perhaps with a glass or two of red wine?

When, ven years eardier, Allan had applicd for a job as an igni-
tion specialist at the foundry in Hilleforsnds, he had chosen 1o
exclude from his résumé the fact that he had been inan asylum for
four years, after which he had blown up his own house. Perhaps
that was precisely why the job interview went so well.

Allan thought back to that while he chatted with General
Franco. On the one hand, you shouldn't lie. On the other, it would
be best not to reveal to the gencral that it was Allan who had set the
charge under the bridge and that he had, for the last three years,
been a civilian employee of the republican army. Allan wasn't shy,
bt in this particular case there was a dinner and good booze on of-
fer. The truth could temporarily be set aside, Allan thoughe.

S0, Allan told the gencralissimo that he had found himselfin the
bush while fleeing from the republicans. Luckily he had personally
observed how the charge had been set, so he was able to warn the
gencral. Furthermore, the reason he had ended up in Spain and the
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war at all was that he had been tempted there by a friend. a man
who had a close relationship with the deceased Miguel Primo de
Rivera. But since that friend had been killed by an enemy mortar
shell, Allan had been forced w struggle on his own to stay alive. He
had been in the clutches of the republicans, but eventually managed
to break our.

And then Allan quickly changed the subject, telling instead of
how his father had been in the inner circle of the court of the Rus-
sian Czar Nicholas and thart his father had died a martyr's death in
a hopeless battle with the leader of the Bolsheviks, Lenin.

Dinner was served in the general stafls tent. The more red
wine Allan downed, the more colorful the descriptions of his fa-
ther's heroic deeds. General Franco could not fail to be impressed.
First his life is saved, then it turns out that his savior is practically
related to Czar Nicholas I1.

The food was excellent; the Andulasian cook did not dare let it
be anything else. And the wine lowed in an endless series of toasts
in honor of Allan, of Allan’s father, of Czar Nicholas 11, and of the
Czar’s family. And finally the general fell asleep just as he was giv-
ing Allan a big hug 1o seal the fact that they had just progressed to
the familiar ni.

When the two now-firm friends woke up again, the war was
over. General Franco took charge of the government of the new
Spain and offered Allan the position as head of his internal body-
guard. Allan thanked him for the offer, but said that it was high
time for him to be heading home., if Francisco would allow it. And
Francisco would, even writing a letter giving the gencralissimo’s
unconditional protection (" just show this if you need any help”)
and then providing Allan with a princely escort all the way to Lis-

bon from where the general thoughe boats would leave for the
north.

From Lisbon, boarts left in every direction imaginable, it rurned
out. Allan stood on the quay and thought about it for a while. Then
he waved the letter from the general in front of the captain of a
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ship sailing under the Spanish flag. and he soon had a free passage.
There was no question of his having to pay his way.

The ship wasn't actually going to Sweden, but on the quay Allan
had asked himsell what be would do there anyway, and he hadn't
really come up with a good answer.



EIGHT

Tuesday, May 3-Wednesday, May 4, 2005

Srer the afternoon’s press confercnce, Hucket sat down with a
A];u:n:r to think things over, But however much he thought

he coukdnt make heads or tails of it Would Bolt have
started kidnapping centenarians? Or did one thing have nothing to
do with the other? All this thinking gave Bucket a headache, so he
stopped and phoned the Boss instead, reporting to him that noth-
ing at all had happened that was worth reporting. He was told 1o
stay in Malmkoping and await further orders.

The conversation over, Bucket was alone again with his beer,
The situation was becoming too taxing. He didn't like having no
idea what was going on, and now his headache came back again,
S50 in his mind he fled to the past, remembering his youth back
home.

Bucket had started his eriminal career in Brals, not far from
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where Allan and his new friends now found themselves. There, he
had gotren rogether with some like-minded peers and started
the motoreycle club called The Vielence, Bucker was the leader; he
decided which newsstand was to be robbed of cigarettes next. He
wag the one who had chosen the name—The Violence, in English,
not Swedish. And he was the one who unfortunately asked his
girlfriend Isabella to sew the name of the motercyele club onto
ten newly stolen leather jackets. Isabella had never really learned
to spell properly at school, not in Swedish, and certainly not in
English.

The result was that Isabella sewed The Violing on the jackets
instead. As the rest of the club members had had similar academic
success, nobody in the group noticed the mistake.

So everyone was very surprised when one day a letter arrived
for The Violins in Brads from the people in charge of the concert
hall in Viixjts, The letter suggested that, since the club obviously
concerned itsell with classical music. they mighe like to put in an
appearance at a concert with the ciry'’s prestigious chamber or-
chestra, Musica Vitae,

Buckert felr provoked; somebody was clearly making fun of him.,
One night he skipped the newsstand, and instead went into Vilxji to
throw a brick through the glass door of the concert hall. This was
imended o teach the people responsible a lesson in respect.

It all went off well, except that Bucket's leather glove happened
1o [ollow rhe stone into the lobby. Since the alarm went off imme-
diately, Bucker felr it would be unwise o try 1o retrieve the per-
sonal item in question.

Losing a glove was not good. Bucker had traveled 1o Vixjo by
motorbike and one hand was extremely cold all the way home to
Brads that night. Even worse was the fact that Bucket's luckless girl-
friend had written Bucket’s name and address inside the glove, in
case he lost it, So by the following morning the police had worked
out who the primary suspect was, and picked up Bucket for ques-
ti:lning,
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In the interrogation, Bucket explained that there were extenu-
ating circumstances and described how he had been provoked by
the management of the concert hall. The story of how The Vio-
lence became The Violins ended up in the local newspaper, and
Bucket became the laughingsiock of all Brads. In a rage, he decided
that the next newsstand they were robbing should be burned down
instead of just having its door smashed in. This in turn led 1o the
Turkish-Bulgarian owner—who had gone to bed in his storeroom
to guard against thicves—narrowly escaping with his life. Having
decided that one glove was better than none on a cold evening,
Bucket wore his remaining glove 1o the scene of the crime (with
the address noted just as neatly as in the first glove). lost it, and not
long after found himsell on his way to prison for the first time.
There he met the Boss, and when he had served his sentence Bucket
decided it was best to leave Brads and his girlfriend behind. Both
scemed only to bring him bad luck

But The Violence lived on, and the members retained the mis-
spelled jackets. Lately, however, the club had changed its focus.
MNow it concentrated on stealing cars and on Axing the odometers.
Or as the new leader of the group, Bucket's little brother, used to
say: “Nothing makes a car prettier than when you suddenly dis-
cover it has driven only half the mileage.”

Bucket was occasionally in rouch with his brother and the old
life, but had no wish to be back there.

—What a fuckup, was how Bucket concisely summed up his
own history.

It was tough to think in new ways and equally tough o re-
member the old. Better to have a third beer and then, in accor-
dance with the Boss's orders, check in to the hotel.

t was almost dark when Chief Inspector Aronsson accompanicd by the
police dog handler and Kicki, the dog, arrived at Aker village,
after the long walk along the railway track from Vidkirr.
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The dog hadn't reacted o anything along the way. Aronsson
wondered if she actually realized that they were working. not just
out on an evening stroll. But when the trio came to the abandoned
inspection trolley, the dog stood to attention, or whatever it was
called. And then she raised one paw and started to bark. Aronsson's
hopes were raised.

—Does that mean something? he asked.

—Yes, it certainly does, answered the dog handler.

And then he explained that Kicki had different signs, depend-
ing on what she wanted 1o convey.

—Well then, what is she trying to tell us? asked the increas-
ingly impatient Aronsson and pointed at the dog, still standing on
three legs and barking,

~That, said the dog handler, means there has been a dead body
on the trolley.

—A dead body? A corpse?

—A corpse.

Chief Inspector Aronsson saw in his mind’s eye how the Never
Again member killed the unfortunare centenarian Allan Karlsson,
But then this new information merged with what he already knew.

— It miust be the exact oppesite, he mumbled and felt strangely
relieved.

he Beauty served beef and potatoes with lingonberries and beer, fol-
lowed by a glass of bitters. The guests were hungry, but first
lhtjr needed to know what sort of animal they had heard from the
barn.
—That was Sonya, said The Beauty. My elephant.
—Elepham? said Julius,
—Elephant? said Allan.
—| thought | recognized that sound, said Benny.
The former hot-dog-stand owner had been struck by love at first
sight. And now, at second sight, he felt no different. This constantly
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swearing red-haired woman with the full figure seemed to have
popped straight out of a novel!

The Beauty had discovered the elephant early one August
moming in her garden stealing apples. IF she had been able 1o talk
she would have said that the previous evening she had absconded
from a circus in Vixji to look for something to drink, because the
elephant keeper had gone to do the same in town instead of doing
his job.

When darkness fell the clephant had reached the shores of
Helga Lake and decided 1o do more than simiply quench her thirst,
A cooling bath would be very nice. the elephant thought. and waded
out in the shallow water.

But suddenly it wasn't 5o shallow anymaore, and the elephant
had to rely on her innate ability to swim. Elephants in general are
not as logical in their thinking as are people. This elephant was a
prime example; she decided to swim one-and-a-half miles o the
other side of the cove to reach firm ground again, instead of just
turning around to swim four yards back to the shore.

The elephantine logic had two consequences. One was that the
clephant was quickly declared dead by the circus people and the
police. who rather belatedly thought to follow her tracks all the way
1o Helga Lake and onto the shore of its fifty-foot-deep water. The
other was that the stillvery-much-alive elephant, under cover of
darkness, managed 1o spirit hersell all the way 1o The Beauty's ap-
ple orchard, without a single soul observing it

The Beauty didn't know that, of course, but afterward she
worked out most of what happened when she read in the local pa-
per about an elephant that had disappeared and was now declared
dead. How many elephants could be running around the area and
at that particular time? The dead elephant and the still-very-much-
alive elepham were presumably the same.

The Beauty began by giving the elephant a name. It became
Sonya, after her idol Sonya Hedenbratt. This was fallowed by sev-
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eral days’ negotiations between Sonya and the Alsatian, Buster,
before the two agreed to ger along.

Winter arrived. meaning an endless search for food for poor
Sonya who ate like the elephant she was. Convenlemly, The
Beauty's father had just conked out and left an inheritance of one
million crowns to his only daughter. (When he became a pensioner
vwenty vears earlier, he had sold his successful brush-making fac-
tory and subsequently looked after his money well) 5o The Beauty
resigned from her job at the local dinic in Rottme, to be a stay-at-
home mom for a dog and an elephant.

Then spring arrived and Sonya could once more sustain her-
self with grass and leaves, and then that Mercedes drove into the
yard—the first visitors since Daddy. bless his dear departed soul,
had come to see his daughter one last time two years before. The
Beauty said that she wasn't one to argue with fate, so it never oc-
curred to her to try to keep Sonya a secret from the srangers,

Allan and Julius sat quietly and let The Beauty’s story sink in,
while Benny said:

—Rut what was that bellowing from Sonya? | feel she must be
in pain.

The Beauty stared at him wide-eyed:

—How the hell could you hear thar?

Benny took a bite to give himself time to think. Then he said:

—I'm almost a vet. Do you want the long or the shor story?

They all agreed that they would prefer the long version, but
The Beauty insisted that first she and Benny should go o the barn
50 the almost-vet could have a look at Sonya’s painful left front
foor.

Allan and Julius remained at the dinner table, both wondering
how a ver with a ponytail could end up as a failure of a hot-dog-
stand proprictor in one of the most out-of-the-way places in the
county of Sédermanland. A ver with a ponytail, what sort of sense
did that make? These really were strange times.
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Benny examined poor old Sonya with confidence; he had done
this sort of thing before, during the practical part of his studies. A
broken-off twig had become jammed under her second roenail. and
made part of her foot swell up. The Beauty had tried to get the twig
out but she had not been strong or dexterous enough. It didn’t take
Benny more than a couple of minutes to manage it, with the help of
calm talk with Sonya and a pair of tongs. But the elephamt’s foot
was badly swollen.

—We need antibiotics, said Benny. A couple of pounds.

—If you know what we need, | know how to get it, said The
Beauty.

But “getting it” would require a visit to Rottne in the middle of
the night, and to pass the evening Benny and The Beauty returned
to the dinner table.

They all ate with a good appetite and washed the food down
with beer and bitters, all except Benny who drank julee. After the
last bite, they moved into the living room and the armchairs be-
side the fire, where Benny was asked to explain how he came 1o be
an almost-vet.

It all began when Benny and his one-year-older brother, Bo.
who grew up just south of Stockholm, spent several summers with
their uncle Frank in Dalarna. Uncle Frank, who was never called
anything other than Frasse, was a successful entrepreneur who
owned and ran a number of different local businesses. Uncle Frank
sold everything from campers 1o gravel and most things in be-
vween. Besides eating and sleeping,. work was his great passion. He
had some failed romances behingd him, since all the ladies soon go
tired of Uncle Frasse just working and working, cating and sleep-
ing (and showering on Sundays).

Anyway, during a number of summers in the 1960s, Benny and
Bo had been sent 1o Dalarna by their father, Uncle Frasse's older
brother, on the grounds that the chiklren needed some fresh air. It
is doubtful whether they got much of that, because Benny and Bo
were quickly trained to look after the big stone-crushing machine
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at Uncle Frasse'’s gravel pit. The boys liked working there, even
though it was hard, and for two months they had o breathe in
stone dust rather than fresh air. In the evenings. Uncle Frasse deliv-
ered moral sermons, regulardy exhorting:

—You boys make sure you get a proper education; otherwise
you'll end up like me.

MNow. neither Benny nor Bo thought it would be such a bad
thing te end up like Uncle Frasse—at least until he fell into the
stone crusher and came to a gravelly end—but Uncle Frasse had
always been bathered by his own limited schooling. He could
hardly write, he was no good ar math, he didn't understand a word
of English; it was only with difficulty he could remember that Nor-
way s capital was called Oslo if anybody happened to ask. The only
thing Uncle Frasse knew was how to do business. And he ended up
rolling in money.

Exactly just how much money Uncle Frasse had at the rime of
his departure was hard to say. It happened when Bo was nineteen
and Benny almast eighteen. One day, a lawyer contacted Bo and
Benny, and informed them that they were both mentioned in
Uncle Frasse's will but that the matter was somewhat complicated
and that a meeting was required.

Benny and Bo met the lawyer at his office and discovered that
a considerable amount—unspecified—of money awaited the
brothers the day they both completed their education.

And as if that wasn't enough, the lawyer would supply the
brothers with a generous monthly allowance o be regularly in-
creased according to the rate of inflation) while they were studying.
But the monthly allowance would stop if they abandoned their
studies, just as it would when they had passed a final examination
and thus should be able 1o support themselves. There was more w
the will, some more- or kess-complicated details, but on the whole
what it meant was that the brothers would only be rich once they
had both finished their studies.

Bo and Benny immediately started on a seven-week course in
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welding skills and the lawyer confirmed that according vo the will
that would suffice, “although I suspect that your uncle Frank might
have had something more advanced in mind.”

Two things happened halfway through the course. One, Benny
finally had enough of his brother’s bossiness. That's the way he had
always been but it was time to make it clear 1o big brother that they
were both grown and he needed o find someone else to order
around. Two, Benny realized that he didn't want to become a welder
and that in any case he had no talent for it. The two brothers argued
about this for a while, until Benny managed to talk his way into a
course on botany at Stockholm University. According to the lawyer,
the will allowed for a change of subject, as long as there was no in-
terruption.

Bo finished his welder's training, but didn't get a penny of
Uncle Frasse's money because his brother Benny was still studying,
In addirion, the lawyer immediately ended Bo's monthly allowance,
in accordance with the will,

This, of course, meant that the brothers became enemies. And
when Bo, in a bout of drunken confusion, smashed up Benny's
newly purchased motorcycle (bought with money from his gener-
ous study allowance), that was the end of all brotherly love. the
end of any relationship whatsoever.

Bo started to do business deals in the spirit of Uncle Frasse,
yet perhaps without his uncle’s talent. After a while he moved
o Vistergitland, partly in search of new business opportunities,
partly to avoid the risk of bumping into his damned brother. Benny,
on the other hand, stayed in the academic world, year after year.
The monthly allowance was, as explained earier, gencrous and by
changing his subject just before taking final exams and starting on
something new, Benny could live well, while his bullying jerk of a
brother had to wait for his money.

And Benny continued like this for thirty years, until the ex-
tremely aged lawyer one day contacted him and announced that
the money in the will was now used up, that there wouldn't be any
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more mmonthly allowances, and of course there was no other
money available for anything else. The brothers could forget the
inheritance. said the lawyer who was now more than ninety years
old and who appeared to have stayed alive for the sake of the will,
because just a couple of weeks later he died in his relevision arm-

chair.

All lhhhﬂhﬂtﬂjﬂlﬁwwﬂnﬂ Benny had sud-
denly found himself forced to get a job. But despite being one of the
best-educated people in Sweden, he discovered thar the labor mar-
ket was not interested in the number of years he had studied, but
rather in his final-exam grades. Benny had almost finished at least
ten academic degrees, but still found himself investing in a hot dog
stand in order to have something to do. Benny and Bo were com-
pelled 1o be in each other'’s presence in connection with the law.
yer's announcement that the inheritance had now been used up but
on that occasion Bo expressed himselfin such a way that Benny did
not make any immediate plans to go and visit him.

Having gotten this far in Beany's story, Julius was beginning
to worry that it might lead to all oo personal questions from The
Beauty, such as how Benny had ended up with Julius and Allan.
But The Beauty didn't bother with the details, thanks to the beer
and the bitters. Instead, she had o admit that she was feeling a bit
infatuated, old as she was.

—5S0 what else have you almost become over the years, be-
sides a vet? she asked with sparkling eyes.

Benny understood just as well as Julius that the developments of
the last few days shouldn't be described in oo much detail, so he
was w:ﬁ:l for the direction of The Beauty's question. He couldn's
remember everything, he said, but you can cover a lot if you sitat a
school desk for three decades, and do your homework once in a
while. Benny was an almostvet, almost-doctor, almost-architect,
almaost-engineer, almost-botanist, almost-language teacher, almoss-
sports teacher, almost-historian, and almost quite a few other
things. And for a bit of variety he had taken some shorter courses of
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varying quality and importance. Sometimes he had even taken two
courses at the same time.

Then Benny remembered something else that he almost was,
He leapt to his feet, facing The Beauty, and declaimed a love poem
in very poetic Swedish.

Complete silence followed; then The Beauty mumbled an in-
audible expletive while she blushed.

—Erik Axel Karlfeldt, Benny explained. With those words |
would like to thank you for the food and the hospitality. 1 don't
think I said that | am an almost-literary expert too?

Benny might have gone too far when he asked The Beauty if she
would like to dance in front of the fire, because she quickly said no,
adding that there must be some damned limit to these stupidities,
But Julius noticed that she was flartered. She zipped up her rracksuit
jacket and smoothed it down 1o look her best for Benny.

Afrer which Allan retired for the night while the other three
moved on to coffee, cognac optional. Julius happily said yes to the
entire offer, while Benny settled for half,

Julius showered The Beaury with questions about the farm and
her own story, partly because he was curious, partly because he
wanted to avoid the subject of who they were, where they were go-
ing. and why. But he didn't have to worry. The Beauty had now got-
ten up steam and was talking about her childhood; about the man
she married when she was eighteen and kicked out ten years later
{that part of the story contained even more expletives); about never
having children; about Lake Farm, which had been her parents’
summer house before her mother died seven years ago and that her
father had let The Beauty take over; about the inheritance that was
starting o run out; and about it soon being time to move on.

—I'm already forty-three, said The Beauty. That is damn well
halfway o the grave,

—I wouldn't be so sure abourt that, said Julius.
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¢ dog handler gave Kicki new instructions and she moved away

from the trolley, sniffing constantly. Chief Inspector Arons-

son hoped that the corpse in question would turn up somewhere in

the vicinity, but only thirty yards inside the grounds, Kicki started

walking in circles, and seemed to be searching at random, before
looking up pleadingly at her handler.

—Kicki says she's sorry, but she cant figure out where the
corpse has gone, the dog handler translated.

The dog handler did not convey this message as precisely as
he perhaps should have. Chief Inspector Aronsson interpreted the
answer as meaning that Kicki had lost track of the corpse as soon
as she walked away from the trolley. Bur if Kicki had been able to
talk, she would have rold him that the body had definitely been
moved a few yards into the grounds before disappearing. And then
Chief Inspector Aronsson might have investigated whether any
shipments had left the foundry in the last few hours. The answer
would have been just one: a tractor trailer with a container bound
for Gothenburg harbor. Then, the police could have been notified
and the tractor trailer intercepted on the highway. Bur now the
corpse had disappeared beyond the borders of Sweden.

Almost three weeks later, a young Egyptian watchman sat on
a barge that had just emerged from the southern end of the Suez
Canal. He noticed a terrible stench from the cargo.

Finally he couldn stand it any longer. He wet a rag and ded it
around his nose and mouth. In one of the wooden boxes he found
the explanation: a halfrotten corpse.

The Egyptian seaman deliberated. He had no desire 1o leave
the corpse there to ruin the rest of the journey. Besides, he would
almaost certainly be subjected to long police interrogations in Diji-
bouti, and everybody knew what the police were like in Djibouti.

Moving the body himself wasn't a pleasant thought either,
but in the end he made up his mind. First he emptied the corpse’s
pockets of everything of value—he deserved something for his
trouble—and then he shoved it overboard.
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And that is how what had once been a young man of slight
build, with long blond and greasy hair., a scraggly beard, and a jean
jacket with the words Never Again on the back, was rurmed with a
splash into fish food in the Red Sea.

he group at Lake Farm splil up just before midnight. Julius vweni

upstairs to sleep, while Benny and The Beauty got into the
Mercedes to visit the health clinic in Rotene after hours. Halfway
there they discovered Allan under a blanket on the backseat. He
waoke up and explained that he had gone out for a breath of fresh
air and once owside he had realized char the car would be a good
place 1o sleep because the stairs up to the bedrooms were a bit too
much for his shaking knees, after such a long day.

—['m no longer ninety. he said.

The duo had become a trio for the nocturnal exercise, but it
didnt mauter. The Beauty described her plan in more detail. They
would get into the clinic with the help of the key The Beauty had
forgotten to return when she resigned. Once inside, they would
log in 1o Doctor Erlandsson’s computer and in Erlandsson’s name
send a prescription for amtiblotics, made out in The Beauty's name.
For that you nceded Erlandsson's password, but that was no prob-
lemn said The Beauty. because Doctor Erlandsson was not juss
pompous, he was also a fool. When the new computer system was
installed a couple of years carlier, it was The Beauty who had wo
teach the doctor how 1o file electronic prescriptions, and she was
the one who chose his user name and password.

The Mercedes arrived at the intended crime scene. Benny, Al
lan, and The Beauty got out and inspecred the surroundings before
committing the actual crime. OF course, a car passed by slowly at
that moment. The driver was as surprised by the trio as they were
by him. A single living being awake at that time of night in Rotine
was a sensation. On this particular night there were four,

But the car drove on and darkness and silence settled on Rotine
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once more. The Beauty led Benny and Allan in through the staff
entrance in the back, and then to Doctor Edandsson’s room. There
she turned on his computer and logged in.

Everything went according to plan and The Beauty giggled
happily until, suddenly, she let loose a long stream of curses. She
had just realized that you couldnt simply send a prescription for “a
couple of pounds of antibiotics.”

—Write erythromycin, rifampin, and gentamicin, three hun-
dred grams each. said Benny. Then we can attack the inflamma-
tion from several different angles.

The Beauty looked admiringly at Benny. Then she invited him
to sit down and spell it all out. Benny did and added various other
medicines, useful to have on hand in case of future bad luck.

Breaking out of the clinic was just as casy as breaking in. And
their journey home was without incident. Benny and The Beauty
helped Allan upstairs and when it was almost half past two in the
morning, the last light was turned off at Lake Farm.

[ter ten at wight there weren't many people awake in that slecpy

area. But in Brads, not far from Lake Farm, a young man lay
in bed wurning restlessly, desperate for a cigarette. It was Bucket's
little brocher, the new leader of The Violence. Three hours earlier,
he had finished his last cigarerte and soon fek an unstoppable need
to have another. He cursed himself for having forgotien wo buy
smokes before everything shut for the evening.

At first he had intended to hold out until the following moming,
but by midnight he couldn't stand it any longer. That was when he
Eot the idea of reliving old times, of simply gaining entry to a news-
stand with the help of a crowbar. But it couldn’t be in Brads, where
he had a reputation to uphold. Besides, he would be suspected of the
crime almost before it was discovered.

It would be best to go a bit farther afield, but he needed a
Smoke so badly that he had 1o compromise. And the compromise
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was Rottne, about fifteen minutes away, Dressed inconspicuously
he rolled slowly into the little town in his old Volvo 240, a little
after midnight. When he drove past the health clinic he was sur-
prised to see three people on the sidewalk: a woman with red hair,
a man with a ponytail, and just behind them a terribly old man.

Bucket's little brother didn't analyze the event deeply. iHe rarely
analyzed anything deeply or even superficially) Instead, he drove
an, stopped under a tree quite close to the newsstand he'd been
secking, failed to break in because the owner had secured the door
against crowbars, and then drove home again, just as desperate for
a smoke as before.

en Allan woke up just after eleven o'clock the next morning he

felt reinvigorated. He looked out of the window where

the forest spread out around a lake. The landscape reminded him
of Stodermanland. It looked like it was going to be a nice day.

He got dressed, putting on the only clothes he had, and thinking
that he could perhaps afford to renew his wardrobe a little. Neither
he nor Julius nor Benny had even managed to bring a toothbrush
with them.

When Allan came downstairs, Julius and Benny were eating
breakfast. Julius had been ow for a walk while Benny had slept
deeply and for a long time, The Beauty had put out plates and
glasses and left written instructions about self-service in the kitchen.
She herself had gone 1o Rottne. The note ended with an order that
the gentlemen should make sure 1o leave a reasonable amount of
breakfast on the plates, so Buster could have some too.

Allan said good morning and received the same greeting in re-
turn. After which Julius added that he had had the idea of staying
another night at Lake Farm because the surroundings were so en-
chanting. Allan asked if perhaps the private chauffeur had had some
influence over that decision, considering the passion that had been
in the air the previous evening. Julius answered that Benny had in-
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deed given a Mhﬂrﬂmhﬂqﬁgmntlﬂ: Farm for the
rest of the summer, but that the conclusion was his own. Where
would they go anyway? Didn't they need an extra day o think? All
they needed in order to stay was a plausible story explaining who
they were and where they were going—and The Beauty's permis-

Benny followed Allan and Julius's conversation with interest,
clearly hoping that it would end with another night at the same
place. His feelings for The Beauty had not diminished since the
previous day. On the contrary he was disappointed she wasn't
around when he came down for breakfast. Bur she had written
“thanks for last night™ in the lewer. Could she have been refer-
ring to the poem that Benny had recited? If only she would come
back soon!

But it was almost an hour before The Beauty turned into the
yard. When she climbed out of her car. Benny saw that she was
even mare beautiful than the last time he saw her. She had ex-
changed her red tracksuit for a dress and she might even have been
to the hairdresser. He ook some eager steps toward her, and
exclaimed:

—My Beaury! Welcome home!

Behind him stood Allan and Julius, enjoying the tender scene.
But their smiles disappearcd as soon as they saw her demeanor.
First she walked straight past Benny and then past the other
two, before stopping on the steps of Lake Farm, where she turned
round and said:

—You bastards! | know everything! And now | want o know
the rest. Assembile in the living room. NOW!

Upon which The Beauty disappeared into the house.

—If she already knows everything, what more does she want
to know? asked Benny.

—Just be quiet, Benny, said Julius.

—My words exactly, said Allan.

And then they went inside to meet their fate.
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The Beauty had started the day by feeding Sonya some newly
cut grass and then decided to smarten up a little. Reluctantly, she
had admitted to herself thar she wanted to be beautiful for thar
Benny guy. 5o she had swapped the red tracksuit for a Hght yellow
dress and her frizzy hair had now been tidied into two pigtails. She
had also added a little makeup and a touch of smell-good before she
got into her red VW Passat to drive to Rotine for supplies,

Buster sat as he always did in the passenger seat and licked his
chops when the car headed for the supermarker. Afrerward, The
Beauty wondered whether in fact Buster had seen the newspaper
headlines—the one for the Express was lit up outside the shop and
had two photos, one at the bottom of old man Julius, and one at the
top of very old man Allan. The headline read:

CENTENARIAN KIDNAPPED BY CRIMINAL GANG.
HUNT OGN TODAY FOR NOTORIOUS MASTER THIEF—POLICE

The Beauty wurned bright red in the face, her thoughts flying
in all directions. She was furious and immediately abandoned
plans to buy supplies, because those three sly devils would be out
of her house before lunch! But first The Beauty went into the phar-
macy to pick up the medicine that Benny had ordered the night
before, and then she bought a copy of the Express to find out in
more detail what on carth was going on.

The more The Beauty read, the angrier she became. But at the
same time she couldn't really piece it all rogether. Was it Benny who
was Never Again? Was Julius a master thief? And who had kid-
napped whom? They all seemed to get along so well.

In the end, her anger won over her curiosity. Whatever had hap-
pened, she had been conned. And you didn't con Gunilla Bjtrklund
and get away with it! My Beaury! Hah!

She sat in her car and read the article once more: "On his hun-
dredth birthday on Monday, Allan Karlsson disappeared from the
Old Folks' Home in Malmképing. The police now suspect that he
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has been kidnapped by the criminal organization Never Again.
According to information received by the Express, the master thief
Julius Jonsson is involved.”

This was followed by a mishmash of information and witness
statements. “Allan Karlsson had been seen at the bus station in
Malmkisping. then he had climbed on the bus wo Stringnis, and
this had made a member of Never Again lurious. ..." But hang
on . . . "Blond man in his thirties . . .~ That did not describe Benny.
The Beaury felt . . . relieved?

The confusion continued when she read that Allan Karsson had
been seen the day before on a rail inspection trolley in the middle of
the Stdermanland forest, together with master thief Jonsson and
the Never Again member who had been so angry with him. The
Express could not give an exact description of the relationship be-
tween the three men, but the current theory was that Allan Karls-
son was in the clutches of the others. That at least was the opinkon
of the farmer Tengroth in Vidkirr,

Finally, the Express had yet another scoop. According to the
assistant at the nearby gas station, the proprietor of a bocal hot dog
stand, by the name of Benny Ljungberg. had disappeared without
a trace the day before, close to the last known location of the cen-
tenarian and the master thief.

The Beaury folded the paper and placed it in Buster’s mouth.
Then she headed back to her farmhouse in the forest, where she
now knew her visitors consisted of a centenarian, a master thief,
and the proprictor of a hot dog stand. This last one was handsome
as well as charming and clearly had some medical knowledge, but
there was no room for romance here. For a moment, The Beauty
was more sad than angry, but she worked up 1o 2 fury again just as
she drove into her yard.

The Beauty pulled the Express out of Buster's mouth, unfolded
the first page with the pictures of Allan and Julius, and started
swearing and shouting before reading aloud from the article. Then
she demanded an explanation and promised that all three of them
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would be on their way in five minutes, come what may. Then she
folded the paper again and put it back in Buster’s mouth, crossed
her arms, and ended with a frigid-

—Well?

Benny looked at Allan who looked at Julius, who strangely
enough broke into a smile.

—Master thief, he said. I'm a master thiel. Not bad!

But The Beauty was not impressed. She was already red in the
face and became even redder when she informed Julius that he
would soon be a very beaten-up master thief if The Beaury didn't
immediately find out what was going on. And then she told the as-
sembled guests what she had already told herself, namely that no-
body conned Gunilla Bjorklund at Lake Farm and got away with ic.
To put force behind her words, she pulled an old shatgun down
from the wall. It didn't work. of course, The Beauty admitted, but
it would serve well to smash the skulls of master thieves, hot-dog:
stand proprietors, and old geezers, if necessary, and it seemed &t
would be necessary.

Julius Jonsson’s smile quickly faded. Benny stood there, nailed
to the floor, with his arms hanging limply by his side. As far as he
could see, his chance of romance was rapidly evaporating. Then
Allan stepped in, and asked The Beauty for time to think. With
The Beauty's permission, he would like 1o have a private conversa-
tion with Julius in the adjacent room. The Beauty agreed with a bit
of muttering, but warned Allan not to try any tricks. Allan prom-
ised to behave and then he took Julius by the arm and led him into
the kitchen, closing the door behind them.

Allan asked Julius if he had any ideas which, unlike previous
attempts, would not just make The Beauty even angrier. Julius
answered that the only way they could save the situation was by
inviting The Beauty to partake in some sort of part ownership of
the suitcase. Allan agreed, although he pointed out that no good
would come of telling a new person each day that they had sto-
len someone’s suitcase, killed that person when he wanted to get
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it back, and sent the corpse 1o Africa packed neatly in a seel
cylinder.

Julius thought Allan was exaggerating. 5o far only one person
had paid with his life and surely he got what he deserved. If they
could just stay hidden until things calmed down, then nobody

else need meet the same fate.
Upon which Allan said that he himsell had had a new idea. He

thought that it was just as well 1o divide the contents of the suitcase
in four: Allan, Julius, Benny. and The Beauty. Then there would
be no risk of the last two talking voo much to the wrong people.
And as a bonus they would all be able to stay ar Lake Farm for the
summer, by which time the motorcycle gang would certainly have
stopped looking for them, if they were looking for them at all,
which one must assume they were.

—Twenty-five million for a few months’ room and board and a
chauffeur, Julius sighed. But he accepred Allan’s suggestion.

The meeting in the kitchen was finished. Julius and Allan went
back into the living room. Allan asked The Beauty and Benny for
another thirty seconds” patience, while Julius went up to his room
and returned with the suitcase trailing behind him. He put it on
the long table in the middle of the living room and opened it.

—Allan and | have decided that the four of us will share this
equally.

—Jesus bloody Christ! said The Beauty.

~—Have a seat, and I'll explain, said Julius,

The Beauty found it just as hard as Benny had o digest the
part about the corpse, but she was impressed with Allan for climb-
ing out of a window and just disappearing from his earlier life.

—1I should have done the same after fourteen days with that
asshole | married.

Calm returned to Lake Farm. The Beauty and Buster went off
again to pick up supplies. She bought food. drink, clothes, toilet-
ries, and Jots of other stuff. She paid for everything with a wad of
300-crown bills.
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hief Inspector Aronsson questioned the witness from the gas station

in Mijiilby. a woman in her fifties. Her profession and the way
she described what she had seen made her a credible witness. She
could abso identify Allan in pictures from an eightieth birthday
party at the Old Folks' Home a week or two carlier, pictures thar
Director Alice had been kind enough to provide not only 1o the po-
lice but also w the press.

Chiel Inspector Aronsson was forced to admit to himself that he
had wrongly dismissed this tip the day before. But there was no
point in looking back. Instead, Aronsson concentrated on his analy-
sis. From a fight perspective, there were two possibilities: Either
the old men and the hot-dog-stand proprictor knew where they
were going, or they were simply traveling south at random. Arons-
son preferred the first alternative, given that it was casier o follow
someont who knows where he's going. But with these people it was
hard 1o know. There seemed to be no obvious link between Allan
Karlsson and Julius Jonsson on the one hand, and Benny Ljungberg
on the other. Jonsson and Ljungberg might be acquaintances;: after
all, they lived fairly close together. But it was possible that Ljungberg
had been kidnapped and forced to drive the car. The centenarian
too could have been forced to follow along, although that interpre-
tation had two strikes against it: 1) the fact that Allan Karlsson had
gotien off the bus at Byringe Station and, it would seem, of his own
volition sought out Julius Jonsson; and 2) witness statements that
Julius Jonsson and Allan Karlsson seemed to be on good terms: a) on
the inspection trolley through the forest and b) on their walk out-
side the foundry.

Whatever the circumstances, the gas station attendant had no-
ticed that the silver Mercedes had left the highway and continued
toward Trands. Although rwenty-four hours had passed, thar fact

remained of interest. Somebody heading south along the highway
who turns off ar Mjdlby has immediately limited the number of
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likely final destinations. They might be going 1o Oskarshamn and
then on 1o the island of Gotland but there was no sign of them on
the ferry passenger lists. All that remained was northern Smédland,
in which case the Mercedes had hardly chosen the fastest route. But
if the ald men and the hot-dog-stand proprictor felt they were being
chased, then it would be sensible 1o choose smaller roads.

What spoke in favor of their still being in the area thar Chief In-
spector Aronsson had just zeroed in on was first, the car contained
two people without valid passports. They would hardly be going
abroad. Second, Chiel Inspector Aronsson's colleagues had phoned
every imaginable gas station in a southemn, southeastern, and south-
western direction between 200 and 300 miles from Mjolby. No one
had seen a silver Mercedes with three conspicuous travelers. Of
course, they could have gotren gas ar an unmanned starion, but
people usually went to full-service gas stations because after having
driven a certain distance they invariably required a bag of chips, a
battle of soda, or a hot dog, And whar additionally spoke in favor of
the full-service gas stations was that they had chosen one before. in
Mijilby that time.

—Tranis, Eksjb, Nissid, Vetlanda, Aseda . . . and thereabouts,
said Chief Inspecror Aronsson to himselfin a congratulatory tone,
before frowning,

—And then where?

Whnlitimﬁrn_fﬂuvmrmllmﬁuﬂtqﬁﬂnumﬂt
night. he immediately made his way to the gas station 1o

do something about his desperate need for a smoke. On the wall
outside the entrance the newspaper headlines screamed down at
him. The big picture in the Express showed . . . the same old guy
he had seen in Rotine the previous nighe.

In his haste he forgot to ask for cigarettes. But he did buy the
Express, was astounded by what he read, and then phoned his big
brother, Bucker.
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The mystery of the vanished and presumably kidnapped cen-
renarian caught the attention of the nation. More than one-and-
a-half-million viewers, including the centenarian himself and his
new comrades at Lake Farm, watched a report that didn't actually
reveal anything more than the Express,

=I1f | hadn't known it was me, | would have fek sorry for that
old guy. said Allan.

The Beauty was less easygoing; she thought that Allan, Julius,
and Benny had better keep well out of sight for a long time. And
from now on the Mercedes woiuld remain parked behind the barn.
And the next morning she would go off and buy the large bus she
had had her eye on for a while. Since many of the seats had been
cleared away and it had been fitted with an unusually wide side
door, it was perfect for moving especially large cargo. They might
have to make a quick getaway very soon, and in that case the whaole
family was going, including Sonya.



NINE

1939-1945

n September 1, 1939, Allans ship, sailing under the Sparish
Oﬂag_ arrived in New York. Allan had contemplated taking

a quick look at the big country 1o the west of Europe, and
then sailing back again, but on the same day one of the generalis-
simo’s dear friends marched into Poland and once again war was
raging in Burope. The Spanish-registered ship was impounded,
confiscated, and then did service in the U.S. Navy until the war
ended in 1945,

Everyone on board was sent over to the immigration office on
Ellis Island, There, every passenger was asked the same four ques-
tions; 1) Name? 2) Nationality? 3) Profession? 4) Purpose of visit to
the United States of America?

All of Allan's comrades from the ship said, through a Spanish
interpreter, that they were simple Spanish seamen who now had
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nowhere to go because their ship had been impounded. After which
they were quickly admired o the United States, where they had to
manage as best they could.

But Allan was different. He had a name that the Spanish inter-
preter couldn’t pronounce; he said he came from Suecia; and, most
important, he revealed that he was an explosives expert, with all
sorts of experience ranging from running his own explosives busi-
ness, to the manufacture of cannons, and most recently to partici-
pating in the war between Spaniards and Spaniards.

After which Allan pulled out his letter from General Franco,
Terrified, the Spanish interpreter translated it for the immigration
officer who immediately summeoned his superior who immediately
summoned his superior.

At first the inferior and the two superiors agreed that the fas-
cist Swede should immediately be sent back where he had come
from.
—As long as you can find a ship for me, I'll be happy 1o go, said
Allan.

This was not a practicable suggestion, and so the interroga-
tions continued. And the more the immigration officer got out of
Allan, the less fascistic the Swede seemed to be. He wasn't a com-
munist either. Or a national socialist. He was nothing at all, it
would seem, other than an expert on explosives. As for the story
of how he came to be on frst-name terms with General Franco, it
was 50 ridiculous that it had to be true—he could hardly have
made it up.

Since he had no better ideas, the senior immigration officer ar-
ranged for Allan to be locked up for a couple of months. Unfortu-
nately, the months turned into years, and the immigration boss
maostly forgot about Allan, until one day he found himself discuss-
ing the case with his brother when they met at the family farm in
Connecticut for Thanksgiving. His brother was working on some
kind of explosive device for the military. The brother was not
thrilled at the idea of having a potential Franco supporter on his



THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN 103

hands, but they were desperately in need of all the expertise they
could muster down at Los Alamos, and they could probably find
some suitably ungualified and not-too-secret work for this odd
Swede, if it would help out his brother.

The immigration director answered that it most definitely
would be a favor, and then the brothers macked into the rurkey.

Some time later in the winter of 1943 Allan flew for the firm
time ever—destination: the U.S. national laboratary in Los Ala-
mos, where it was soon discovered that he didn't speak a word of
English. A Spanish-speaking lieutenant was given the task of find-
ing out the extent of the Swede’s professional skills, and Allan was
required to write down hiz most explosive chemical formulas for
the licutenant. The lacter looked through these. finding evidence of
a considerable innovative ability, but pointing out that the force of
Allan's explosive charges would barely blow up a car.

—Oh. but it would, answered Allan. A car with a man in it
I've tried it

Allan was allowed to stay on, at first in the most remote corner
of the compound, but as the months and years went by and he
started to speak English, he was allowed 1o move about more and
more freely. As an extremely meticalous observer, during the days
Allan learned how 1o make explosive charges of a substanially dif-
ferent nature from those he'd been in the habit of setting off on
Sundays back home in the gravel pit. And in the evening, when
mast of the young men at the Los Alamos lab went out to town 1o
chase women, Allan sat in the restricted-access library and learned
about new realms in the world of explosives.

The war in Europe was escalating. but these events largely
passed Allan by as he acquired knowledge, which, as a lowly
assistant, he couldn’t really use. It was no longer about Bamiliar
chemicals like nitroglycerin and sodium nitrate—thatr was for
amateurs—but about exotic relationships between atoms like hy-
drogen and uranium, which wrned out o be far more compli
cated elements than he could ever have imagined.
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From 1943 on, extremely strict security restrictions came into
force at Los Alamos. The scientists had been given a secret mis-
sion by President Roosevel to create a big bomb: a bomb that, Allan
guessed, could destroy ten or even twenty Spanish bridges with a
single explosion. Someone needed to help out on even the most
secret activities, and the hugely popular Allan was given the high-
est security clearance.

He had to admit that they knew their stuff, these Americans.
Instead of working with the conventional materials Allan had been
brought up on, these scientists had found ways of unlocking the
power that held the nuclei of atoms together, trying to create more
enarmous explosions than anything the workd had seen before.

By April 1945, they were almost there. The researchers—and
for that matter Allan—knew how to achieve a nuclear reaction,
but they didn't know how to control it. The problem fascinated
Allan, and when he sat in the library in the evenings he worried
away at the problem that nobody had asked him to worry about—
and he solved it.

Every week that spring. the most important military people met
for hours with the leading physicists, led by chief scientist |. Robert
Oppenhcimer, while Allan filled their coffee cups—and listened.

The scientists pulled at their hair and asked Allan for more cof-
fee. The military people scratched their heads and asked Allan for
more coffec. The military people and the scientists all despaired of
finding a solution and asked Allan for more coffec. And so it went
on, week after week. Allan had been sitting on the solution to the
group’s problem for some time but he didn't think it was the wait-
er’s task to tell the chef how to prepare dinner, so he kept what he
knew to himself.

Until on one occasion, to his own surprise, he heard himself
say:

—Excuse me, but why don't you divide the uranium into two

equal pargs?
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It just sort of slipped out, while he was pouring coffes into Rob-
ert Dppenheimer’s cup.

— What did you say? said Oppenheimer who was so shocked
that the wairer had opened his mouth that he hadn't even listened
to what Allan said.

Allan had no choice but to go on.

—Well, if you divide the uranium into two equal parts and
slap them together only when it is time. then they'll explode when
you want them to.

—Egual parts? said Oppenheimer. There was a lot more going
on in his head at that moment, but “equal parts™ was what he man-
aged ro say.

~—Wiell, perhaps you have a point there, Professor. The parts
don't have to be equal in size. The important thing is that they are
big enough when they come together.

Liewtenant Lewis, who had vouched for Allan’s suitabilicy as an
assistant, looked as if he wanted to murder the Swede, buz one of the
scientists around the table reacted with considerable interest:

—But how do we slap them together? And when? In the air?

—Exactly, Professor. You see, it’s not hard to make it all explode.
The problem is that you can't control the moment of explosion. But
a critical mass divided into two gives you two uncritical masses,
doesn't it? And the opposite applics too, because from two uncritical
rmasses you can get one critical mass,

—And how do you propose we slap them together Mr. ...
excuse me, but who are you? said Oppenheimer.

=—I'm Allan, said Allan.

—And, Mr. Allan, how do we slap them together?

—With a good old, everyday explosive charge, said Allan. That's
the sort of thing I'm good at, but | am sure you can manage it your-
selves.

Professors of physics in general and top military scientists in
particular are not stupid. In a few seconds, Oppenheimer had
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worked his way through thickets of equations and come 1o the
conclusion that it was extremely likely that the waiter was right.
Just imagine that something so complicated could have such a
simple solution! A good old everyday explosive charge at the back
of the bomb could be activated from a distance and would send an
uncritical mass of uranium-235 forward 1o a meeting with another
uncritical mass. It would immediately become critical. The neu-
trons would start to move, the uranium atoms would start to split.
The chain reaction would be in process and. . . .

—Bang! said Oppenheimer to himself.

—Exactly, said Allan. | see that you have already worked it our,
Prafessor. Would anyone like some more coffee?

At that very moment the door to the secret room was opened
and in walked Vice President Truman on one of his rare and al-
ways unannounced visits.

—S5it down, said the vice president to the men who were all
standing to attention.

To be on the safe side. even Allan sat down. IF a vice president
told you to sit down then it was probably best 1o sit down; that was
how it worked in America, he thoughe.

The vice president asked for a status report from Oppenheimer,
who quickly stood up again. Somewhat flustered, the only thing he
could think to say was thar Mr. Allan over there in the corner had
just solved the remaining problem of how the detonation could
be controlled, Mr. Allan’s solution was not yet tested, but Oppen-
heimer was speaking for all those present when he said that the
problem had just become history and that within three months they
could have a trial explosion.

The vice president looked round the table and got nods of agree-
ment. Licutenant Lewis had gradually starved 1o breathe again, In
the end, the vice president’s eyes fell on Allan,

—1 do believe, Mr. Allan, that you are the hero of the day. As
for me, | need to have a bire before | return to Washington. Would
you like to join me?
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Following on less than a decade afier the generalissimo’s din-
ner invitation, Allan surmised that it must be a common character-
istic of world leaders wo invite you 1o eat as soon as you did something
they liked, but he didn't say so. Instead he thanked the vice presi-
dent for the invitation and the two men walked out of the room to-
gether. Oppenheimer was left at the conference table locking both

relieved and unhappy.

ice President Truman had ordered his favorite Mexican restawrant

in the center of Los Alamos to be sealed off, so Allan and Tru-
man had the place to themselves, except for a dozen or 30 body-
guards spread out in various corners.

The head of the security unit had pointed out that Mr. Allan was
not an American and not even cleared to be alone with the vice
president, but Truman dismissed the security official’s objections
with the comment that roday Mr. Allan had done the most patriotic
thing anyone could imagine.

The vice president was in excellent spirits. Straight after dinner,
instead of going 1o Washington, he had decided to fly to Georgia,
where President Roosevelt was staying at a polio clinic. The presi-
dent would want to hear this news directly. Harry Truman was

sure of thar.
="l arder the food, so you can choose the drinks, said Harry

Truman jovially and handed the wine list to Allan.

Truman turned to the head waiter who bowed as he received a
large order for tacos, enchiladas, com tortillas, and salsa.

—And to drink, sir?

—Two bottles of tequila, Allan answered.

Harry Truman laughed and asked if Allan wanted to drink
him under the table. Allan answered that the last year had taught
him that the Mexicans could make spirits with as much comph as
akvavit, bur thar the vice president could of course drink milk if he
considered that more suitable.
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—Mo, I've given my word, said Vice President Truman, and he
made sure the order included lime and salt.

Three hours later the two men were calling each other Harry
and Allan, which goes to show what a couple of bottles of tequila
can do for international relations. Allan told Truman how the local
bigwig had been blown to bits and how he saved the life of General
Franco. The vice president, for his part, amused Allan by imitating
President Roosevelt's attempts to get up out of his wheelchair.

When the two men were on the most jovial of terms, the head
of the security staff discreetly approached the vice president.

—Could | have a word please, sir?

—Goahead, said the vice president in a slurred voice.

—Preferably in private, sir.

—I'll be damned if you don't look just like Humphrey Bogart!
Have you seen him, Allan?

—85ir . . . , said the increasingly troubled security man,

—7Yes, what the hell do you want? the vice president hissed.

—8ir, it is about President Roosevelt.

—What about that old goat? The vice president guffawed.

—He's dead, sir.



TEN

Monday, May 9, 2005

ucker sat outside the supermarket in Rottne for four days, hoping

to see his colleague Bole, first of all, and then a hundred-

year-old man, a red-haired woman of a slightly younger
madel, a guy with a ponytail (otherwise of unknown appearance),
and a Mercedes, It wasn't his idea to sit there; it was the Boss's.
Bucket had immediately reported his fortuitous conversation
with his little brother and leader of The Violence in Brads about
the centenarian who had most definitely been outside a health
clinic in Smiland in the middle of the night. That was when the
Boss had ordered a watch on the town's most popular supermar-
ket He assumed that a person who was out walking in Rottne in
the middle of the night must be holed up somewhere there-
abouts, and everyone needs to go food shopping sooner or later.
The logic was indisputable. It was not for nothing the Boss was



1o JOMAS JOMASSON

the boss. But of course that was five days ago. Now, Bucket had
started o despair.

His concentration was no longer top-notch either. 5o he didn't
natice the red-haired woman when she drove into the parking lot
in a red VW Passat instead of the expected silver Mercedes. Bur as
she had the good taste 1w walk right past Bucket's nose on her way
into the store, he didn't miss her. He couldn’t be certain that it was
the right woman, but she was about the right age. and she did have
exactly the right hair color,

Bucket phoned the Boss in Stockholm. He wasn't nearly as en-
thusiastic. It was primarily Bolt they were hoping to find. or at
least that damned geriatric.

Still Bucket was told to make a note of the license plate and
then discreetly follow the redhead to see where she went. Then he
was to report back again.

hief Inspector Aronsson had spent the last four days at the hotel in
Aseda. The idea had been that he would be close to the center
of events when new witnesses turned up.

But none did, and Aronsson was just about to set off for home
when his colleagues in Eskilstuna phoned. They had got some re.
sults from the bug they had planted on the Mever Again trouble-
maker Per-Gunnar Gerdin.

Gerdin, or the Boss, as he was known, had been something of
a celebrity several years earlier in connection with the establish-
ment of a criminal organization in the maximum-security prison
where he resided. The media had taken note, even printing Ger-
din's name and picture. The enterprise had fizzled out as a result
of a letter Per-Gunnar Gerdin’s mother had sent him, but that part
of the story never reached the media.

A couple of days earlier, Chief Inspector Aronsson had ordered
Gerdin’s phone bugged. and now they had a bite. The conversa-
tions were taped, transcribed, and then sent by fax to Aseda:
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—Hella?

—Yes. it's me.

—Anything new?

—Maybe. I'm sitting outside the supermarket and | just saw a
red-haired dame go in to do some shopping,

—Just the dame? Not Bolt? Not a hundred-year-old?

Mo, just the dame. 1 dont know il . ..

—Was she driving 2 Mercedes?

—Err, | didn’t have time to see . . . but there wasn't 2 Mercedes
in the parking lot, so she must have been driving something else.

[Silence for five seconds]

—Hello?

~Yeah, I'm still here, I'm thinking, damn it. Somebody has to.

—Yeah, butlonly. . ..

—There must be more than one red-haired dame in Smdland. .. .

~Yeah, but she's the right age, according to. . . .

—Follow her in your car. write down the license plate, don't
do anything stupid, but find out where she's going. And make
damned sure no one sees you. Then report back to me again.

[Silence for five seconds]

—Did you get that?

—Well, err, yeah. I'll be in touch as so0on as | know more. . . .

—And next time call my pay-as-you-go mobile. Haven't | told
you to use it for all business calls?

—Yeah, sure, but isnt that only when we do business with the
Russians? | didn't think you'd have it turmed on now that. . ..

—Idiot. [Followed by grunting and then the conversation
ends.|

Chief Inspector Aronsson read the transcript and then put the
new bits of the puzzle into place.

The "Bolt™ that was mentioned must be Bengt Bylund, one of
the known members of Never Again, now presumably dead. And
the one who phoned Gerdin was presumably Henrik “Bucket”
Hultén, hunting down Bolt somewhere in Smiland.
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Aronsson now had proofl that he was on the right track:

Somewhere in Smiland, as he had previously surmised, was
Allan Karlsson, together with Julius Jonsson, Benny Ljungberg
and his Mercedes, wgether with a red-haired lady of unknown
age. 5till she could hardly be particularly young because she had
just been called a dame. On the other hand, for somebody like
Bucket you wouldn’t have to be very old to become a dame.

At Never Again in Stockholm they thought that Bolt was also
with the group. Did that mean he was on the run from his own
lot? Otherwise why hadnt he been in touch? Because he was dead.
of course! But the Boss hadn't fathomed that, so the Boss thought
that Bolt was hiding in Smiland ogether with . . . but where did
the redhead come into the picture?

S0 Aronsson ordered a family background check on Allan,
Benny, and Julius. Was there possibly a sister or a cousin or some
other relative who lived in Smiland and who happened to have
the right color of hair?

“But she's the right age, according to . . .~ Bolt had said. Ac-
cording 1o what? What somebody had said to them? Someone who
had seen the group in Smdland and phoned to tip them off? What
a pity the bug hadn't been activated earlier.

And by now, of course, Bucket would have followed the red-
head from the supermarket and then cither dropped the case if
she turned out to be the wrong redhead, or . . . Bucket now knew
where Allan Karlsson and his friends were holed up. In that case,
the Boss would soon be on his way down to Smdland too, to make
Allan and his companions spill the beans as to what had happened
to Balt and his suitcase.

Aronsson phoned Conny Ranelid, the prosecutor in charge in
Eskilstuna. At first Ranelid had not been particularly interested,
but his engagement increased with every new complication that
Aronsson reported in to him.

—Now, don't let Gerdin and his henchman slip away, said
Prosecutor Ranelid.
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he Beauty put two shopping bags from the supermarket in the trunk
of her VW Passat and set off for home,

Bucket followed at a safe distance. As soon as they reached the
highway, he phoned the Boss (on his pay-asyou-go phone, of
course; Bucket did have some survival instinct o inform him of
the make of the car the redhead was driving and its license plate,
and he promised to call again when they reached their destina-
tion.

The twao cars drove out of Rottne but the redhead soon turned
off down a gravel road. Bucket recognized it. He had once come in
last at a car rally here. His then-girlfriend had been the map-
reader; halfway through the rally she had realized she was hold-
ing the map upside down.

The gravel road was dry. and the redhead’s car left a cloud of
dust behind it. Bucket could safely follow her without even keep-
ing her in sight. But then after a few miles the cloud of dust sud-
denly disappeared. Damn it!

First, he started to panic, but then he calmed down. The dame
must have turned off somewhere along the road. Less than a mile
back on the road. Bucket thought he had solved the puzzle. A
little track went off to the right next to a mailbox. She must have
gone down there.

Bearing in mind how things soon developed, you could say
that Bucket was a little too enthusiastic. He sent the car and him-
self at a decent speed down the little track, wherever it mighe lead.
The idea of being discreet and cautious was discarded early on.

Bucket was driving too fast, and before he realized it the track
had come to an end and was replaced by a little yard. And if he had
been driving just a little faster, he wouldn't even have had time o
stop but would have driven straight into the old man who was
:tnﬂlngﬂlmfnﬂﬂngm .. .an ... clephamnt?

Allan had quickly found a new friend in Sonya. They had quite
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a lot in common. One had climbed ow through a window one day
and thus given his life a totally new direction, while the other had
waded out into a lake with the same result. And both of them
had—before that—been out and abowt and seen some of the world.
Furthermore, Sonya had deep furrows on her face., more or less
like a wise centenarian, Allan thought

Sonya was not about to do circus tricks for just anybody, but
she happened to like this old man. He gave her fruit, scratched her
trunk. and chaued with her in a friendly way. She didn't under-
stand much of what he said, but that didn't matter. It was pleasant.
50 when the old man asked Sonya to sit down, she sat down, if he
asked her 1o turn around, she was happy to do just that. She even
showed him how she could stand up on her back legs, although
the old man didn’t know the command for that. The fact that she
got an apple or two for her trouble and an extra bit of seratching
on her trunk was a pure bonus. Sonya could not be bought.

While this was going on, The Beauty liked to sit on the ve-
randa steps with Benny and Buster, with a cup of coffee and some
doggy treats for the dog. They looked on while Allan and Sonya
bonded in the yard, and Julius fished for perch down at the lake.

The spring heat wave continued. The sun had been shining a
whole week and the weather forecasters were predicting that the
high pressure would continue.

Benny, who apart from all his other skills was an almost-
architect, had sketched out how the bus that The Beaury had just
purchased could be fitred out to suit Sonya. When The Beauty
discovered that Julius was not just a thief but also a former timber
merchant and he knew how to handle a hammer and nails, she
said to Buster that these [riends were not bad. It was a good thing
that she hadn't slammed the door on them. It didn't take Julius
more than an afternoon to nail wogether the new bus interior ac-
cording 1o Benny's instructions. After which Sonya walked in and
out of the bus together with Allan to test it, and Sonya seemed o
like it. It was a bit of a squeeze for her, but there were two kinds of
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dinner to chew on, one to the keft and one straight ahead, and wa-
ter o drink to the right. The floor was raised and slightly sloped,
and Sonya's droppings had their own pit running along the back.
The pit was filled 10 the brim with hay, which was intended 10
absorb most of what might come out during the journey.

In addition there was a substantial ventilation system in the
form of holes drilled along both sides of the bus, and a sliding glass
panel behind the driver's cabin so that Sonya could see her bene-
factor and feeder while they were on the road. The bus had. o put
it simply, been transformed into a luxury elephant transporter.

The more prepared they got, the less eager the group was w
sct off, Life at Lake Farm had developed quite pleasantly. Not least
for Benny and The Beauty who by the third night had decided that
it was a pity to wear out sheets in different rooms when they could
just as well share. The evenings had been passed in front of the log
fire, with good food, good drink, and episodes from Allan Karls-
son's remarkable life.

But on Monday morning the fridge and the pantry were almest
empey, and it was high time for The Beauty to go off 1o Rottne 1o
stock up. For reasons of security, the journey was undertaken in her
ald VW Passat. The Mercedes remained hidden behind the barn,

She filled one shopping bag with this and that for her and the
old men, and another one with fresh, Argentinean apples for So-
nya. When The Beauty got home, she gave the bag of apples to
Allan and put the rest of the groceries away before joining Benny
and Buster on the veranda with a basket of Belgian strawberries.
Julius was there too, taking a rare break from fishing,

That was when a Ford Mustang roared into the yard and al-
most ran down bath Allan and Sonya.

Sonya was the calmest of them all, She was so focused on re-
ceiving the next apple from Allan that she neither saw nor heard
what happened around her. Or perhaps she did, despite everything.
becanse she stopped in the middle of a twir and froze with her bot-
tom toward Allan and the new visitor.
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The second calmest was Allan. He had been close to death so
many times in his life that a bolting Ford Mustang hardly made
any difference. If it stopped in time, 3o be it.

The third calmest was probably Buster. He was strictly brought
up not to run off and bark when strangers came 1o visit. Bur his
ears stuck up and he was all eyes, ready 1o follow developments.

But The Beauty, Benny, and Julius all jumped up from the ve-
randa and stood there in a row waiting 1o see what would happen
nexe

Bucker, somewhat disconcerted for a moment. got unsteadily
out of his Mustang and felt about for a revolver in a bag on the
floor of the backseat. He pointed it first at the elephant’s behind.
then had a better idea and aimed it at Allan and the three friends
standing in a row on the veranda, and then he said (perhaps rather
unimaginativelyl

—Hands up!

—Hands up??

That was the most stupid thing Allan had heard in a long time-
What did this man think would happen? That he himself, one hun-
dred years old, would throw apples at him? Or that the delicate
lady over there would bombard him with Belgian strawberries?
Orthat . . .

—Cthay, Okay, do what the hell you want with your hands, but
don’t try any tricks.

—Tricks?

~You keep your mouth shut, you old bastard! Tell me where
that damned suitcase is—and the guy who took it.

Well there we are, thought The Beaury, That was the end of
their luck in life. Reality had caught up with them all. Nobody an-
swered, They all racked their brains so you could hear the creak-
ing. all except the elephant that was facing away from all the drama
and thought it was time tw relieve herself And an elephant reliev-
tng itsell is not something you can miss if you happen to be jn the
viciniry,
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—Oh, shit, said Bucket and 1ook a few rapid steps away from
the mess that poured out of the elephant. . . . Why the hell do you

have an elepham?
Still no answer. But now Buster couldn’t restrain himasell any

longer. He obviously felr that things weren't quite right. And he re-
ally wanted to have a good bark at the stranger. And even though
he knew the rules, he let out a deep growl. Discovering the Alsa-
tian on the veranda, Bucket instinctively took two steps backward,
raised his revolver, and looked as if he was ready 1o shoot.

At that point Allan’s hundred-year-old brain gave birth to an
idea. It was a wild idea, and there was an evident risk that he would
get shot in the process, unless of course he really was immortal
after all. He 1ok a deep breath and with a naive smile on his lips,
he walked straight toward the troublemaker. And he said in his
most doddery voice:

—That really is one hell of a nice pistol you've got there. Is it
real? Can | hold it?

Benny, Julius, and The Beaury all thought that the geriatric
had lost his marbles.

—Stop, Allan! Benny shouted out.

—Yeah, stop, you old bastard, or I'll shoot you, said Bucket.

But Allan kept shuffling roward him. Bucket took a step back-
ward, stretched out his hand with the revolver even more threat-
eningly oward Allan, and then . . . he did it.

If you've ever stepped in a heap of sticky, very fresh elephant
shit then you'll know it's virtually impossible to keep your bal-
ance. Bucket didn’t know, but he quickly learned. His back foot
slipped, and Bucket tried to counter this with his hands but fell
helplessly, landing softly on his back.

—Sit, Sonya, sit! said Allan as the final part of his daring plan.

—MNo damn it, Sonya, don't sit, shouted The Beauty who sud-
denly realized whar was about to happen.

—Fucking hell, said Bucket where he lay on his back in the
elephant’s excrement.
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Sonya, who stood with her back to them all, had clearly and
distinctly heard Allan’s command. And the okd man was nice w
her. and she liked o do as he wanted. Besides. his benefactor and
feeder had confirmed the order. The funcrion of the word “Don't”
to countermand an order was not something Sonya had ever
grasped.

50 Sonya sat down. Her bottom landed on something soft and
warm, with a dull crushing sound and something that sounded
like a squeak before complete silence reigned. Sonya was ready for
another apple.

—There went number two, said Julius,

—Jesus, bloody, fucking Christ, said The Beauty.

—Yuck, said Benny.

—jHere’s an apple, Sonya, said Allan.

Henrik "Bucket™ Hultén didn't say anything at all.

he Boss waited for three hours for Bucket to get in touch again.

Then he decided that something had happened to that good-
for-nothing,. The Boss found it desperately hard to understand why
people didn’t just do as he said and nothing more.

Time to deal with it all himself: that much was obvious. The
Boss began by checking the registration number that Bucket had
given him. It didn't take many minutes to ascertain via the national
vehicle registry that it referred to a red VW Passat, owned by a
Gunilla Biirklund, of Lake Farm, Rottne, Smdland.



ELEVEN

19451947

Fit iz possible to become stome-cold sober instanly after having fust
downed a whole bottle of tequila, then thar was what Vice
President Harry 8. Truman did.

The news of Presidemt Roosevel's sudden demise meant that
the vice president had to conclude the pleasant dinner with Al
lan and fly immediately 1o Washington. Allan was left behind in
the restaurant 1o argee with the headwaiter about the bill. In the
end, the headwaiter accepted Allan's argument that the future
president of the United States was probably reasonably credit-
worthy and that, in any case, the headwaiter now knew his ad-
dress,

Allan took a refreshing walk back 1o the lab and resumed his
duties as coffeemaker and assistant 10 America’s foremost phiysi
clits, mathematicians, and chemists, even though they now felt
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somewhat embarrassed in Allan’s company. The atmosphere
was uncomforcable and after a few weeks Allan was considering
whether to move on. A welephone call from Washington settled the
matter:

—Hi, Allan, it's Harry.

—Which Harry?

—Truman, Allan. Harry 5. Truman, the president, damn it!

—How nice! That was a good meal we had, Mr. President,
thank you. | hope you weren't required to fly the plane home?

No, the president had not. Despite the gravity of the situation,
he had passed out on a sofa and had not woken up agaln until it was
time to land five hours later,

But now, Harry Truman had some things to deal with that he
had inherited from his predecessor, and for one of these the presi-
dent might need Allan’s help, if Allan thought that possible?

Allan eertainly did, and the next morning he checked out from

the Los Alamos National Laboratory for good.

he Oval Office was fust about as oval as Allan had imagined. And
there he was, sitting across from his Los Alamos drinking
partner,
It turned out that the president was having some trouble with
a woman whom he—for political reasons—couldnt ignore. Her
name was Soong Mei-ling. Perhaps Allan had heard of her? No?
Well, she was the wife of the anticommunist Kuomintang
leader Chiang Kai-shek in China. She was also extremely beautiful,
educated here in America, and a best friend of Mrs. Roosevelt. She
drew an sudience of thousands wherever she turned up, and had
even given a speech 1o Congress. And now she was hounding Pres-
ident Truman almost 1o death to ensure that he would make good
an all the promises that she claimed President Roosevelt had made

with regard to the struggle against communism.
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=1 should have guessed that this was about politics, said
Allan,

—It's pretty hard to avoid that if you are president, said Harry
Truman.

Just for the moment there was a brief period of calm in the
struggle between the Kuomintang and the communists, for they
were more or less fighting for a common cause in Manchuria. But
soon the Japanese would surrender, and then the Chinese would
certainly start to fight among themselves again.

—How do you know that the Japanese are going to surrender?
asked Allan.

—You, of all people, oughr 1o be able o work that our, an-
swered Truman and immediately changed the subject.

The president proceeded with what for Allan was a boring
overview of developments in China. Intelligence reports said that
the communists had the advantage in the civil war. and at the Of
fice of Strategic Services there were questions about Chiang Kai-
shek's military strategy. He was concentrating on the towns, leaving
the rural areas open for communist propaganda. The leader of the
communists, Mao Tse-tung, would of course soon be eliminated
by the Americans, but there was an obvious risk that his ideas
might gain a foorhold among the population. Even the irritating
Soong Mei-ling acknowledged that something had 1o be done. So
she simply followed her own military course.

The president continued to describe military strategy. but
Allan had stopped listening. He looked absentmindedly around
the Owval Office, wondering wherther the windowpanes were bul-
letproof and where the door to the left might lead. He thought it
must be difficult to drag the gigantic carpet out for cleaning, . . .
In the end, he felt he had to interrupt the president in case he
started asking questions to make sure that Allan had under-

stood.
—Excuse me, Harry, but whar do you wam me wo do?
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—Well, as | said. it’s about stopping the communists’ freedom
of movement in the rural arcas. . .

—What do you actually want me o do?

—Soong Meci-ling is pushing for increased American weapons'
support, and now she wants even more equipment than what
they've already been offered.

—And what specifically do you want me 1o do?

When Allan had asked the question for the third time, the
president fell silent. Then he said:

—I want you 1o go to China and blow up bridges.

—Why didn't you say that right away? said Allan. his face brighr-
ening,

—As many bridges as possible. so that you rﬂtﬂ"rﬂmanrnf
the communist roads as you can. . .,

—=[t"1l be nice to sec & NCW country, aaid Allan.

—I want you to train Soong Mei-ling’s men in the art of blow-
ing up bridges and that. . . .

—When do [ leave?

lshough Allan was an cxplosives expert, and had vapidly and

drunkenly become good friends with the future American
president, he was still Swedish. IT Allan had been the slighgeg bit
interested in politics, he might have asked the president why he
was the one to have been chosen for this mission. Had the presi-
dent been asked he would have answered rruthfully that the Upired
States couldn’t be seen 10 SUPPOTL two parallel and potentially con-
tradictory military projects in China, Officially they supporged
Chiang Kai-shek and his H-l:ll'lil'lll.ﬂ! party. Now they weps add-
ing to that support on the sly with & whale ﬂn'l-uﬂlﬂfﬁquimnl
for blowing up bridges on a2 major scale. ordered and pushed
through by the beautiful, serpentlike i the president’s view) and
half- Americanized Soong Meiling. Worg of all, Truman cayldn't
rule out that everything had actually beeq serrled overa cup of red
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between Soong Mei-ling and Mrs. Eleanor Roosevel. What a
maess! But now all that remained was for the president to introduce
Allan Karlsson and Soong Mei-ling to each other. Then as far as
the president was concerned the marter was over and done with,

The next item on his agenda was more of a formality, because
he had already made his decision. There was no need for him
physically to push the button, so to speak. On an island east of the
Philippines the crew of a B-29 bomber was waiting for the go-
ahead from the president. All the tests had been carried out. Noth-
ing could go wrong.

The next day was the sixth of August 1945,

lHan Karlsson's delight that something new was going to happen in

his life soon faded when he met Soong Mei-ling for the first
time. Allan had instructions ro call en her at a hotel suite in Wash-
ington. After managing o negotiate his way through a couple of
rows of bodyguards, he stood in front of the lady herself and hold-
ing out his hand said:

—How do you do, Madame, I'm Allan Karlsson.

Soong Mei-ling did not shake his hand. Instead, she pointed 1o
an armchair close by,

—3Sit! she said.

Ower the years, Allan had been accused of being everything
from crazy 1o fascist, but never a dog. He considered pointing out
the unsuitability of the lady's tone, but refrained from doing so,
since he was curious to see what would come next, Besides, the
armchair looked comfortable.

When Allan sat down, Soong Mei-ling embarked upon some-
thing that Allan felt a particular aversion o, namely a political ex-
Planation. Oddly, she referred 1o President Roosevelt as the man
behind the entire plan, and Allan found that strange. Surely you
couldn’t lead military operations from beyond the grave?

Soong Mei-ling described the importance of putting a stop o
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the communists, of preventing that clown Mao Tse-tung from
spreading his paolitical poison from province to province, and—
rather strangely, thought Allan—of her husband, Chiang Kai-
shek, not understanding anything about this business.

—How are things really between you two on the romantic
side? said Allan.

Soong Meiling informed Allan that such a matter was of no
concern to an insignificant person like him. Karlsson was appointed
by President Roosevelt to be directly under her command in chis
operation, and from now on he should only answer when spoken
to, and otherwise be silent.

Allan didnt get angry—the word didn't seem to be in his
vocabulary—but he ok advantage of the fact that he had been
spoken to, to answer.

—The last thing | heard about Roosevelt was that he was dead.
and if anything has changed abour that it would have been in the
papers. | am doing this because President Truman asked me to. But
if your madameship is going 1o keep on being angry then I don't
think I'll bother. 1 can always visit China another time, and ['ve
already blown up more than enough bridges.

Mo one had confronted Soong Mei-ling like this since her
mother had tried 1o stop her daughter’s marriage to a Buddhist.
and that was many years ago. Besides, her mother had later had 1o
apologize because the marriage had led her daughter all the way
o the top.

Now Soong Mei-ling had to stop and think. She had evidently
misjudged the situation. Up 1o now, all Americans had started
to tremble when she described President Roosevelt and the Pirst
Lady as personal friends. How should she deal with this person
who didn't react in the same way as everybody else? Who on earth
had that incompetent Truman semt her?

Soong Mei-ling was not a person who would fraternize with
just anybody, but her goal was more important than her principles.
$o0 she changed tactics:
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—I think we forgot 1o introduce ourselves properly, she said,
and held out her hand in the western manner. But becter lave chamn

never.
Allan was not one to harbor a grudge. He took her hand and

smiled indulgently. But he didn't agree in general with better late
than never. His father, for example, became a faithful supporter of
Czar Nicholas the day before the Russian Revolution.

"l“v-u days later Allan was on his way to Los Angeles, with Soong Mei-
ling and rwenty men from her personal bodyguard. There
awaited the ship that would take them and their cargo of dynamirte
to Shanghai.

Allan knew that it would be impossible for him to keep out of
the way of Soong Mei-ling for the whole of the long voyage across
the Pacific Ocean—the vessel simply didnt have enough hiding
places. So he made up his mind not even to try, and he accepted a
permanent seat at the captain’s table during dinner every evening,
The advantage was the good food. The disadvantage was thar
Allan and the captain were not alone; they had the company of
Soong Mei-ling. who seemed 10 be incapable of talking abour any-

And to be honest, there was yet another disadvantage; instead
of vodka, they were served a green, banana liguer. Allan accepted
what he was served, bur he reflected that it was the first time
he had drunk something thar was essentially undrinkable. Drinks
Wwith an alcoholic content ought to go down your throat and into
Your belly as quickly as possible, not stick to your palate.

But Soong Mei-ling liked the taste of the liquor and the more
Blasses she put away during an evening. the more personal was
the tone of her everlasting political ramblings.

What Allan quite effortlessly learned during the dinners on
the Pacific Ocean was, for example, that the clown Mao Tse-tung
and his communists could very well win the civil war and that
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such an outcome would essentially have been caused by Chiang
Kai-shek. Soong Mei-lings husband was incomperent as com-
mander in chief. At this very moment he was partaking in peace
negotiations with Mao Tse-tung in the south Chinese city of
Chongging. Had Mr. Karlsson and the captain heard anything so
stupid? Negotiating with a communist? Where would that lead,
other than nowhere!

Soong Mei-ling was certain that the negotiations would break
down. Her intelligence reports also revealed that a considerable
part of the communist army was walting for its leader Mao in the
desolate mountains in Sichuan province not far from Chongging.
Soong Mei-ling’s handpicked agents, like Soong Mei-ling herself,
belicved that the clown and his forces would next move to the
northeast, toward Shaanxi and Henan, in their disgusting propa-
ganda procession through the nation.

Allan made sure 1o keep quiet so that the evening’s political
lecture would be no longer than necessary, but the hopelessly po-
lite captain asked question after question while he repeatedly filled
her glass with the sweet green banana goo.

The captain wondered, for instance, in what way Mao Tse-tung
actually posed any sort of threat. The Kuomintang did., after all,
have the USA behind it and was, as the captain undersiood it, mili-
tarily completely superior.

That question extended the evening'’s misery by almost an hour.
Soong Mei-ling explained that her pathetic husband was just about
as intelligent and charismatic as a cow and possessed the same lead-
ership qualitics. Chang Kai-shek had completely embraced the er
roncous belief that it was all about whe controlled the cities,

It was not Soong Mci-ling's intention to confront Mao in
battle. How could she do that with the little project she had cooked
up with Allan and a handful of her bodyguards® Twenty poorly
armed men, twenty-one with Mr. Karlsson, against a whole army of
very able opponents in the mountaing of Sichuan. . . . That would

be ugly.
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Instead, the first stage in the plan was to limit the clown’s mo-
biliry. vo make it more difficult for the communist army to move
around. The next stage was to get her miserable hushand to real-
ize that he must now seize the opportunity 1w lead his forces out
into the rural areas and show the Chinese people that the Kuomin-
tang would protect them from communism. and not vice versa.
Soong Mei-ling had understood, just like the clown, what Chiang
Kai-shek so far had not—namely, that it was easier to be the leader
of a nation if you had the nation behind you.

Sometimes, of course, even a blind hen will find a grain of corn
on the ground, and it was good thar Chiang Kai-shek had invited his
opponents to the peace negotiations in Chongging. Because with
a litrle huck, the clown and his soldiers would sill be there south of
the Yangtze, after the negotiations had broken down, when her
troop of bodyguards and Karlsson arrived on the scene. Then Karls-
son could blow up bridges with maximum effect! And for a long
time to come, the clown would be confined to the mountains half-
way to Tibet

—But if he should happen to be on the wrong side of the river,
then we simply regroup. There are five thousand rivers in China,
50 wherever the parasite goes there will be a river in his path.

A clown and a parasite, Allan thought, doing battle with a
cowardly, incompetent igure who to cap it all had the intelligence
of a cow, and between them, a serpent drunk on green, banana
liquor.

—It'll definitely be interesting to see how it all turns out, Allan
said sincerely. Incidentally and apropos of nothing ac all, Capuain,
do you by any chance have a few drops of vodka somewhere, to
wash down this green liquor?

No, unfortunately the capeain didn’t. But there were a lot of
other flavors if Mr. Karlsson wanted some variety for his palate:
lemon liquor, cream liquor, mint liguor. . .,

=Apropos of nothing at all again, said Allan, when do you
think we will reach Shanghai?
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llan Karlssom and a force of twenty men from Soomg Mei-ling's

bodyguard traveled on the Yangtze by riverboat in the direc-
tion of Sichuan. as part of their plan to make life more difficuls for
the communist upstart Mao Tse-tung. They departed on October
12, 1943, two days after the peace negotiations had, as predicted,
broken down.

They proceeded at a leisurely pace since the bodyguards wanted
to have fun in every harbor. And there were lots of harbors. First
Manjing, then Wuhu, Anging, Jiujiang, Wuhan, Yueyang. Yidu,
Fengjie, Wanxian, Chongging. and Luzhou. And every stop fea-
tured drunkenness, prostitution, and a general lack of morals.

Since such a lifestyle tends to use up funds very quickly, the
twenty bodyguards devised a new tax. The peasants who wanted
1o unload their products onto the ship in the harbor could not do
0 unless they paid a fee of five yuan. And anyone who complained
was shot.

This new tax revenue was immediately spent in the darkest
quarters of the city in question, and those quarters were nearly al-
ways close to the harbor. Allan thoughe thar if Soong Mei-ling be-
lieved it was important to have the people on her side, she might
have conveyed that message to her subordinates. Bur thar, thank
God, was her problem, not Allan's.

It vook rwo months for Allan and the rwenty soldiers 1o reach
Sichuan province, and by then Mao Tse-tung’s forces had long
since left for the north. And they didn't sneak off through the
mountains, but went down into the valley and did bartle with the
Kuomintang regiment that had been left to defend the city of
Yibin.

Yibin was soon on the verge of falling into communist hands.
Three thousand five hundred Kuomintang soldiers were killed in
the battle, at least two thousand five hundred of them because
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they were too drunk to fight. In comparison, three hundred com-

munists died, presumably sober.
The bartle for Yibin had nevertheless been a success for the

Kuomintang, because among the fifty caprured communisrs there
was one jewel. Forty-nine of the prisoners could simply be shot
and pushed into a hole in the ground, but the fifieth! Mmmm!
The fiftieth was none other than the beautiful Jiang Qing, the ac-
tress who became a Marxist-Leninist and—far more important—
Mao Tse-tung's third wife.

A palaver immediately started up between, on the one side,
Kuomintang's company command in Yibin and, on the other,
Soong Mei-ling's bodyguards. The argument was about who would
have the responsibility for the star prisoner, Jiang Qing. So far, the
company commander had just kept her locked up, waiting for the
boatr with Soong Mei-ling’s men to arrive. He hadn’t dared to
do otherwise because Soong Mei-ling could be on board. And you
didn’t argue with her.

But it turned out that Soong Mei-ling was in Taipel, which sm-
plified things considerably as far as the Kuomintang company com-
mander was concerned. fiang Qing would first be raped in the most
brutal manner and then, if she was still alive, she would be shot.

Soong Mei-lings bodyguards did not object to the rape bit.
They could even see themselves joining in, but Jiang Qing must
definitely not be allowed to die. Instead she should be taken o
Soong Mei-ling or Chiang Kai-shek for them to decide her fate.
This was big-time politics, the internationally experienced soldiers
explained in a superior vone 1o the provincially schooled com-
pany commander in Yibin.

The company commander grudgingly promised that he would
hand over his jewel the same afternoon. The meeting broke up
and the soldiers decided 1o celebrate their victory with a drinking
Spree. They were going to have a lot of fun with the jewel on the
trip home!
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The final negotiations had been carried ouen the deck of the
riverboat that had brought Allan and the soldiesall the way from
the sea. Allan was astounded by the fact that keunderstood most
of what was said. While the soldiers had beenamsing themselves
in various cities, Allan had been sitting on te stern deck to-
gether with the good-natured mess boy, AhMng, who wrned
out to have considerable pedagogical talent. intwo months, Ah
Ming had helped Allan make himself undersiood pretty well in
Chinese (with a special proficiency in expletives and profanicy).

s & child, Allan had been taught to be suspicious of people wheo
didn't have a drink when the opportunity arose. He was no

more than six years old when his father laid a band on his litcle
shoulder and said:

=You should beware of pricsts, my son. And people who don't
drink vodka. Worst of all are priests who don't drink vodka.

Acting on his own counsel, Allan’s father had certainly not been
completely sober when one day he punched an innocent traveler in
the face, upon which he was immediately fired from the national
railways. This in turn had caused Allan's mother to give some words
of wisdom of her own 1o her son:

—Beware of drunks, Allan. That's what | should have done.

The little boy grew up and added his own opinions to those he
had acquired from his parents. Priests and politicians were equally
bad, Allan thought, and it didnt make the slightest difference if
they were communists, fascists, capitalists, or any other political
persuasion. But he did agree with hiz father that reliable people
didn't drink fruit juice. And he agreed with his mother that you
had 1o make sure you behaved, even if you had drunk a bit more
than was wise.

In practical terms, that meant that during the course of the
river journey Allan had lost interest in helping Soong Mei-ling
and her twenty drunken scldiers (in fact there were only nineteen



THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN 11

beft. since one had fallen overboard and drowned) Nor did he
want 1o be around when the soldiers raped the prisoner who was
now locked up belowdecks. regardless of whether she was a com-
munist or not, and of who her husband was.

So Allan decided to abandon ship and take the prisoner with
him. He told his friend, the mess boy, of his decision and humbly
asked that Ah Ming provide the future escapees with some food for
their journey. Ah Ming promised to do that, but on one condition—
that he could come along,

Eighteen of the nineteen soldiers from Soong Meiling's body-
guard, together with the beat's cook and the caprain, were out en-
Joving themselves in the pleasure district in Yibin. The nincteenth
soldier, the one who had drawn the shortest straw, sat grumpily
outside the door to the stairs that led down to fiang Qing's prison
cell.

Allan sat down with the guard and suggested that they should
have a drink together. The guard said that he had been entrusted
with responsibility for possibly the most important prisoner in the
nation so it would not be right to indulge in rice vodka.

—I entirely agree, said Allan. But one glass can't hurt, can it?

—MNo, said the guard, upon reflection, One glass certainly can'
hurt.

Two hours later, Allan and the guard had each emptied a
bottle, while the mess boy Ah Ming had scuttled back and forth
and served goodies from the pantry. Allan had become a bit tipsy
while on the job, but the guard had fallen asleep right on the open
deck,

Allan looked down at the unconscious Chinese soldier at his
feet.

—Never try o cutdrink a Swede, unless you happen to be 2
Finn or at least a Russian,

The bomb expert, Allan Karlsson; the mess boy, Ah Ming: and
the eternally grateful communist leader's wifle, Jiang Qing, slipped
away from the riverboat under cover of darkness and were soon in
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the mountains where Jiang Qing had already spent much time to-
gether with her husband's troops. The Tibetan nomads in the area
knew her and the fugitives had no problem in eating their fill even
after the supplies carried by Ah Ming had run out. The Tibetans
had good reason, or so they thought, for being on friendly terms
with the People’s Liberation Army. It was generally assumed that
if the communists won the struggle for China, Tibet would im-
mediately gain its independence.

Jiang Qing suggested that she, Allan, and Ah Ming should
hurry northward, in a wide circle round Kuomintang-controlled
territory. After months of walking in the mountains, they would
eventually reach Xi‘an in the province of Shaanxi—and Jlang Qing
knew that her husband would be there, as long as they didn't take
too long.

The mess boy, Ah Ming, was delighted by Jlang Qing's promise
that he would be able to serve Mao himself. The boy had secretly
become a communist when he saw how the soldiers behaved, so he
was fine with changing sides and advancing his career at the same
time.

Allan, however, said that he was certain the communist strug:
gle would manage just fine without him. So he assumed it would be
okay if he went home. Did Jiang Qing agree?

Yes. she did. But "home™ was surely Sweden and that was ter-
ribly far away. How was Mr. Karlsson going o manage?

Allan replied that boat or airplane would have been the most
practical method but poor placement of the world’s cceans had
ruled out catching a boat from the middle of China, and he hadn*
seen any airports up there in the mountains. And anyway he didn't
have any money to speak of.

50 I'll have to walk, said Allan.

The head of the village who had so generously received the
three fugitives had a brother who had traveled more than anybody
else. The brother had been as far afield as Ulan Bator in the north
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and Kabul in the west. Besides which, he had dipped his toes into
the Bay of Bengal on 2 journey to the East Indies, but now he was
home in the village again and the headman sent for him and asked
him to draw a map of the world for Mr. Karlsson so that he could
find his way back 1o Sweden. The brother promised to do that and
he had completed the task by the next day.

Even if you're well bundled wp, it is bold to cross the Himala-
yas with only the help of a homemade map of the world and a com-
pass. In fact, Allan could have walked north of the mountain chain
and the Aral and Caspian scas, but reality and the homemade map
didn’t exactly match up. So Allan said good-bye 1o lang Qing and
Ah Ming and started upon his perambulation, which was w go
through Tibet, over the Himalayas, through British India, Afghan-
istan, into Iran, on to Turkey, and then up through Europe.

After two months on foot, Allan discovered that he must have
chosen the wrong side of a mountain range and the best way to
deal with that was to turm back and start over. Another four months
later (on the right side of the mountain range) Allan realized he
was making rather slow progress. At a market in 3 mountain vil-
lage he haggled as best he could about the price of a camel, with
the help of sign language and the Chinese he knew. Allan and the
camel-seller finally came to an agreement, but not until the seller
had been forced to accept thar Allan was not going 1o take his
daughter as part of the purchase,

Allan did consider the part about the daughter. Not for purely
physical reasons, because he no longer had any such urges. They
had been left behind in Professor Lundborg's operating thearer. It
was rather her companionship that attracted him. Life on the
Tibetan highland plateau could sometimes be lonely.

Butsince the daughter spoke nothing otherthan a monotonous-
sounding Tibeto-Burmese dialect that Allan didn’t understand,
he thought that where intellectual stimulation was concerned he

could just as well talk to the camel. Besides, one couldn't rule out
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that the daughter might have certain saual expectations as 1o the
arrangement. Something in the way she loked at him led Allan to
belicve that w be the case.

8o another two months of lonelines msued, with Allan wob-
bling across the roof of the world on the back of a camel, before he
came across three strangers, also on camels. Allan greeted them
in the languages he knew: Chinese, Spanish, English, and Swed-
ish. Luckily. English worked.

Allan vold his new acquaintances thathe was on his way home
to Sweden. The men looked at him wide-eyed. Was he going 1o
ride a camel all the way to northern Europe?

—With a little break for the ship across Oresund, said Allan.

The three men didn't know what Oresund was so Allan rold
them that it was where the Baltic Sea met the Atlantic Ocean. Af
ter they had ascertained that Allan was not loyal 1o the British-
American lackey, the Shah of Iran, they invited him to accompany

them.
The men told him that they had met at the university in Tehran

where they had studicd English. After their studies, they had spent
two years in China, breathing the same air as their communist
hero, Mao Tse-tung, and they were now on their way back home to
Iran.

—We are Marxists, one of the men said, We are pursuing our
struggle in the name of the international worker; in his name we
will carry out a revolution in Iran and the whaele world: we will
build a society based upon the economic and social equality of all
people: from each according to his ability. to each according to his

need,

—| see, comrade, said Allan. Do you happen to have any spare
vodka?

The men did, The bottle went from camelback to camelback
and Allan began to feel that the journey was working out nicely.

Eleven months later, the four men had managed to save each
others’ lives at least three times. They had survived avalanches,
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bandits, extreme cold, and repeated periods of hunger. Two of the
camels had died, a third had had 1o be slaiughtered and eaven, and
the fourth had been given w an Afghan customs officer so that
they would be allowed to enter the country instead of being ar-
rested.

Allan had never imagined it would be easy to cross the Hima-
layas. But later he had realized just how lucky he had been to bump
into those kind Iranian communists. It would not have been pleas-
ant to wrestle alone with the valley sandstorms and the flooding
rivers or the minus forty degrees Fahrenheit in the mountains—
even il he could have managed the bitter cold on his own. with his
long experience of the Swedish winters, The group had set up
camp at an akitude of just under 7,000 fect to wait for the 1946-47
winter 1o end,

The three communists tried 1o get Allan 1o join their struggle,
especially after they discovered his talent for working with dyna-
mite. Allan wished them the best of luck, but said that he had o go
home to Sweden 1o look after his house in Yxhult. (Allan momen-
tarily forgot that he had blown the house to bits eighteen years
carlier)

In the end, the men gave up their aempts to persuade Allan of
the rightness of their cause, and settled for his being a good com-
rade, and someone who didn’t complain about a bit of snow. Allan's
standing improved further when, while the group was waiting for
better weather, he figured out how to make alcohol from goats’
milk. The communists couldn't fathom how he managed. but the
end result was definitely potent and made everything a bit warmer
and less boring.

In the spring of 1947 they finally made it over to the southern
side of the world's highest mountain chain, The closer they came
to the Iranian border, the more eager the communists were to talk
about the future of Iran. Now was the time to chase the foreigners
out of the country once and for all. The Brits had supported the
corrupt Shah for years and years, and that was bad enough. But
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when the Shah finally tired of being their lapdog and started 1o
protest, then the Brits simply lifted him off his throne and put his
son there instead. Allan was reminded of Soong Mei-ling’s rela-
tionship to Chiang Kai-shek: he reflected that family relations could
be weird out in the big wide world.

The son was evidently easier to bribe than the father. and now
the Brits and Americans controlled the Iranian oil. Inspired by
Mao Tse-tung, these Iranian communists were determined to pur
a stop to that. The problem was that some other lranian commu-
nists leaned more toward the brand of communism practiced in
Stalin's Soviet Union, and there were other irritating revolution:
ary elements that mixed religion into it all.

—Imeresting, said Allan, and meant the opposite.

They replied with a long Marxist declaration on the theme
that the situation was more than interesting. The trio would, in
short, be victorious or die!

e very next day, the latter turned out to be the case, becawse as

soon as the four friends set foot on Iranian soil they were ar-

rested by a border patrol. The three communists unfortunately

each had a copy of the Communist Manifesto (in Persian?), and that

got them shot on the spot. Allan survived because he had no lit-

erature with him. Besides, he looked foreign and required further
investigation.

With the barrel of a rifle against his back, Allan rook his cap
off and thanked the three dead communists for their company
across the Himalayas. He couldn'’t really get used to the way people
he befriended went and died right in front of his eyes.

Allan didn't have time for a longer period of mourning. His
hands were tied behind his back and he was thrown into the back
of a truck. With his nose buried in a blanket he asked in English to
be aken 1o the Swedish Embassy in Tehran, or 1o the American
one if Sweden didnt have any representarion in the city.
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—Khafe sho! was the answer, in a threatening tone.

Allan didn't understand the words, but he understood the senti-
ment. It probably wouldn't hurt 1o keep his mouth shut for a while.

On the other side of the globe, in Washington D.C., President
Harry Truman had problems of his own. Election time was com-
ing up, and it was important for him to make his policies clear. And
that meant deciding what they were. The biggest strategic ques-
tion was how much he would be prepared 1o support the Negroes
in the South. You had to maintain a fine balance between seeming
modern and not seeming too soft. That was how you maintained
your support in the opinion polls.

And in the world arena, he had Stalin to deal with. There, how-
ever, he was not prepared to compromise. Stalin had managed to
charm quite a few people, but not Harry 5. Truman.

In light of everything els¢, China was now history. Stalin
pumped in help to Mao Tse-tung. and Truman couldnt refrain
from doing the same to that amateur Chiang Kai-shek. Soong Mei-
ling had so far gotten what she wanted, but now that would have to
end too. He wondered what had happened to Allan Karlsson. A
very nice guy.

Chiang Kai-shek suffered more and more military defears.
And Soong Mei-ling's project failed because the explosives expert
assigned to it disappeared, taking the clown's wife with him.

Soong Mei-ling asked vime and time again for a meeting with
President Truman, hoping o be able to strangle him with her bare
hands for having sent her Allan Karlsson, but Truman never had
time to receive her. Instead, the United States turned its back on
the Kuomintang; in China, the corruption, hyperinflation, and

famine all played into the hands of Mao Tse-tung. In the end, Chi-
ang Kai-shek, Soong Mei-ling. and their subordinates had 1o flee
te Taiwan. Mainland China became communist China.



TWELVE

Monday, May 9, 2005

ke friends at Lake Farm realized that it was high time to get in
their bus and leave for good. But first they had some
things to take care of.

The Beauty put on a raincoat with a hood and rubber gloves
and rolled out the hose to rinse off the remains of the thug that
Sonya had just sat on to death. But first, she eased the revolver out
of the dead man’s rght hand and l‘-EIl'l!ﬁ.tlly laid ir on the veranda
{(where she later forgot it), with the barrel pointing ar the thick
trunk of a fir tree four yards away. You never knew when those
things could go ofi.

When Bucket was cleansed of Sonya's excrement, he was put
under the backseat of his own Ford Mustang. Normally there
wouldnTt have been room for him, but now he was neatly flar.

Then julius got behind the wheel of the thug's car and drove
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off, with Benny right behind him in The Beauty's Passat. The idea
was to seck out a deserted place a safe distance from Lake Farm
and then pour gasoline over the thug's car and set fire 1o it, just as
real gangsrers would have done.

But that required 2 can and gas. So Julius and Benny stopped at
a gas station in Brads, Benny went in to do what was necessary and
Julius 1o buy something yummy 1w chew on.

A new Ford Mustang with a VB of more than 300 horsepower
ocutside a gas station is as sensational in Brads as a Boeing 747 would
be on a street in downtown Stockholme. It didn't take more than a
second for Bucket's litde brother and one of his colleagues in The
Violence to scize the oppormunity. The little brother jumped into
the Mustang while his colleague kept an eye on the man he pre-
sumed was the owner who was looking at the candy in the gas sta-
tion shop, What a find! And what an idiot! He'd even left the keys
in the ignition,

When Benny and Julius came out again—one with a newly
purchased gas cam, the other with a newspaper under his arm and
his mouth full of candy—the Mustang was gone.

— Didn't I park the Mustang here? asked Julius.

—Y¥es, you did, said Benny.

—Do we have a problem now? asked Julius.

—Y¥es, we do, said Benny.

And then they wok the unstolen Passat back 1o Lake Farm,

¢ Mustang was black with two bright yellow stripes running the
length of the roof. A really deluxe specimen that Bucket's lirtle
brother and his buddies would get good money for. The theft had
been just as accidental as it had been easy. Less than five minutes
after the unplanned seizure, the car was safely tucked away in The
Violence's parage.
The next day, they changed the registration plates before the
lirtle brother let one ofhis henchmen take the car to their business
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companions in Riga. Using false registration plates and documents,
the Latvians would arrange for a car to be sold as a private import
back to somebody in The Violence, and magically a stolen car had
now become a legal car.

But this time things didn't go as planned, because the car from
the Swedes started to stink while it stood in the garage in Ziepnick-
kalns in Riga's southern suburbs. The garage boss looked for the
cause and discovered a corpse under the backsear. He turned the
air purple with his swearing. and ripped off all the registration
plates and anything else that could provide a clue as to where the
car had come from. Then he started to dent and scratch the body-
work of the once-fantastic specimen of a Mustang and didn't stop
until the car looked like a write-off. Next he went our and found
a drunk and in exchange for four bottles of wine persuaded him
to drive the wreck to the scrapyard for destruction—corpse and
all.

he friends at Lake Farm were ready to depart. They were of courie

somewhat worried abour the theft of the Mustang with the
corpse, but then Allan pointed out that it was what it was, and that
thereafter whatever will be will be. Besides, in Allan’s opinion,
there was good reason to hope that the car thieves would never
contact the police. Car thieves generally tended to keep a certain
distance from the police.

It was now six o'clock in the evening, and they needed to be on
their way before it gor dark, because the bus was large and the
roads for the first part of the journey were small and winding.

Sonya was standing in her stall on wheels. All tracks of the ele-
phant had been carefully swept away from the farmyard and barn.
The Passat and Benny's old Mercedes were left behind; they hadn't
been involved in anything illegal and besides, what else could they

do with them?
The bus started on its way. The Beaury had at first intended 1o
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drive herself. afier all, she knew perfectly well how to drive a large
bus. But then it transpired that Benny was an almost-truck driver
and had every possible category inchaded in his driving license, so
it was best that he got behind the wheel There was no reason to
act more illegally than they had already.

When he reached the mailbox. Benny turned left. According
to The Beauty, snaking along gravel roads they would eventually
reach Aby and then get to the highway. It would take just over half
an hour to get there, so meanwhile they could discuss the not un-
important question of where they were actually going.

our hours earlier, the Bogs had been sitting impatiently and wairing

for the only one of his henchmen who hadn't yet disappeared.
As soon as Caracas returned from his errand, whatever it was, he
and the Boss would set off south—but not on their bikes and not in
uniform. Now it was time to be careful.

The Boss had alrcady started to doubt his previous strategy
with the Never Again symbol on the club jackets. From the begin-
ning, the point had been to create a feeling of identity and fellow-
ship in the group, and 1o make outsiders respect them. But first, the
group was much smaller than the Boss had once imagined. Keep-
ing a quartet together consisting of Bolr, Bucket, Caracas, and
himsell. he could manage without jackets. And the tinge of illegal-
ity in their activities meant that the club jacket as a signal became
counterproductive. Bolts orders for the transaction in Malm-
kaping had been somewhat contradictory in this respect on the
one hand he was 1o travel there discreetly by public rransportation
and on the other hand he was 1o wear the club jacket with the
Mever Again ljmhdmdﬂhimﬂﬂwﬂtﬂmianwhnhw
dealing with.

And now Bolt was on the run . . . or whatever it was that had
happened. And on his back he had 2 sign that more or less said:
"Any questions, phone the Boss.”
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Damn it! thought the Boss. When this mess was over, he would
burn all the jackets. But where the hell was Caracas? Their planned
departure time was now!

Caracas turned up eight minutes later and explained the delay
by the fact that he had been at the 7-Eleven and bought a water-
melon.

—Thirst quenching and tasty, Caracas explained.

—Thirst quenching and tasty? Half the organization has disap-
peared together with fifty million crowns, and you go off to buy
fruie?

—MNot fruit, a vegetable. said Caracas. In the same family as
cucumbers, in fact.

That did it for the Boss, who picked up the watermelon and
split it open on Caracas’s head. Upon which Caracas started 1o ery
and said that he didn't want to be in the club anymeore. He had had
nothing but shit from the Boss since first Bolt and then Bucket van-
ished, just as if it had been him, Caracas, who lay behind it. No, the
Boss would have to manage as best he could; Caracas was going to
phone for a taxi, drive to the airport, and fly all the way home to
his family in . . . Caracas. Then at least he could get his real name
back.

—[Vete a la mierda! Caracas howled, and rushed out of the door.

The Boss sighed. Everything was getting messier and messier.
First Bok disappeared, and in retrospect the Boss had 1o admic that
he should not have taken out his frustration on Bucket and Cara-
cas. And then Bucket disappeared and the Boss in retrospect had o
admit that he should not have raken out his frustration on Caracas.
And then Caracas disappeared—to buy a warermelon. And the
Boss now in rﬂ.rnipgr;;hldiu.ldmi that he . _ . should sever have
whacked him over the head with the melon.

And now, he was all alone in his hunt for. . . . Well, he didn’t
even know what he was hunting. Would he find Bolt? Bur then had
Bolt pinched the suitcase? Could he be so stupid? And what had

happened to Bucket?
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The Boss drove a car thar reflected his ssanding in sociery. the
latest BMW X5. And most of the time he drove it extremely fast.
The police in the unmarked car shadowing him passed the time
counting the number of traffic violations he committed during the
journey from Stockholm down 1o Smidland. and after 200 miles
they agreed that the man behind the wheel in the BMW in front of
them ought to be deprived of his driving license for the next four
hundred years if everything he had done so far on the journey went
to court, which of course it never would.

Be that as it may, the journey took them past Aseda where
Chiefl Inspector Aronsson intercepted his Stockholm colleagues.
thanked them for their help, and informed them that he would
take over the surveillance himself.

With the help of the GPS in the BMW, the Boss had no trouble
getting all the way to Lake Farm. But the closer he came, the
more impatient his driving, His already{llegal speeds increased so
much Chief Inspector Aronsson had trouble keeping up. He had to
keep a certain distance so that Per-Gunnar "Boss” Gerdin wouldn't
notice that he was being shadowed, but now Aronsson was begin.
ning to lose sight of his quarry. It was only on the really long
straight stretches that he could occasionally glimpse the BMW
until . . . he couldn’t see it anymaore!

Where had Gerdin gone? He must surely have turned off some-
where, or . . . 7 Aronsson slowed down. He could feel the sweat
breaking out on his forehead. This was definitely not what was
supposed 1o happen.

There was a road off to the lefi. Perhaps the BMW had gone
that way. Or had it continued straight ahead and then gone to. . . .
Rottne, wasnt that the name of the place? Unless Gerdin had
turned off carlier?

That must be whar happened. Aronsson mrned around and
then turned down the side road where he thought Gerdin must

have gone.
T'he Boss stood on the brakes o slow down from 180 10 20 and
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quickly steered his way onto the gravel road indicated by the
GPS. Now there was only a mile or so left to his destination.

Two hundred yards from the mailbox ar Lake Farm the road
made a final rurn, and round the bend the Boss saw the rear end of
a bus that had just maneuvered its way out from the exit thar the
Boss was being directed toward. What should he do now? Who
was in the bus? And was anyone still left at Lake Farm?

The Boss decided wo let the bus go on its way. He turned down
a winding track, which led him to a farmhouse, a barn, and a lake-
side shed that had seen better days.

But no Bucket. No Bolt. No aldie. No dame with red hair. And
absolutely no gray suitcase with wheels.

The Boss took another minute to inspect the place. It was ob-
viously empty of people, but behind the barn two cars had been
hidden: a red VW Passat and a silver Mercedes.

~The right place, that's for sure, said the Boss. But 2 few min-
utes oo late.

And 30 he decided to catch up with the bus. That shouldn't be
o0 hard; it had a start of only three or four minutes on the winding
gravel road.

The Boss pressed his foot down on the accelerator and disap-
peared in a cloud of dust. The fact that a blue Volve was approach-
ing from the direction in which he had originally come did not
concern him one bit.

At first, Chief Inspector Aronsson was pleased to have regained
visual contact with Gerdin, but considering Gerdin’s speed, the
chiels enthusiazm for the chase diminished. There was no way he
would be able to keep up. Might it be better 1o go and have a look at
the place? Gunilla Bjdrklund was the name on the mailbox.

—It wouldn't surprise me If you're a redhead, Gunilla, said
Chief Inspector Aronsson.

So that is how Aronsson’s Violve arrived in the same farmyard as
Henrik “Bucket” Hultén's Ford Mustang had nine hours earlier, and
that Per-Gunnar “Boss” Gerdin's BMW had some minutes earlier.
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Chief Inspector Aronsson could see, just as the Boss had, that
Lake Farm was abandoned. But he did devote a bit more time than
the Boss had to searching for various pieces of the puzzle. He
found one in the form of that day’s newspapers in the kitchen, and
some fresh greens in the fridge. So they hadn't broken camp until
earlier that very same day. Another bit of the puzzle was of course
the Mercedes and the Passat behind the barn. One of those told
Aronsson a great deal, and he guessed that the other one belonged
to Gunilla Bjorkhend.

Two more clues were waiting to be discovered by Chief In-
spector Aronsson. First, he found a revolver lying on the edge of
the wooden floor of the farmhouse veranda. What was it doing
there? And whose fingerprints were on it? Aronsson guessed
Bucket Hultén, and he carefully slipped the revolver into a plas-
tic bag,

The other discovery was in the mailbox when Aronsson was
leaving. Among the day’s post there was an official letter from the
Vehicle Licensing Authority which confirmed that a 1992 yellow
Scania K113 had changed owners.

S0 you are driving around in a bus, the chief inspector said to
himself.

The bus wound its way slowly through the forest. It didn't take
long for the BMW to catch up. But on the narrow road the Boss
couldn’t do much more that just stay behind and fantasize about
who was in the bus and whether they were transporting a gray
suitcase with wheels.

Blissfully unaware of the danger only five yards behind them,
the friends in the bus discussed the situation as it had developed
and quickly concluded that things would certainly calm down if
they could find somewhere ro hide for a few weeks. That had been
their intention at Lake Farm, of course, but that good idea had sud-
denly become terribly bad after they received the unexpected visi-
tor and Sonya sat down on him.

The problem now was that Allan, Julivs, Benny, and The Beauty
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had one thing in common: an almost total absence of relatives and
friends. How were they going 1o find someone who would shelter
a yellow bus with four people, a dog. and an elephant?

Allan explained his lack of relatives and friends by the fact that
he was one hundred years old, and they had died from one cause
or another and that anyway they would have been dead by now
for reasons of age. Few people were lucky enough to survive every-
thing, year after year.

Julius said that his specialty was enenics, not friends. He would
like to decpen his friendship with Allan, Benny, and The Beauty,
but now wasn't really the time or place.

The Beauty admitted that she had been extremely antisocial
during the years following her divorce, so for her too there was no-
body to contact and ask for help.

That left Benny. He bad a brother, didn't he? The angriest
brother in the world.

Julius wondered whether they could bribe the brother. and then
Benny's face lit up. They did have millions in the suitcase! They
might not be able to bribe him, because Bosse was more proud than
greedy. But now they were getting into semantics. And Benny had
the solution. He would tell his brother that he wanted to do the

right thing after all these years.

Having worked that out. Benny phoned his brother and didn't
manage to do more than say who he was before he was informed

that Bosse had a loaded shotgun and that his little brother was
welcome to visit if he wanted a load of pellets up his butt.

Benny said that such a fate was not something he desired, bur
that he—together with some friends—planned o visit anyway,
because he wished to settle their financial dealings. There was, you
might say, a certain disagreement between the two brothers over
Uncle Frasses money.

Boase replicd that his brother should stop expressing himself in
such a bloody complicated way. And then he got straight to the

point:
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—How much have you got with you?

—What about three million? asked Benny.

Bosse said nothing for a few moments. He was thinking the
situation over. He knew his brother well enough 1o feel certain
that Benny would never call and joke about something like that.
My littke brother is filthy rich?! Three million! Absolutely fantastic!
But . . . perhaps he even had more?

—What about four million? Bosse tried.

But Benny had decided once and for all that he would never
allow his big brother to steamroll him again, so he said:

—We can of course stay at a hotel instead, if you think we are
too much trouble.

Bosse said that his lictle brother had never been any trouble.
Benny and his friends were heartily welcome and if Benny wanted
to settle the old differences with three million—or even three and
a half if he fieh like it—then thar was just a plus.

Bosse gave Benny directions to his house: he thought it would
take them a couple of hours to get there,

Everything seemed to be working out for the best. And now
the road was going to be both wide and straigh.

That was just what the Boss needed 100, a wider and straighter
road. For ten minutes, he had been stuck behind the bus while the
BMW had been telling him that he hadn’t filled up with gas since
Stockholm, but when had he had time?

The nightmare he feared was running out of gas there in the
middle of the forest and not being able to do anything except just
look an as the yellow bus disappeared in the distance, perhaps with
Bolt and Bucket and the suitcase or whoever and whatever it hap-
pened to contain,

50 the Boss acted with the energy and drive that he thought
became a boss of a eriminal club in Stockholm, He put his foot
down on the accelerator, and in a second had passed the bus, con-
tinuing for another 150 yards before he put the BMW in a con-
trolled skid and stopped, so his car now blocked the road. Then he
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pulled out his revolver and prepared to meet the vehicle he had
just overtaken.

The Boss was of a more analytical bent than his now.dead or
emigrated assistants. The idea of using his car o block the road and
force the bus to stop originated of course from the fact that he was
about to run out of gas. But the Boss had also made the completely
correct assumption that the bus dniver would choose to stop. His
conclusion was based on his belief that in general people do not
deliberately ram other people on the roads, risking the lives and
health of both.

And indeed, Benny stood on the brakes as soon as he saw the
BMW. The Boss had been right—about thar, anyway.

But in his calculations, he had failed to take into account the
risk that the bus’s load might include an elephant weighing in at
several tons. Had he done so, he would then have considered the
effect this might have on the bus’s braking distance, not least bear-
ing in mind that they were still on a gravel road.

Benny really did do his very best to avoid a collision, but his
speed was still almost thirty miles per hour when the fifteen-ton
bus, elephant and all, worpedoed the car in its path, upon which
the car was thrown up into the air and flung twemty yards, land-
ing hard against an eighty-year-old fir tree.

—That was probably number three, Julius guessed.

Il the two-legged passemgers in the bus jumped out (easier for some
than for others) to inspect the demolished BMW,

Hanging over the steering wheel, looking suspiciously dead,
was a man the friends did not know, and he was still holding a re-
volver of exactly the same make as thug number two had threat-
ened them with cardier that day.

—They must have thought that three is the charm, said Julius.
They can think again.

Benny lamely objected to Julius's light tone. Surely it was
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enough to kill one thug a day, but today they had already reached
two and it wasn't yet six in the evening. There was time for more
if they were unlucky.

Allan proposed that they hide corpse number three some-
where because no good at all could come of being oo closely as-

sociated with people you have done away with, unless you wanted
to admit to people that you've done away with them and Allan
didn't think that the friends had any reason to do that.

Upon which, The Beauty started shouting angrily at the corpse
slumped over the steering wheel, her theme being how the hell he
could have been so stupid as to position his car across the road like
that.

The corpse responded by gurgling weakly and moving one of
his legs. . . .

Thc only plan that made sense to Chigf Inspector Aronsson was to
continue his journey in the same direction Bass Gerdin had
taken just over half an hour earlier. There was of course no hope
of catching up with the Never Again leader, bat merhhg inber-
esting might turn up on the road. Besides, Viixpd wasn't so very far
away, and the chiel inspector needed 1o find a hotel so he could
think through the situation and get a few hours” sleep.

After some time, Aronsson spotted the wreck of a new BMW
X5 wrapped round a fir tree. At first, Aronsson wasn't surprised
that Gerdin had crashed, considering the speed with which he had
left Lake Farm. But a closer look suggested a different story.

Firs, the car was empty. It was full of blood on the driver's seat,
but there was no driver anywhere to be seen.

Second, the right-hand side of the car seemed o be unnatu-
rally dented, and here and there were signs of yellow paint. Some-
thing big and yellow had rammed the car at full speed.

—For example, a yellow 1992 Scania K113, Chief Inspector
Aronsson murmured to himself.
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This was hardly a difficult inference 1o make, and it became
easier when it turmed out that the registration plate of the vellow
Scania was firmly impressed into the right back door of the BM W,
Aronsson only had to compare the numbers and letters with what
the Vehicle Licensing Authority said about the change of ownership
to have his suspicions confirmed.

Chief Inspector Aronsson still couldn’t fathom what was actu-
ally going on. But one thing seemed maore and more clear, how-
ever incredible: centenarian Allan Karlsson and his entourage
seemed to be pretty accomplished at killing people and then spirit-
ing away their corpses.
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1947-1948

[an had most certainly cxperienced move comfortable nights
Aﬂun those he spent lying on his stomach in the back of a

truck on the road to Tehran, &t was cold, and there was
no specially treated goats' milk to warm him up. And that would
have been difficult any way because his hands were tied behind his
back,

MNo wonder Allan felt pleased when the journey was over. It
was late afternoon when the rruck stopped outside the main on-
trance of a large brown building in the middle of the capiral.

Two soldiers helped the stranger to his feer and brushed off the
worst of the dirt, Then they loosened the ropes that had tied Allan's
hands and picked wp their rifles vo guard him.

If Allan had mastered Perstan, he would have been able to read

where he had ended up on a little yellow sign by the entrance. But
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he couldn't. And he couldn’t care less. More important to him was
whether anyone was going 1o serve breakfast. Or lunch. Or prefer-
ably both.

But, of course, the soldiers knew exactly where they had brought
the suspected communist. And when they pushed Allan through
the doors, one of the soldiers said good-bye to Allan with a grin
and a “good luck” in English.

Allan thanked him for the good wishes even though he real
ized they were meant ironically, and then he thought that he prob-
ably needed to pay attention o his surroundings now.

The officer in the group that had arrested Allan formally handed

his prisoner over to somebady of equivalent rank. When Allan
was properly registered, he was moved to a holding cell down a

nearby corridor.

The holding cell was pure Shangri-La compared with what
Allan had been used o recently. Four beds in a row, double blan-
kets on each bed, an electric light in the ceiling, 2 washbasin with
running water in one corner, and in the other an adult-size
bucket with a lid. Allan also received a decent-size bow! of por-
ridge and a whole quart of water to satisfy his hunger and quench
his thirst.

Three of the beds were unoccupied, but in the fourth lay a
man on his back, with his hands clasped and his eyes closed.
When Allan arrived, the man woke from his slumber and got up.
He was tall and thin and had a white clerical collar, a contrast to
his otherwise black clothing. Allan held out his hand w introduce
himself and said that unfortunately he didnt know the local lan-
guage. Did the clergyman perhaps speak 2 word or two of En-
glish?

The man in black explained that he did, since he was born and
bred in Oxford, and educated there too. He introduced himself as
Kevin Ferguson, an Anglican pastor who had been in lran for
twelve years searching for lost souls to recruit 1o the true faith.
And where did Mr. Karlsson stand?
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Allan answered that in a purely physical sense he was lost,
since he had no control of where he stood, but thar didn't mean he
was spiritually lost. Allan had always reasoned about religion that
if you couldn’t know for sure then there was no point in going
around guessing.

Allan saw that Father Ferguson was about 1o embark on a lon-
ger sermon, so he quickly added that the pastor should be so kind
as to respect Allan’s sincere wish to avoid becoming an Anglican,
or for that matter anything clse.

Father Ferguson wasn't a man who ook a no for a no. Never-
theless, he hesitated just this once. Perhaps he shouldn't be oo
eager to convert against his will the only person—besides God—
who might be able 1o save him from his dire situation.

Father Ferguson settled for a compromise. He made a half-
hearted attempt to suggest that it wouldn't hurt Mr. Karlsson if
the pastor could at least shed some light upon the Trinity. That
happened to be the first of the thirty-nine articles in the Anglican
creed,

Allan answered that the pastor couldn’t begin to appreciate
Just how uninterested Allan was in that Trinity.

—Of all the groupings here on Earth, | would think that the
Trinity is the one | am least interested in, said Allan.

Father Ferguson thought that was so stupid that he promised
he would leave Karlsson in peace as far as religion was concerned,
“even though God must have had some purpose in placing us in
the same cell.”

Instead, he turned 1o the matter of his and Allan’s plight.

—It doesn’t look good. said Father Ferguson. We might both
of us be on our way to meeting the Creator, and if | hadn't just
promised not 1o, | would add that iz might be high time for you o
embrace the true faith,

Allan looked sternly at the cleric. but said nothing. The pastor
explained that they were now both in the holding cell of the de-
partment for domestic intelligence and security: in other words,
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the secret police. Perhaps Mr. Karlsson deught that sounded safe
and good, but the truth was thar the secrpolice cared only about
the Shah's security, and their purpose wasictually to keep the Ira-
nian populace suitably terrified and respeaful, and whenever pos-
sible to hunt down and destroy socialists communists, Islamists,
and other disturbing elements.

—Such as Anglican pastors?

Pastor Ferguson answered that Anghan pastors didnt have
anything to fear, because they had freedom of religion in lran. But
that this particular Anglican pastor had pmbably gone oo far,

—The prognosis is not good for somebody who ends up in the
clutches of the secret police, and for my part | am afraid that thisis
the last stop, said Father Ferguson and suddenly looked very sad.

Allan immediately found himself feeling sorry for his cell mate,
even though he was a eleric. He said consalingly that they would
probably find a way to get out, but that there was a time for every-
thing. First of all he wanted 1o know what the pastor had done w
find himself in this pickle.

Father Kevin Ferguson sniffed and pulled himself together. It
wasn't that he was afraid 1o die, he explained, he just thoughr thas
he had so much more to do here on our Earth. The pastor had al-
ways put his life in the hands of God, but if Mr. Karlsson, while
they were waiting for God to decide, could find a way out of this,
then the pastor was certain that God would not be offended.

Then the pastor told his story. The Lord had spoken to him in
a dream when the pastor had just finished his studies. "Go out into
the world 1o do missionary work.” the Lord had said, but then he
hadn't said any more so the pastor himself had to decide where
1o go.

An English friend and bishop had tipped him off about Iran—a
country where the existing freedom of religion was grossly
abused. For example, you could count the Anglicans in lran on the

fingers of only a few hands, but the place was seething with Shiites.
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Sunnis, Jews, and folk who adhered to pure mumbo-jumbo reli-
gions, To the extent that there were any Christians at all, they were
Armenians or Assyrians

Allan said that he hadn't known that, but now he did, and he
thanked the pastor for the informarion.

The pastor went on. Iran and Great Britain were on good
terms and with the help of the Church’s highly placed contacts the
pastor had managed to get a lift to Tehran on an official British
airplane.

This was more than ten years earlier, around 1935, Since then,
he had worked his way through religion after religion. in a grow-
ing ring around the capital. Az first he concentrated on the various
religious ceremonies. He sneaked into mosques, synagogues, and
temples of every kind and waited for a suitable moment before he
quite simply interrupted the ceremony and with the help of an in-
terpreter preached the true faith.

Allan praised the pastor for his courage but said he had some
doubts about his mental abilities, Surely these visies had rarely
ended well?

Father Ferguson conceded that in fact they had not ended suc-
cessfully on a single accasion. He had never been able to have his
full say. He and the interpreter had been thrown out and usually
both of them had been knocked about too. But none of this had
prevented the pastor from continuing his struggle. He knew thar
he was planting tiny Anglican seeds in the souls of all the people
he met.

In the end. however, the reputation of the pastor had spread so
far and wide that it became difficult to find interpreters who would
waork with him.

S0 the pastor took a break and put more effort into studying
Persian. While doing so, he worked out how 1o refine his tactics
and one day he felt so comfortable in the language that he Jaunched
his new plan.
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Instead of going to temples and services, he visited markers
where he knew that the teachings he considered false had a lot of
followers among the shoppers. and he would stand on a wooden
box and preach.

This method had not resulted in as many beatings as during
his first years, but the number of souls saved was still not at all
what Father Ferguson had hoped for.

Allan asked by how many converts Father Ferguson had fallen
short of his target, and was told that it depended on how you
looked at it. On the one hand, Father Ferguson had exactly one
convert from every religion he had worked on, which amounied o
cight in all. On the other hand, he had realized a few months ago
that all eight could actually be spies from the secret police, sent out
to keep track of the missionary pastor.

—Between zero and eight genuine converts, then, said Allan.

—Probably closer o zero than ecight, answered Father
Ferguson.

—In rwelve years, said Allan.

The pastor admitted that he had become discouraged when he
realized that his already meager results were actually even more
meager. And he also realized that he would never succeed in this
country, because however much the Iranians might like to con-
vert, they wouldn't dare. The secret police were everywhere and ifl
someone changed his religion a dossier would definitely be cre-
ated with his name in their archives. And from a dossier in the ar-
chives to disappearing without trace was rarely a long step.

Allan said that, in addition, it might be the case that an Iranian
or two—whatever Father Ferguson might think—went around
generally satisfied with their current religion, couldn’t be see thart?

The pastor answered that he had rarely heard such ignorant
talk, but that he was prevened from providing a proper answer
because he had promised Mr. Karlsson he would eschew all Angli-
can preaching. Could Mr. Karlsson listen to the rest of the pastor’s
story without interrupting more than necessary?
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Father Ferguson went on to describe how, with his newly ac-
guired insights as to the manner in which the secret police had
infilirated his missionary work. he had started o think in new
ways. He had started to think big.

So the pastor shook off his cight possible spying disciples, and
contacted the underground communist movement. He told them
he was a British representative for the True Faith and he wanted o
meet them to discuss the fitire.

It ook time 1o get a meeting arranged, but he eventually found
himself sitting with five gentlemen from leading communist eir-
cles in the province of Razavi Khorasan. He would have preferred
to meet the Tehran communists because Father Ferguson thought
that they probably made the important decisions, but this meeting
would do for starters.

Or not.
Pastor Ferguson presented his big idea to the communists. In

brief, that Anglicanism would become the state religion in Iran
the day the communists took over. If the communists went along
with this, Father Ferguson promised to accept the job of govern-
ment minister of religion and ensure that right from the beginning
there would be enough Bibles for everyone. The churches could be
built afterward, but o start with, the synagogues and mosques—
which would have been closed by decree—could be used. There
was just one thing Father Ferguson wanted to know: how long
did the gentlemen think it would be before the communist revo-

lution?
The communists had not reacted with the enthusiasm, or even

curiosity, that Father Ferguson had expected. Instead, he was rold
in no uncertain terms that there wouldn't be any Anglicanism or
for thar mater any other sort of -ism besides communism when
the day came. In addition, he got 2 loud telling-off for having re-
quested this meeting under false pretenses. The communists had

never experienced such a dreadful waste of time.
With a voite of 3=2 in favor, it was then decided thet Father
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Ferguson would be given a good beaing before being put on the
train back to Tehran, and with a unensimous vote it was decided
that it would be best for the pastors health if he didn't come
back.

Allan smiled and said that—with permission—he in no way
could eliminate the possibility that the pastor was completely mad.
To bring about a religious agreement with the communists was,
of course, quite hopeless. Didn't the pastor understand that?

The pastor answered that heathens like Mr. Karlsson would do
well not to judge what was wise or unwise. But of course he had
understood that there was little chance of success.

—But just think, Mr. Karlsson, if i had actually worked. Just
think of being able to send a telegram 1o the Archbishop of Can-
terbury and report fifty million new Anglicans all at once.

Allan admitted that the difference between madness and ge-
nius was subtle, and that he couldn’t with certaimty say which it
was in this case, but that he had his suspicions.

Be that as it may, it turned out that the Shah's cursed secret
police were bugging the Razavi Khorasan communists, and Fa-
ther Ferguson was picked up as soon as he got off the train in the
capital, and taken in for questioning,

—And | admitted everything and a bit more besides, said

Father Ferguson, because my thin body is not created o withstand
torture. A good beating is one thing, but torture is something
else.
With that immediate and exaggerated confession, Father Fer-
guson had been transported 1o this halding cell, and he had been
left in peace for two weeks because the head of the secret palice,
the vice prime minister, was on a business trip to London,

~—The vice prime minister? Allan wondered.

—7Yes, or the boss of the murderers, said Father Ferguson,

It was said of the secret police that no organization was more
controlled from the top. Putting fear in the hearts of the popula-
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tion on a more routine basis, or killing communises, socialists, or
Islamists—these of course didn't require the blessing of the boss.
But as soon as something happened thar was the slightest bit out
of the ordinary, then it was he who decided. The Shah had given
him the title vice prime minister. but in effect he was a murderer,
in Father Ferguson's opinion.

—And according 1o the prison guards, you'd better forget the
“wice” bit of his tithe when you address him, if things go so badly
that you need to meet him, which they seem to be doing in both
your case and mine,

Perhaps the pastor had spent more time with undesground
communists than he cared 1o admit, thought Allan, because he
went on:

—Ever since the end of the Second World War, the American
CIA has been here and has built up the $hah's secret police.

—CIA? said Allan.

—Yes, that’s what they are called now. They were the 0SS be-
fore, but it's the same dirty business. They're the ones who have
taught the lranian police all the tricks and tortures. What can he
be like, the man who allows the CIA to destroy the world in this
way?

—You mean the American president?

—Harry 5. Truman will burn in hell, believe you me. said Fa-

ther Ferguson.
—You think so? said Allan.

he days pazsed. Allan had rold his own life story to Father Fergu-

son, without leaving anything out ar all. And after this, the

pastor stopped talking 1o Allan because he realized what sort of

relationship his cell mate had to the American president and—
even worse—o the bombs over Japan.

Instead, the pastor turned 1o God and prayed for advice. Was it



180 JONAS JONASSON

the Lord who had sent Mr. Karlsson io help him, or was it the
Devil who lay behind ir?

But God answered with silence. He did that sometimes, and
Father Ferguson always interpreted it o mean that he should
think for himself. Admittedly, it didn't shvays work out well when
the pastor thought for himself, but you coaldn't just give up.

Afier two days and two nights of delberation, Pastor Fergu-
son came to the conclusion that for the time being he should make
his peace with the heathen in the next bed And he informed Allan
that he now intended o speak to him again.

Allan said that although it had been nice and quiet while the
pastor kept silent, it was probably preferable in the long run that
when one man spoke, the other answered.

—Besides, we're going to try to get out of here, and it would
perhaps be best if we can do so before the murder boss gets back
from London. 5o we can't just sit, grumpily, in our corners, can
wied

Father Ferguson agreed. When the murder boss came back,
they would probably face a short interrogation and then simply
disappear. That was what Father Ferguson had heard happened.

The holding cell was not in a real prison, with all the security
and locks that went with that. On the contrary, the guards some-
times didn't even bother to lock the door properly. But there were
never fewer than four guards at the building's entrance and exit,
and they were unlikely to just stand and stare if Allan and the pas-
tor tried to slip out.

Would it be possible to create some sort of tumult or distrac-
tion? Allan wondered. And then sneak out in the midst of the
gencral disarray?

Allan wanted peace to work, and he therefore assigned the
pastor the task of finding out from the guards how long they had.
That is, exactly when would the murder boss be back?

The pastor promised to ask as soon as he got an opporunity.
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Perhaps even right away, because there was a rattling sound at the
door. The youngest and kindest of the guards stuck his head in
and with a sympathetic look said:

—The prime minister is back from England and it's time for
questioning. Which of you wants 1o go first?

he kead of the department of domestic intelligence and security was
in a dreadful mood.

He had just been 1o London where he had been told off by the
Brits, He, the prime minister (well, as good as). head of a govern-
ment department, one of the most important elements of the Ira-
nian society, had been told off by the Brits!

The Shah did nothing but make sure that the arrogant En-
glishmen were kept happy. The oil was in the hands of the Brits, and
he himself made sure they weeded out everybody and anybody
who tried to bring about change in the country. And that was no
casy matter, because who was really satisfied with the Shah? Not
the Islamists, not the communists, and definitely not the local oil
workers who literally worked themselves to death for the equiva-
lent of one British pound a week.

And for this he had now been told off, instead of being praised!

The secret police chief knew he had made a mistake when a
while ago he had been a little heavy-handed with a provocateur of
unknown origin, The provocateur had demanded to be st free
because the only thing he was guilty of was insisting that the line
in the butcher’s shop should be for everyone, not just employees in
the state’s secret police,

When the provocateur had put forward his case, he folded his
arms and refused 1o answer any more questions. The police chief
didn't like the look of the provocateur (it was indeed provocative),
50 he made use of a couple of the CIA torture methods (the police
chief admired the inventiveness of the Americans). It was only at
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that point that it transpired that the provocateur was an assistant
secretary in the British Embassy and that, of course, was most un-
fortunate.

The solution was first to tidy up the assistant as best they could,
then let him go, but only so that he could immediately be run over
by a truck, which then disappeared from the scene. That is how
you avoid diplomnatic crises, the police chief reasoned, pleased with
himself.

But the Brits picked up what was left of the assistant secretary,
and sent all the picces to London where they went through them
with a magnifying glass. Afier which the police chief was sum-
moned by the Brits and asked to explain how the assistant secre-
tary suddenly turned up on a street outside the head office of
the secret police and was immediately so drastically run over that
marks of the torture he had previously been subjected 1o were
barely visible

The police chief had of course firmly denied all knowledge of
the affair; this was how the diplomatic game worked, but the as-
sistant secretary happened 1o be the son of some lord or other who
in turn was a good friend of the recent prime minister, Winsion
Churchill, and now the Brits were going to take a firm stand.

As a result of all this, the department for domestic intelligence
and security had now been relieved of responaibility for the visit
that same Winston Churchill was 1o make 1o Tehran in just a couple
of weeks. Instead, the amatcurs in the Shah’s own bodyguard
would take care of the visit, which was of course far beyond their
competence. This was a major loss of prestige for the police chief.
And it estranged him from the Shah in a way that did not feel good.

To dispel his bitter thoughts, the police chief had summoned
the first of the two enemies of the state that were said to be wair-
ing in the holding cell. He anticipated a short interrogation, a
quick and discreet execution, and a traditional cremation of the
corpse, Then lunch and in the afternoon he would probably have
time for the other enemy of the state too.
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llan Karlsson had volunteered to be first. The police chief met him
A at the door of his office, shook hands, asked Mr. Karlsson 1o
have a sear, and offered him a cup of coffee and a cigarete.

Though he had never met a murder boss before, Allan had
assumed that they would be more unpleasant of manner than this
murder boss seemed to be. And then he thanked him for the coffee
and asked if it would be OK with Mr. Prime Minister if he declined
the cigarette.

The police chief always chose to start his interrogations in a
civilized manner. Just because you were soon going to kill some-
one, you didn't have to behave like a bumpkin. Besides, it amused
the police chief to see how a flutter of hope rose in the eyes of his
victims. People in general were so naive,

This particular victim didn’t look so terribed, not yet. And he
had addressed the police chief in the manner in which he liked to
be addressed—an interesting and pesitive beginning.

During the interrogation, Allan—Ilacking a well-thought-out
survival strategy—provided selected episodes from the later part
of his life story: namely that he was an expert on explosives who
had been sent by President Harry 5. Truman on an impossible
mission to China to combat the communists, and he had subse-
quently started his long walk home to Sweden and that he now
regreted that Iran had lain in the way of that walk. and that he
had been cbliged to enter the country without the requisite visa,
but that he now promised to leave the country immediartely if
Mr. Prime Minister would just let him do so.

The police chiel asked him a lot of supplementary questions,
not least why Allan Karlsson was in the company of Iranian com-
munists when he was arrested. Allan answered truthfully that he
and the communists had met by chance and agreed o help each
other across the Himalayas. Allan added thar if Mr. Prime Minis-
ter planned a similar walk, then he shouldnt be oo fussy about
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whaose help he accepred because those mountains were dreadfully
high when they were in the mood for it

The police chief didn't have any plans to eross the Himalayas
on foot, nor did he intend to set Allan free. But perhaps he could
make some use of this explosives expert with his international
experience before letting him disappear for good? With a voice
that perhaps sounded a little too keen, the police chief asked Mr.
Karlsson what experience he had with secretly killing people who
were famous and well guarded.

Allan had never done that sort of thing, to sit and consciously
plan to kill a person as if you were blowing up a bridge. And he
had no wish to do so either. But now he had to think ahead, Could
this chain-smoking murder boss have something special in mind?

Allan searched his memory and in his haste found nothing
better than:

—Glenn Miller.

—Glenn Miller? the police chief repeated.

Allan could remember from his time at Los Alamos a couple of
years earlier how shocked everyone had been on hearing the news
that the young jazz musician Glenn Miller was missing after his
U.S. Army Air Forces plane had disappeared off the coast of En-
gland.

—Exactly, Allan confirmed with a hush-hush tone. It was sup-
posed to look like an accident and | succeeded in that. | made sure
both engines burned up, and he crashed somewhere in the middle
of the English Channel. Nobody has seen him since. A Beting fare
for a defector to the MNazis, if you ask me, Mr. Minister.

—Was Glenn Miller a Nazi? asked the astonished police chief.

Allan nodded in confirmation {and silently apologized to all of
Glenn Miller's surviving family). The police chief, for his part,
tried to accustom himself to the news that his great jazz hero had
been running errands for Hitler.

Now Allan thought it was perhaps best to take charge of the
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conversation before the murder boss asked a lot of other question
about what happened to Glenn Miller.

—If Mr. Prime Minister so wishes, | am prepared 10 get rid of
anybody, with maximum discretion of course, in exchange for us
then parting as friends.

The chiel of police was still shook up after the sad unmasking
of the man behind “Moonlight Serenade.” bus that didn't mean that
he was anyone’s fool He certainly wasn't planning to negotiate
about Allan Karlsson's future.

—If 1 want you to get rid of somebody, you will do as you are
told. And it is just possible that | will consider letting you live, said
the police chiel as he leaned across the table 1o stub ow his ciga-
rette in Allan’s half-full coffee cup.

—7Yes, that is what | meant, of course, said Allan, akthough |
expressed myself a little vaguely.

is particular morning’s interrogation had twrmed out differently

from what the police chief was used to. Instead of getting rid

of an enemy of the state, he had adjourned the meeting 1o accustom

himself to the new situation in peace and quict. After lunch, the
police chief and Allan Karlsson met again and plans were kaid.

The intention was to kill Winston Churchill while he was be-
ing protected by the Shah's own bodyguard. But it must happen in
such a way that nobody could find any possible link 1o the depart-
ment for domestic imelligence and security, let alone w its boss.
Since it could safely be assumed that the Brits would investigate
the event with extreme attention vo detail, there must be no slip-
ups. If the project succeeded, the comequences in every pm
way would be 1o the police chief's advantage.

First and foremost it would shut those arrogant Brits up, the
Brits who had taken away the police chief's responsibility for
the security arrangements during the visit. And furthermore,
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the police chief would most certainly be entrusted with sorting
out the bodyguard, after its failure. And when the smoke had cleared,
the police chief s standing would be greatly ssrengthened, instead of
what it was now—weakened,

The police chiel and Allan worked out a plan as if they were
best friends, although the police chief did stub out his cigarette in
Allan’s coffee every time he felt the atmosphere became oo inti-
mate.

The police chiel wld Allan that Iran’s only bulletprool motor
car was in the department’s garage in the cellar below them. k
was a specially built DeSoto Suburban. It was wine-red and very
stylish, the police chiefl said. There was the greatest likelihood
that the Shah’s bodyguard would soon request the car, to trans-
port Churchill from the airport to the Shah's palace.

Allan said that a wellproportioned cxplosive charge on the
car’s chassis might be the solution to the problem. But bearing in
mind Mr. Prime Minister’s need not to leave any clues that could
lead back o him, Allan proposed two special measures,

One was that the explosive charge should consist of exactly the
same ingredients that Mao Tse-tung’s communists used in China.
This was something Allan knew a lot about, and he was certain
that he could make it all look like a communist attack.

The other measure was that the charge in question should be
hidden in the front part of the DeSoto’s chassis, but that it should
not detonate immediately but be designed to drop from the car
and explode a few 1enths of a second later when it hit the ground.

During that time the car would have rraveled a short distance
so that the position where Winston Churchill would be sitting
and smoking his cigar would now be directly above the explosion,
which would rip a hole in the floor of the car and send Churchill o
eternity. It would also leave a large crater in the ground.

—In this way we'll ger people to think the explosive charge
was buried in the street instead of somebody having hidden it in
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the car. The lictle deception would surely suit Mr. Prime Minister
perfectly?

The police chief giggled with joy and anticipation, and flicked
a lighted cigarette into Allan's newly poured coffee. Allan said that
Mr. Prime Minister could do 25 he wished with his cigaretves and
with Allan’s coffee, but that if he really wasnt satisfied with the
ashtray he had in front of him, and if Mr. Minister would consider
giving Allan a short period of leave, then he would go out and buy
a nice new ashtray for the Prime Minister.

The police chief ignored Allan's talk about ashtrays, but imme-
diately approved Allan's explosive plan and asked for a complete
list of what he needed to prepare the car in the shortest possible
time.
Allan listed the names of the nine ingredients that he needed
to make up the formula. In addivion. he included a tenth—
nitroglycerin—which he thought might be useful. and an
eleventh—a bottle of ink.

Furthermaore, Allan asked 1o borrow one of Mr. Prime Minis-
ter’s most trusted colleagues as an assistant and a purchasing man-
ager, and to have his cell mate, Father Ferguson, as his interpreter.

The police chief muttered that what he would like most of all
was to do away with the pastor straightaway, because he didn't
like clerics, but now there wouldn't be time, Yet again he stubbed
out his cigarette in Allan's coffee, o indicate that the meeting was
at an end and 1o remind Allan who was boss.

he days passed, and everything weat according to plan. The boss of
the bodyguard did indeed get in touch and announce that he
would pick up the DeSoto the following Wednesday, The police
chief boiled with anger. it had been an announcement rather than
a request. But in fact, it fie perfectly with Allan's plan. What if the
bodyguard hadn't contacted the department about the car? And in
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any case, the boss of the bodyguard would scon get his comeup-
pance.

Allan now knew how much time he had 1o prepare the charge.
Unfortunately, Father Ferguson had also eventually fathomed what
was going on. Not only was he going w be an accomplice in the
murder of former prime minister Churchill, but he also had good
reason to believe that his own life would end shortly afterward.
To stand before the Lord as a murderer was not something Father
Ferguson looked forward to.

But Allan calmed the pastor, promising that he had a plan o
solve both those problems. First, there was a good chance that
Allan and the pastor would be able to escape, and second, it need
not necessarily happen at the cost of Mr. Churchill’s life.

But the whole scheme required the pastor to do what Allan said
when the right moment arrived, and the pastor promised to do so.
Allan was his only hope of survival, since God still wasn't answer-
ing his prayers. And it had been like that for almost a month now.
Could God possibly be angry with the pastor for his attempt to ally
himself with the communists?

ednesday arrived. The DeSote was rigged and ready. The ex-

plosive charge on the car's chassis happened to be rather
larger than the task demanded, and yet it was still completely hid-
den, if anyone were to look to see if there was anything strange
there,
Allan showed the police chief how the remote control worked,
and explained in detail what the final result would be when it went
off. The police chiel smiled and locked happy. And stubbed out that
day’s eighteenth cigarette in Allan's coffee.

Allan then pulled ourt a new cup, one that he had kept hidden
behind the toolbox, and placed that strategically beside the table
next 1o the stairs leading to the corridor, the holding cell, and the
entrance. Without making a fuss of it, Allan then took the pastor
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by the arm and left the garage, while the police chief walked round
and round the DeSoto, puffing on the day’s nineteenth cigaretre,
delighting in the thought of what would soon happen.

The pastor understood from Allan’s firm grasp that this was
for real. Time to obey Mr. Karlsson to the lemer.

They walked past the holding cell and continwed toward re-
ception. Once there, Allan didn't bother 1o stop by the armed
guards, bur continued right past them, still keeping a firm hold on
the pastor.

The guards had become accustomed to Karlsson and the pas-
tor and they had not thought there was any risk of an escape at-
tempt, so ft was with some surprise that the officer in charge called
out:

—Halt! Where do you think you are going?

Allan stopped with the pastor on the very threshold o free-
dom and looked very surprised,

—We are free to go. Hasa't Mr. Prime Minister informed you?

Father Ferguson was terrified, but forced a livtle oxygen into
his nostrils so as not to faint.

—Stay exactly where you are, said the officer in charge, in an
authoritative tone. You are not going anywhere until | have Mr.
Prime Minister's confirmation.

The three guards were ordered to keep a careful eye on the pas-
tor and Mr. Karlsson, while the officer in charge went down the
corridor to the garage to ask for confirmation. Allan smiled encour-
agingly at the pastor and said that soon everything would be sorted
out—unless the opposite happened and it all blew up.

Since first the police chief had not given Allan and the pastor
permission 1o leave, and, second, did not have any plans o do so,
he reacted forcefully ro the officer’s query.

~What? They re sunding by the entrance and brazenly lying?
They are bloody well going 1o pay for that. . ..

The police chief rarely swore. He had always been careful to
keep a certain dignity about him. But now he was furious. And as
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was his custom, he stubbed his cigarere into thar damned Karls-
son's coffee cup, before heading for the stairs.

Or rather, that was his intention, but he didnt ger any farther
than the coffee cup. Because this time it didn't coneain coffee, bur
pure nitroglycerin mixed with black ink. There was a huge ex-
plosion and the vice prime minister and the officer in charge of
the guards were ripped to bits. A white cloud billowed out of the
garage and made its way along the corridor at the other end of
which Allan, the pastor, and the three guards stood.

—Time to go, Allan said to the pastor. And off they went.

All three guards were sufficiently alert o think that they really
ought to stop Karlsson and the pastor from leaving, but only a few
tenths of a second later—and as a logical consequence of the garage
now being a sea of fire—the charge under the DeSoto, the one in-
tended for Winston Churchill, also detonated. And in so doing, it
proved 1o Allan that it would have amply served its intended pur-
pose. The entire building immediately leaned over, and the ground
Noor was in flames when Allan changed his order to the pastor:

—Let's run out of here, Instead.

Twoof the three guards had been blown into a wall by the pres-
sure wave and had caught on fire. The third found it impossible o
gather his thoughts sufficiently 1o attend 1o his prisoners. For a few
seconds, he wondered whart had happened. but then he ran away 1o
avoid ending up like his comrades. Allan and the pastor had gone

off in one direction. The only remaining guard now ran off in the
other.

Jrer Allan in his own special way had arranged for kimself and

the pastor o be somewhere other than the headguarters of
the secret police, it was now the pastor’s urn 1o be useful. He knew
where most of the diplomatic missions were located and he guided
Allan all the way to the Swedish Embassy. Once there, Allan gave
him a warm hug to thank him for everything.
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Allan asked what the pastor himsell was going to do. Where
was the British Embassy?

It wasn't far away, said the pastor, but why would he need to go
there? They were all Anglicans already. No, the pastor had thought
up a new strategy. Il there was something the last hour or so had
taught him. it was that everything seemed 1o start and finish s
the department for domestic intelligence and security. 5o it was a
matter of changing thar organization from the inside. Once all the
people working for the secret police, and all those who helped
them, were Anglicans—well, the rest would be easy as pie!

Allan said that he knew of a good asylum in Sweden if in the
future the pastor should happen to come o some sort of self
understanding, The pastor answered that he didn't want to appear
ungraveful, not in any way, But he had once and for all found his
calling, and now it was time for him 1o say good-bye. The pastor
was going to start with the surviving guard, the one who ran off
in the other direction. He was basically a nice. easygoing boy, and
he could probably be led down the path of the true faith.

—Farewell! said the pastor solemnly and walked off.

—Bye for now, said Allan.

He watched the pastor vanish into the distance, and thought
that the world was crazy enough that the pastor might survive the
course he was now taking,

But Allan was wrong, The pastor found the guard wandering
around in a daze in the Park-¢ Shahr in the middle of Tehran, with
burns on his arms and an awtomaric with the safety catch off in his
hands.

—Well, there you are, my son, said the pastor and walked up
to embrace him.

—You! shouted the guard. It's you!

And then he shot the pastor twenty-two times in the chest. It
would have been more but he ran out of bullets.
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Han was allowed into the Swedish Embassy becaiese of his regional

Swedizh accent. But then things got complicated, because he
didnt have any documentation that proved who he was. 5o the
embassy could not give him a passport, nor could they help him
back to Sweden. Besides, said Third Secretary Berggvist, Sweden
had just introduced special personal identity numbers and if it was
the case that Karlsson had been out of the country for many years,
then there would be no Mr. Allan Karlsson in the Swedish system
back home.

To that, Allan answered that regardless of whether all Swedes”
names had now become numbers instead, he was and would re-
main Allan Karlsson from the village of Yxhult outside Flen and
now he wanted Mr. Third Secretary to be so kind as to arrange
papers for him.

Third Secretary Bergqvist was for the time being the most se-
nior official at the embassy. He was the only one who hadn't been
able to attend the diplomatic conference in Stockholm. It was just
his luck that everything suddenly happened at once. It wasn’t
enough that some parts of the center of Tehran had been on fire
for the last hour: now on top of that an unknown person turns up
claiming to be Swedish. There were of course hints that the man
was telling the truth, but this was a situation where it was impor-
tant to follow the rules so as not to jeopardize his future career. So
Third Secretary Bergqvist repeated his statement that no passport
would be forthcoming unless Mr. Karlsson could be properly iden-
tified,

Allan said that he found Third Secretary Bergqvist to be excep-
tionally stubborn, but that they could perhaps solve everything if
only the third secretary had a telephone available.

The third secretary did. But it was expensive to make long-
distance phone calls. Whom did Mr. Karlsson intend to phone?

Allan was beginning to tire of the difficult third secretary so
he didn't answer, but instead asked:
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—I1s Per Albin still the Swedish prime minister?

—MNa, said the astounded third secretary. Tage Erdander is prime

—Could you please be quict for a moment 30 we can clear
this up?

Allan phoned the White House in Washingron, and was put
through to the president’s sentor secretary. She remembered M.
Karlsson very well and she had also heard so many good things
about him from the president and if Mr. Karlsson really considered
it important then she would see if they could wake the president. it
was only cight in the moming in Washingrton, you see, Mr. Karls-
som, and President Truman was not an early riser.

A short while later the newly awoken President Truman came
to the phone and he and Allan had a hearty chat for several min-
utes, catching up with each other's news before Allan finally men-
tioned his errand. Could Harry possibly do him a favor and phone
the new Swedish Prime Minister Erlander and vouch for whe
Allan was, so that Edlander in turn could phone Third Secretary
Bergqvist at the Swedish Embassy in Tehran and inform him that
Allan should immediately be isued a passport.

Harry Truman would of course do this for him, but first please
spell the third secretary’s name so that he got it right.

—President Truman wants to know how you spell your name,
Allan said to Third Secretary Bergqvist. it would be easier if you
told him directly.

After Third Secretary Bergqvist, almost in a trance, spelled
out his name letter by letter for the president of the United States,
he replaced the receiver and didn't say anything for eight minutes.
Which was exactly how long it ook before Prime Minister Er-
lander phoned the embassy and ordered Third Secretary Bergqvist
to 1) immediately issue a passport with diplomatic status to Allan
Karlsson, and 2) without delay arrange 1o get Mr. Karlsson back 10
Sweden.
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—But he hasn’t got & personal identity number. Third Secre-
tary Berggvist attempted.

=1 suggest that you, Third Secretary, solve chat problem, said
Prime Minister Erlander. Unlesa you wish 1o become the fourth or
fifth secretary instead. . . .

—There is no such thing as a fourth or fifth secretary, the third
secretary artempted.

—And what conclusions do you draw from thar?

ar hero Winston Churchill had somewhat unexpectedly lost the
British elections in 1945, the British people’s gratitude hav-
ing ran out,

But Churchill planned his revenge and marked time by trav-
eling the world. The former prime minister suspected that the
Labour incompetent who now governed Great Britain would in-
troduce a planned economy at the same time as handing over
the Empire to people who couldn't administer it.

Take British India for example, which was now on its way to fall-
ing to bits. Hindus and Muslims could not ger along, and in the
middle sat that damned Mahatma Gandhi with his legs crossed,
having stopped eating because he was dissatisfied with something,
What sort of war straregy was that? How far would they have gotten
with such a strategy against the Nazi bombing raids over England?

It was not quite as bad in British East Africa, not yet, but it was
only a matter of time before the Africans also wanted to become
their own masters.

Churchill understood that not everything could remain as it
was, but nevertheless the Brits needed a commander who could
announce what was needed, and do so with suthority. They did
not need a sneaky socialist like Clement Atlee,

As regards India, the battle was lost, Churchill knew that It
had been developing that way for many years, and during the war
it had been necessary to send signals about future independence to
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the Indians so thar in the midst of the struggle for survival the
British would not also have to deal wirh a civil war.

But in many other places there was siill plenty of time 1o stop
the process. Churchill’s plan for the autumn was to ravel 1o Kenya
and evaluate the situation. But first he would drop in on Tehran
and drink tea with the Shah.

He had the misfortune o land amid chaos. The day before,
something had exploded at the department for domestic intelli-
gence and security. The entire building had collapsed and burned
up. The idiot of a police chief had evidently died in the explosion
too, the sama man who had previously been clumsy enough to use
his harsh methods on innocent British Embassy staff.

The paolice chicf was no great loss, but apparently the Shah’s
only bulletproof car had been consumed by the flames 100, and
this led 1o a much shorter meeting between the Shah and Churchill
than had first been envisaged, and for reasons of security it took
place at the airport.

Mevertheless, it was a good thing that the visit came off, Ac-
cording to the Shah the situation was under control. The explosion
at the headquarters of the secret police was something of a bother,
and so far they couldn't say anything about the cause. The fact that
the police chief had died in the explosion the Shah could live with.
The man had begun 1o lose his touch.

So they had a stable palitical situation. They were about to ap-
point a new chief of the secret palice. And they were secing record
results for the Anglo-Iranian Oil Company. Oil provided fantastic
wealth to both Ensj:nﬂ and Iran. Mainly England, if the truth be
told, but that was only fair because Iran's sole contribution to the
project was cheap labor—and of course the oil itself.

—Mainly peace and prosperity in [ran then, Winston Churchill
said to the Swedish military attaché who had been assigned a
place in the plane on the way back to London.

—=Glad to hear that you are gatished, Mr. Churchill, Allan an-
swered, adding that he thought Churchill was looking well.
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Han finally landed at Stockhalm’s Bromma airport, afier a stopover

in London, and stood on Swedish soil for the first time in
eleven years. It was late December 1948, and the weather was the
usual for that time of year.

In the arrivals hall, a young man was waiting for Allan. He
said he was Prime Minister Edander’s assistant and that the PM
wished to meet Allan as soon as possible, if that could be arranged.

Allan thought it could, and he willingly followed the assistant
who proudly invited Allan to sit in the brand-new government
car, a black, shiny Volvo PVa44.

—Have you ever seen anything as swank, Mr. Karlsson? asked
the assistant who was interested in cars. Forty-four horsepower!

=1 saw a really nice wine-red DeSoto last week, Allan an-
swered. But your car is in better condition.

The drive took Allan to the center of Stockholm and he looked
around him with interest. To his shame, he had never been in the
capital before. It was a beautiful city indeed, with water and bridges
everywhere, and none of them had been blown up.

The prime minister welcomed Allan with a “Mr. Karlsson! |
have heard so much about you!,” upon which he pushed the assis-
tant out of the room and closed the door.

Allan didn't say so, but he realized that he himself had heard
nothing whatsoever about Tage Edander. Allan didn't even know
if the prime minister was Left or Right. He must certainly be one
of them, because if there was one thing life had aught Allan, it
was that people insisted on being either one or the other.

Anyway, the prime minister could be whichever he liked. Now
it was a question of hearing what he had 1o say.

The prime minister had, it transpired, called President Tru-
man back and had a longer conversation about Allan. So now he
knew all abour . . .

But then the prime minister stopped talking. He had been in
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the job less than a year and there was a lot left to learn. He did,
however, already know one thing: in certain situations it was best
not to know or at least best not to leave any way of proving that
you knew what you knew.

50 the prime minister never finished his sentence. What Presi-
dent Truman had rold him abour Allan Karlsson would be forever
a secret berween them. Instead the prime minister came straight
to the point:

—1I understand thar you don't have anything to come back 1o
here in Sweden, so [ have arranged a cash payment for services
rendered to the nation . . . in 2 manner of speaking,. . . . Here are
ten thousand crowns for you.

And the prime minister handed over a thick envelope full of
banknotes and asked Allan to sign a receipt. Everything had to be
by the book.

—Thank you very much, Mr. Prime Minister. It occurs to me
that with this fine and generous contribution 1 will be able to afford
new clothes and clean sheets at a hotel tonight. Perhaps I'll even be
able to brush my teeth for the first time since August 1945. . . .

The prime minister interrupted Allan just as he was about 10
describe the condition of his underpants, and informed him that
the money was of course without any conditions, but that since
some activities connected to nuclear fission were being carried out
in Sweden at this time, the prime minister would like Mr. Karls-
son to have a look.

The truth was that Prime Minister Erlander had inherited a
number of important issues when his predecessor’s heart had
stopped the previous autumn, and he had no idea what to do about
them. For example: what stance should Sweden take with regard 1o
something called an atom bomb. The commander in chicf had been
telling him abowt how the country must defend itsell against com-
munism, since they only had little Finland between Sweden and
Sralin

There were two sides to the question. On the one hand, the
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commander in chief happened 1o marry into a rich upper-class
family and it was generally known that he sometimes drank a bit
of the hard stuff with the old Swedish King. But Social Democrat
Erlander couldn’t stand the idea that Gustav V might even imag-
ine that he could influence Swedish defense policy.

On the other hand, Edander could not exclude the possibility
that the C-in-C might be right. You couldnt trust Stalin and the
communists, and if they should get it into their heads to widen
their sphere of interest westward, then Sweden was unpleasantly
close.

Sweden’s military rescarch department had just moved its few
nuclear energy specialists to the newly created AB Atomic Energy.
MNow the experts who sat there were trying to figure out exactly
what had happened at Hiroshima and Nagasaki. In addition, their
mission in more general terms was to “analyze the nuclear future
from a Swedish perspective.” It was never spelled out. but Prime
Minister Erlander had understood that the vaguely formulated
task—had & been put in plain language —would have read:

How the hell do we build our own atom bomb, if necessary?

And now the answer was sitting right across from the prime
minister. Tage Erlander knew that, but above all he knew that he
didnt want anybody elsc 1o know he knew. Politics was about
watching where you put your feet,

So the previous day, Prime Minister Erlander had contacted the
head of rescarch at AR Atomic Energy, Dr. Sigvard Eklund, and
asked him o invite Allan Karlsson for a job interview during which
he could thoroughly question him as to whether he could be of use
in AB Atomic Energy’s activities—assuming that Mr. Karlsson was
interested.

Dr. Eklund was not at all pleased with the prime minister in-
volving himself in the atom project. He even suspected that Allan
Karlsson might be a Social Democrat spy. But he promised to in-
terview Karlsson, even though, oddly, the prime minister would
not say anything about the man’s qualifications. Edander had just
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emphasized the word "thoroughly ™ when he said that Dr. Eklund
ought to theroughly question Mr. Karlsson about his background.

Allan, for his part, said that be had nothing against meeting Dr.
Eklund or any other doctor, if that would please the prime minister.

thowsand crowns was an almost exocssive amount of moncy,
Allan thought, and checked in at the most expensive hotel he
could find.

The receptionist at the Grand Hosel had his doubits sbout the
dirty and badly dressed man umtil Allan showed proof of his iden-
tity with a Swedish diplomaric passport.

~—Of course we have a room for you, Mr. Military Ataché, sir,
the receprionist announced. Would you like 1o pay cash or should
we send the bill to the Foreign Ministry?

—Cash would be fine. said Allan. Did he want payment in
advance?

—0Oh, no, Mr. Attaché, sir. Of course not! The receptionist
bowed.

If the receptionist had been able 10 look inte the furure, he

would most certainly have answered differemtly.

next day, Dr. Eklund welcomed a mewdy showered and more-or-

less well-dressed Allan Karlsson 1o his Stockholm office. The

doctor offered him coffee and a cigarerte, just as the murder boss

in Tehran used to do. (Eklund, however, stubbed his cigarettes out
in his own ashtray.)

Doktor Eklund was unhappy with the way the prime miniser
had interfered with Eklund's recruiting process. And Allan, for his
part, felt the negative vibe in the room and for 3 moment was re-
minded of the first time he met Soong Meiding. People could do
What they wanted, but Allan considered that in general it was quite
unnecessary (o be grampy if you had the chance not to.
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The meeting between the two men was short:

Mr. Karlsson, to ascertain whether you would be suited to work in
our organization. And that is what [ shall do, with your permission,
of course!

Yes, that's fine. Allan thought it was quite in order for the
Mr. Doctor to want to know more about Allan and thoroughness
was a virtue, so the Mr. Doctor should simply ask away.

—Well, then, said Dr. Eklund. If we can begin with your
studies . .. ?

—Mot much to boast of, said Allan. Only three years.

—Three years? exclaimed Doktor Eklund. With only three
years of academic studies, Mr. Karlsson, you can hardly be a phys-
icist, mathematician, or a chemise?

—Mo, three years altogether. | left school after my tenth
birthday.

Doktor Eklund made an effort to retain his composure. 5o the
man didnt have any education! Could he even read and write?

—Do you, Mr. Karlsson, have any professional experience that
might be seen as relevant for the work that you might assume we
carry out here at AB Atomic Energy?

Well, yes, in a manner of speaking, Allan did. He had worked
for a while in the USA, at Los Alamos in New Mexico.

Now Dr. Eklund’s face lit up. Erlander might have had his rea-
sons after all. What had been achieved at Los Alamos was general
knowledge. What had Mr. Karlsson worked on there?

—I served coffee. Allan answered.

—Coffee? Dr. Eklund’s face darkened again.

—Yes, and on occasion tea oo, | was a general assistant and
waiter.

—Were you ever involved in any decisions at all that were con-
nected to nuclear fusion?

=MNo, Allan answered: the closest | came was probably that
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time | happened to say something at a meering when [ was really
meant to be serving coffee.
—50 Mr. Karlsson happened to say something at a meeting

where he in fact was a waiter . . . and then what happened?
—Well, we were interrupted . . . and then [ was asked to leave

the room.

Dr. Eklund was utterly dumbfounded. Did the prime minister
think that a waiter who had dropped out of school before he was ten
years old could be put to use to build atom bombs for Sweden?

Dr. Eklund thought thar it would be a sensation if this beginner
of a prime minister would even last the year our, then he said wo
Allan that if Mr. Karlsson had nothing to add then their meeting
could end now. Dr. Eklund did not think that at present there was
any opening for Mr. Karlsson. It was truc that the assistant who
made the coffee for the academics at AR Atomic Energy had never
been to Los Alamos, but Dr. Eklund thought that she nevertheless
managed 1o do a good job. Besides, Greta even found time to clean
the offices and thar must be seen as a plus.

Allan sat there in silence for a moment, and wondered whether
he ought to paint out to the doctor that, unlike all of Dr. Eklund's
academics, and probably Greta too, e actually knew how to build
an atom bomb.

But then Allan decided that Dr. Eklund didn't deserve his as-
sistance if he hadn't the sense 10 ask the question. Besides, Greta’s
coffec tasted like dishwater.

llan didnt get & job at AB Atowic Energy, his qualifications being
seen as woefully inadequate, Bur he felr a quier satisfaction as
he sat on a park bench outside the Grand Hétel, with a nice view
of the Royal Palace across the water. And how could he feel other-
Wise? He still had most of the money that the prime minister had
been so kind as to give him. He had been staying in a fancy hotel
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for a while now. He ate in a restaurant every evening, and on this
particular early January day he sat with the sun in his face and fele
how it warmed his body and soul.

Of course, it was a bit cold for his bottom, and so it was a little
surprising when a man sat down right next to Allan,

Allan greeted him with a polite "Good afternoon” in Swedish.

—Good afternoon, Mr. Karlsson, the man answered in English.



FOURTEEN

Monday, May 9, 2005

L

hen Chicf Inspector Aronsson reported his fondings to Pros-

ecutor Conny Ranelid in Eskilstuna, the prosecutor

immediately decided ro izsue a warrant for the arvest
of Allan Karlsson, Julius Jonsson, Benny Ljungberg, and Gunilla
Bjdrklund.

Aronsson and the prosecutor in charge of the case had been in
close touch ever since the centenarian climbed out of the window
and disappearcd, and the prosecutor’s interest had continued 1o
Erow, Now he was reflecting upon the spectacular possibilicy of
getting Allan Karsson convicted for murder, or at least manslaugh-
ter, even though they hadnt found any victims. There were one or
two cases in Swedish legal history that showed it could be done.
But you needed exceptionally good evidence and an extremely
skillful prosecutor. The latter was no problem for Prosecuror
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Conny Ranelid, and a3 for the former he intended 1o construct a
chain of circumstantial evidence. where the first link would be the
strongest and no link would be really weak.

Chief Inspector Aronsson felt a little dizappointed at the way
things had developed. It would have been much more fun to save
a geriatric from the clutches of a gang of criminals, rather than—as
now—Tfailing to save the criminals from the geriatric.

—Can we really prove that Allan Karisson and the others were
involved in Bylund's, Hultén’s, and Gerdin’s deaths when we srill
don't have any corpses? asked Aronsson, hoping that the answer
would be “no.”

—Don't sound so downcast, Géiran, said Prosecutor Conny
Ranelid. You'll see; that old fool will spill the beans as soon as you
catch him for me. And if he is too senile, I'm sure the others will
contradict one another and that'll give us all we need.

And then the prosecutor went through the case again with his
chief inspector. First he explained the strategy. He didnt think
they would be able to lock up all of them for murder, but there
were still other charges—manslaughter, or assistance to commit
this and that felony, or causing a death, or protecting a criminal.
Even offenses against the law concerning corpses could come
into play, but the prosecutor would need a bit of time to think
that through.

Since some of the suspects got involved in the events later than
others, and would be more difficult to convict, the prosecutor in-
tended o focus on the man who had been in the thick of it all the
whole time, the centenarian Allan Karlsson.

—In his case, | think we will be able to manage a life sentence
in the true meaning of the word, Prosecutor Ranelid joked.

To start with, the old man had a motive for killing Bylund.
Hultén, and Gerdin. The motive was that otherwise he risked the
opposite—that Bylund, Hukén, and Gerdin would do away with
him. The prosecutor had evidence that the three men from the
Never Again organization had a tendency to resort to violence,
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But that didn't mean that the old man could claim he acted in
self-defense, because between Karlsson on the one side and the
three victims on the other there was a suitcase with contents un-
known to the prosecutor. From the very beginning the suitcase
was clearly at the center of events, 5o the old man had actually had
an alternative to killing the others—he could have refrained from
stealing the suitcase, or at least given it back.

Furthermore, the prosecutor could point to several geographi-
cal connections between Mr. Karlsson and the victims. The first
victim had, just like Mr. Karlsson, gotten off the bus at Byringe
Station, even though it hadn't been at the same time. And, unlike
Mr. Karlsson and his companion, victim number one had not been
seen after the inspection trolley journey. However, “someone™ had
become a corpse and left a trail behind him. It seemed obvious who
this was. Both the old man and the petty thief jonsson had demon-
strably been alive later that same day.

The geographical connection berween Karlsson and victim
number two was not quite as strong. They had not been observed
together. But a silver Mercedes on the one hand, and a forgotten
revolver on the other 1old Prosecutor Ranelid—and would soon
tell the court—that Mr. Karlsson and victim Hultén, the one who
was called Bucket, had both been at Lake Farm in Smidland. Hul-
tén’s fingerprints on the revolver were not yet confirmed, but the
presecutor fekt that was purely a mater of time.

The sudden appearance of the revolver was a gift from above.
Besides the fact that it would prove that Bucket Hultén had been o
Lake Farm, it strengthened the motive for killing victim number
bwo,

As far as Karlsson was concerned, they now had the fantastic
discovery of DNA 10 make use of. The old man would of course
hlwqutadi:mmdemywhr_mnw:h:prmrhldﬂu
formula: Bucket + Karlsson = Lake Farm!

DNA would also be used to ascertain thar the blood in the
crashed BMW belonged to victim number three, Per-Gunnar
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Gerdin, also known as the Boss. They would soon be able o carry
our a more thorough examinarion of the demolished car, and that
would certainly reveal thar Karlsson and his companions had been
there too and pur their fingers on everything. How otherwise
would they have got the corpse ourt of the car?

S0 the prosecutor could show a motive and a connection in time
and space between Allan Karlsson on the one hand and all three
dead thugs on the other,

The chief inspector risked asking whether the prosecutor
could be certain that all three victims really were victims, thar is,
wene actually dead? Prosecutor Ranelid sniffed and said that as far
as number one and number three were concerned, they hardly
needed any further explanation. As for number two, Ranelid would
have to put his faith in the court—because when they accepted that
number one and number three had indeed passed on, then number
two would end up as a link in the famous chain of circumstantial
evidence.

—Or are you suggesting. Chief Inspector, that number two
quite voluntarily handed over his revalver to the people who had

just killed his friend, before tenderly saying good-bye and leaving
without waiting for the arrival of his boss a few hours later? asked
Prosecutor Ranelid in an acid tone.

—Mo, | guess not, said the chief inspector, defensively.

The prosecutor admitted w Chief Inspector Aronsson that the
case might be a little thin, but whar really held it together was the
chain of events. The prosecutor didnt have a murder weapon (ex-
cept for the yellow bus). But the plan was to get Karlsson convicted
for victim number one 1o begin with.

—At the very least, I'll get the old man locked up for man-
slaughter or for being an accessory. And once I've got him con-
victed, then the others will fall with him—to varying degrees, but
they will fall!

The prosecutor could not really arrest people on the grounds
that during interrogation they would contradict each other so much
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that he would be able to hold them in custody. Nevertheless, that
was plan B, because they were amateurs. the lot of them. A cente-
narian, a petty thicf, a hot-dogstand proprietor, and & woman! how
the hell would they be able to withstand the pressure in an inter-
rogation room?

—Make your way to Vixjd, Aronsson, and check in at a decent
hotel. I'l] leak the news this evening that the centenarian is a veri-
table murder machine and early tomorrow morning you'll get so
many tips about where he is that you'll be able to pick him up be-
fore lunch, I promise.



FIFTEEN

Monday, May 9, 2005

— Here are your three million, dear brather, | would also like to take this
opportunity to apologize for how I behaved in connection with
the meney from Uncle Frasse.

Benny got straight to the point when he met Bosse for the first
time in thircy years. He handed over a bag with the money before
they even had time 1o shake hands. And he went on, in a serious
voice, while his brother was sull catching his breath:

—And now ['ll tell you two things. The first is that we need
your help, because we have created a real mess. And the second is
that the money | have given you is yours. and you deserve it If you
have to send us packing then you can do so, the money is yours re-
gardless.

The brothers stwood in the light of the one still-Functioning
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headlight on the yellow bus, outside the entrance to Bosse’s sub-
stantial residence. Bellringer Farm, on the Vistpdoa plain just a
few mibles southwest of the little town of Falképing. Bosse gath-
ered his wits as best he could. and then said he had some ques-
tions, if thar was okay? And on the basis of the answers he promised
that he would then decide about any possible hospitaliy, Benny
nodded.

—Olkay, sald Bosse. This money vou've just given me, is it hon-
estly gotten by?

—Definitely not. said Benny.

—Are the police after you?

—Presumably thieves and policemen, said Beany. Bur mainly
thicves.

—What happened 1o the bus? The front is all smashed in.

—We rammed a thief ax full speed.

—[Hd he die?

—Ma, unfortunately. He's lying in the bus with a concussion,
broken ribs, a broken arm, and a big open wound on his right
thigh. His condition is serious bur stable. as they say.

—You ve brought him with you?

—Yes, it's as bad as that.

—Is there anything elze | need to know?

—Well, perhaps that we killed a couple of other thieves on the
way, buddies of the half-dead one in the bus. They insisted on try-
ing o get back the fifty million thar happened to come into our
hands.

—Fifty million®

—Fifty million. Minus various expenses—for this bus, among
other things.

—Why are you driving around in a bus?

—Wie've got an elephant in the back.

—fAn clepham?

—She’s called Sonya.
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—An elephant?

—Asiatic.

=An elephant?

—An elephant.

Bosse was silent for a few moments. Then he said:

—Is the clephant stolen too?

—Mao, you couldn really say that

Bosse was silent again. Then he sajid:

—Grilled chicken with roast potatoes for supper. Would thar
be good?

—1 am sure it would, said Benny.

—Duoces that include something to drink? said an elderly voice
from inside the bus.

it trangpired that the corpse was still alive in the middle of

his wrecked car, Benny immediately ordered Julius ro go

and fetch cthe first aid kit from behind the driver’s seac in the bus,

Benny said that he knew that he was causing them trouble but that

with his being an almost-doctor he also had to think of his almoat-

doctor’s ethics. It was thus unthinkable to leave the corpse sitting
there to bleed to death.

Ten minutes later, they were on their way, The half corpse had
been eased out of the car wreck, Benny had examined him, made
a disgnosis, and with the help of the first aid kit administered rel-
evant medical care; above all, he had made sure that the heavy
bleeding from the half-corpse’s thigh was stopped.

Upon which Allan and Julius had to move into the back of the
bus and join Soaya, to allow room for the halfcorpse to lie across
the backseat in the driver’s cabin, with The Beauty as nurse on
duty. Benny had already checked that the vicrim's pulse and blood
pressuré were in réasonable order. With an appropriate dose of
morphine, Benny had also ensured rhat he could sleep despite all
his injuries.
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 soon as it became clear that the friends really were welcome to stay
with Bosse, Benny examined his parient afresh. The half-

corpse was still sleeping deeply, and Benny decided that they should
wait to move him.

Then Benny joined the group in Bosse’s spacious kitchen.
While their host busied himself with a meal, the friends—one after
the other—described the dramatic course of the last few days.
Allan Brst, then Julius, after that Benny with a bit of help from
The Beaury, and cthen Benny again when they came to the ram-
ming of thug number three's BMW.

Although Bosse had just heard in detail how rwo people had
last their lives, and how the course of events had been concealed in
a way that contravened Swedish law, there was just one thing he
wanied them o confirm:

—MNow, if I've understood you correcely . . . you've got an ele-
phani in the bus.

—Yes, but tomorrow morning she needs 1o be let our, said The
Beaury.

Otherwise, Bosse didnt find much to comment upon. The law
often says one thing, while morality leads vo a different conclu-
sion, in his opinion, and he didn’t think he needed 1o look further
than his own small-scale activities to find examples of how the law
can be set to one side as long as you hold your head high.

—A bit like how you dealt with our inheritance, except the
other way round, Bosse happened 1o say to Benny

—0h yeah, who smashed up my new motorbike? Benny coun-
tered.

— But that was because you dropped our of the welding course,

said Bosse.
=fAnd | did that because you lorded it over me all the time,

said Benny.
Bosse looked as if he had the answer 10 Benny's answer to
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Bosse’s answer, but Allan interrupted the two brothers by saying
that he had been out and abowt in the world and if there was one
thing he had learned it was that the very biggest and apparently
meost impossible conflicts on earth were based on the dialogue:
“You are stupid, no, it's you who are stupid, no, it's you who are
stupid.” The solution, said Allan, was aften 10 down a bottle of
vodka together and then look ahead. But now there was an unfor-
tunate problem in thar Benny was a tectotaler. Allan could, of
course, look after Benny's share of the vodka, but he didn’t think
it would be quite the same thing.

—50 a boutle of vedka would solve the Isracl-Palestine con-
flict? asked Bosse. That stretches all the way back o the Bible.

—For the particular conflict you mention, it is not impossible
that you would need mare than one boutle, Allan answered. But
the principle is the same.

—Would it work if 1 drink something else? asked Benny,
feeling—with his total abstinence—as if he was destroying the
workd,

Allan was pleased with the development. The argument be-
tween the brothers had lost its poison. He remarked on this, and
added that the vodka in question, for that very reason, could be
used for other things than solving conflicts.

EEIEFerthtinwlﬁumnid,ﬁmﬂtﬁﬂdw
ready. Chicken straight from the grill and roast potatoes with beer
for the grown-ups and a soft drink for his little brother.

While they were starting their dinner in the kitchen, Per-
Gunnar “Boss” Gerdin woke up. He had a headache, it hurt when
he breathed, one arm was probably broken because it was in a sling,
and when he streggled down from the bus's cabin, a wound in his
right thigh began 1o bleed. Amazingly he found his own revolver
in the glove compartment. It would seem that all the people in the
whole world were idiots apan from him.

The morphine was stll cflective, so he could cope with the pain,
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but it also made &t hard for him to sort out his thoughes. He limped
about in the yard and peered in through various windows, until he
was certain that all the people in the house were gathered rogether
in the kitchen, including an Alsatian dog. And. it turned our, the
kitchen door to the garden was unlocked, The Boss limped in
through the door. and with considerable determination and the re-
volver in his left hand, said:

—Lock the dog in the pantry. otherwise I'll shoot it. After that
I've got five bullets left, one for each of you.

The Boss was surprised how well he was keeping his anger un-
der control. The Beauty looked unhappy rarher than afraid when
she led Buster into the pantry and closed the door. Buster was sur-
prised and a bit worried. but above all satisfied. He discovered he
had just been shut inside a pantry, and there are worse things to do
toa dog

The five friends were now lined up. The Boss informed them
thar the suircase in the corner belonged 1o him, and that he wag go-
ing to take it with him when he left. It was possible that he would
leave one or two of the five alive, depending on their answers to his
questions, and on how much of the contents of the suitcase had
disappearced.

Allan was the first 1o speak. He said that a few million were
indeed missing from the suitcase, but that Mr. Revolver Man could
perhaps be satisfied with less, since for various reasons two of the
revolver man's collcagues had died and char meant there were
fewer people to share with.

—Are Bol and Bucker dead? asked the Boss.

—Pike?! Bosse suddenly exclaimed. It is you, Pike. It's been a
long time!

—Bosse Baddy! exclaimed Per-Gunnar "Pike” Gerdin in retum.

And Bosse Baddy and Pike Gendin met with a hug in the mid-
dle of the kitchen floor.

—1 da believe I'll survive this too, said Allan.
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wster was let out of the pantry, Benny dressed “Pike"” Gendin’s Meed-
ing injury, and Bosse Baddy set another place at the table.

—Just a fork will do, said Pike; I can’t use my right arm
anyway.

—You used 1o be a dab hand with a knife in the old days, said
Bosse Baddy.

Pike and Bosse Baddy had been close friends, and also col
leagues in the food trade. Pike had always been the impatient one,
the one who wanted to go that bit further. In the end they had gone
their separate ways when Pike insisted that the friends should im-
port Swedish meatballs from the Philippines, treated with forma-
lin to increase their best-before date from three days to three
months (or three years depending on how generously you applied
the formalin). Bosse had said “stop” at that point. He didn't want 1o
be involved with preparing food with stuff that could kill people.
Pike thought Bosse was exaggerating. People didn't die from a few
chemicals in their foed, and with formalin & would surely be the
opposite.

The friends separated amicably. Bosse moved to Vistergdt-
land, while Pike tried his hand at robbing a firm of importers and
was 30 successful that he set aside his meatball plans and decided
to become a full-time robber,

A first. Bosse and Pike had been in wuch once or twice a year.
but over the years they had gradually drified apart—until that
evening when Pike was suddenly standing unsteadily in Bosse’s
litchen, just as threatening as Bosse remembered he could be when

he was in the mood.

But Pike’s anger subsided the moment he found the compan:
ion and comrade of his youth. He sat down at the table together

with Bosse Baddy and his friends. It couldn’t be helped that they
had killed Bolt and Bucket. They could sort out the business with
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the suitcase ancd  everything else the nest day. For the moment

they were going t enjov their dinner.
—Cheers! saicd Per-Gunnar “Pike” Gerdin and fainted, his face

landing right in h i = foad.

They wiped thue food off Pike's face, moved him o the gues:
room, and put hirn o bed. Benny checked his medical state and
then gave the patient a new dose of morphine so he would sleep

until the next day.

Upon which it wwas at last time for Benny and the others to en-
Joy the chicken arcl roast potaroes. And enjoy it they did!

—This chicker really is delicious! Julius praised the food, and
they all agreed thar they had never eaten anything tastber, What
was the secret?

Bosse told thern that he imported fresh chickens from Po-
land ("no junk. top-quality suff™), and then he injected every
chicken manually with up 10 one quart of his own special spicy
water mixture. T'hen he repackaged them, and with all that he
had added locally he thoughe he could just as well call them
“Swedish "

=Twice as prood on account of the spicy mixture, twice as
heavy on account of the water, and twice as popular on account of
the Swedish origin, was how Bosse summed it up.

Suddenly it had become a big business. despite the fact that he
had started off on a really small scale. And everybody loved his
chickens, But for reasons of security, he didn't sell to any of the
Whalesalers in the district, because one of them might come by and
discover that there wasn't a single chicken out pecking in Bosse’s
Eﬂrm,—d_

That was what he meant by the difference between law and
Morality, Bosse said. The Poles were surely no worse at feeding
hens and then killing them than the Swedes? Quality had nothing
0 do with national beundaries, did it?

—People are jusi stupid, Bosse maintained. In France, French
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meat is best. In Germany, German meat. The same thing in Sweden.
5o for everybody's benefit, | keep some information to myself.
~That is thoughtful of you, said Allan, without irony.

Bosse said that he had done something similar with the water-
melona he also imported, although nat from Paland. They came
from Spain or Morocco. He preferred to call them Spanish be-
cause nobody would believe that they came from Skivvde in the
middle of Sweden, But before he sold them, he injected halfa quart
of sugar solution into cach melon.

—That rmakes them twice as heavy—good for me!'—and three
times as tasty—good for the consumer!

~That is also thoughtful of you, said Allan. Stll without irony.

The Beaury thought that chere must be one or two consumers
who for medical reasons should not gobble down a half quart of
sugar solution, but she didn't say anything. RBesides, the watermelon
tasted almost as heavenly as the chicken.

hief Inspectar Givan Aronsson sat in the restaurant ai the Hotel Royal

Corner in Viixjo and ate chicken cordon bleu, The chicken,
which didn't come from Vistergttland, was dry and tasteless. But
Aronsson washed it down with a bottle of good wine,

By now, the prosecutor would surcly have whispered in some
reporter’s ear, and the next day the pack of journalists would be
out in force again, Prosecutor Ranclid was probably right in as-
suming that there would be lots of tipoffs about the whereabouts
of the yellow bus with the smashed front, While he was waiting
for them, Aronsson might as well stay where he was. He had noth-
ing else to doc no family, no close friends, not even a sensible
hobby. When this strange chase was over, he was definitely going
to have his life overhauled.

Chief Inspector Aronsson ended the evening with a gin and
ronic, and while he drank, he sat there feeling sorry for himself
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and fantasized abour pulling out his service pistol and shooting
the planist in the bar. If he had managed o stay sober and care-

fally thought through whar he already knew, the story would
most certainly have developed differently.

hat same evening in the editorial offices of the Express they had a

short linguistic discussion before deciding on the billboards
for the next day. In the end, the head of the news desk decided that
one dead person could be murder, two dead people could be dou-
ble murder, but three dead people could not be called mass mur-
der as some of his colleagues wanted . But he managed a nice
headline in the end:

MISSING
CENTENARIAMN
SUSPECTED OF

TRIPLE MURDER

hey had a late evening at Bellringer Farm with one and all in very
good spirits. Amusing stories were trotted out one after the
other. Bosse was a hit when he pulled out the Bibde and said tha
now he would tell them the story of how he, quite involuntarily,
came 1o read the whole book from beginning to end. Allan won-
dered what devilish method of tormure Bosse had soffered, but thar
wasn't what lay behind it No outsider had forced Bosse 1o do any-
thing, No, Bosse's own curiosity was respansible.
=1'm sure ['ll never be that curious, said Allan.
Julius asked whether Allan could stop interrupting Bosse for
once so that they could hear the story, and Allan said that he could.

Bossc went on;
One day some months earlier he had received a phone call
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from an acquaintance at the recycling center ourside Skiivde, The
two of them had gotten to know each other at the racetrack. This
acquaintance had learned that Bosse's conscience was flexible and
that Bosse was always interested in opportunities that might pro-
vide new sources of income.

The recycling center had just received a paller with half a ron
of books thar were to be pulped, because they had been classified
as waste and not as literarure, presumably because of some defect.
Bosse’s acquaintance had become curious as 1o what sort of litera-
ture it was, and he had opened the packaging only 1o find a Bible
(his acquaintance had been hoping for something of a tozally dif
feremt kind).

—Bur this wasn't just your standard Bible, said Bosse, and
passed a specimen around so they could see for themselves. We are
talking ultrathin in genuine leather with golden lettering and
stuff. . . . And just look at chis a list of characters, maps in color, an
His acquaintance had been just as impressed as his friends now
were, and instead of pulping the goodies, had phoned Bosse and of
fered to smuggle the books out of the m:ﬁlin:mmrinﬂ:hn‘r
for . . . say one thousand crowns.

Bosse jumped at the chance, and that very same afternoon he
found himself with a half a ton of fancy Bibles in his barn. But try as
he might, he couldn’t find anything wrong with the books. It was
driving him crazy. So one evening he sat down in front of the fire in
the living room and started to read, from “In the beginning . . .~
onward. To be on the safe side. he had his old confirmation Bible
for reference. There must be a misprint somewhere, otherwise
why would they throw out something so beautiful and . . . holy?

Bosse read and read, evening after evening, the Old Testament
followed by the New Testament, and still he read on, comparing it
with his old confirmation Bible—withour finding anything wrong,

Then one evening he reached the last chapeer, and then the
last page, the last verse.
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And there it was! That nnﬁrr;hmhlt and unfathomable mis-
print that had caused the owner of the books to order them to be
pulped.

MNow Bosse handed a copy to each of them sirting round the
table, and they thumbed through 1o the very last verse, and one by
one burst out laughing.

Bosse was happy to know that the misprint was where it actu-
ally was. He had no interest in finding out how it got there. He had
satisfied his curiosity, and in the process had read his first book
since his school days, and even gotten a bir religious while he was
at it. Mot that Bosse allowed God ro have any opinion about Bell-
ringer Farm’s business enterprise, nor did he allow the Lord 1o be
present when he filed his tax return, but—in other respects—~Bosse
now placed his life in the hands of the Father, the 5on, and the Haly
Spirit. And surely none of them would worry about the fact that he
set up his stall at markets on Saturdays and sold Bibles with a tiny
mispring in them?® ("Only ninety-nine crowns eschi Jesusl What a
bargain!”)

But if Bosse had cared, and if, against all odds, he had managed
to get 1o the bottom of it, then after what he had rold his friends,
he could have gone on:

A typographer in a Rotterdam suburb had been through a per-
sonal crisis, Several years earlier, he had been recruited by the jeho-
vah's Witnesses but they had thrown him out when he discovered
and rather too loudly questioned the fact that the congregarion had
predicred the return of Jesus on no less than fourteen occasions be-
tween 1799 and 1980—and sensationally managed to get it wrong
all fourteen times.

Upon which, the typographer had joined the Pentecostal
Church; he liked their reachings abour the Last Judgment, he could
embrace the idea of God's final victory over evil, the return of Je-
sus (without their sccually naming a date), and how most of the
people from the typographer’s childhood including his own father,
would burn in hell.
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But this new congregation sent him packing wo. A whols
month s collections had gone astray while in the care of the typog-
rapher. He had sworn by all that was holy that the disappearance
had nothing to do with him. Besides, shouldn't Christians forgive?
And what choice did he have when his car broke down and he
needed a new one to keep his job?

As bitter as bile, the typographer started the layout for that day’s
Jjobs, which ironically happened to consist of printing rwo thousand
Bibles! And besides, it was an order from Sweden where, as far as
the typographer knew, his facher still lived after having abandoned
his family when the typographer was six years old.

With tears in his eyes. the typographer arranged chapter upon
chapter in the special software they used at the printing works,
When he came to the very last chapter—the Book of Revelation—he
just lost it. How could Jesus ever want to come back ro Earth?
Here where Evil had once and for all congquered Good, so what
wad the point of anything! And the Bible . . | It was just a joket

So it came about that the ty pographer with the shattered nerves
made a little addition to the very last verse in the very last chaprer
in the Swedish Bible that was just about 1o be printed. The typog:
rapher didn't remember much of his father’s tongue, but he could
at least recall a fairy tale thar was well suited in the context. Thus
the Bible's last two verses plus the typographer's extra verse were
primed as:

20. He who testifies to these things says, Surely | am coming
quickly. Amen. Even so, come, Lord Jesus!

21. The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you all. Amen,

22. And they all lived happily ever after.

The late evening became night at Bellringer Farm. Vodka as
well as brothery love had flowed freely and would probably have
continued to do so if it wasn't for the fact that reetotaler Benny
realized how late it was. He informed those present that it was
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high time that everyone went to bed. There were a lot of things
that needed to be sorted out the following day, and it would be
best for one and all to be rested.

—If | was of a more curious disposition. 1'd be eager 1o see
what sort of mood the man with his face in his food {s going to be

in when he wakes up, said Allan,



SIXTEEN

1948-1953

he man on the park bench had jusi said good afternson, Mr

I Karlsson, in English, and from that Allan drew two con-

¢clugions. First, that the man was nor Swedish, otherwise

he would probably have tried speaking his own language. Second,

that he knew who Allan was, because he had just called him by his
ame.

The man was smartly dressed, in a gray hat with a black rim. a
gray overcoat and black shoes. He could very well be a business-
man. He looked friendly and definitely had something in mind, So
Allan said, in English:

—Is miy life, by any chance, abour 1o take a new turn?

The man answered that such a change could not be ruled out,
but added in a friendly tone that it depended on Mr. Karlsson him-
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self. The fact was, the man’s employer wanted 1o meet Mr. Karls-
son to offer him a job.

Allan answered that & the momemt he was doing quite well,
but. of course. he could not remain sitting on a park bench for the
rest of his life. Was it too much o ask for the name of his employer?
Allan found it easier to say ves or no to something if he knew whar
he was saying yes or no to. Didn't the man agree?

The man agreed completely, but his employer was a bit special
and would probably prefer 1o introduce himself in person.

—But | am prepared 1o accompany you to the employer in
question withow the shghtest delay, if that would suit you?

Why not, Allan said, it might suit him. The man added that it
was some distance away, If Mr, Karlsson would like to collect his
belongings from the hotel room, the man promised to wait in the
lobby. In fact, the man could give Mr. Karlsson a lift back to the
hotel, because the man’s car with a chauffeur was right beside
them.

A stylish car it was too, a red Ford sedan of the latest model.
And a private chauffeur! He was a quier type. Didn't seem nearly
as friendly as the friendly man.

= think we can skip the hotel room, Allan said. [ am used to
traveling light.

—MNo problem, said the friendly man and rapped his chauffeur
on the back in a way that meant “drive off”

Ie jorrney took them out to Dalard, just over an hour south of the
capital on winding roads. Allan and the friendly man con-
versed about this and that. The friendly man explained the endless
magnificence of opera, while Allan told him how you cross the
Himalayas without freezing to death.
The sun had given up for the day when the red sedan rolled
into the little village on the coast thar was so popular with
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archipelago tourists in the summers, but as dark and silent as can
be in the winters.

—50 this is where he lives, yvour emplover, said Allan.

—MNo, not exactly, said the friendly man.

The friendly man’s chauffeur said nothing, He just dropped
Allan and the friendly man off by the harbor and lefr. Before that,
the friendly man had managed to get a fur coat our from the trunk
of the Ford, and he put it around Allan’s shoulders in a friendly
gesture while apologizing for the fact that they would now have
to walk a short way in the winter cold.

Allan was not one to pin his hopes for, for that matter, his
fears) on what might happen in the immediate furure. What hap-
pened happened. There was no point second-guessing it

Mevertheless, Allan was surprised when the friendly man led
him away from the center of Dalart and instead set off across the
ice into the jet-black archipelago evening.

The friendly man and Allan walked on and on. Sometimes
the friendly man turned his Alashlight on and flashed it a bit in
the winter darkness before using it to get the right bearing on his
compass, He didn't talk to Allan during the entire walk, but in-
stead just counted his steps aloud—in a language that Allan hadn't
heard before.

After a fifteen-minute walk at quite a good pace out into the
void, the friendly man said that they had now arrived. It was dark
around them, except for a Mickering light on an idand far away.
The ground for rather, the ice) under the two men's feet suddenly

broke up.

he friendly man had possibly counted incorrectly. Or the captain
of the submarine hadn't been exactly in the place he should
have been. Whatever the cause, the three-hundred-foot-long ves-
sel now broke through the ice far 1oo close to Allan and the
friendly man. They both fell backward and almost ended up in
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the icy water. But soon Allan was helped 1o climb down into the
warmth.

=Well. now you can see how sensible it is not ro start your day
by guessing what might happen. said Allan. After all, how long
would | have had 1o go on guessing before | guessed this?

At this point, the friendly man thought that he didn't have to
be so secretive any longer. He told Allan that his name was Yury
Borisovich Popov and that he worked for the Union of Soviet So-
cialist Republics: that he was a physicist, not a politician or a mili-
tary man; and that he had been sent to Stockholm o persuade
Mr. Karlsson to follow him wo Moscow. Yury Borisovich was chosen
for this mission because of Mr. Karlsson's possible reluctance, which
could perhaps be overcome by Yury Borisovich'’s background as a
physicist, meaning that Mr. Karlsson and Yury Borisovich both
spoke the same language, so 1o speak.

—But 1 am not a physicist, Allan said.

—That may be the case, but my sources 2]l me that you know
something that 1 would like 1o know.

—I do? Whatever could that be?

—The Bomb. Mr. Karlsson. The Bomb.

th}' Borisovich and Allan Emmanue immadiately took a liking to
cach other. To agree to follow him withour knowing where

he was going or why--that impressed Yury Borisovich and indi-
cated that there was something devil-may-care about Allan that
Yury himself lacked. And as for Allan, well, he appreciated the fact
that for once he could talk with somebody who didn't try o fill
him with palitics or religion.

Besides, it soon transpired that both Yury Borisovich and Allan
Emmanuel shared a boundless enthusiasm for vodka. The previ-
ous evening Yury Borisovich had had the opportunity 1o taste the
Swedish variety while he had been keeping an eye on Allan Em-
manuel in the dining room ar the Grand Hatel Ar first, Yury
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Borisovich thought that it was 1o dry. without the Russian sweet-
ness, but after a couple of glasses he got wsed 1o it And another
two glasses later, he let a “not bad ar all!™ pass through his lips,

—But this is of course better. said Yury Borisovich and held up a
whale bottle of Stolichnaya. He and Allan Emvimanuel sor and had
the officers’ mess to themselves. And now we shall cach take a glass!

—Sounds good, said Allan. The sea air tires you out.

After the very first glass, Allan insisted on a change in the way
the two men addressed cach other. To say Yury Borisovich to
Yury Borisovich every time he needed 1o attract Yury Borisovichs
attention just wasn't practical in the long termi. And he didn’t want
to be called Allan Emmanuelion, because he hadn't used his
middle name since he was baptized by the pricst in Yxhult.

=S50 from now on, you are Yury and | am Allan, zaid Allan.
Otherwise I'm getting off this boatr now.

—Don't do that, dear Allan, we are at a depth of seven hundred
feet, sabd Yury. Fill your glass again instead.

wry Berizovich Popov was a passiomaie socialise and wanted noth-
ing more than to keep working in the name of Soviet social-
ism. Comrade Stalin was a stern man but Yury knew that if you
served the system loyally and well then you had nothing to fear.
Allan sald that he didn't have any plans to serve any system, but
that of course he could give Yury one or two tips if they had gotten
stuck in working out the atom bomb problem. But first of all Allan
wanted to mste another glass ol the vodka whose name was unpro-
nounceable even when you were sober. And another thing: Yury
would have to promise that he would continue not 1o talk politics,
Yury thanked Allan heartily for his promise to help, and said
straight off that Marshal Beria, Yury's boss, imtended to give the
Swedish cxpert a one-off payment of 100,000 American dollars, on
condition that Allan’s help led to the producrion of a bomb.
—We'll gure it out, said Allan,
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The contents of the bottle shrank steadily while Allan and Yury
talked about everything on heaven and earth (except politics and
religion), They also touched upon the atom bomb problemis and al-
though the topic really belonged 1o the days to come, Allan decided
o give him a couple of simple tips and then a couple more.

—Hmmm. said senior physicist Yury Borisovich Popov. |
think | understand. . . .

—Well, | don't, gaid Allan. Explain the thing with opera again.
lsn't it just a lot of shouting?

Yury smiled. ook a large gulp of vodka, stood up—and started
to sing. In his drunkenness he didn't just choose any old folk song,
burt instead the aria “Nessun Dorma” from Puccind's Turaadat.

—That was quite something. said Allan when Yury had fin-
ished.

—"Neggun dorma!” said Yury solemnly. Nobody is allowed 1o
sleep!

egardless of whether anvbody was allowed 1o sleep or not, they did

both soon drop off in their berths beside the officers’ mess.

When they woke up. the submarine was already docked in Lenin-

grad harbor. There, a limousine was waiting to take them to the
Kremlin for a meering with Marshal Beria.

—Saint Petersburg. Petrograd. Leningrad. . .. Couldn't you

make up vour mind? said Allan,
—aAnd a good morning to you too, said Yury,

wuryand Allan got into the backsear of & Humber Pullman limousine
for a day-long journey from Leningrad to Moscow, A sliding
window separared the driver's sear from the salon where Allan
and his newfound friend were sitting. The salon also boasted a
refrigerator with warer. soft drinks, and all the aleshol thar these
two passengers were not in need of ar the moment, There was also
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a bowl of red gummy candics and a whole tray of fancy choco-
lates. The car and fts fittings would have been a brilliant example
of Sovier socialist engincering if it hadn't all becn imported from
England.

Yury told Allan about his background. He had studied under
Nobel Prize laurcate Ernest Rutherford, the legendary nuclear
physicist from New Zealand, which was why Yury Borisovich spoke
such good English. Allan, in turn, described (to an increasingly as-
tounded Yury Borisovich) his adventures in Spain, America, China,
the Himalayas, and Iran.

—And what happened to the Anglican pastor? Yury wondered.

=] don't know, said Allan. He has either Anglicized all of
Persia, or he’s dead. The least likely is probably something in be-
tween those two.

=That sounds a bit like challenging Stalin in the Soviet Linion,
said Yury candidly. Setting aside the fact that it would be a crime
against the revolution, the chance of survival is poor.

On this particular day and in this particular company, Yury's
candidness seemed 1o know no bounds. He opened his heart about
what he thought of Marshal Beria, the boss of the secret service
who suddenly had become the head of the project to make an
atom bomb. Beria had no sense of shame at all. He abused women
and children sexually and as for undesirable people, well, he semt
them to prison camps—if he hadn't had them killed first.

—Undesirable elements must of course be weeded out as soon
as possible, but they must be undesirable on the correct, revolution-
ary grounds. Those who don’t further the aims of socialism must be
gotten rid of! But not those who den't further the aims of Marshal
Beria. No! Allan, that is dreadful. Marshal Beria is no true represen:
tative ol the revalution. But you can’t blame comrade Stalin for thar.
I have never had the privilege of meeting him, but he has the re-
sponsibility for an entire country, almaost an entire continent. And if
amid all that work, and in a hasty moment, he gave Marshal Berfa
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more responsibility than he is capable of shouldering . . . well, com-
rade Stalin has every right to do that! And now, my dear Allan, |
ghall tell vou something really fantastic. You and I, this very after-
noon, are poing 1o be honored with an audience not only with Mar-
shal Beria, but also with comrade Stalin in person! He has invited us

to dinner!
=] look forward v that, said Allan, But how are we going o

manage until then? Are we supposed to survive on red gammy
candies?

wry saw 1o it that the limousine stopped in a lietle town on the way, to
Yp-itl: up a couple of sandwiches for Allan, Then their journey
continued.

Between bites of his sandwich, Allan thought about this Mar-
shal Beria character who, from Yury's description, seemed to re-
semble the recently deceased boss of the secret service in Tehran,

Yury, for his part, sat there trying to figure out his Swedish
colleague, The Swede would soon be cating dinner with Stalin,
and he had said that he was looking forward o it But Yery had to
ask whether it was the dinner he meant, or the leader.

~You have to ecat to live, Allan said diplomatically and praised
the quality of the Russian sandwiches. But, dear Yury, would you
allow me to ask a question or two?

—But of course, dear Allan. Ask away, I'll do my best 1o an-
TUET.
Allan said that to be honest he hadn’t really been listening
while Yury had been spouting on about politics just now, because
politics was not what interested Allan most in this world. Besides,
he did distinctly recall from the previous evening that Yury had
promised not to sail off in thar direcrion.

But Allan had made a note of Yurys description of Marshal
Beria’s human failings. Allan believed that in his eardier life he had
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come across people of the same type. On the one hand, if Allan
had understood correctly. Marshal Beria was ruthless. On the other
hand, he had now seen to it that Allan was extraordinarily well
cared for, with a hmousing and evervihing

—But it docs occur to me to wonder why he didn’t simply have
me kidnapped and then make sure that you wring out of me what
he wants to know, said Allan. Then he wouldn't have had to waste
the red gummy candies, the fancy chacolates, the hundred thou-
sand dollars, and a lot of other ssuff,

Yury said that what was tragic about Allan’s observation was
that it did have some relevance. Marshal Beria had more than
once—in the name of the revolution—tortured innocent people.
Yury knew that to be the caze. But now the situation was, said
Yury—whe found it hard to say exactly what he meant —the situa-
tion was such that, said Yury-—and opened the relrvigerator 1o find
a fortifying beer even though it wasnt even twelve noon yet—the
situation was such that Marshal Beria had very recently failed
with this strategy. A western expert had been kidnapped in Swit
zerland and taken to Marshal Beria, but it all ended in a dreadful
mess. Yury apologized: he didnt want 1o ger into the details, but
Allan must believe what Yury had said: What had been learned
from the recent fallure was thar the necessary nuclear advice, ac-
cording to a decision from above, would be bought in the west-
ern market, based on supply and demand, however vulgar that
might be. The Soviet atomic weapons program began with a ler.
ter from the neclear physicist Georgy Nikolayevich Flyorov e
comrade Stalin in April 1942, in which the former pointed our
that there hadn't been a word urtered or written in western, al-
lied media concerning nuclear fssion since it had been discovered
im 1938,

Comrade Stalin wasn't born yesterday. And just like nuclear
physicist Flyorow, he thought that a complete silence of three years
around the discovery of fission could only mean that someone had
something to hide, such as, for example, that someone was in the
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process of developing a bomb that would immediately put the
Soviet Union—to use a Russian image—in checkmare

So there was no time o lose. apart from the minor detail thar
Hitler and Nazi Germany were fully occupied with seizing parts
of the Soviet Union—that is everything west of the Volga, which
would include Moscow, which was bad enough. but also Swalin-
grad!

The Battle of Stalingrad was, to put it mildly, a personal mat-
ver for Stalin. Although onc-and-a-halfmillion or so people were
killed, the Red Army won and started 1o push Hitler back. in the

end all the way 1o the bunker in Berlin
It wasn't wneil the Germans were about 1o retrear that Sealin

felt that he and his nation might have a future, and that’s when
nuclear fission research really got going,

But. of course, atom bombs were not something you could
screw together in 2 moming. especially when they hadn't even been
invented yet. The Soviet atom bomb research had been under way
for a couple of years without a breakthrough when one day there
was an explosion—in New Mexico. The Americans had won the
race, but that wasn't surprising since they had started renning so
much earlier. After the test in the desert in New Mexio, there
were two more explosions that were for real: one in Hiroshima,
another in Magasaki, With that, Truman had twisted Stalin’s nose
and shown the world who mattered, and you didn't need 1o know
Stalin well to understand that he was not going o put up with

that.
—Solve the problem, comrade Stalin said 1o Marshal Beria, Or
1o be clearer: Solve the problem!

Marshal Beria realized that his own physicists, chemists, and
mathematicians were bogged down, and it wouldn't even help to
send half of them to the Gulag prison camps. Besides, the marshal
had not received any indication thar his agents in the ficld were
getting close to the holy of holies. For the moment it was simply
impossible to steal the Americans” blueprints.
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The only solution was to bring in knowledge from the outside
to complement what they already knew ar the research center in

the secret city of Sarov, a few hours by car souheast of Moscow.
Since only the best was good enough for Marshal Beria, he told the
hesd of the department of international secret agents

—Pick up Albert Einstein.

—But . . . Albert Einstein . . . said the shocked boss of the in-
ternational agents.

—Albert Einstein is the sharpest brain in the world. Do you
intend to do as | say, or are you nurturing a death wish? asked Mar-
shal Beria

The boss of the international agents had just met a new woman
and nothing on Earth smelled as good as she did, so he certainly
wasn't nurturing a death wish. But before he had time to tell this
to Marshal Beria, the marshal said:

—Saolve the problem. Or to express mysellf more clearly: Solve
the problem!

Itw ne edsy matter to pick up Albert Einstein, and send him in a
package to Moscow. First of all, they had o find him. He was
bom in Germany, but moved o Italy and then on to Switzerland
and America, and since then he had traveled back and forth be-
tween all sorts of places and for all sorts of reasons,

For the time being he had a house in New Jersey, but according
to the agents on the spot, the house seemed 1o be empty. Besides,
if possible Marshal Beria wanted the kidnapping to take place in
Burope. Smuggling celebrities out of the USA and across the At-
lantic was not without complications.

But where was the man? He rarely or never told people where
he was going before a journey and he was notorious for arriving
several days late for important meetings.

The boss of the international agents wrote a list of places with
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some sort of close connection with Einstein. and then he sent an
agent 1o keep an eve on each plice. There was his home in New
Jersey, and his best friend’s house in Geneva. Then there was his
publisher in Washingron and rwo orher friends, one in Basel, the
other in Cleveland, Ohio,

It ook some days of patient wairting. but then came the
reward—in the form of 2 man in a gray raincoat, a rurned-up col-
lar and hai. The man came on foot and went up to the house
where Albert Einstein's best friend, Michele Besso, lived in Swit-
zerland. He rang the doorbell and was heartily and sincerely wel-
comed by Besso himself, but also by an elderly couple who would
meed further investigation. The warching agent summoned his col-
league who was doing the same job in Basel 150 miles away, and
after hours of advanced window watching and comparison with
the sets of photos they had with them, the rwo agents came to the
conclusion thar it was indeed Albert Einatein who had just come to
visit his best friend. The eldedy couple was presumably Michele
Besso's brother-in-law and his wife, Maja. who was also Albert Ein-
stein's sister. Quite a family party!

Albert stayed there with his friend and his sister and her hus-
band fior two wellwatched days, before again putting on his over-
coat, gloves, and hat and setting off, just as discreetly as he had
come.

But he barely made it around the corner before being grabbed
and pushed in to the backsear of a car and anesthetized with chlo-
roform. Then he was taken via Austria to Hungary, which had a
sufficiently friendly artitude roward the USSR thar few questions
were asked when the Soviets expressed the wish to land at the
military airport in Pécs 1o refuel, pick up two Soviet citizens and a
very sleepy man, and then immediately take off again for an un-
known destination.

The next day they started to interrogare Albert Einstein on the
premises of the secret police in Moscow, with Marshal Beria in
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charge. The question was whether Einstein would choose vo coop-
erate, for the sake ofhis health, or to be obstructive, which wouldn't
help anybody,

Regrettably. it turmed out te be the latter: Albert Einstein would
not admit thar he had given a moment's thought 1o the technigue
of nuclear fission (even though it was common knowledge that as
early as 1939 he had communicated with President Roosevelt about
the matter, which in tarn had led o the Manhattan Project). In fact
Albert Einstein would not even admit that he was Albert Einstein,
He maintained with idiotic stubbornness thar he was instead Albere
Einstein’s younger brother. Herbert Einstein. But Albert Einstein
didn't have a brother; he only had a sister. So that trick naturally
didn’t work with Berta and his interrogators, and they were just
about to resort to violence when something rather remarkable hap-
pened on Seventh Avenue in New York.

There, in Carnegie Hall, Albert Einstein was giving a lecture
on the theory of relativity, to an audience of two thousand cight
hundred specially invited guests, of which two were spies for the

Soviet Llnion,

Albert Einsteing was one toe many for Marshal Beria, even if

one of them was a long way away on the other side of the

Atlantic. it was soon possible to ascertain that the one in Carnegie
Hall was the real one, so who the hell was the other one?

Under the threat of being subjected to procedures that nobody
willingly undergoes, the false Albert Einstein promised to clarify
everything for Marshal Beria.

—You will get a clear picture of everything, Mr. Marshal, as
long as you don't interrupt me, the false Albert Einstein promised.

Marshal Beria promised not to interrupt him with anything
other than a buller in the head, and he would wair vo do thay uneil
it was beyond any doubt that what he had heard was pure lies.
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—3S0 please go ahead. Don't let me put you off, said Marshal
Beria, and cocked hiz pistol.

The man who had previously claimed that he was Albert Ein-
stein’s unknown brother, Herbert, took a deep breath and started
by . . . repeating the claim jat which point a shot was almost Bred).

Thereupon followed a story, which, if it was true, was so sad
that even Marshal Beria could not bring himself to execute the
narrator.

Hermann and Pauline Einstein did indeed have two children:
first Albert and then Maja. But Papa Einstein hadn't really been
able to keep his hands and other parts of his body away from his
beautiful (but dim) secretary at the electrochemical factory he ran
in Mumnich. This had resulted in Herbert, Albert and Maja’s secret
and not-at-all legitimare brother.

Just as the marshal’s agents had already been able to asceruin,
Herbert was virtually an exact copy of Albert, akhough he was
thirteen years younger. Herbert had unformunately inherited all
his mother's intelligence. Or lack thereol.

When Herbert was two years old, in 1895, the family moved
from Munich to Milan. Herbert followed along, but not his mother.
Papa Einstein had of course offered her a suitable solution, but
Herbert's mama was not interested. She couldn’t contemplate re-
placing bratwurst with spagherti, and German with . . . whatever
language they spoke in Italy. RBesides, that baby had just been a
lot of trouble; he screamed all the time for food, and was always
making a mess! [fsomebody wanted to take Herbert somewhere
else, that would be fine. but she herself intended staying where
she was.

Herbert's mother got a decent sum of money from Papa Ein-
stein. Supposedly she then met a genuine count who persuaded her
to invest all her money in his almost-finished machine for the pro-
duction of a life elixir that cured every existing illness. But then the
count had disappeared, and he must have taken the elixir with
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him because Herbert's impoverished mama died some years later,
of mberculosis.

Herbert thus grew up with his big brother, Albert, and big sis-
ter, Maja. But in order to avoid scandal, Papa Einstein referred o
Herbert as his nephew. Herbert was never particularly close to his
brother, but he loved his sister sincerely even though he had to call
her his coosin.

—To sum up, said Herbert Einstein, | was abandoned by my
mother, denied by my father—and I'm as intelligent as a sack of
potatoes. | haven't done any useful work in all my life, just lived on
what | inherited from my father. and | have not had a single wise

thought.

arghal Beria lowered his pistol. The story did have a degree of cred-
ibility, and the marshal even admired the self-awareness
that the stupid Herbert Einstein had demonstrated.

What should he do now? The marshal got up from the chair in
the interrogation room. For purposes of security he had pur aside
all thought of right and wrong, in the name of the revolution. He
already had more than enough problems, he didn't need another
one to burden him. The marshal tumed o the two guards at the
door:

—Get rid of him.

Upon which he left the room.

t would not be pleasant 1o report on the Herbert Einstein mess-up to
comrade Stalin, but Marshal Beria was lucky, because before he
had time 1o find himself out in the cold, there was a breakthrough
ar Los Alamos.
Dver the years, more than one hbundred and thirty thousand
people had worked on what was called the Manhattan Project, and
naturally more than one of them was loyal to the socialist revalu-
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tion. But nobody had managed to obtain the innermost secret of

the avom bomb.
But they had found our something thar was almost a3 useful: a

Swede had solved the puzzle. and they knew his name!
It didei’t cake more than twelve hours 1o find out thar Allan

Karlsson was staying at the Grand Hdtel in Stockholm, and that
he spent his days just pottering about after the head of the Swed-
ish aromic weapons program had reld him thar they didn't require

his services.
—The question is, who holds the world record in stupidicy.

Marshal Beria sad to himself, The boszs of the Swedish atomic
weapons program or Herbert Einstein’s mom. . . .

his time, Marshal Beria chose a new tactic. Allan Karlsson would
be persuaded 1o contribute his knowledge in exchange for a
considerable number of American dollars. And the person who
would ke care of the persuading was a sclentist like Allan Karls-
son himself, not an awkward and clumsy agent. The agent in ques-
tion ended up (to be on the safe side) behind the wheel as the private
chauffeur of Yury Borisovich Popov, a sympathetic and compe-
tent physicist from the innermaost circle of Marshal Beria's atomic
WEAPONS Zroup.
And everything had gone according to plan. Yory Borizsovich
was on his way back 10 Moscow with Allan Karlsson—and Karls-
son seemed positively inelined.

arihal Beria’s Moscow office was inside the walls of the Kremlin,
at the wish of comrade Stalin. The marshal himself greeted

Allan Karlsson and Yury Borisovich in the lobby.
—You are heartily welcome, Mr. Karlsson, said Marshal Beria

and shook his hand.
—Thank you, Mr. Marshal, said Allan,
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Marshal Beria wasn't the type to sit and char abour nothing.
Life was too short for that (and besides he was socially incompe-
tent) 5o he said 1o Allan:

—Have | understood the reports correctly, Mr. Karlsson, in
that yoLl are willlngmns!.ﬂ the socialis: Sovier republic in nuclear
matters in exchange for 100,000 dollars?

Allan replied that he hadnt given the moncy much though,
bt that he would like 10 give Yury Borisovich a hand if there was
something he needed help with and there did seem 1o be. But it
would be nice if Mr. Marshal could wait until the next day. because
he had traveled an awiul ot lately,

Marshal Beria answered that he understood rhat the journey
had been somewhat exhausting for Mr. Karlsson, and told him
that they would soon be having dinner with comrade Stalin, after
which Mr. Karlsson would be able 1o rest in the very finest guest
suite the Kremlin had 1o offer

emrade Stalin vds mol tingy whem it came to food. There was

salmon roe and herring and salted cucumbers and meat salad
and grilled vegetables and borsht and pelmeni and blini and lamb
cutlets and picrogi with ice cream. There was wine of various col-
ors and of course vodka. And even more vodka,

Around the table sat comrade Stalin himself, Allan Karlsson
from Yxhult, nuclear physicist Yury Borisovich Popov. the boss of
the Soviet state's security Marshal Lavrenty Paviovich Beria, and a
little, almost invisible young man without a name and without any-
thing to cither eat or drink. He was the interpreter, and they pre-
rended he wasn't there.

Stalin was in brilliant spirits right from the beginning. Lavrenty
Pavlovich always delivered! Okay, he had put his foot in it with Ein-
stcin; that had reached Stalin's ear, but it was history now, And
besides. Einstein (the real one) only had his brain: Karlsson had
exact and detailed knowledge!
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And it didn't hurt thar Karlsson seemed 1o be such a nice guy.
He had told Stalin about his background, albeit extremely briefly.
His father had foughn for socialism in Sweden and then journeyed
to Russia for the same purpose. Admirable indeed! His son had for
his part fought in the Spanish Civil War and Stalin was not going
to be so insensitive as to ask on which side. Afiter that he had trav-
cled to America (he had to flee, Stalin assumed) and by chance had
found himsell in the service of the Allies .. . amd that could be
forgiven; Stalin himsell had in a manner of speaking done the
same thing in the latter part of the war.

Only a few minutes into the main course, Stalin had learned
how 1o sing the Swedish roast “Helan gir, siumg hopp fadevallan lal-
lan lgf” whenever it was time to raise their glasses. Allan in turn
praised Stalin’s singing voice, leading Stalin o tell of how in his
youth he had not only sung in a choir but even performed as a solo-
ist at weddings, and then he got up and gave proof of this by jump-
ing around on the Noor and waving his arms and legs in every
direction (o a song that Allan thought sounded almost. ..
Indian . . . but nice!

Allan couldnt sing He couldn't do anything of any culural
value, he realized, but the mood seemed to demand that he attempt
something more than “Helan gir . . . ,” and the only thing he could
remember straight off was the poem by Vemer von Heidenstam
that Allan’s village school seacher had forced the children to
memaorise.

Thus Stalin resumed his sear, while Allan got up and pro-
cliimed the poem in his native Swedish:

As an eight-year-old, Allan hadn't understood what he recited,
and now that he declaimed the poem again, with impressive en-
gagement, he realized that thirty-five years later he still hadn a
clue what it was abour. The Russtan-English (insignificant) inter-
preter sat in silence on his chair and was even less significant than

before.
Allan then announced {alter the applause had died down) that
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what he had just recited was by Verner von Heidenstam. Had he
known how comrade Stalin would react to that news, Allan might
have refrained from imparting it, or at least adjusted the truth a
lirtle.

Comrade Stalin had once upon a time been a poet, indeed a
very competent one. The spirit of the times, however, had made
him a revolutionary soldier instead. Such a background was poeti-
cal enough in itself. Bur Sralin had also retained his interest in
poerry and his knowledge of the leading contemporary poets.

Unfortunately for Allan, Stalin knew all too well who Verner
von Heldenstam was, And unlike Allan he knew all about Verner
von Heidenstam's love of—Germany. And about the love being
mutual. Hitler's right-hand man, Rudolf Hess, had visited Heiden-
stam’s home in the 1930s, and shortly afterward Heidenstam
had been awarded an honorary doctorate by the University of
Heidelberg,

All of this caused Stalins mood 1o undergo an abrupt meta-
morphosis.

—Is Mr. Karlsson sitting here and insulting the generous host
who received him with open arms? asked Stalin.

Allan assured him that such was not the case. If it was Heiden-
stam who had upset Mr. Stalin, then Allan apologized profusely.
Perhaps it might be some consolation that Heidenstam had been
dead for some years?

—And “gjung hopp faderallan lallan lej,” whar did that actually
mean? Did you have Stalin repeat a homage w the enemies of the
revolution? asked Stalin who always spoke of himself in the third
person when he got angry.

Allan answered that he would need some time to think to be
able to translate “sjung hopp faderallan lallan lej” into English, but
that Mr. Stalin could rest assured that it was nothing more than a
cheerful disey,

= cheerful ditry? said comrade Stalin in a loud voice. Does
Mr. Karlsson think that Stalin looks like a cheerful person?
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Allan was beginning to tire of Smalin's touchiness. The old gee-
zer was quite red in the face with anger, but abour not very much.
Saalin went on:

—And what actually did you do in the Spanish Civil Warl It
would perhaps be best to ask Mr. Heidenstam-lover which side he

fought for!

Has he got a sixth sense too, the devil* Allan thought. Oh well,
he was already as angry as he could reasonably become, so it was
probably just as well 10 come clean.

—] wasn't really fAghting. Mr. Stalin, but at first | helped the
republicans, before—for rather random reasons—changing sides
and becoming good friends with General Franco.

—Genecral Franco? Stalin shouted, and then stood up so that
the chair behind him fell over.

It was evidently possible to get even angrier. On a few occa-

sions in Allan’s eventful life, somebody had shouted ar him, bat he
had never ever shouted back, and he had no plans to do 5o in front

of Stalin. That didn't mean that he was unmoved by the situation.
On the contrary, he had rapidly come to dislike the little loud-
mouth on the other side of the table, in his own quiet way.

—And not only that, Mr. Smlin. | have been in China for the
purpose of making war against Mao Tse-tung, before | went to
Iran and prevented an attempt 1o assassinate Churchill.

—Churchill? That far pig! Stalin shoured.

Stalin recovered for a3 moment before downing a whole glass
of vodka. Allan wartched enviously. He too would like to have his
glass filled, but didn’t think it was the right moment for such a re-
quest,

Marshal Beria and Yury Borisovich didn't say anything. But
their faces bore very different expressions. While Beria stared an-
grily at Allan, Yury just looked unhappy.

Stalin abserbed the vodka he had just downed and then he
lowered his voice to a normal level. He was still angry.

—Has 5Stalin understood correctly? asked Stalin. You were on
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Franco's side, you have fought against comrade Mao, you have ., .
saved the life of the pig in London, and vou have put the deadliest
weapon in the world in the hands of the arch-capitalisis in the USA.

—1 might have known, Stalin mumbled and in his anger for-
got 1o talk in the third person. And now vou are here to sell your-
self to Soviet socialism? One hundred thousand dollars, is that the
price for your soul? Or has the price gone up during the course of
the evening?

Allan no longer wanted 1o help. OF course. Yury was still a
good man and he was the one who actually needed the help. B
you couldn’t get away from the fact thar the results of Yury's work
would end up in the hands of comrade Stalin. and he was not ex-
actly Allan’s idea of a real comrade. On the contrary, he seemed
unstable. and it would probably be best for all concerned if he
didn't get the Bomb wo play with.

—Mot exactly, said Allan. Thiz was never about money. . . .

He didn't get any further before Sralin exploded again.

—Whe do you think you are, you damned rat? Do you think
that you, a representative of fascism, of horrid American capital:
ism, of everything on this earth that Stalin despises. that you, you,
can come to the Kremlin, to the Kremlin, and bargain with Stalin,
and bargain with Stalin?

—Why do you say everything twice? Allan wondered, while
Stalin went on:

—The Soviet Union is prepared w go 1o war again, 'l vell you
that! There will be war, there will inevitably be war until Ameri-
can imperialism is wiped out

—Is thar what you think? asked Allan.

—To do battle and to win, we don't need your damned atom
bomb! What we need is socialist souls and hearts! He who knows
he can never be defeated. can never be defeated!

—Unless of course somebody drops an atom bomb an him,
said Allan.
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—1 shall destroy capitalism! Do you hear! [ shall destroy every
single capitalist! And | shall start with you, you dog, if you don't
help us with the Bomb?

Allan noted that he had managed to be both a rat and a dog
in the course of @ minute or so. And that Stalin was being rather
inconsistent, because now he wanted to use Allan's services af
rer all.

But Allan wasn't going to sit there and listen to this abuse any
longer. He had come to Moscow to help them out, not o be
shoured ar. Stalin would have 1o manage on his own,

—I've been thinking. said Allan,

=W hat, gaid Sralin angnly.

—Why don't you shave ofl thar mustache?

With thar the dinner was over, because the interpreter fainted.

lans were changed with all haste. Allan was not, after all, housed in

the Anest guest suite at the Kremlin, but instead in a window-
less cell in the cellar of the nation's secret police. Comrade Stalin
had finally decided that the Soviet Union would get an atom bomb
cither through its own experts working out how 1o make it, or by
good old-fashioned honest espionage. They would not kidnap any
more westerners and they would definitely not bargain with capi-
talists or fascists or both combined,

Yury was deeply unhappy. Not only because he had persuaded
the nice Allan to come to the Soviet Union where death now cer-
tainly awaired him, bur also because comrade Stalin had exhibited
such human failings! The Grear Leader was intelligent, well edu-
cated, a good dancer, and he had a good singing voice. And on wop
of that he was completely bonkers' Allan had happened to quote
the wrong poer and in a few seconds a pleasant dinner had been

transformed into a , . catastrophe.
At the risk of his own life, Yury rried cautiously, so cautiously,
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to talk to Beria about Allan’s impending execution and whether
despite everything there was an alternative.

But Yory had misjudged the marshal. He did use violence
against women and children, he did torture and execute guilcy as
well as innocent people, he did that and a lot more besides , . . but
however revolting his methods, Marshal Beria did work single-
mindedly in the best interests of the Soviet Union.

—Don't worry, my dear Yury Borisovich, Mr. Karlsson won't
die. At least not yet.

Marshal Beria explained that he intended to keep Allan Karls-
son out of the way as a backup, in case Yury Borisovich and his
fellow scientists continued w fail 1o make a bomb. This explana-
tion had an inbuilt threat, and Marshal Beria was very pleased
with that.

While waiting for his trial, Allan sat where he sat, in one of the
many cells at the headquarters of the secret police. The only thing
that happened besides nothing was that every day Allan was
served a loaf of bread, one ounce of sugar, and three warm meals
(vegetable soup, vegetable soup, and vegetable soup).

The foad had been decidedly better in the Kremlin than it was
here in the cell. But Allan thought that although the soup tasted as
it did, he could at least enjoy it in peace, without anyone shouting
at him for reasons that he couldn't quite follow.

This new diet lasted six days, before the special tribunal of
the secret police summoned Allan. The courtroom, just like Al-
lan’s cell, was in the enormous secret police headquarters beside
Lubyanka Square, but a few floors higher up. Allan was placed
on a chair in front of a judge behind a pulpit. To the left of the
judge sat the prosecutor, a man with a grim expression, and to the
right Allan’s defense lawyer, a man with an equally grim expres-
sion.

For starters, the prosecutor said something in Russian that
Allan didn't understand. Then the defense lawyer said something
else in Russian that Allan didn't understand either. After which
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the judge nodded as if he was thinking, before opening and read-
ing a little crib (vo make sure he got it right) and then proclaiming
the verdict of the courr:

—The spectal tribunal hereby condemns Allan Emmanuel
Karlsson, citizen of the kingdom of Sweden, as an element dan-
gerous to the Soviet socialist society, 1o a sentence of thirry years
in the correction camp in Viadivostok

The judge informed the convicred man that the sentence could
be appealed, and thar the appeal could take place within three
months of the present day. Bur Allan Karlsson's defense lawyer
informed the court on behalf of Allan Karlsson that they would
not be appealing. Allan Karlsson was, on the contrary, grateful for
the mild sentence.

lian was of course never asked whether or mot he was grateful, but

the verdict did undoubtedly have some good aspecrs. First,
the accused would live, which was rare when you had been classi-
fied as a dangerous element. And second, he would be going to the
Gulag camps in Viadivostok, which had the most bearable climare
in Siberia. The weather there wasn't moch more unpleasant than
back home in S&dermanland, while farther north and inland in
Russia it could ger as cold as minus 58, minus 76, and even minus
24 Pahrenheit.

5o Allan had been lucky, and now he was pushed into a drafty
freight car with abour thirty other fortunate dissidents. This par-
ticular boad had also been allocated no fewer than three blankers
per prisoner after the physicist Yury Borisovich Popov had bribed
the guards and their immediate boss with a whole wad of rubles.
The boss of the guards thoughe it was weird that such a prominent
citizen would care abour a simple rransport to the Gulag camps,
and he even considered reporting this to his superiors, but then he
realized that he had actually accepred thar money so perhaps it
was best not to make a fuss,



226 JOMAS JONASSON

It was no easy matter for Allan to find somebody to talk to in
the freight wagon, since nearly everybody spoke only Russian,
But one man could speak ralian and since Allan of course spoke
fluent Spanish, the two of them could understand each other
fairly well. Sufficiently well for Allan 1o understand that the man
was deeply unhappy and would have preferred ro kill himself, if
in his own view he hadnt been such a coward. Allan consoled
him as best he could, saying that perhaps things would work them-
selves out when the train reached Siberia.

The Ihalian sniffled and pulled himsell together. Then he
thanked Allan for his support and shook hands. He wasa', inci-
dentally, kalian but German. Herbert was his name. His family
name was irrelevant.

erbert Einstein had never had any luck in his life. On account of

n administrative mishap, he had been condemned—just

like Allan—to thirty years in the correction camps instead of the
death he so sincerely longed for.

And he wouldn't freeze 1o death on the Siberian tundra either,
the extra blankess would se¢ to that. Besides, January 1948 was the
mildest for many a year. But Allan promised thar there would be
many new possibilities for Herbert. They were on their way o a
labor camp after all, o, if nothing else, he could work himself wo
death. How about thar?

Herbert sighed and said that he was probably too lazy for that,
but he wasn't really sure because he had never worked in all his
life.

And there, Allan could see an opening. In a prison camp you
couldn’t just hang around, because if you did then the guards would
shoot you.

Herbert liked the idea, but it gave him the creeps at the same
time. A load of bullers, wouldn't that be dreadfully painful?
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llan Earlsson didun’t ask much af life. He just wanted & bed, lots of

food, something o do, and now and then a glass of vodka. If
these requirements were met, he could stand most things. The
camp in Viadivostok offered Allan everything he wished for ex-
cept the vodka,

At that time, the harbor in Vladivostok consisted of an open
and a closed part. Surrounded by a seven-foot-high fence, the Gu-
lag correction camp conslsted of forty brown barracks in rows of
four. The fence went all the way down to the pier. The ships that
were going to be loaded or unloaded by Gulag prisoners berthed
inside the fence. the others outside. Almost everything was done
by the prisoners, only small fishing boats and their crews had to
manage on their own, as did the occasional larger odl tanker.

Wich few exceptions, the days at the correction camp in Viadi-
vostok all looked the same. Revellle in the barracks at six in the
morning. breakfas at a quarter past. The working day lasted twelve
hours, from halfpast six vo halfpast six, with a half-hour lunch
break ac midday. Immediately after the end of the working day.
there was supper, and then it was rime to be locked up until the
next Morning.

The diet was subscantial: mainly fish admicredly, but rarely in
the form of soup. The camp guards were not exactly friendly, but at
least they didn't shoot people withour cause. Even Herbert Einstein
got to stay alive, albeit contrary to his own ambition. He did of
course work more slowly than any other prisoner, but since he al-
ways stayed very close to the hardworking Allan, nobody noticed.

Allan had nothing sgainst working for two. But he soon intro-
duced a rule: Herbert wasn't allowed o complain about how mis-
erable his life was. Allan had already understood that o be the
cese, and there was nothing wrong with his memory. To keep on
saying the same thing over and over again thus served no purpose.
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Herbert obeyed, and then it was okay, just as most things were
okay, apart from the lack of vodka. Allan put up with it for exacily
five years and three weeks. Then he said:

—Mow [ want a drink. And | can’t get thar here. 5o it’s time to
MOVE On.



SEVENTEEN

Tuesday, May 10, 2005

e spring sun showe brightly for the ninth day i a row dind even
though it was cool in the morming, Bosse set the table for
breakfast out on the veranda.

Benny and The Beauty led Sonya out of the bus and into the
ficld behind the farmbousge. Allan and Pike Gerdin sat in the ham-
mock sofa and rocked gently. One of them was one hundred years
old, and rthe other felt a3 iFhe was one hundred years old. His head
throbbed, and his broken ribs made it hard to breathe. His right
arm was good for nothing, not w mention the worst of all—the
deep wound in his right leg. Benny came by and offered 1o change
the dressing on the leg, but he thought it was perhaps best to start
with a couple of srong painkillers. They could then resort 1o mor-
phine in the evening if necessary.
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After which Benny returned to Sonya and left Allan and Pike
w themselves. Allan thought that it was high time that the rweo
men had a more serious conversation, He was sorry that—Bolt?—
had lost his life cut there in the Sédermanland forests and that—
Bucket?—ended up under Sonya. Both Bohk and Bucket had however
been threatening them, to put it mildly, and perhaps that could be a
mitigating factor. Didn't Mr. Pike think so?

Pike Gerdin answered that he was sorry to hear that the boys
were dead, but that it didn’t really surprise him that they had been
overpowered by a hundred.year-old geezer, albelt with a little as-
sistance, because they had both been hopelessly daft. The only
person who was even more daft was the fourth member of the
club, Caracas, but he had just fled the country and was well on his
way to somewhere in South America, Pike wasn't really sure where
he came from,

Then Pike Gerdin's voice grew sadder. He secmned to feel sorry
for himself, because it was Caracas who had been able 1o talk to
the cocaine sellers in Columbia; now Pike had neither interpreter
nor henchmen to continue his business. Here he sat, with God
knows how many broken bones in his body, and without a clue as
to what he should do with his life.

Allan consoled him and said that there was surely some other
drug that Mr. Pike could sell. Allan didn't know much about drugs,
but couldn't Mr. Pike and Bosse Baddy grow something here on
the farm?

Pike answered that Bosse Baddy was his best friend in life,
but also chat Bosse had his damned moral principles. Otherwise,
Pike and Bosse would by now have been the meatball kings of
Europe.

Bosse interrupted the general melanchaly in the hammock by
anncuncing thar breakfast was served. Pike could at last get to
taste the juiciest chicken in the world, and with it watermelon that
seemed to have been imported directly from the Kingdom of
Heaven.
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Afrver breakfast, Benny dressed Pike's thigh wound, and then
Pike explained that he needed 1o have a morning nap, il his friends
would excuse him?

he following hours at Bellringer Farm developed as follows:
Benny and The Beauty moved things around in the barn
so that they could rig up a fiting and more permanent stable for
Sonya.

Juliuvs and Bosse went off into Falk8ping to buy supplies, and
while there became aware of the newspaper headlines about the
centenarian and his entourage who had evidently run amok across
the country.

Allan returned afeer breakfast vo the hammock, with the aim
of not exerting himself—preferably in the company of Buster.

And Pike slept.

But when Julius and Bosse came back from their shopping ex-
pedition, they immediately summoned everyone to a big meeting
in the kitchen. Even Pike Gerdin was forced from his bed.

Julius todd thern what he and Bosse had read in the newspaper.
Anyone who wanted to could read it in peace and quiet after the
meeting, but to sum up, there were warrants out for their arresz, all
of them except Bosse who wasnt mentioned at all, and Pike who
according to the newspapers was dead.

—That last bit isn't entirely true, but | am feeling a bit under
the weather, said Pike Gerdin.

Julius said that it was, of course, serious to be suspected of
murder, even if it might end up being called something else. And
then he asked for everyone's views. Should they phone the police,
tell them where they were, and let justice ran its course?

Before anyone could say what they thought about thar, Pike
Gerdin let out a roar and said that ik would be over his half-dead
body that anybody voluntarily phoned and reported themselves o
the police.
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—If it's going to be like that, then I'll get my revolver again.
What did you do with it, by the way?

Allan answered that he had hidden the revolver in a safe place,
bearing in mind all the weird medicines Benny had given to Mr.
Pike. And didn't Mr. Pike think that it was just as well thar it
remained hidden a lictle longer?

Well, akay, Pike could go along with that, if only he and Mr.
Karlson could stop being 20 formal.

—I am Pike, said Pike, and shook hands with the centenarian.

—And I'm Allan, said Allan. Nice to meet you.

S0 by threatening to use weapons (but without a weapon) Pike
had decided that they wouldn't admit anything to the police and
prosecutor, His experience was thar Justice was rarely as just as
it ought to be. The others agreed. Not least on account of what
would happen if Justice this time should turn out to be just.

The result of the short discussion was that the yellow bus was
immediately hidden in Bosse’s huge warchouse, together with a
lot of as yet untreated watermelons. But it was also decided that
the only person who could leave the farm without the group's per-
mission was Bosse Baddy-—that is. the only one among them who
wasn't wanted by the police or presumed dead.

As for the question of what they should do next, what for ex-
ample should happen 1o the suitcase with money, the group de-
cided to postpone the decisions until later. Or as Pike Gerdin said:

—1 get a headache when | think abour it. At the moment I'd
pay fifty million for a painkiller.

—Here are two pills, said Benny. And they are free.

t was a hectic day for Chief Inspector Aronsson. Thanks to all the pub-
licity, they were now drowning in tips abour where the pre-
sumed triple murderer and his companions were holed up. Bur the
only tip-off that Chief Inspector Aronsson had any faith in was the
one that came from the deputy chief of police in Jonkbping, Gun-
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nar Léiwenlind. He reparted that on the highway somewhere near
Risliite, he had met a yellow Scania bus with a badly dented front
and only one functioning headlighe. If it hadnt been for the fact
that his grandson had just started throwing up in his babyseat in
the back of the car, Lowenlind would have phoned the traffic
police and tipped them off.

Chief Inspector Aronsson sat for a second evening in the piano
bar at the Hotel Royal Corner in Vixjb and once again made the
mistake of analyzing the situation while under the influence.

—The northbound highway, the chief inspector reflected. Are
you going back into S&dermanland? Or are you going to hide in
Swckholm?

He decided to check out of the hotel the next day and set off
home to his depressing three-room apartment in the center of Es-
kilstuna. Ronny Hulth from the bus station ar least had a cat wo hug,
Géran Aronsson didn't have amything, he thought, and downed the
lasz whiskey of the evening.



EIGHTEEN

1953

m the course of five years and three weeks, Allan had naturally

learned 1o speak Russian very well, but also brushed up on his

Chinese. The harbor was a lively place, and Allan established
contact with returning sailors who could keep him up-to-date on
what was happening out in the world.

Among other things, the Soviet Union had exploded its own
atom bomb one-and-a-halfl years after Allan's meeting with Stalin,
Beria, and the sympathetic Yury Borisovich. In the West, they sus-
pected espionage, because the Soviet bomb scemed 10 be built ac-
cording to exactly the same principle as the Los Alamos bomb. Allan
tried vo work out how many clues Yury might have picked up in the
submarine while vodka was being drunk straight from the bottle.

—1 believe thar you, dear Yury Borisovich, have mastered the
art of drinking and listening at the same time, he said.
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Allan also discovered that the United States, France, and Great
Britain had combined their zones of occupation and formed a Ger-
man federal republic. And an angry Stalin had immediately recali-
ated by forminga Germany of his own, 50 now the West and East
each had one, which seemed practical vo Allan.

The Swedish king had gone and died, as Allan had read in a
British newspaper that for some obscure reason had found its
way to a Chinese sailor, who in turn remembered the Swedish
prisoner in Viadivostok and so brought the newspaper with him.
The king had admittedly been dead almost & whaole year when it
came to Allan’s attention, but that didn't really matter. A new
king had immediately replaced him, so things were fine in the old
country.

Otherwise the sailors in the harbor maialy talked about the
war in Korea. And that wasn't so surprising Korea was after all
only about 125 miles away.

As Allan understood it, the following had happened:

The Korean Peninsula was kind of left over when the Second
World War ended. Stalin and Truman each occupied a bit in broth-
erly agreement, and decided that the 38th parallel would separace
north from south. This was then followed by negotiations lasting
forever about how Korea should be able 1o govern inself, but since
Stalin and Truman didn’t really have the same political views (noc
at all, in fact) it all ended up like in Germany. First, the United
Staves established a South Korea, upon which the Soviet Union re-
taliared with a North Korea. And then the Americans and the Rus-
sians left the Koreans to get on with it

But it hadn't worked out so well. Kim Il Sung in the north
and Syngman Rhee in the south, each thought thar he was best
suited to govern the entire peninsula. And then they had started
a war.

But after three years, and perhaps four million dead, absolutely
nothing had changed. The north was still the north, and the south
was still the south. And the 38th parallel still kept them apart.
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hem it came to geeting that drink——the wmain reason to escape

from the Gulag—the most natural way would of course
have been to sneak on board one of the many ships that stopped in
the harbor in Viadivostok. But at least seven of Allan's friends in
the camp hut had thought the same over the years, and all seven
had been discovered and executed. Every time it happened, the
others in the barrack had mourned. And the biggest mourner was
Herbert Einstein, it would seem. Only Allan knew that the reason
for Herbert's sadness was that, yet again, he hadnt been execured.

One of the challenges of getting on 1o a ship was that every
prisoner wore black-and-white prison clothes. It was impossible o
blend in with the crowd. In addition, there was a narrow passage-
way to the ship and that was guarded, and well-trained guard
dogs sniffed at every load that was lifred onto the ship by crane.

Also, it wasn't exactly easy to find ships where Allan would be
readily accepred as a stowaway. A lot of transports went to main-
land China, others to Wonsan on the North Korean east coast.,
There was reason to believe that 8 Chinese or Morth Korean cap-
tain who found a Gulag prisoner in his hold would either cum back
with him or throw him overboard (with the same final resalt, but
with less bureaucracy).

Owver land didn't seem much easier. Northward into Siberia
where it really was cold was no solution, Nor was going westward
into China.

What remained was southward, 1o South Korea where they
would surely look after a Gulag refugee who would be assumed 1o be
an enemy of communism. Too bad thar North Korea lay in berween.

would be some stumbling bocks along the way, Allan realized,

before he had even had time to work on something vaguely
resembling a plan for his overland escape 1o the south. Bur there
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was no point in worrying himself to death because then he'd never
get any vodka.

Should he try on his own, or along with someone else? In
that case it would have 1o be Herbert, miserable though he was. In
fact, Allan thought he could find some use for Herbert in his prepa-
rations. And it would certainly be more fun 1o be rwo on the run,
than just one.

—Escape? said Herbert Einstein. Over land? To South Korea?
Via North Korea?

—More or less, sald Allan. At leass that's the working plan.

—The chances that we will survive can't be more than micro-
scopic, said Herbert.

—You're probably right about that, said Allan.

—I'm in! said Herbert.

frer five years, everybody in the camp lenew how little cognitive activ-
ity there was in the head of prisoner number 133—Herbert—

and even when there was evidence of some activity, it seemed to
only cause trouble internally,

This, in turn, had created a certain tolerance in the prison
guards when it came to Herbert Einstein. If any other prisoner
didn't stand the way he was supposed 1o in the food line, then atbest
he would be shouted at, second best he would get a rifle butt in his
momach, and in the worst case it would be good-bye forever.

But after five years Herbert still couldnt find his way around
the barracks. They were all just the same brown color, and all the
same size; it was confusing. The food was always served berween
barrack thirteen and fourteen, but prisoner 133 could just as often
be found wandering about beside barrack seven. Or nineteen. Or
twenty-five,

—[Damn i, Binstein, the prison guards would say. The food
line is over there. Mo, not there, there! It has been there the whole
damn time!
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Allan thought that he and Herbert could make use of this rep-
utation, They could of course escape in their prison clothes, but o
stay alive in those same prizon clothes for more than a minute or
two, that would be harder. Allan and Herbert each needed a sol-
dier'’s uniform. And the only prisoner who could get anywhere
near the soldiers’ clothes depot without being shot immediately
on discovery was 133 Einstein.

S0 Allan told his friend what to do. It was a question of “going
the wrong way”~ when it was time for lunch, because it was lunch-
time for the staff at the clothes depot too. During thar half hour
the depot was guarded solely by the soldier at the machine gun in
watchtower four. Like all the other guards, he knew about prisoner
133 strange ways, and if he saw Herbert he would probably just
shout at him rather than shoot him. And if Allan was wrong abour
that, it wasn't a huge issue considering Herbert's eternal death
wish.

Herbert thought that Allan had worked it out well. But what
was it that he was supposed to do, could he rell him one more time?

nd of course it went wrong. Herbert got lost and for the first time in

ages found himself in the right place for the food line. Allan
was already standing there, and with a sigh he gave Herbert a
friendly push in the direction of the clothes depot. But that didn't
help: Herbert went the wrong way again and before he knew it he
found himself in the laundry room. And whart did he find there, if
not & whole pile of newly washed and ironed uniforms!

He took twa uniforms, hid them inside his coat, and then went
out around the barracks again. The soldier in warchrower four saw
him, but he didn't even bother shouting. In fact, the guard thowght
that it looked as if the idiot was actually on the way to his own
barracks.

—A miracle, he mumbled to himself and returned to what he
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was doing before, which was dreaming that he was somewhere
else far away.

ow Allan and Herberr each had a uniform to show thar they were
proud recruits in the Red Army. Now it was just a marter of
the rest of the plan.

Recently Allan had noticed a comsiderable increase in the num-
ber of ships on the way to Wonsan. The Soviet Union was offi-
cially not in the war on the North Korean side, bur lots and loes of
war material had starred to arrive by train in Viadivostok, where
it was then loaded on to ships that all had the same destination.
Mot thar it was acrually advertised where they were going, bur
Allan had the sense to ask the sailors. Sometimes you could also see
what rhe cargo consisted of —for example, rough terrain vehicles or
even tanks—while on other ocrasions they were just wooden con-
mainers

Allan needed a diversionary tactic like the one in Tehran six
years earlier. Following the old Roman maxim of keeping to whart
you do best, he thought thar some freworks might be just the
thing. And that was where the containers to Wonsan came into the
picture. Allan couldn’t know, but he guessed that several of them
contained explosives and if such a container were to catch fire in
the dock area and if it starved vo explode. . . . Well, then Allan and
Herbert would have the opportunity to slip around the corner and
change into the Soviet uniforms. And then they would have 10 get
hold of a car—which would need o have the keys in the ignition
and a full fuel tank, plus no owner in sight. And then the guarded
gares would have to open on Allan and Herbert's orders. and once
they were out of the harbor and Gulag area, nobody would notice
anything strange at all, nobody would miss the stolen car, and
nobody would follow them. And all of this before they were even
in the vicinity of problems like how they would get into North
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Korea and—above all—how they would then move from north o
south.

—I might be a bit slow, said Herbert. But it feels as if your plan
isn't entirely ready.

—You aren't slow, Allan protested. Well, perhaps a lictle, but
when it comes to this, you are perfectly right. And the more |
think about it, the more | think that we should just leave it at thae,
and you'll see that things will turn out like they do, because that is

what usually happens—almaost always, in fact.

escape plan’s first {and only) step thus consisted of secretly ser-
ting fire to a suitable container. For that purpose they needed
1} a suitable container, and 2) something they could set it on fire
with. While waiting for a ship with a suitable container, Allan sent
the notoriously stupid Herbert Einstein out on another mission.
And Herbert showed that Allans faith in him was not misplaced
by managing both to steal a signal rocket and hide it in his trou-
sers before a Soviet guard discovered him in a place where Her-
bert had no right to be. Bur instead of executing or at the very least
searching the prisoner, the guard just shouted something abour it
being not unreasonable to expect that afier five years prisoner
number 133 should be able 10 stop gemting lost. Herbert said he
was sorry, and tiptoed away. For the sake of the charade, he went
in the wrong direction.

~The barrack is to the left, Einstein, the guard shouted after
him. How stupid can you get?

Allan praised Herbert for a job well done and for acting the part
well. Herbert blushed, while dismissing the praise, saying that it
wasnt hard to play stupid when you are stupid. Allan said that he
didn’t know how hard it was, because the idiots Allan had met so far
in his life had all iried 1o do the opposite.
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ing, the first of March 1953, when a train arrived with more
wagons than Allan, or at least Herbert, could count. The trans-
port was obviously a military one, and everything was going to be
loaded on to three ships, all destined for Morth Korea. Bight T-34
tanks couldn’t be concealed as part of the load, but otherwise
everything was packed in massive wooden containess without
any labels. But the gaps between the planks were just big encugh
to allow a signal rocket to be fired into one of the containers. And
that was exactly what Allan did when he had the chance afrer half
a day of loading,

Smoke soon began 1o billow out of the container, but, help-
Fully, it 1ook several seconds before the load caught fire, so Allan
could get away and was not immediately suspected of being in-
volved. Soon, the container itself was ablaze, immune to the effecrs
of the subzero temperature outside.

The plan was for it o explode after the fire reached a hand
grenade or some similar item in the load. That would make the
guards react like headless chickens, and Allan and Herbert would
be able to get back to their barracks for 3 quick change.
ever an enormous amount of smoke, and it got even worse when
the guards who didn't want to go near the fire themselves ondered
some of the prisoners to pour water onto the burning container.

This, in turn, led three of the prisoners 10 use the smoke as a
screen while they climbed over the seven-foot-high fence to reach
the open side of the harbor. But the soldier in the watchtower saw
what was happening. He was already sitting behind his machine
gun and now he fired off salvo after salvo of bullets through the
smoke toward the three prisoners. Since he was using tracer am-
munition, he hit all three with a large number of bullets and the
men fell to the ground dead And if they weren't already dead,
then they most certainly were a second later, because it wasn't
only the prisonérs who were hit. An undamaged container that
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stood to the lefi of the one on fire also received a hail of bullets.
Allan’s container held fifieen hundred military blankets. The con-
tainer next to it held fifteen hundred hand grenades. The tracer
bullets contained phosphor and when a first bullet hit a first gre-
nade it exploded, and tenths of a second later it rook fourteen hun-
dred and ninety-nine others with it. The explosion was so powerful
that the next four containers flew between thirty and cighty yards
into the camp.

Container number five held seven hundred land mines and
there was soon another explosion just as powerful as the first one,
which in turn led to the contents of a further four containers being
spread in all directions.

Chaos was what Allan and Herbert had wished for, and chaos
was what they got. And yet it had barely begun. The fire reached
container after container. One of them was full of diesel and gas.
Another was full of ammunition, which took on a life of its own.
‘Two of the watchtowers and eight of the barracks were fully
ablaze already before some armor-plercing shells got in on the acr,
The first shells knocked out watchtower number three; the second
went right into the camp’s entrance building and, in passing, took
the entrance barrier and guard post with i

Four ships were berthed and ready for loading. and the next
salvo of armor-picrcing shells set fire 1o all of them.

Then another container of hand grenades exploded and that
started a new chain reaction, which finally reached the very last
container at the end of the row. This happened o be a second load
of armor-piercing shells, and now these shot off in the other diree-
tion, toward the open part of the harbor where a tanker with sizry-
five thousand rens of oil was sbout to berth. A direct hit to the
bridge left the ranker drifting. and a further three hits 1o the side
of the tanker’s hull started the largest fire of all.

The violently burning tanker now drifted along the edge of
the quay toward the center of the town. During this last journey,
it set fire to all the houses along its route, a distance of 1.4 miles.
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The wind was coming from the southeast that day. 5o it didn’
take more than another twency-five minutes before—literally—all
of Viadivostok was ablaze.

ommade Stalin was just finisgking a pleasant dinner with his hench-

men Beria, Malenkov, Bulganin, and Khrushchev in the
residence at Krylatskoye, when he received news that, basically,
Vliadivostok didn't exist any longer, after a fire that had started in
a container of blankets had gone amok.

The news made Stalin feel really out of sorts.

Stalin's new favorite, the energetic Nikita Sergeyevich Khrush-
chev, asked if he might be permitted 1o give a piece of good advice
on the marter, and Stalin lamely answered that yes, Nikita Ser-
geyevich certainly might.

—My dear comrade Stalin, said K., | suggest thar what has hap-
pened in this case has not happened. | suggest that Viadivoatok
is immediately sealed off from the rest of the world, and thar we
then patiently build up the rown again and make it the base for
our Pacific Fleet, just as comrade Stalin planned earlier. But above
all—what has happened has not happened, because the opposite
would indicate o weakness tha: we cannot afford 1o show. Does
comrade Sralin understand what | mean? Does comrade Stalin
agree?

Stalin still felt out of sorts. And he was drunk too. But he nod-
ded and said that it was Sralin's wish that Nikita Sergeyevich him-
self should be responsible for making sure thet what had happened,
hadn’t happened. Having said that, he announced that it was time
for him 1o withdraw for the evening. He wasn't feeling well.

Vladivostok, thought Marshal Beria. Wasn't that where [ had
that Swedish fascist expert sent to keep him in reserve in case we
couldn’t build the Bomb by ourselves? | had forgotten all about
him. I should have liquidated the devil when Yary Borisovich
Popov so brilliantly solved the problem by himself. Anyway,



244 JOMAS |DONASSON

perhaps now he has been incinerated, although he didn't need to
take the whole town with him.

At the door to his bedroom Stalin informed his staffthat under
no circumstances was he to be disturbed. And then he closed the
door, sat on the edge of the bed. and undid the buttons of his shirt
while he reflected.

Viadivostok . . . the town that Stalin had decided would be the
base of the Soviet Pacific Fleet! Viadivostok . . . the town that was
to play such an important role in the coming offensive in the
Korean Warl Viadivosiok . . .

Didn't exist any longer!

Stalin just had time to ask himsell how the hell a container
with blankets could start to burn when it was minus four Fahren-
heit. Somebody must be responsible and that bastard would . . .

Upon which Stalin fell headfirst to the Aoor. There he remained
stroke-bound until the following evening. because if comrade Sta-
lin said that he didnt want 1o be disturbed, then you didn't disturb
him.

Han and Herbert's barrack was one of the first to catch fire, and the
friends immediately scrapped their plan of sneaking in and
putting on the uniforms.

The fence around the camp had already fallen down, and
if there were any watchtowers left standing there was nobody in
them to keep guard. 5o getting ourt of the camp was not difficul.
But what would happen next? They couldn’t steal a military truck
because they were all on fire. And going into town to find a ar
was not an option either. For some reason, all of Viadivostok was
buming.

Most of the prisoners who had survived the fire and explosions
stayed in a group on the road outside the camp, at a safe distance
from the grenades and armor-piercing shells and everything else
that was flying about in the air. A few adventurous types sec off,
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all of them in a northwesterly direction, because thar was the only
reasonable direction for a Russian to Mlee. In the cast was water, in
the south the Korean War, and directly north was a town that was
rapidly burning up. The only option remaining was to walk right
into really cold Siberia. But the soldiers had worked that out too,
and before the day was over had caught the escapees and sent them
to eternity, every one of them.

The only exceptions were Allan and Herbert. They managed
to make their way 10 a hill southwest of Viadivostok. And there
they sat down for a short rest and to look at the destruction below,

—That signal rocket burned very bright. said Herbert.

—An atom bomb could hardly have done a beter job, said
Allan,

—50 what are we going to do now? asked Herbert, and in the
bitter cold almost longed to be back in the camp, which wasn't there
anymore.

—=Mow we're going o North Korea, my friend, said Allan,
And since there aren’t any cars around, we'll have o walk. It will

keep us warm.

irill Afamarievich Meretskov was one of the most sheiliful and deco-

rated commanders in the Red Army. He was a Hero of the
Soviet Unilon and he had been awarded the Order of Lenin no fewer
than seven times.

As commander of the Fourth Army, he had fought the Ger-
mans around Leningrad, and after nine hundred terrifying days
the siege was broken. No wonder Meretskov was made 2 marshal
of the Soviet Unlon, in addition to all his other orders, titles, and
medals.

When Hitler had been pushed back once and for all, Meretshov
went off to the east instead, 6,000 miles by train. He was needed to
command the Far East Front, to chase the Japanese out of Manchu-
ria. To nobody’s surprise, he succeeded in that too.
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Then the waorld war came to an end, and Meretskow himself
was tired. Since there was nobody waiting for him back in Mos-
cow, he remained in the east. He ended up behind a military desk
in Vladivostok. A nice desk it was voo. Genuine teak.

n the winter of 1953, Merctskov was fifty-six years old, and was still

sitting behind his desk. From there, he administered the Soviet
nonpresence in the Korean War. Both Marshal Meretskov and
comrade Stalin considered it to be strategically important that the
Soviet Union did not for now engage in direct combat with Amer-
ican soldiers. Both sides had the Bamb, of course, but the Ameri-
cans were way ahead. There was a time for everything, and this
was not the time 1o be provocative—which naturally didn't pre-
vent the Soviets from getting involved in Korea: the Korcan War
could be won, and indeed it ought to be won.

But now that he was a marshal, Meretskov allowed himself to
take things a bit easy occasionally. For example, he had a hunting
cortage outside Kraskino, a couple of hours south of Viadivostok.
He stayed there as often as he could, preferably in the winter—
and if possible en his own. Except for his aide, of course; marshals
couldn’t drive their own cars. What would people think?

arshal Meretskov and his aide had almost g whole kour's drive
remaining to Viadivostok when they saw, from the wind-

ing coast road, a pillar of black smoke.
The distance was too great for it to be worth getting the bin-
oculars out of the trunk, so Marshal Meretskov ordered full speed
ahead, adding that in the next fifreen minutes the aide should find

a place to park with a good view of the bay.
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lian and Herbert had walked some way along the main road when

a stylish military green Pobeda approached from the south.
The escapees hid behind a snowdrift while the car passed. Bur
then, the car slowed down and stopped abourt fifty yards away.
Ourt srepped an officer with a chest full of medals, accompanied by
his aide. The aide took the officer’s binoculars out of the trunk and
then the officer and his aide left the car to seek out a place with a
betrer view of the bay on the other side of which Viadivostok had
recently stood.

This made it imple for Allan and Herbert to sneak up to the car,
seize the officer’s pistol and the aide’s automatic, and then make the
officer and his aide aware of the fact that they were now in a tricky
situation. O, as Allan ssid:

—Gentlemen, would you kindly take your clothes off?

arshal Meretskov was furious. You did not creat a marshal of the

Soviet Union in that way, not even if you were a camp
prisoner. Did the two gentlemen mean that he—Marshal K. A.
Meretskov—should enter Viadivostok on foot wearing nothing
but underpants? Allan answered that it would be difficult to enter
Viadivostok ar all, as the town was at that moment burning down,
but otherwise that was more or less what he and his friend Her-
bert meant. The gentlemen would of course be given a couple of
sets of inferior black-and-white prisoners’ clothes in exchange, and
in any case the nearer they got to Viadivostok—or whatever one
should call the cloud of smoke and ruins over there—the warmer
it would get.

Upon which Allan and Herbert put on the stolen uniforms and
left their old prison clothes in a pile on the ground. Allan thought
that it would perhaps be safest if he drove the car himself, so Her-
bert got to be Marshal Meretskov, and Allan his aide. Allan wished
the marshal farewell and said that he needn't look so angry, because
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Allan was quite sure that it wouldn't help ar all. Besides it would
soon be spring, and spring in Viadivosiok was . . . well, perhaps it
wasn't. Anyway. Allan encouraged the marshal to think posicively,
but added that it was of course entirely up o the marshal himself.
If he really wanted to walk along wearing only his underpants and
have negative thoughts about life, then he could do so.

—Farewell, Mr. Marshal. And you o0, of course, Allan added
to the aide.

The marshal didn’t reply. He just continued o glare at them,
while Allan turned the Pobeda round. And then he and Herbert
set off southward.

Mext stop Morth Korea.

T: berder croasing between the Sovier Union and North Korea was
an uncomplicated and quick affair. First, the Soviet border
guards stood to attention and saluted, and then the North Koreans
did the same. Without a word being exchanged, the barrier was
lifted for the Soviet marshal (Herbert) and his aide (Allan). The
most devoted of the two North Korean border guards could hardly
keep his eyes dry when he thoughe of the personal commitment he
was witnessing. Korea could not have a better friend than the Union
of Soviet Socialist Republics. Presumably, the marshal was on his
way to Wensan to make sure that the supplies from Viadivostok
arrived safely.

But this particular marshal was not thinking about the well-
being of North Korea. It is not éven certain he knew in which coun-
try he found himself. He was fully occupied with trying to fathom

how you apened the car's glove compartment.

hat Allan had gathered from the sailors in the harbor in Viadi-
vastok was that the Korean War had come to a standscill,

thar the rwo parties were each back on their own side of the 38th
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parallel. When Herbert heard this news, he suggested thar one way
to pass from North ro South would be to get up speed and jump
over the border (as long as it wasn't too wide). There was, of course,
a risk that they would get shot when they were jumping, bur really
that wasn't such a big deal.

But it rurned our—still with quite a way left w the border—
that a full-scale war was already being waged around them.
American planes circled in the air and seemed to be bombing
everything they saw. Allan realized that a military-green, Russian
staff car would probably be regarded as an excellent targer, so he
left the main road (without first asking his marshal for permission)
and drove inland, on smaller roads with more chance of seeking
shelter every time they heard the roar of an airplane above their
heads.

Allan continued in a southeasterly direction, while Herbert en-
tertained him with a running commentary while he went through
the marshal’s wallet, which he had found in an inner pocket of his
uniform. It contained a tidy sum in rubles, but also information
about what the marshal was called and some correspondence about
activities in Viadivostok.

—Maybe he was the one in charge of that train transport, said
Herbert

Allan praised Herbert for that thought, which he found wise,
and Herbert blushed.

—By the way, do you think you can memorize Marshal Kiril

Afanasievich Mererskov’s name? asked Allan. It would be useful.
—1 arm sure | can't, sadd Herbert.

of what looked like a wellto-do farm. The farmer,
his wife, and their two children stood to attention in front of the

important guests and the fancy car. The aide (Allan) apologized
in Russian as well as Chinese for arriving unannounced, but

W’hnummdmﬁm,nhundﬂnhﬂnmdﬁmmt
yard
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wondered if it was possible to get something to eat. They would of
course pay for it, but thar would have to be in rubles; they didn't
have anything else.

The farmer and his wife hadn’t understood a word of what
Allan had said. But the eldest son, aged about twelve, had studied
Russian at school and he translated for his father. After which, it
only tock a few seconds before aide Allan and Marshal Herbert
were invited in to the family home.

ourteen hours loter, Allan and Herbert were ready to continue on

their way. First of all chey had had dinner with the farmer, his
wife, and the children. They were served a chili-and-garlic-flavored
pork dish with rice, and with it—hallelujah!—Korean vodkat OF
course, the Korean vodka didnt exactly taste like the Swedish sort,
buz after five years and three weeks of involuntary sobriery. it was

After the dinner, the marshal and his aide were both offered
lodging. Marshal Herber: was given the big bedroom while mother
and farher slept with the children. Aide Allan found himself on
the floor of the kitchen.

When morning came, there was a breakfast of steamed vege-
tables, dried fruit, and tea before the farmer filled the marshal's
car with some gas he had in a barrel in the barn.

Finally, the farmer refused to accept the bundle of rubles from
the marshal, until the moment the marshal barked out, in German;

—You will take this money now, peasant!

That terrified the farmer 1o such a degree that he did as Her-
bert said, without understanding a word of what he had said,

They waved a friendly good-bye and then the journey contin-
ued in a southwesterly direction, without any other traffic on the
winding road, but with the threatening roar of bombers overhead.
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5 the vehicle approached Pyongyang, Allan thowght that it might be
time to work on a new plan. It was now out of the question
to iry to reach South Korea.

The plan instead became tory toarrange a meeting with Prime
Minister Kim Il Sung. Herbert was after all a Soviet marshal, and
that oughr to suffice.

Herbert apologized for interfering with the planning, but he
wondered what the point was of meeting Kim [l Sung.

Allan answered that he didn’t know yes, but that he promised
to think about it. One reason he could already give Herbert was
that the closer you got to the top dogs, the better the food tended
to be—and the vodka.

Allan realized it was only a matter of time before he and Her-
bert were stopped along the road and checked out properly. Not
even a marshal would be allowed just ro roll into the capital of a
country at war without somebody ar least asking a question or rwo.
S50 Allan spent a couple of hours instructing Herbert as to what he
should say—just one sentence in Russian, but a very important one:
“l am Marshal Meretskov from the Soviet Unbon—take me to your
leader!”

Pyongyang was protected at this time by an outer and an inner
military ring. The outer one, twelve miles from the city, consisted
of antiaircraft guns and double checkpoints on roads, while the
inner ring was virtually a barricade, a front line for defense against
land attack. Allan and Herbert got caught in ane of the outer check-
points first and were met by a very drunk North Korean soldier,
with a cocked machine gun ncross his chest. Marshal Herbert had
rehearsed his single sentence endlessly, and now he said:

=] am your leader, take me to . . . the Sovier Union.

By good fortune, the soldier didn't underscand Russian, but he
did understand Chinese. 5o the aide (Allan) interpreted for his mar-
shal and then all the words came in the right order.

But the soldier had an almost impossible amount of alcohal in
his blood, and was totally incapable of deciding what to do. He did
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at least invite Allan and Herbert into the checkpoint’s sentry bax
and then he phoned his colleague 200 yards away. After which he
sat down on a shabby armchair and pulled out a bortle of rice
vodka (the third for the day) from his inside pocket. Then he took
a gulp and started to hum to himsell, while he looked straight
through the Soviet guests with an empty glow in his eyes.

Allan was not satisfied with Herbert's efforts in front of the
guard, and he realized that with Herbert as marshal it wouldn't
take more than a couple of minutes with Kim 11 Sung before both
the marshal and his aide would be well and truly arrested. Through
the window, Allan could see the other guard approaching

MNow they had 1w be quick.

—Let's swap clothes, Herbert, Allan said.

—But why? asked Herbert.

==Dho it ow, said Allan.

And 30, in all haste, the marshal became the aide. and the aide
became the marshal. The impossibly drunk soldier with the empey
stare rolled his eyes and gurgled something in Korean.

A few seconds later, soldier number 2 entered the sentry box
and immediately saluted when he saw what a prominent guest he
had received. Soldier number 2 spoke Chinese oo, upon which
Allan (in the guise of the marshal) once again expressed the desire
to meet the primeé minister, Kim 1l Sung. Before soldier number 2
had time 1o answer, number 1 ceased his gurgling.

—What's he saying? Marshal Allan wondered.

—He says that you just took all your clothes off and then got
dressed again, answered soldier 2 truthfully.

—That is quire some vodka! said Allan and shook his head.

Soldier 2 apologized for his colleague’s behavior and when
number | insisted that Allan and Herbert had undressed and then
dressed each other, he was given a punch on the nose and ordered
to keep his mouth shut ence and for all, unless he wanted 1o be re-
ported for drunkenness.

Soldier | decided to keep quiet (and took another gulp) while
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number 2 made a couple of phone calls before filling in a pass in
Korean, signing and stamping it in two places, and handing it over
to Marshal Allan. And then he said:

—pMr. Marshal, show this at the next checkpoint. Then you
will be guided o the second-in-command of the prime minister’s
second-in-command.

Allan thanked him, saluted, and réturned to the car, pushing
Herbert in front of him.

—Since you have just become my alde, you will have to drive
from now on, said Allan.

—How exciting, said Herbert. | haven't driven a car since the
Swiss police ordered me never 1o sit behind a wheel again.

—I think it's best if you say no more, said Allan.

—1 have a hard tire with left and right, said Herbert.

~—As already noted. I think it's best if you say no more, said
Allan.

journey continued with Herbert bekind the wheel, and it went

off much better than Allan had expecred. And with the help

of the pass there were no problems in getting all the way into the
ciry and right up to the prime minister’s palace.

Once there, the second-incommand’s second-in-command re-
ceived them and said that the second-in-command could not re-
ceive them until three days later. Meanwhile, the gentlemen would
be staying in the guest suite in the palace. And dinner would be
served st eight o'clock, if that suited them.

—What did | tell you? said Allan ro Herbert.

im [l Sung was born in April 1912 to a Christian family on the out-
skirts of Pyongyang. That family, like all other Korean fami-
lies, was under Japanese soversignty. Ower the years, the Japanese
did more or less what they wanted with people from the colony.



154 JOMAS JONASSON

Hundreds of thousands of Korean girls and women were captured
and used as sex slaves for needy Japanese imperial rroops. Korean
men were conscripted into the army to fght for the emperor who
had, among other things. forced them to adopt Japanese names and
in other respects done his best 10 eradicate the Korean language
and culture.

Kim Il Sung’s father was a quiet apothecary, but also sufficiently
articulate in hia eriticism of the Japanese that the family one day
found it wise to move northward, to Chinese Mongolia.

But after Japanese troops arrived in 1931 it wasn't all peace and
quiet there either. Kim 1l Sung's father was dead by then, but his
mother encouraged him to join the Chinese guerrillas, with the
ambition of forcing the Japanese out of Manchuria—and eventually
Korea.

Kim [l Sung made a career in the service of the Chinese, a3 a
communist guerrilla. He gained a reputation for being a man of
action, and beave too. He was appointed to the command of an
entire division and he fought so fiercely against the Japanese thatin
the end only he himself and a few more in the division survived.
That was in 1941, in the middle of the Warld War, and Kim [l Sung
was forced to flee over the border to the Soviet Union.

But he made a career there roo. He was soon a major in the
Red Army and fought right up until 1945,

The end of the war meant thar Japan had to hand back Korea.
Kim Il Sung came back from exile, now as a national hero, All that
remained was to build the state; there was no doubt that the people
wanted Kim 1l Sung as the Great Leader.

But the victors from the war, the Soviet Union and the United
States, had divided Korea into spheres of interest. And in the Unized
States, they fek that you couldn’t have a documented communist as
the head of the whole peninsula. So they flew in a head of state of
their own, a Korean exile, and put him in the south. Kim 1l Sung
was expected to settle for the north, but that is exactly what he
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didn't do. Instead, he sarted the Korean War. If he could chase out
the Japanese, then he could just as well chase out the Americans and
their UN followers.

Kim Il Sung had served in the military in both China and the
Soviet Union, And now he was fghting for his own cause. What he
had learned during the dramatic journey was, ameong other things,
not to depend upon anybody.

He made only one exception 10 that rule. And that exceprion
had just been appointed as his second-in-command.

Anybody who wanted 10 have comtact with Prime Minister
Kim Il Sung, must first seek a meeting with his son.

Kim Jong Il

—And you should always let your visitors wait at least seventy-
two hours before you receive them. That is how you maintain your
authority, my son, Kim Il Sung had instructed him.

~—1I think | understand, Father, Kim Jong [l lied, after which he
sought out a dictionary and looked up the word he hadn't under-
stood.

hree days of waiting didn't bother Allan and Herbert at all, because
the food was good and the beds were soft in the prime minis-
ter'’s palace, Besides, it was rare for American bombers to come
close 1o Pyongyang. as there were easier targets to aim for.
Finally, however, the time came. Allan was fetched by the
prime minister's second-in-command’s second-in-command and
wis shown along the corridors of the palace to the second-in-
command’s office. Allan was prepared for the fact that the second-
in-command was little more than a boy.
—1 am the prime minister's son, Kim Jong IL, said Kim Jong 1.
And | am my father’s second-in-command.
Kim Jong [l's grip was firm even though his entire hand disap-
peared inside Allan's hefty fist.
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—~And | am Marshal Kirill Afanasievich Meretskov, said Allan.
1 am thankful that the young Mr. Kim agreed o receive me. Would
the young Mr. Kim allow me to present my mission?

Kim Jong Il would, so Allan continued witch his lying: the mar-
shal had a message for the prime minister directly from comrade
Stalin in Moscow. Since there were suspicions thar the USA—ithe
capitalist hyenas—had infikrated the Sovier communication sys-
tem (the marshal didn’t want to go into more detail, and hoped the
young Mr. Kim would understand), comrade Stalin had decided
that the message should be conveyed in person. And this mission of
honor had fallen upon rthe marshal’s shoulders, and those of his aide
{whom the marshal had lefit in their suite to be on the safe side).

Kim Jong Il looked suspiciously at Marshal Allan and seemed
to be almost reading from a text when he said that his job was to
protect his father whatever the cost. And part of that job was to
trust nobody; his father had taughe him that, he explained. So Kim
Jong [l could not contemplate letting the marshal visic his fazher, the
prime minister, until the marshal’s story had been checked with
the Soviet Union. Kim Jong [l intended to phone Moscow and ask
whether Stalin had in fscc sent the marshal.

—It is, of course, not ficting for a simple marshal o sit here and
object, but | will nevertheless allow myself 1o note that one per-
haps should not use the telephone 1o check if it is true that one
shouldn’t use the telephone.

The young Mr. Kim could see Alan’s point, But his father's
words echoed inside his head: "Don't trust anybody, my sonl”
Finally, the boy thought of a solution, He would indeed phone
Uncle Stalin, but he would talk in code. Young Mr. Kim had met
Uncle Stalin several times and Uncle Stalin used to always call
him “the little revolutionary.”

—>50 | shall phone Uncle Stalin, introduce myself as “the lirtle
revolutionary,” and then ask Uncle Stalin if he has sent anyone to
visit Father. Then [ don't think we will have said too much, even if
the Americans should be listening. What do you think, Marshal?
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The marshal thought that he was a devious devil, that boy. How
old could he be? Ten? Allan had himself become an adult early. A
Kim Jong Il's age he was already working with dynamite for all he
was worth at the nitroglycerin factory. Furthermore, Allan thought
that things might be moving toward 2 nasty end, but he couldn't say
that. Anyway. things were as they were, and 50 on.

—I1 do believe the young Mr. Kim is a very wise boy and is go-
ing to go far, said Allan and left the rest o fate.

~Yes, the idea is that | shall inherit Father’s job after Father, so
the marshal mighs be right about that. But now, please have a cup
of tea while | phone Uncle Stalin.

Young Mr. Kim walked over to the brown desk in one corner of
the room, while Allan poured the tea and thought about whether
he ought to ry to jump out of the window. But he immediately
dropped the idea. For starters, he was on the fourth floor of the
prime minister’s Plllﬂt.. and alwn, Allan couldn't abandon his com-
rade, Herbert would have been more than happy to jump (if he
had only dared), but of course he wasn't here just now,

Allan's thoughts were suddenly interrupted when young Mr.
Kim burst into tears. He put the phone down, and rushed over to
Allan, erying:

—Uncle Stalin is dead! Uncle Stalin is dead!

Allan thought that such luck bordered on the shsurd, and then
he said:

—There, there, young Mr, Kim. Come now and Uncle Marshal
will give the young Mr. Kim a bug. There, there . . .

the young Mr. Kim was more or lexs consoled, be no lomger
seemed so precocious. It was as if he couldn't manage 1o be

adulr any longer. Saiffling, he reported that Sralin had had a stroke
several days earlier and that according to Aunty Stalin (that is whax
he called her) Uncle had died just before the young Mr. Kim phoned,
While the young Mr. Kim sar on Allan’s knee, Allan talked
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with feeling about the bright memory of his last meeting with
comrade Stalin. They had eaten a banquet meal together. and they
had gotten into that really good mood that only arises between
true friends. Comrade Stalin had danced and sang before the
evening was over. Allan hummed the Georgian folk song that Sta-
lin sang on that occasion, just before something short-circuited in-
side his head. And the young Mr. Kim recognized the song! Uncle
Stalin had sung that song for him too. Thus—if not before—all
doubts were swept away. Uncle Marshal was quite clearly who he
said he was. The young Mr. Kim would make sure that his father,
the prime minister, received him the next day. But now he wanted
another hug. . . .

Ilﬁﬂ. the prime mindister wasn 't exactly sitting and gowerning his half
country from an office next door. That would have been far too
great a risk. Mo, if you were going to meet Kim Il Sung you had to
embark upon a longer journey, which for reasons of security was
undertaken in an SU-122 self-propelled howitzer, because the prime
minister’s second-in-command would come along wo.

The wehicle was not at all comfortable, but that's not really the
point of self-propelled howitzers, of course. During the journey,
Allan had plenty of time to ponder two not entirely unimportant
things. The first was what he would say to Kim 1l Sung. and the
second was what result he hoped for.,

In front of the prime minister’s second-in-command (and son),
Allan had claimed that he came with an impornant message from
comrade Stalin, and thanks 1o an amazing stroke of luck it had be-
come easy to deal with this. The false marshal could now say any-
thing at all; Stalin was far too dead o be able to deny it. 50 Allan
decided that the message to Kim [l Sung would be that Stalin was
going o give Kim Il Sung two hundred tanks for the communist
struggle in Korea. Or three hundred. The higher the figure, the
happier the prime minister would be, of course.
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The other thing was more awkward. Allan was not particu-
larly interested in traveling back o the Sovier Union after having
sccomplished his mission with Kim Il Sung. But to get the North
Korean leader instead to help Allan and Herbert to South Korea
would not be easy. And staying in the vicinity of Kim [l Sung would
be more and more unhealkthy for every day those tanks didn't
turn up.

Could China be an alternative? As long as Allan and Herbert
had been wearing black-and-white prison clothes, the answer was
no, but they weren't anymaore, Korea's gigantic neighbor had pos-
sibly been transformed from a threat to a promise, since Allan had
become a Soviet marshal. Especially if Allan could trick Kim [
Sung into providing them with a nice lerter of introducrion,

50, next stop China? And then things would just have to turm
out however they did. If no better option turned up en route, they
could always traipse over the Himalayas ance more.

With that, Allan fel he had reflected enough. First, Kim [l Sung
would get three hundred ranks, or even four hundred—there was
no need to be stingy. Thereafter, the pretend-marshal would hum-
bly ask the prime minister to help him with transportation and
visas for his journey to China, since the marshal had business with
Mao Tee-tung too, Allan was pleased with his plan. Toward the
evening, the armored convoy with passengers Allan, Herbert, and
the young Kim Jong Il rolled into what seemed 1o be some kind of

military camp.
— Do you think we've ended up in South Korea? Herbert asked

hopefully.

—If there is anywhere in the world where Kim [l Sung is NOT
sitting and keeping his head down, then ir is South Korea, said
Allan,

—Mo, of course not. [ just thoughe . . . no, | don't suppose | did
really, said Herbert.
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en the ten-wheel tracked armored vehicle jerked to a halt. The
three passengers crawled out. They were in a military air-
field ourside a building that looked like a command center.

The young Mr. Kim held the door open for Allan and Herbert,
after which he daintily trotwed past the two gentlemen and even
held open the next door. With that, the trio had reached the holi-
est of holies. Inside stood a large writing desk covered with papers.
On the wall behind it hung a map of Korea, and on the right were
two sofas. Prime Minister Kim Il Sung sat on one sofa, talking to
a guest on the other. On the other side of the room, two soldiers
armed with machine guns stood to attention.

~—Good evening, Mr. Prime Minister, said Allan. | am Marshal
Kirill Afanaseivich Meresskov of the Sovier Union.

—You certainly are not, said Kim Il Sung calmly. I know Mar-
shal Meretskov very well.

—Oh, said Allan.

The soldiers immedisely stopped standing to attention and in-
stead pointed their weapons at the false marshal and his presumably
equally false aide. Kim Il Sung was still calm, but his son broke out
into a combination of rears and fury. Perhaps this was the moment
when the last fragments of his childhood disappeared. Never trust
anybody! And he had sat on the false marshal’s lap! Never trust any-
body! He would never, ever, trust a single person again.

—You will die! he shouted ar Allan amid the rears. And you
too! he said vo Herbert.

=Yes, you will certainly die, said Kim Il Sung in his still-calm
manner. But first we want to find out who has sent you.

This doesn't look good, Allan thought.

This looks good, Herbert thought.

e weal Marshal Kirill Afanasievich Mevetskov and his aide had
had no choice but to walk toward what might remain of
Viadivosok.
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Afrer several hours, they came to a campsite set up by the Red
Army outside the destroyed city. There, the humiliation had been
even worse, as the marshal had been suspected of being an escaped
prisoner who had regretted his escape. But soon enough, he was
recognized and treated in the manner that his position demanded.

Omnly once in his life had Marshal Meretskov allowed an injus-
tice to pass by, and that was when Stalin’s second-in-command,
Beria, had had him arrested and tortured for nothing, and would
certainly have let him die if Stalin himself had not come to his res-
cue. Perhaps Meretskov ought to have done battle with Berda after
that, but there was a world war to win and Beria was woo strong in
any case. S0 he had been obliged 1o forget it. But Meretskov had
said to himself that he would never again allow himself 1o be hu-
miliared. S0 now he had 1o seek out and descroy the rwo men who
had robbed him of his car and his uniform.

Meretskov could not start the hunt immediately because he
didn’t have his marshal’s uniform. And it was not the casiest mat:
ter to find a railor in one of the tent camps, and then they scill had
problems with something as trivial as needle and thread, All of

Viadivostok's sewing workshops—together with the rest of the
city—had ceased to exist.

But after three days the marshal's uniform was ready. Of course
his medals were missing because the false marshal was flaunting
them. Nevertheless, Meretskov would not let that stop him.

Marshal Merctskov managed with some difficulty to arrange
a new Pobeda for himself and his aide (most military vehicles had
of course been lost in the fire) and set off southward at dawn, five
days after the dreadful business started.

At the Korean border he had his suspicions confirmed. A mar-
shal, just like the marshal. and in a Pobeda, just like the marshal’s,
had crossed the border and continued southward. The border
guards didn't know any more than thar.

Marshal Meretskov came to the same conclusion that Allan had
done five days earlier, namely thar ir would be suicide to continue
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toward the front. 5o he turned off toward Pyongyang. and aftera
few hours was able to confirm that he had made the right decision.
The guards at the outer defense ring told him that a Marshal Mer-
ctskov with aide had asked for a meeting with Prime Minister
Kim Il Sung and been given an audience with the prime minister’s
second-in-command. Marshal Meretskov and his aide continued
on their way toward Pyongyang.

The real Marshal Meretskov met the second-in-command of
the prime minister’s second-in-command after lunch the same day.
With all the suthority that only a Soviet marshal is able to muster,
Marshal Meretskov had soon convinced the second-in-command of
the second-in-command that both the prime minister and his son
were in imminent danger of losing their lives, and that the second-
in<command of the second-in-command must now without delay
show them the way to the headquarters of the prime minister.
Since no time could be lost, they would use the marshal’s Pobeda,
a wehicle that must be st least four times faster than the self
propelled howitzer in which Kim Jong Il and the criminals were
traveling.

—Well, said Kim Il Sung haughtily but with interest. Who are you, who
has sent you, and whar was the purpose of your little deceprion?

Allan didn’t have time 1o answer before the door opened and
the real Marshal Meretskov rushed in, shouting that the two men
in the middle of the room were criminal camp prisoners and were
planning an azagsination.

For a second, there were too many marshals and aides for the
two soldiers with machine guns. But as soon as the primeé minis-
rer satisfied himself that the new marshal was the real one, the
soldiers could again focus on the imposters.

—Take it casy, dear Kirill Afanasicvich, said Kim 1l Sung. The

gituation it under contral.
—You are going to die! said the furious Marshal Meretskov
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when he saw how Allan stood there in the marshal's uniform with
all his medals on his chest.

—7Yes, so they all say. Allan answered. First the young Kim
here, then the prime minister, and now you, Mr. Marshal. The only
one who hasnt demanded my death is you, said Allan and marned
to the prime minister’s guest. | don't know who you are, but I'm
hoping you have a different opinion on that issue.

—I most certainly do not, the guest smiled back. I am Mao
Tse-tung, the leader of the People’s Republic of China, and | do not
have any particular sympathy with somebody who wishes 1o harm
my comrade Kim [l Sung

—Mao Tse-tung! said Allan. What an honor. Even if | am soon
to be done away with, you musin’t forget to give my regards to
your beautiful wife.

—Da you know my wife? said Mso Tsetung, amazed.

—Yes, unless Mr. Mao has changed wives recently; you've done
that from time to time. Jiang Qing and | met in the Sichuan prov-
ince some years ago. We hiked a bit in the mountains, together with
a young boy called Ah Ming,

—Are you Allan Karlsson? said Mao Tse-tung. astonished. My
wife's savior?

Herbert Einstein didn't understand very much, but he did under-
stand that his friend Allan had nine lives, and that their certain death
was on the way to being transformed into something else, again!
This must not be allowed to happen! Herbert now acted in shock.

—['m escaping, |'m escaping, shoot me, shoot me! he shouted
and rushed right through the room, apened the wrong door and
hurded himself into a cleaning cupboard where he immediately
fell over a bucker and mop.

—Your comrade . . . . said Mao Tse-tung. He’s not exactly an
Einstein, is he?

—Don't say thae, said Allan. Don't say thar,



264 JOHAS |DNASSON

here was nothing strange about Mao Tee-tung being in the room,
because Kim Il Sung had set up his headquarters in Manchu-

rian China, just outside Shenyang in the Liaoning province, about
three hundred miles northwest of Pyongyang. Mao liked to spend
time in that ares, where he had perhaps his strongest support. And
he liked 1o be with his North Korean friend.

MNevertheless, it took quite a while 1o sort out everything that
must be sorted out, and get all those who wanted Allan's head on
a platrer to reconsider.

Marshal Meretskov was the first to hold out a forgiving hand,
Allan Karisson had after all suffered from Marshal Beria’s mad-
ness just like Meretskov himself (To be on the safe side. Allan
excluded the little detail about how he had burned down all of
Viadivostok.) And when Allan proposed that he and the marshal
should swap uniform jackets so that the marshal got back his med.
als, the marshal’s anger evaporated.

Nor did Kim 1| Sung, for his pare, feel he had cause for anger.

Aficer all, Allan had never intended to harm the prime minis-
ter. Kim U Sung’s only worry was that his son felt so betrayed.

Young Kim still cried and shouted and continued to demand
Allan's immediate, and preferably violent, deach, In the end, Kim
Il Sung just boxed his son's ear and vold him o shut up immedi-
ately, or clse he would get another wallop,

Allan and Marshal Meretskov were asked to sit down on Kim
11 Sung’s sofa, soon to be joined by a downhearted Herbert, once
he had untangled himself from the contents of the cleaning cup-
board,

Allan’s identity was confirmed definitively when Mao Tse-
tung’s twenty-year-old cock was called into the room. Allan and
Ah Ming hagged each other for a long time until Mao ordered Ah
Ming back into the kitchen to make some noodles.
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a0 Tse-tung's gratitude for Allan saving his wifes life knew

no bounds. He was prepared to help Allan and his comrade
with whatever they wanted, without limit. That included staying
in China, if Allan wished, where Mao Tse-tung would ensure thar
he, and his comrade too, would live a comfortable life in a position
of dignity.

But Allan answered that just now—and Mr. Mao would have
to excuse him for this—he had had all he could take of commu-
nism, and he longed 1o be able 1o relax somewhere where he could
drink a glass of something strong without an accompanying
political lecture.

Mao could forgive Mr. Karlsson for that, but he said that Earls-
son should not have oo high hopes for the future because com-
munism was meeting with success everywhere and it would not
be long before the entire world was conquered.

Allan asked where the gentlemen thought communism would
take the longest to make its entry—preferably & place where the
sun shone, where the beaches were white, and where you could fill
your glass with something other than Indonesian green banana
liquor.

—1I think | need a vacation, said Allan. I've never had one.

Mao Tse-tung, Kim Il Sung, and Marshal Meretskov discussed
the marter among themselves. Cuba popped up as a possibility, and
the gentlemen concluded that you could hardly imagine some-
where more capitalist. Allan thanked them for the tip, but said
that the Caribbean was awfully far away; besides he had just real-
ized that he had neither money nor passport, so he must lower his
ambitions somewhart.

As for money and passport, Mr. Karlsson would not need two
worry. Mao Tse-tung promised o give Allan and his friend false
papers 3o that they could go anywhere they wanted. He would
also provide them with a pile of dollary, because he had an excess
of them. It was money thar President Truman had sent to the
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Kuomintang and that the Kuomintang in its haste had abandoned
during their flight to Taiwan. But it was true that the Caribbean
was on the other side of the globe. so perhaps it wouldn't be a bad
idea to think of other options.

While the three arch communists continued their creative dis-
cussion abour where somebody who was allergic 1o their ideology
ought 1o go for a holiday, Allan silently thanked Harry Truman
for the financial aid.

The Philippines cropped up as a suggestion, but were consid-
ered too unstable in political terms. Finally, Mao suggested Bali.
Allan had grumbled about Indonesian banana liquor and that had
led Mao 1o think about Indonesia. And it wasa’t communist either,
even though communism was lurking in the bushes, there as every-
where else, with the possible exception of Cuba. But they would
have access to more than banana liquor in Bali, Chairman Mao was
sure of that.

—Bali it is, sald Allan. Are you coming, Herbert?

Herbert Einstein had slowly accustomed himself to the fact
that he was going to live a little bit longer, and he nodded deject-
edly. Yes, he would come along, what else could he do?



NINETEEN

Wednesday, May 11-Wednesday, May 25, 2005

he fugirives and the prevumed dead managed successfully to

keep themselves out of sight at Bellringer Farm. The farm

lay two hundred yards from the main rosd, and from that
angle the farmhouse and the barn concealed the farmyard from
view, This created a free zone for Sonya. She could have a lirtle
walk between the barn and the small wood behind the farm.

Life on the farm was generally quite enjoyable. Benny regu-
lary dressed Pike's wounds and administered a sensible and limieed
amount of medicine. Buster liked the open views of the Viisigtita
plain, and Sonya liked it anywhere as long as she didn't go hungry
and as long as her benefactor and feeder—The Beauty—was there
with a friendly word now and then. Recently, the old guy had
Jjoined them wo and the elephant thought that made things even
betrer.
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For Benny and The Beaury. the sun was always shining what-
ever the weather, and if they hadn’t been on the run from the law,
they would probably have gotven married right away. Once you've
reached a certain age, it is easier to sense when everything feels
exactly right.

At the same time, Benny and Bosse became berter brothers to
each other. When Benny had managed to make Bosse understand
that he was a grown-up even though he drank fruit juice instead
of vodka, things went much more smoothly. And Bosse was im-

pressed by everything that Beany knew, Perhaps it hadn't been
quite so dumb or such a waste of time to go to school? It was al-

most as if his little brother had become a big brother, and that ac-
rually felt really good, Bosse thoughe.

Allan didn't make much of a fuss shout anything. He sat in his
hammaock all day long. although the weather had become more like
it usually was in Sweden in May. Sometimes Pike sat down near
him for a little chat.

During one of these conversations, it transpired that they had
a shared image of what nirvana was. Both of them thought that
this perfect and absolute harmony was to be found in a beach chair
under a parasol in a sunny and warm climate where the staff served
chilled drinks of various sores. Allan told Pike what a deligheful
time he had had on the island of Bali once upon a time. when he
was vacationing with money he had gorren from Mao Tse-tung.

But when it came to what should be in the glasses, Allan and
Pike differed. The centenarian wanted vodka cola or possibly vodka
grape. On more festive occasions, he preferred vodka straighe up.
Pike Gendin, on the other hand, liked more colorful liquids—best of
all something orange rurning into a golden yellow, a bit like a sun-
set. And there had to be a little parasal in the middle. Allan won-
dered what on earth Pike wanted with a parasol in his glass. You
couldn't drink ir. Pike answered thar while Allan had been out and
seen the world, and certainly knew a lot more abouwt this and that
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than a simple prison-bird from Stockholm, this was something Al-
lan didn’t have a clue about.

And so this friendly bickering on the theme of nirvana went
on for a while. One of them about twice as old as the other, and
the other about twice as big as the first, but they got along pretty
well.

s the days and then weeks passed, journalists found it hander to

keep the story alive—the story, that is, about the suspected
triple murderer and his henchmen. After only a day or two, TV
and the national and local newspapers had stopped reporting, ac-
cording to the old-fashicned and casily defensible standpoint that
if you didn't have anything to say, you said nothing.

The evening papers, the Swedish wbloids, held out longer. If you
had nothing o say, you could always interview somebody who
didn’t realize that he 100 had nothing to say. The Express toyed with
the idea of using tarot cards to help them home in on Allan's where-
abouts, but dropped it. That was enough about Allan Karlsson. Go
and nose out the next piece of shit . . . a3 one said in the trade. If
nothing else was available, you could run an aricle on the lates:
miracle diet. That always worked.

So the media was letting the mystery of the centenarian disap-
pear into oblivion—with one exception. In the local paper, there
were a number of reports about various items related 1o Allan
Karlsson’s disappearance, like, for example, that the ticket office at
the bus station had now been fitted with a security door as protec-
tion against future amacks. And thar Director Alice at the Old
Folks’ Home had decided that Allan Karlison had forfeited the
right to his room and it would be allocated 1o someone else, some-
one who “was more appreciative of the care and warmth of the
stafl™
In every article, however, there was a short recap of the events
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that the police believed were a result of Allan Karlsson climbing
out of his window at the Old Folks' Home,

The local paper happened 1o have a dinosaur of a publisher
{cum editor in chief ), 2 man with the hopelessly ourdated attitude
that a citizen is innocent untll the opposite s proven. 5o the paper
was careful about which people in the drama they identified by
name. Allan Karlsson was indeed Allan Karlsson, but Julius jons-
son was the "67-year-old” and Benny Ljungberg was the “hot-dog-
stand proprictor.”

This in turn led an angry gentleman to phone Chief Inspector
Aronsson at his office. The man said he had a tip about the missing
Allan Kardsson, the man suspected of murder.

Chief Inspector Aronsson said thar a tip was just what he
needed.

Well, the man had read all the articles in the local paper and
thought very carefully about what had happened. While he didn't
have as much information as the chief inspector, it seemed to him
that the police hadn't checked up properly on the foreigner.

—~And | am certain that is where you will find the real villain,
said the man.

—Foreigner? said Chief Inspector Aronsson.

—Yes, | dont know whether he is called Ibrahim or Mu-
hammed, because the newspapers always call him the “hot-dog-
stand proprietor,” as if we don't know that he is a Turk or an Arab.
Mo Swede would open a hot dog stand. That would only work if
you're a foreigner and don't pay any taxes.

=My, said Aronsson. That was a lot all ar once. Bur you can be
a Turk and a Muslim at the same time, or for that matter an Arab
and a Muslim, in fact that is quite likely.

—50 he's a Turk and a Muslim! Even worse! Then check his
background thoroughly! And his damned family’s. He'll have one
hundred relatives here, and they'l] all be living on public assistance,

Mot 2 hundred, said the chief inspector. The only relative he
has is actually a brother. . . .
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And that was when an idea started to germinate in Chief
Inspector Aronsson’s brain. A few weeks earlier Aronsson had
ordered an inquiry into the families of Allan Karwon, Julius Jons-
son, and Benny Ljungberg. The inquiry had been to see if a female,
preferably with red hair, sister or cousin or a child or grandchild,
happened to be living in Smdland. This was before they had iden-
tified Gunilla Bjgrklund. The results had been meager. just one
name had turned up. and at the time it didn't seem the slightest bit
relevant, but now? Benny Ljungberg had a brother who lived just
outside Falkoping. Was that where they were all holed up? The
chief inspector’s thoughts were interrupted by the anonymous
informant.

=And where does the brother have his hot dog stand? How
much tax does he pay® This mass immigration has ro stop!

Aronsson said that he was grateful for the man's tips even
though the hot-dog-stand proprietor in this case was called Ljung-
berg and was utterly Swedish. Whether or not Ljungberg was
Muslim, Aronsson couldn't say. Nor did it interest him.

The man said that he thought he detected something offensive
in the chief inspector’s answer and that it showed clear signs of
socialism.

—There are a lot of people wha think like me; we are growing
in numbers. You'll see in the elections next year.

Chief Inspector Aronsson told the anonymous man to piss off,

and hung up.

ronsson phomed Prosecutor Ranelid to tell him that early the next

day he intended, with the permission of the prosecutor, to go
to Viistergtitland o follow up 8 new tip in the case of the centenar-
ian and his companions. (Aronsson didn't think he needed ro tell
the prosecutor that he had known about the existence of Benny
Ljungberg's brother for several weeks)) Prosecutor Ranelid wished
Aronsson good luck.
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It was almost five p.m. and the prosecutor was tidying up for
the day while whistling silently to himself. Should he write a book
about the case? The Greatest Victory of Justice. Would that be the
right title? Too pretentious? The Great Victory of Justice. Betrer. And
more humble. It fit the writer’s character perfectly.



TWENTY

1953-1968

ap Tse-tung provided Allan and Herbert with false Brirish
M passports. Their journey ook them by airplane from

Shenyang, via Shanghai, Hong Kong, and Malaysia.
So0m, the former Gulag escapees were sitting under a parasol on a
white beach just a few yards from the Indian Ocean,

It would all have been perfect if only the wellmeaning wait-
reds didn't constantly get everything wrong Whatever Allan and
Herbert ordered 1o drink, they got something differemt—if they
gotanything at all. Sometimes the wairress lost her way altogether
on the beach. The last straw for Allan was when he ordered a vodka
and Coca-Cola ("a bit more vodka than cola”) and pot—Pisang Am-
bon, a vibrantly green banana liguor,

—Enough is enough, said Allan and was going to complain to
the hotel manager and ask for a new waltress.
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—Over my dead body! said Herbert. She is absolutely
charming!

The waitress was called Ni Wayan Laksmi; she was thirty-rwo
years old and should have been married off long ago. She looked
nice, but wasn't from a fine family, didn't have any money, and on
top of that it was known that she was about as intelligent az a
kodok, Balinese for frog. So Ni Wayan Laksmi had been left over
when boys chose girls and girls chose boys on the island (insofar as
they had a choice).

It hadn't really bathered her very much, because she had al-
ways felt rather uncomfortable in male company, in female com-
pany, in any company at all, in fact. Up until now! There was
something really special about one of the two new white men at
the hotel. His name was Herbert and ir was as if. . . they had
something in common. He must be atr least thirty years older
than her, but she didn’t think that mattered, because she was . . |
in love! And her feelings were reciprocated, Herbert had never
before met anybody who was anywhere near as slow-witted as
he himself was.

When Ni Wayan Laksmi turned fifteen, her father had given
her a language book, the idea being that his daughter would use it
to learn Durch, because Indonesia was at that time a Dutch col-
ony. After four years of struggle with the book, a Duwtchman came
to visit. Ni Wayan Laksmi dared for the first time to try out the
Dutch that had been so difficult 1o learn, and was told thar what
she was speaking was German. Her father, who wasn't terribly
bright himsell, had given her the wrong book.

Mow, thirteen years later, that unfortunare circumstance had
unexpectedly useful results, because Ni Wayan Laksmi and Her-
bert could speak to each other and declare their love.

Mext Herbert asked for half of the pile of dollars that Mao Tse-
tung had given to Allan, afier which he sought out MNi Wayan
Laksmi's father and asked for the hand of his eldest daughter. Her
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father thought he was being made fun of. Here was a foreigner, a
white man with his pockets full of money, who was asking for
the hand of by far the most stupid of his daughters. The fact thar
he even knocked on the door was a sensation. Ni Wayan Laksmi's
family belonged to the Sudra caste, the lowest of the four castes

on Bali.
—Are you sure this is the right hoase? asked cthe father. And is

it my eldest daughter you mean?

Herbert Einstein replied that although he usually muddled
things up, on this particular occasion he was quite certain he was

right.

wo weeks later, they were married, afier Herbert had comverted
ta . . . some religion the name of which he had forgotten. But
it was quire a fun one, with elephant heads and thar sort of thing.

Ower this period Herbert had tried to learn the name of his
new wife, bur in the end he gave up.

—Darling. he said. | can't remember your name. Would you
be very sorry if | call you Amanda instead?

—Mot at all, dear Herbert. Amanda sounds nice. But why
Amanda?

—I don't know, said Herbert. Do you have a better idea?

Ni Wayan Laksmi didn'. so from that moment on she was
Amanda Einstein,

Herbert and Amanda bought a house in the village of Sanur,
not far from the hotel and beach where Allan spert his days.
Amanda stopped waitressing; she thoughe it was just as well to give
her notice—she would be fired someday anyway because she never
did anything right. Mow they just had 1o decide what to do for the
future.

Just like Herbert, Amanda muddled everything up that could
be muddled up. Left became right, up became down, here became
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there. . .. So she never had any education. The very least it de-
manded was that you could regularly find your way to school.

But now Amanda and Herberr had an awful lot of dollars and
s0 everything would certainly sort itself out. Amanda was admit-
tedly terribly unintelligent, she explained to her husband, but she
wasn't stupid!

And then she told Herbert that in Indonesia everything was for
sale, and 50 anyone who had money could get anything he wanted.
Herbert didn’t really understand what his wife meant, and Amanda
knew what it was like not being able o understand, so instead of
explaining it further, she said:

—Dear Hetbert, tell me something that you would like for
yourself.

—Do you mean . . . like being able wo drive a car?

—Yes, exactly! said Amanda.

And then she excused herself, she had some things to do. But
she would be back before the evening meal.

ree howrs later, the was home again. She had with her a newly

issued driver's license in Herbert's name. But that wasn't all.
5She also had a diploma that showed that Herbert was a certified
driving instructor and a receipt showing that she had just bought
the local driving school and given it 2 new name: Einstein’s School
for Driving.

This was all fantastic, Herbert thought, but . . . it didn't make
him a better driver, did it? Well, yes, in a way it did, Amanda ex-
plained. Now he had a position. Now he would decide what was
good driving and what wasn't. Life worked in such a way that right
was not necessarily right, but rather what the person in charge said
was right

Herbert's face lit up: he got i!
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instein’s School for Driving soon became a successful company. Al-
mast everyone on the island in need of a driver's license wanted
to be taught by the nice white man. And Herbert rapidly grew in
this role. He gave all the theory lessons himself, and in a friendly
yet authoritative manner explained that it was important not to
drive too fast because then you might crash. And you shouldn't
drive too slowly either, because then you obstructed traffic. The
teacher seemed to know what he was talking abour.
After six months, the island’s two other driving schools closed
for lack of customers, and now Herbert had o monopoly, He told
Allan about this during one of his weekly visits to the beach.
—1'm proud of you, Herbert, said Allan. That you of all people
got involved in driving instruction! And here where they drive on
the lefi. . ..
—Drrive on the left? said Herbert. Do they drive on the left in
Indonesia?

manda had been busy too. First, she had acquired ¢ proper education,
and now she had a degree in economics. it had aken a few
weeks and had cost quire a lot, but in the end she had the certificate in
her hand. Top grades too, from one of the better universities in Java.
And with a university degrees behind her, she had gone fora long
walk along the beach ar Kura and thought hard. What could she do
here in life that would bring good fortune 1o her family! Even with
her degree in economics it was still rather hard to count. But per-
haps she should . .. could she possibly? Yes, I'l damn well do i,
Amanda Binstein thought
—I'll go into politics!

manda Einstein founded the Liberal Democratic Freedom Party
{ghe Ihﬂ.lthl; the three woards “liberal” “democratic™ and
"freedom” sounded good together). She immediately had six thou-
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sand imaginary members, all of whom thought she should stand for
election as governor in the fll. The sitting governor would be
standing down for reasons of age, and before Amanda had her wdea
there was only one likely candidate to take over. Now there were
two. One of therm was & man of the Pedana caste, the other was a
wornan of the Sudra caste. The result of the election was preor.
dained, w0 Amanda’s disadvantage. If it wasn't for the fact thar she

hiad a pile of dollars.

erbert had nothing against his beloved going into politics, but he
knew that Allan disliked politics in general and after his
years in the Gulag disliked communism in particular.

—Are we going to become communists? he asked uneasily.

No, Amanda didnt think they would. That word wasn't in the
party name, But if Herbert really wanted to become communist,
they could probably add it.

—The Liberal Democratic Communist Freedom Party, said
Amanda and felt how the name rolled off her tongue. A bit long
perhaps, but it could work,

But that wasnt what Herbert meant. Quite the opposite, he
thought. The less their party could devote itself 1o politics, the
better.

They discussed how to finance their campaign. According to
Amanda, they wouldn't have a lot of dollars left when the cam-
paign was over, because it was expensive to win. What did Her-
bert think?

Herbert replied that he was certain that Amanda was the one in
the family who best understood that matter. There wasn't much
competition, admitedly.

—Great, said Amanda. Then we'll use one-third of our capiral
for my election campaign, one-third for bribes for the heads of
the election districts, one-third for muddying the reputation of the



THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN L]

main opponent, and then we'll keep one-third 1o live on if things
don't work out. What do you think?

Herbert scratched his nose and didn’t think anything at all.
But he did tell Allan about Amanda’s plans, and Allan sighed ar the
thought that somebody who couldn’t distinguish berween banana
liquor and vodka now believed she could become governor. But so
what, they had started off with a bundle of dollars from Mao Tse-
tung, and there was more than enough left of Allan’s half. 5o he
promised Herbert and Amanda that he would give them some
mare after the election. But after that he didn't want to hear of any
more projects concerning things that Herbert and Amanda didn't
understand,

Herbert thanked him for the offer. Allan was a very kind man;
that much was clear.

owever, Allan’s help vwaas not needed. The governar's election was a

complete success for Amanda. She won with more than 80
pereent of the votes, and her opponent got 22 percent. The oppenent
thought that the tatal of more than 100 percent indicated the election
wasn't fair, but the court soon dismissed his complaint and threat-
ened him with serious consequences if he continued 1o defame the
governor-elect, Mrs. Einstein. Just before the court announcement,
Amanda had happened to meer the court’s chairman for a cup of tea.

hile Amanda Einstein slowly but surely took over the island,
and her husband, Herbert, taught people 1o drive {withour
sitting behind the wheel himself more than absolurely necessary),
Allan sat in his lounge chair beside the sea with a suitable drink in
his hand. Since Amanda had given up waitressing, he now (most

of the time) got served exactly what he asked for.
Apart from sitting where he sar and drinking what he drank,



180 JORAS JONASSON

Allan thumbed through the international newspapers he had or-
dered, ate when he got hungry, and had a nap in his room when his

ays became weeks, weeks became months, months became years—

and Allan never tired of being on vacation. And after fificen
years he still had a lot of dollars left. That was partly because there
had been a pile of dollars to start with, but also because Amanda
and Herbert Einstein had for some time owned the hotel he was
staying in, and they immediately made Allan the only nonpaying
guest.

Allan was now sixty-thres years old and still didn't move around
more than necessary, while Amanda went from strength to strength
in her political career. She was popular with the masses, as could be
seen from the regular opinion polls carricd out by the local staris-
tics institure owned and run by onc of her sisters, Besides, Bali was
ranked by the human rights erganizations as the least corrupt re-
ghon in the country. That, in turn, was because Amanda had bribed
the entire investigating committee.

Mevertheless, the campaign against corruption was one of the
three things that characterized Amanda’s work as governor. She
even introduced anticorruption lessons in all of Bali's schoals.
One headmaster in Denpasar had first protested—in his opinion
the whale thing could have the opposite effect. But then Amanda
made him chairman of the school board instead, with twice asbig
a salary, and that took care of him.

The second thing was Amanda’s struggle against communism,
Before the election she had organized the banning of the local com-
munist party, which was on the way to becoming too big for her
own good. This helped her ger through the election with a much
smaller budget than she would otherwise have needed.

The third thing that contributed to Amanda’s success was Her-
bert and Allan. Through them, she discovered that it was by no
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means eighty-five degrees Fahrenheit all year round in large parts
of the rest of the world. In what they called Europe it was particu-
larly chilly and most of all in the far north where Allan came from.
5o she stimulated the development of towrism by granting building
permission for luxury hotels on land she had just bought herself

Otherwise, she locked after her nearest and dearest as best she
could. Father, mother, sisters, uncles, sunts, and cousing soon all
had central and lucrative positions in Balinese society. This led to
Amanda being reelected as governor no less than twice. The sec-
ond time, the number of votes and voters even tallied.

Ower the years, Amanda had also given birth o rwo sons: first
Allan Einstein (Herbert had Allan to thank for almost every-
thing), followed by Mao Einstein (in honor of thar useful pile of
dollars).

But one day everything fell apart. It started when Gunung
Agung, the nearly 10,000-foor-high volcano, erupted. The immedi-
ate consequence for Allan, forty-five miles away, was that the smoke
blocked the sun. For others, it was worse. Thousands of people died,
and even more had to flee from the island. Bali's hitherto popular
governor didn't make any decisions worth the name. She didn't
even realize she had a number of decisions to make.

The volcano gradually calmed down, but the ksland was sill
erupting politically and economically—just like the rest of the coun-
try. In Jakarta, Subarto ook over after Sukamo, and the new leader
was certainly not going to be soft on various political deviations like
munists, presumed communists, suspecied communists, possibic
communists, highly unlikely communists, and the odd innocent
person. Soon, somewhere between two hundred and three bundred
thousand people had died; the fgures were uncertain, because a lot
of ethnic Chinese had simply been branded as communists and
shipped out of Indonesia, and they had to disembark in China where

When the smoke had cleared, not a single one of Indonesia’s
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rwo hundred million inhabitants still professed communist ideas
{to be on the safe side, it had been declared a crime)l. Mission ac-
complished for Suharo who now invited the USA and others in
the Wes to share the nation’s riches. This in turn got the wheels
of the economy turning. pecple fared better, and best of all Su-
harto himself soon became almost unbelievably rich. Not bad for
a soldier who started his military career smuggling sugar.

manda Einstein no longer thought it was fun being governor. As
many as eighty thousand Balinese had lost their lives to the

Jakarta government’s efforts to make them think correctly.

Amidd the mess, Herbert retired and Amanda was considering
doing the same even though she wasn't yet fifty. The family owned
land and hotels after all, and thar pile of dollars that had made the

family’s prosperity possible had now been transformed into a lot
more dollars. It would be just as well 1o rerire, but whart should she

do insvead?

—What about becoming Indonesia’s ambassader in Paris? Su-
harto asked her straigh: off after first having introduced himself
on the phone.

Suharto had noticed Amanda Einstein's work on Bali and her
resolure decision to ban the local communists. Besides, he wanted
a balance between the sexes when it came to top jobs in the em-
bassies (the balance would be 24:1 if Amanda ook the jobl

—Paris? Amanda Einstein answered. Where's that?

¢ first, Allan thought that the 1963 volcanic eruption was an act

of providence telling him it was time to move on. But when
the sun popped out again from behind the disappearing volcanic
smiole, most things returned to what they had been like before (ex-
cept, for some reason, there seemed to be a civil war in the streets).
5o Allan remained in his beach chair for a few more years.
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And it was rhanks to Herbert that he did eventually pack up
and move on. One day, Herbert announced that he and Amanda
were going o move o Pans, and if Allan wanted to come with
them then his friend would arrange a false iIndonesian passport
instead of the false (and out-of-dase) Bricish one that Allan had last
used. Besides, the ambassador-to-be would see to it that Allan had
a job ar the embassy, not so much so that Allan would have to
work but because the French could be a bit difficult about whom
they let into the country.

Allan accepted the offer. He had had plenty of rest. Besides,
Paris sounded like a calm and stable corner of the world, without
the riots chat had recently raged in Bali, even around Allan’s hotel.

They would leave in two weeks, Amanda started her job at the

embassy on the first of May.
It was 1968,



TWENTY-ONE

Thursday, May 26, 2005

Aronsson rumed in to Bellringer Farm and to his amaze-
ment discovered Allan Emmanuel Karlsson sitting in a
hammack on the large wooden veranda.

Benny, The Beaury, and Buster were busy carrying water to
Sonya's new stable in the barn. Julius had let his beard grow and
had been given the group’s permission to go with Bosse 1o
Falktiping to buy supplies. Allan had fallen asleep in the ham-
mock and didn’t wake up until the chief inspector made his pres-
ence known.

—Allan Karlsson, | presume? said Chief Inspector Aronsson.

Allan opened his eyes and said that he presumed the same
thing. But he, on the other hand., had no idea who was addressing

P er-Gunnar Gerdin was still sleeping when Chief Inspector Goran
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him. Would the stranger be kind encugh o shed some light on
thar?

The chief inspector would. He said that his name was Arons-
son and that he was a chief inspector in the police force, that he
had been looking for Mr. Karlsson for a while, and thar Mr. Karlson
was under arrest on suspicion of having killed people. Mr. Karls-
son’s friends Mr. Jonsson and Mr. Ljungberg and Mrs. Bjdrkund
were, for that matter, also under arrest. Perhaps Me. Kardsson could
tell him where they were?

Allan was in no hurry to answer. He said that be needed to col-
lect his thoughts, he had only just woken up after all, and he hoped
the chief Inspector understood. You didn't just mlk about your
friends without having thought things over carefully. Surely the
chief inspector agreed?

The chief inspector said that it was not up to him o give ad-
vice, but Mr. Karlsson should hurry up and ell him what he knew.
But, in fact, the chiel inspector was not in a hurry.

Allan found that reassuring and he asked the chief inspector to
sit down on the hammaock, so that he could get some coffee from
the kitchen.

—Would you like sugar in your coffee, Inspector? Milk?

Chief Inspector Aronsson was not one 0 let arrested delin-
quents just walk off any old way, not even 1o an adjacent kitchen,
But there was something calming about this particular specimen.
Besides, from the hammock the chief inspecror would have a good
view of the kitchen. So Aronsson thanked Allan for his offer.

—Milk, please. No sugar, he said and made himself comfore-
able on the hammaock.

The newly arrested Allan busied himself in the kitchen. ("A
Danish pastry too, perhapsi™) while Chief Inspector Aronsson sat
on the veranda and watched him. Aronsson found it hard to
understand how he could have been so clumsy in his approach. He
had, of course, seen a solitary old man on the farmhouse’s veranda
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and thought that it might have been Bo Ljungberg's father. and that
he would certainly be able 10 lead Aronston to the son and that ar
the next stage the son would confirm that none of the wanted per-
sons were in the viciniry, and that the entire journey to Viistergét-
land had been for nothing.

But when Aronsson had come sufficiently close 1o the veranda,
it turned out that the old man in the hammock was Allan Karlsson
himself. Aronsson had acted in a calm and professional manner, if
you could call it "professional” to let a suspected triple murderer go
off to the kitchen to brew some coffee, but now he was sitting there
and feeling like an amateur. Allan Karlsson, one hundred years old,
didn't look dangerous, but what would Aronsson do Il the three
other suspects also turned up, possibly in the company of Bo Ljung:
berg, who for that matter ought to be arrested oo for harboring a
eriminal.

—Was it milk but no sugar? Allan called out from the kitchen.
At my age, you forget so casily.

Aronsson repeated his request for milk in his coffee, and then
pulled out his mobile 1o phone for reinforcements from his col-
leagues in FalkOping. He would need two cars, to be on the safe
side.

But the mobile rang before he could make his own call. It was
Prosecutor Ranelid—and he had some sensational news.



TWENTY-TWO

Wednesday, May 25-Thursday, May 26, 2005

he Egyptian sailor who had offered the smelly remains of Bengt
“Bolk”™ Bylund to the fish in the Red Sea had finally reached
Djibouti for three days of leave.

In his back pocker he had Bolt's waller with 800 Swedish
erowns. The seaman had no idea what that could be worth, but he
had his hopes, and now he was looking for somewhere o change
money.

The capital city in Djibouti is, rather unimaginatively, called
the same as the country itself, and is a young and lively place.
Lively because Djibouti is strategically placed on the Horn of AF
rica, right next to where the Red Sea joins the ocean and young
because the people who live in Djibouti don't live very long. Reach-
ing your fiftieth birthday is something of an esceprion.
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The Egyptian sailor stopped at the city’s fish market, perhaps
intending to eat something deep-fried before continuing his search
for a place to change money. Right next 1o him stood a sweaty
man, one of the locals, restlessly switching his weight from one
foot to the other, and with a feverish and roaming look in his eyes.
The sailor didn’t find it strange that the sweaty man was so sweary;
it was after all at least 95 degrees Fahrenheit in the shade, and be-
sides the sweaty man was wearing two sarongs and two shires
under his pulled-down fez.

The sweaty man was in his midiwenties, and did not have the
slightest ambition to become any older. His soul was in revolu-
tion. Mot because half the population of the country was unem-
ployed, nor because every fifth citizen had HIV or AIDS, nor
because of the hopeless shortage of drinking water, nor because
of the way the desert was spreading across the nation and swal-
lowing the pathetically small amount of arable land. No, the man
was furious because the USA had established a military base in
the country.

In that respect, the USA was not alone. The French Foreign
Legion was already there. There was a strong link berween France
and Djibouti. The country used to be called French Somaliland (in
French of course) until it was allowed to go into business on its
own in the 1970s,

Mext 1o the Foreign Legion's base, the United Stares had now
negotiated the right 1o establish its own base ar a convenient dis-
tance from the Gulf and Afghanistan, and indeed with a whole row
of Central African rragedies just around the corner.

Good idea. thought the Americans, while nearly all the Djibou-
tians couldn’t care less. They were fully occupied with trying to
survive yet another day.

But one of them had evidently had time to reflect upon the
American presence. Or perhaps he was simply a bit too religious

for his own, worldly good.
Whatever the reason, he was now wandering about in the cen-
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ter of the capital city on the lookout for a group of American sal-
diers on leave. During his walk he nervously fiddled with the string
he was to pull—ar the right time-—so that the Americans would be
blown o hell while he himself would sail off in the opposite direc-
thon.
But, as we have already heard, it was hot (as it tends to be in
Dijibouti). The bomb itself was taped onto his stomach and back
and covered by a double layer of garments. The suicide bomber
must have been beiling in the sun and in the end the best he
could do was to accidentally fiddle a little too much with his
string.

In so doing, he transformed himself and the unfortunate peo-
ple who happened 1o be standing near him into mincemeat. A fur-
ther two Djiboutians died from their wounds and ten or so were
badly injured.

Mone of the victims were American. But the man standing clos-
est to the suicide bomber scemed o have been a European. The
police found his waller in sensationally good condition nexr to
the remains of its owner. Besides 800 Swedish crowns in banknotes,

the wallet contained a passport and a driver’s license.

¢ following day, the Swedish honorary consul in Djibowti wes in-

formed by the city's mayor that all the evidence suggested that
Swedish citizen Erik Bengt Bylund had fallen victim o the mad
bomb artack in the ciry’s fish marker.

Regrettably the city was unable o hand over the remains
of the said Bylund because the body was voo badly damaged. The
pieces had, however, immediately been cremated, under respect-
ful circumstances.

The honorary consul did receive Bylund’s wallet, which con-
tained his passport and driver’s license (the money had disappeared
en route)l The mayor expressed his regrets that the city had not
been able o protect the Swedish citizen, but he did feel obliged w



280 JOMAS JOMASSON

point out something, if the honorary consul would permit an ob-
servation.

Bylund had been in Djibouti without a valid visa. The mayor
didnt know how many times he had raised the problem with the
Frenchmen and for that matter with President Guelleh. If the
French wanted to fly in legionnaires directly to their base, thar was
their business. But the very same moment a legionnaire left the
base to go into the city of Djibouti ("my city” as the mayor pur it) as
a civilian, he must have valid documemtation. The mayor did not
for a second doubt that Bylund was a foreign legionnaire. He knew
the pattern all too well. The Americans followed the rules, but the
French behaved as il they were still in Somaliland,

The honorary consul thanked the mayor for his condolences,
and lied and promised on a suitable occasion ro discuss the marter
of visas with the French representatives.

twias @ horrendows experience for Armis [estens, the unfortunale man

in charge of the car-crushing machine at the scrapyard in the
southern suburbs of Riga, the capital of Latvia. When the last car
in the row was squashed completely flat he suddenly noticed a
human arm sticking out of the cubic metal package that until re-
cently had been a car.

Arnis immediately phoned the police, and then went home,
even though it was the middle of the day. The image of the dead
arm would haunt him for a long time to come. He prayed to God
that the person was already dead before he squashed the car in his
crushing machine.

he chief of police in Riga personally informed the ambassador al the
Swedish Embassy that thelr citizen Henrik Mikael Hulkén

had been found dead in a Ford Mustang at the car scrapyard in the
southern suburbs of Riga.
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That is, they had as yet been unable to confirm that it was him,
but the contents of the wallet the dead man carried on him would
suggest that such was his identicy.

t 11:15 in the morning on the 26th of May, the Swedish Minisery for

Foreign Affairs in Stockholm received a fax from the honor-
ary consul in Djibouti, containing information and documenta-
tion concerning a deceased Swedish citizen. Eight minutes later, a
second fax arrived, on the same theme, but this time dispaiched
from the embassy in Latvia.

The official on duty in the ministry immediately recognized
the names and picrures of the dead men—he had recently read
about them in the rabloids. A bit scrange, the official reflecred, thar
the men had died so far from Sweden, becaose that hadn't been the
impression given in the newspaper. But that was for the police and
prosecutor to sort out, The officlal scanned the two faxes and then
wrote an e-mail containing all the relevant information about the
two victims.

Prosecutor Ranelid's life was about to fall apart. The case of
the triple-murdering centenarian was to be the professional break-
through that Ranelid had waited such a long time for, and chat he
so richly deserved.

Bur now it transpired thar victim number one, who had died in
Strmland, died again three weeks later in Djibouti. And that victim
number two, who died in Smiland, did the same again in Riga,
Latvia.

After ten deep breaths through the open office window, Prose-
cutor Ranelid’s brain started to work again. Must phone Aronsson,
Ranelid concluded.

And Aronsson must find victim number three. And there

must be some DNA link berween the cemenarian and number

rthree,
Otherwise Ranelid had made a fool of himself.
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Chief Imspector Aronsson heard Ranelid’s woice on the

phone, he immediately szarted to tell him how he had just

locared Allan Karlsson and char the said Karlsson was now under

arrest (even though he was spending that arrest standing in the
kirchen brewing some coffee for Aronsson).

~—As regands the others, | suspect that they are in the viciniry,
bue I think it is best thar [ should first call in reinforcements. . . .

Prosecutor Ranelid interrupted the inspector’s report and told
him despairingly that victim number one had been found dead in
Dijibouti, and victim number two in Riga, and that the chain of
circumstantial evidence was disintegrating.

—Djibouti? said Chief Inspector Aronsson. Where is thar?

—I've no kdea, said Prosecutor Ranelid, but as long as it is more
than twelve miles frem Aker's foundry village it weakens my case
dramatically. Now, you have to find victim number three!

At that very moment a newly awoken Per-Gunnar Gerdin
stepped cur onto the veranda. He nodded politely but somewhat
warily toward Chief Inspector Aronsson who stared at him wide-
eyed.

—I| think that number three has just found me, he said.
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1968

£
e

he duries involved in Allan’s position at the Indonesian Em-

bassy in Parls were not arduous. The new ambassador,

Mrs. Amanda Einstein, gave him a room of his own and
said that Allan was now free to do whatever he wanted.

—But it would be kind of you if you could help as an inter-
preter if things should ever get so bad that | need to meet people
from other countries.

Allan responded that he couldnt exclude that things would ges
exactly as bad as that, considering the narure of the assignment,
The first foreigner in line would surely be waiting the very next
day. if Allan had understood correctly.

Amanda swore when she was reminded that she would have
to go to the Elysée Palace for accreditation. The ceremony would
last no more than two minutes but that was more than enough for
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someone who had a tendency to say something stupid, a tendency
that Amanda thought she had.

Allan agreed that now and then something unsuirable did
come out of her mouth, but that it would be fine with President de
Gaulle, as long as she made sure that she only spoke Indonesian
during her two minutes, and otherwise just smiled and looked
friendly.

—What did you say he was called” asked Amanda.

—Indonesian, speak Indonesian, said Allan. Or even better,
Balinese.

pon which Allan went out for a walk in the French capital. He

thought thar it wouldn't do any harm to stretch his legs after
fifteen years in a beach chair, and also he had just seen himself in
a mirror at the embassy, and was reminded that he hadn't had a
haircut or a shave since some time after the volcanic eruption in
1943,
It tumed out, however, that it was impossible to find an open
barbershop. Everything was closed; virtually everybady seemed to
have gone on strike and now they were occupying buildings and
demonstrating and pushing cars onto their sides and shouting and
swearing and throwing things at each other. Riot barriers were be-
ing put up along and across the streets where Allan was walking
along, keeping his head down,

[t was all like the Bali he had just left—just a bit cooler. Allan
turned around and went back to the embassy.

There he met a furious ambassador. The Elysée Palace had just
called to say that the twe-minute-long accreditation ceremony
had been replaced by a long lunch and that the ambassador was
warmly welcome to bring along her husband and of course her
own interpreter, and that President de Gaulle for his part intended
to invite the Minister of the Interior Fouchet and—not least—that
the Amenican President Lyndon B. Johnson would be there too.
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Amanda was in despair. She might have managed rwo min-
utes in the company of the president without risking immediate
deportation, but three hours and with yer another president at the
table.

—What's happening and what shall we do, Allan? asked
Amanda,

But the development from a handshake to a long lunch with
double presidents was just as incomprehensible to Allan. And try-
ing to understand things that were incomprehensible was not in
his nature.

—What should we do? 1 think we should find Herbert and
have a drink. It is already afver noon.

An accreditation ceremony with President de Gaulle on the
one side and an ambassador from a distant and unimportant nation
on the other usually lasted at most sixty seconds, but might be
allowed to go on twice as long if the diplomat in question was talk-
ative,

In the case of the Indonesian ambassador it had suddenly be-
come completely different for major political reasons, ones that
Allan Karlsson would never have been able 1o work our even if
he had cared o try.

As it happened President Lyndon B. Johnson was sitting in the
American Embassy in Paris and longing for a political victory. The
protests the world over against the war in Vietnam were now rag-
ing like a hurricane and the person most associated with the war,
President Johnson, was undeniably unpopular everywhere.

Johnson had long since abandoned his plans to run in the No-
vember elections, but he wouldnt mind being remembered by
someé more attractive epithet than “murderer™ and other unpleas-
ant names that were being shouted our all over the place. So first he
had ordered a break in the bombing of Hanoi and had actually or-
ganized a peace conference. The fact that there then happened to
be semiwar raging on the streets in the city where the conference
came 1o be held was something President Johnson found almost
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comical. There was something for that de Gaulle to ger his teeth
into.

President Johnson thought that de Gaulle wasa jerk. He seemed
to have completely “forgotten” who had rolled up their sleeves and
saved his country from the Germans. Bur the rules of politics were
such that a French and an American president can’t be in the same
capital together without ar leas: having lunch.

So a lunch was booked, and would have to be endured. Ba
huckily the French had evidently messed things up (Johnson was
not surprised) and had double-booked their president. So now the
new Indonesian ambassador —a woman!—was jomning them, Presi-
dent Johnson thought that was just fine; he could talk 1o her instead
of that de Gaulle.

uf it wasn't actually a double booking. Instead, President de Ganlle
had personally and at the last moment had the brilliant idea of
presending that was the case. In this way, the lunch would be en-
durable. He could converse with the Indonesian ambassador—a
woman'=—instesd of that johnson
President de Gaulle didn't like Johnson, but it was for histori-
cal rather than personal reasons. At the end of the war, the USA
had placed France under American military jurisdiction—they
had intended 1o steal his country! How could de Gaulle forgive
them that, regardless of whether the sitting president was acrually
involved® The sitting president. for chat matrer. . . Johnson . . .
He was called Johnson. The Americanssimply had no style, thought
Charles André Joseph Marie de Gaulle.

q manda and Herber? soen agreed that it would be best if Hevbert
tayed at the embassy during the meeting with the presi-
dents in the Elysée Palace. In this way. they both thought. the risk
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that something would go totally wrong would be almost exactly
halved. Didn't Allan think so too?

Allan was silent for a moment, considering possible answers,
before he finally said:

—Herbert, you should stay home.

Tullr luncheon guests were gathered and waiting for their hest who in
turn was sitting in his office waiting just for the sake of wait-
ing. And he intended to keep on waiting a few minutes mare, in
the hope that it would put that man Johnson in a very bad mood.

De Gaulle could hear the noise of the demonstrations from far
away, as riots raged in his beloved Paris. The Fifth French Republic
had started 1o wobble, suddenly and from nowhere. Firsz, it was
some students who were for free sex and against the Vietnam War,
As far as that went, this was okay with the president because stu-
dents will always find something to complain about.

But the demonstrations became bigger and bigger, and more
violent too, and then the trade unions raised their voices and threat-
ened to take ten million workers out on strike. Ten million! The
whole country would grind to a halt!

What the workers wanted was 10 work less for a bigger wage.
And that de Gaulle resisted. Three wrong out of three, according to
the president who had fought and won much worse bartles than
that. Leading advisors at the Minisery of the Imerior told the presi-
dent 1o treat tough protests with equal roughness. This was not
about anything big—for example, 8 communist attempet orches-
trated by the Sovier Union to try to take over the country. But, of
course, over coffee Lyndon Johnson would speculate that this was
the case given half a chance. Afier all, the Americans saw commu-
nists hiding in every bush. To be on the safe side, de Gaulle had
taken along Interior Minister Fouchet and his especially knowledge-
able senior official. These rwo had been responsible for handling the
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current chaos in the nation and so they could also be responsible for
defending themselves if Johnson started to stick his nose in things.
—Ugh! Damn and blast! (but in French) said President Charles
de Gaulle and got up from his chair.
They couldn delay the lunch any longer.

¢ Fremch president’s security scaff had been especially carefiul when

#t came 1o checking the Indonesian ambassadors bearded

and long-haired interpreter. But his papers were in order and

they had made certain he was not carrying a weapon, Besides, the

ambassador—a woman!—vouched for him. Thus, the bearded

man was seated at the dining table between a much younger and

maore smartly dressed American interpreter and, on the other
side, a French copy of the same.

The interpreter who was worked hardest was the bearded In-
donesian, since Presidents Johnson and de Gaulle directed their
questions to Madame Ambassador instead of to each other,

President de Gaulle starved by inquiring as to Madame Ambas-
sador’s professional background. Amanda Einstein said that really
she was rather a blockhead, that she had bribed her way to the posi-
tion of governor of Bali and then bribed her way to reelection intwo
subsequent elections, that she had made pots of money for herself
and her extended fl.l'lllljr for many years until the new President
Suharto had, quite out of the blue, phoned and offered her the pousi-
tion of ambassador in Paris.

—1 didn't even know where Paris was; | thought it was a coun-
try. not a ciry. Have you ever heard anything so crazy, said Amanda
Einstein and laughed.

She had said all of this in her mother tongue and the long:
haired and bearded interpreter translated it into English, taking
the oppormunity o change almost everything Amanda Einstein
had said into something he felt more appropriate.

When the lunch was coming o a close. the two presidents
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were in agreement over one thing, even though they weren't aware
of the fact. They both thought that Madame Ambassador Einstein

was entertaining. enlightened, interesting, and wise. She might, of
course, have shown better judgment when it came to her choice of
interpreter, because he looked like the Wild Man of Borneo.

nterior Minister Fouchet’s especially knowlodgeable smior official,

Claude Pennant, was born in 1928 in Strasbourg. His parents
were convinced and passionate communists, who had gone to
Spain to fight against the fascists when war broke outin 1936, With
them they had their eight-year-old son, Claude.

The entire family survived the war and by a complicated path
fled vo the Sovier Union. In Moscow, they offered their services o
further the imerests of international communism. And they pre-
sented their son, now eleven years old, and announced thar he al-
ready spoke three languages: German and French from back home
in Strasbourg. and now Spanish too. Could that perhaps, in the
long term, serve the revolution?

Yes, it could. The young Claude’s talent for languages was
carefully checked and afier that his general intelligence through a
number of tests. And then he was put in a linguage-cum-ideslogy
school and before he was filteen years old he spoke fluent French,
German, Russian, Spanish, English, and Chinese.

When he was cighteen, just after the end of the Second World
War, Claude heard his mother and father express doubrs as o the
course the revolution was taking under Salin. Claude reported
these views to his superiors and before long Michel and Monique
Pennant had been both convicted and executed for nonrevolution-
ary activity. The young Claude thus gained his first award, a gold
medal for the best pupil of his year, 194545

After 1946, Claude started o prepare for service abroad. The
intention was to place him in the West and let him work his way
up in the corridors of power, if necessary as a sleeper agent for
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dozens of years. Clauvde was now under the protective hawklike
wings of Marshal Beria, and he was carcfully kept out of all official
engagements where he might possibly end up in a photograph,
The only work the young Claude was allowed to do was an occa-
slonal bout as interpreter, and then only when the marshal him-
self was present.

In 1949, at the age of twenty-oné, Claude Pennant was sent back
to France. but this time to Paris. He was allowed keep his own
name, although his life history had been rewritten. He started up
the carcer ladder at the Sorbonne.

Nineteen years later, in May 1968, he had risen to the immedi-
ate vicinity of the French president himself. The last two years he
had been Interior Minister Fouchet's right hand and as such he now
served the international revolution more than ever. His advice to
the intertor minister—and thus in extension to the president—was
to react harshly in the ongoing student and worker uprising. To
be on the safe side, he also made sure the French communists sent
false signals, implying that they were not behind the demands of
the students and workers. The communist revolution in France was
at most one month away, and de Gaulle and Fouchet didn’t have a
clue.

Jter banch, there was an opportunity for everyone to streich their
lejgs before coffee was served in the drawing room. Now, the
two presidents had no choice but to exchange pleasantries with
each other. It was while they were doing this that the long-haired
and bearded imerpreter came up to them unexpectedly.
—Excuse me for disturbing both the Mr. Presidents, but | have
to talk to Mr. President de Gaulle and | don't think it can wait.
President de Gaulle was just about to call a guard, because a
French president most certainly did not mix with just anybody in
that manner. But the long-haired and bearded man was perfectly
polite, so he was allowed to speak.
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—Very well, but be quick about it. As you can see I've got more
important things to do than chat with an interpreter.

Oh indeed, Allan promised not to go on. The simple fact was
that Allan thoughs the president ought to know that laterior Min-
ister Fouchet's special advisor was a spy.

—Excuse me, but what the hell are you saying? said President
de Gaulle loudly, but not so loudly that Fouchet, smoking out on
the terrace. and his right hand, also smoking out on the terrace,
could hear.

Allan told him how he had had the dubious pleasure of dining
with Misters Stalin and Beria almost exactly twenty years earlier,
and that the interior minister’s right hand was quite definitely on
thar occasion Stalin’s interpreter.

—It was of course rwenty years ago, but he looks just the
same. |, however, looked different. | didn't have & magpie’s nest
on my face in those days, with my hair sticking out in all direc-
tions. | recognize the spy but the spy doesn’t recognize me, be-
cause | hardly recognized myself when | looked in the mirror
yesterday.
ident de Gaulle went bright red in the face, escused him-
sell, and then immediately requested a private conversation with
his interior minister ("No, private conversation, | said, withour
your special advisor! Now!™).

President Johnson and the Indonesian interpreter were left
behind. johnson looked very pleased. He decided o shake the in-
terpreter’s hand, as a thank-you for him having made the French
president lose his mask of superioriry.

—A pleasure 1o meet you, said President Johnson. What was
your name!

—1 am Allan Karlsson, said Allan. | once knew your predeces-
sor's predecessor’s predecessor, President Truman

—Well, whar do you know! said President Johnson. Harry is
on his way to ninety but he is alive and well. We are good friends.

—Give him my regards, said Allan, and then made his excuses



a2 JONAS JONASSON

so that he could find Amanda (he wanted to tell her what she had
said to the presidents at the table).

¢ lunch with the two presidents came te a rapid end and everyone

went home. But Allan and Amanda had only just reached their

embassy when President johnson himself phoned and invited Allan

to dinner at the American Embassy at eight o'clock thar same
cvening

~That would be nice, said Allan. | had anyway intended hav-
ing a good square meal this evening, because whatever you say
about French food, it soon disappears from your plate wirhout
your actually having eaten much.

That was an observation President Johnson completely agreed
with, and he looked forward very much to the evening's events.

There were at least three good reasons for President Johnson
to invite Allan Karlsson to dinner. First, to find out more about
the spy and about Karlsson's meeting with Beria and Stalin, Sec-
ond, Harry Truman had just told him on the phone what Allan
Karlsson had done at Los Alamos in 1945, That alone was of course
waorth a dinner. And third, President Johnson was personally ex-
tremely pleased with what happened at the Elysée Palace. At very
close range, he had been able to enjoy seeing de Gaulle look aghast
and discomfited, and he had Allan Karlsson to thank for that.

—Welcome, Mr. Karlsson, sald President |[ohnson as he greeted
Allan with a double handshake. Let me introduce Mr. Ryan Hut-
ton, he is . . . well, he is a bit secret here at the embassy, one could
say. Legal advisor, | believe he is called.

Allan shook hands with the secret adviser and then the io
went 10 the dining table. President Johnson had ordered beer and
vodka to be served with the food, because French wine reminded
him of Frenchmen and this was meant to be an enjoyable evening,

While they were eating the first course, Allan related some of
his life story, up to the dinner in the Kremlin, the one that went
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wrong. It was there that Interior Minister Fouchet's right hand
had fainted instead of rranslating Allan's final insult to the already
furious Stalin.

President Johnson was no longer so amused by the revelarion
that Claude Pennant rurned out 1o be a Soviet spy in the vicinity of
the French president. because he had just been informed by Ryan
Hutton that the specialist Monsicur Pennant had in all secrecy also
been an informer for the CIA. In fact, Pennant had up 1o then been
the main ClA source of the information that there was not an im-
minent communist revolution in France although the country
was deeply infiltrated by communists. Now the entire analysis
would have to be reconsidered.

—That, of course, was unofficial and confidential information,
said President Johnson, but [ can count on Mr. Karlsson to keepa
secret, can't I?

—1 wouldn't be oo sure about that, Mr. President, said Allan.

And then Allan told of how during that submarine journey in
the Baltic he had been drinking with a really extraordinarily nice
man, one of the Sovier Union's leading nuclear physicists, Yury
Borisovich Popov, and that in the rush of things there had been a
bit too much talk about nuclear technology.

—Did you tell Stalin how to build a bomb? asked President
Johnson. 1 theught you ended up in a prison camp precisely because
you refused.

| refused to tell Stalin. He wouldnt have understood any-
way. But the day before with that nuclear physicist | may have gone
Into more detail chan | ought 1o hawve done. That's what happens
when you drink a bit too much vodka, Mr. President. And it wasnt
really apparent what a nasty man that Stalin could be, not uneil the
following day.

President Johnson had his palm on his forehead, and pushing
his fingers through his hair he thought thar the revelation of how
you build atomic bombs wasnt something that just happened be-
cause alcohol was involved. Allan Karlsson was in fact . . . he was
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in fact...a mraitor. Wasnt he? Bur. .. he was not an American
citizen so what did you do then? President Johnson needed time 1o
think.

—And then whar happened? he asked. as he had to say some-
thing,

Allan thought it best not to leave our oo many details now that
a president was asking him. 5o he told him about Viadivostok,
about Marshal Meretskov, about Kim Il Sung, about Kim Jong
Il, about Stalin’s fortunate death, about Mao Tse-tung, about a pile
of dollars that Mao had been so kind as to supply him with, about
the calm life on Bali and about the not-so-calm life on Bali, and -
nally abour his journey 1o Paris.

—That's about all, I think, said Allan. But with all this ralking
I've become really parched.

The president ordered some more beer, but added that a per-
son who spilled atomic secrets in a state of incbriation ought to
consider becoming a teetotaler. Then he asked:

—You had a fifteen-year-long vacation, financed by Mao Tse-
cung?

=Yes. Sort of. Really it was Chiang Kai-shek's money, and he
had gotten it from our mutual friend Harry Truman. Now that
you mention i, Mr. President, perhaps 1 ought to phone Harry and
thank him.

President Johnson had enormous problems with the knowl-
edge that the bearded and long-haired man opposite him had given
Stalin the Bomb. And had lived a life of leisure paid for by Ameri-
can foreign aid. And on top of it all, you could now faintly hear
how demonstrators on the street outside the embassy were shout-
ing: "USA out of Vietnam! USA out of Viernam!” Johnson sat there
in silence, his face a picture of misery.

Meanwhile, Allan empdied his glass while he studied the wor-
ried face of the American president.

—Can | be of any help? he asked.
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—What did you say? President Johnson said, deep in his own
thoughts.

—Can | be of any help? Allan repeated. The president looks
dreadful. Perhaps he needs some help?

President Johnson was at the point of asking Allan Karlsson to
win the Vietnam War for him, but then he returned to reality and
what he saw before him again was the man who gave the Bomb to
Stalin. '

—Yes, you can do one thing for me, said President Johnson in 2
tired voice. You can leave.

lian said thank you for the dinner, and went on his way, leaving
behind President Johnson and the European CIA director,
the oh-so-secret Ryan Hutton.

Lyndon B. Johnson was horrified at the way Allan Karlsson's
visit had developed. Pirst such a nice start but then Karlsson sat
there and admirted he had given the Bomb not only to the USA but
also vo Stalin. Stalin! The communist of communists!

—Mow, Hutton, said President Johnsan, What should we do?
Shall we pick up that damned Karlsson again and boil him in oil?

=Yes. said secret agent Hurton. Either that or we could make

sure to put him to good use.

ecret agent Hutton was not only secret, he was also well-read on most

things of politically strategic interest from the perspective of
the CIA. For example, he was very well aware of the existence of
the physicist thar Allan Karlsson had had such a pleasant drinking
session with on the submarine between Sweden and Leningrad.
Yury Borisovich Popov had made quite a carcer from 1949 and on-
wird. And his first big break might very well have been thanks to
the information that Allan Karlsson had delivered—in fact it was
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highly likely that such was the case. Now Popov was sixty-three
years old and technical director of the entire atomic arsenal of the
Soviet Union. As such, he had knowledge that was so valuable to
the USA that you coukin't even put a price on it

If the USA could find out what Popov knew and thereby deter-
milne whether the West was In advance ol ihe East when It came
to atomic weapons—well, then Presidemt Johnson could rake the
initiative oward mutual disarmament. And the path o such
knowledge went via—Allan Kardson,

—You want to make Karlsson an Amercan agent? said Presi-
dent johnson while be thought abouwt how some serjows disarma-
ment could do a great deal of good for how he would be remembered
as a president, regardless of that damned war in Victnam.

—Yes, exactly, said secret agent Hution,

—And why would Karlsson go along with thar?

—Well . . . because . . . he seems the type. And just a moment
ago he sat there and asked the president if there was anything he
could do to help.

~Yes, said President Johnson. He actually did

The president was silemt again for a few moments. Then he
gaid:

=] think | need a gtrong drink.

nitially, the Fremch government s hard attitude towand the popaclar dis-

satisfaction did indeed lead to the country grinding to a hale Mil-
lioms af Frenchmen went on strike. The docks in Marseilles closed
down, as did international airports, the railway, and all department
SLOres.

The distribution of gas and oil came to a halt and garbage col-
lection stopped. From every side there were workers” demands.
For higher wages, of course, and shorver working hours, and bet-
ter job security, and more influence,
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But in addition there were demands for a new system of educa-
tion. And a new society! The Fifth Republic was threatened.

Hundreds of thousands of Frenchmen demonstrated in the
strects, and it wasn't always peaceful either. Cars were set on fire.
wees were felled. streers were dug up, barricades were built. . . .
There were gendarmes, riot police, tear gas, and shields. . . .

That was when the French president, the prime minister, and
his governmem did a quick about-turn. Interior Minister Fouchet's
special advisor no longer had any influence. (He was imprisoned
secretly in the premises of the secret police. where he had consid-
erable difficuliy in esplaining why he had a radio transmiter in-
stalled in his bathroom scale) The workers on general strike
were suddenly offered a big increase in the minimum wage, a
general increase of wages of ten percent, a three-hour reduction
of the work week, increased family allowances, more trade union
power, negotiations on comprehensive general wage agreements,
and inflation-adjusted wages. A couple of the government’s min-
isters had 1o resign too, among them Interior Minister Foucher.

With this array of measures, the government and president
neutralized the most revolutionary factions. There was no popular
support to take things further than they had already gone. Workers
went back 1o work, occupations stopped, shops opened again, the
transport sector began to function. May 1968 had now become
June 1968, And the Fifth Republic was still there.

President Charles de Gaulle personally phoned the Indonesian
Embassy in Paris and asked for Mr. Allan Karlsson. in order 1o
award him a medal. But at the embassy they said that Allan Karls-
son no longer worked there and nobody, including the ambassa-
dor hersell, could say where he had gone.



TWENTY-FOUR

Thursday, May 26, 2005

reseciutor Ranelid had to try to salvage what could be saved of kis

carcer and honor. He arranged a press conference that same

afterncon to say that he had just canceled the warrant for
the arrest of the three men and the woman in the case of the disap-
pearing centenarian,

Prosecutor Ranelid was good ar lots of things, but not at
admitting his shorcomings and his mistakes. The prosecutor
surned and twisted in his explanation, which consisted of the in-
formation that while Allan Karlsson and his friends were not un-
der arrest (they had, incidentally, been found that same afternoon
i vistergitland), they were probably guilty anyway, the prosecu-
i had acted properdy, and the only thing that was new was the
evidence had changed so dramarically that the arrest warrants for

the time being were no longer valid,
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The representatives of the media wondered in what way the
proof had changed, and Prosecuter Ranelid described in detail the
new information from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs with regard
to the fate of Bylund and Hultén in Djibouti and Riga respectively.
And then Ranclid finished by saying that the law sometimes re-
quired that arrest warrants be withdrawn, however offensive that
may feel in certain cases.

Prosecutor Ranelid sensed that he had not closed the mar-
ter entirely. And that impression was immediately confirmed
when the representative of the major national Dagems Nyheter
peered over his reading glasses and reeled off 2 monologue con-
taining a host of questions that made the prosecutor especially
uncasy.

—Have | understood correctly thar despite the new circum-
stances you still consider Allan Karlsson guilty of murder or
manslaughter? Does that mean that you believe that Allan Karls-
son, one hundred years old as we know, has forced the thirry-
two-year-old Bengt Bylund to follow him to Djibouti on the
Horn of Africa and there blown the said Bylond—but not him-
self—to bits as recently as yesterday afternoon, and then in all
haste gone wo Vistergitland” Can you describe what means of
transportation Karlsson is meant 1o have used, considering that
to the best of my knowledge there are no direct flights between
Djibouti and the west of Sweden, and considering thar Allan
Karlsson is said not 1o have a valid passport?

Prosecuror Ranelid inhaled deeply, and said he had not made
himselfl clear. There was no doubt whatsoever as to the fact
that Allan Karlsson, Julius Jonsson, Benny Ljungberg. and Gu-
nilla Bjsrklund were innocent of what they were accused of

—MNo doubt whatsoever, as | said. Ranclid repeated, having at

the last second managed to convince himself of the matrer.
But those damned journalists were not satisfied with that.

—You have previously in some detail described the chronology
and geography of the three presumed murders. If the suspects are
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now suddenly innocent, what does the new course of evems look
like? wondered the reporter from the local paper.

Enough was enough. The representative of the local paper
should not think he could beat up on Prosecutor Rancld.

—For technical reasons in connection with the investigation,
I am unable for the time being o say any more. was Prosecutor
Ranelid’s closing comment before he got up from his chair.

“Technical reasons in connection with the investigation”™ had
maore than once saved a prosecutor in a tight spot. but this time it
wouldnt work. For several weeks, the prosecutor had trumpeted
out the reasons why the four were guilty, and now the press
thought it only right that he devote at least a minute or two o ex
plaining their innocence. Or as the know-all from Dagens Nyheter
[t it

—How can it be secret "for technical reasons™ o eell us whas
a number of innocent people have been doing?

Prosecutor Ranelid stood there on the edge of a precipice. Al-
most everything indicated that he would fall over, straightaway or
in a day or two. But he had one advantage over the ppurnalists.
Ranelid knew where Allan Karlsson and the others were holed up.
Affer all, Vistergiitland was a large county. This would be his final
chance. Prosecutor Ranclid said:

== |f for once you could let me have my say! For technical rea-
sons in connection with the investigation | am, for the time being.
unable o say any more. But at three tomorrow, | shall arrange
a new press conference in these premises and on that occasion |
intend to describe exactly what happencd, as you have asked me
o da,

—Where exactly in Vistergitland is Allan Karlsson just now?
asked one journalist.

—I am not saying. said Prosecutor Ranelid, and he left.
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ow could it possibly have ended up like this? Prosecutor Ranelid
sat in his room with the door locked and smoked a cigarette
for the first time in seven years. He had been going down in Swed.
ish criminal history as the first prosecutor to convict murderers
whiose victims® bodies had not been found. And then suddenly, the
bodies had turned up. And in the wrong places 100! And besides,
victim number three was still alive, the one who had been the
deadest of them all. Just think, what damage number three had
done to Ranelid.
—1 should kill the devil as a punishment, the prosecutor mut-
tered to himsell
But now it was a matter of saving his honor and his career, and
for that reason a murder was not the best solution. The prosecutor
went over the catastrophic press conference in his mind. He had in
the end been very clear abourt the fact thar Barlsson and his hench-
men were innocent. And all of this was because he . .. actually
didnt know. What had actually happened? Balt Bylund must have
died on that inspection trolley. So how the hell coald he die again
several weeks later a whole continent away?
Prosecutor Ranelid cursed himself for being so quick 1o meet
the press. He ought to have talked to Allan Karlsson and his
henchmen frst, investigated everything—and then decided what

the media needed 1o know.
And in his current predicament—in the aftermath of the cata-

sirophic staterments sbout the innocence of Karlson and his
henchmen—if he were to pull them in “to help with inquiries™ it
would be seen as simply harassing them. Yer Ranelid didn't have
many options. He had to find out what had happened . . . and he
had to do so before three the following day.

Ortherwise, in the eyes ol his colleagues he would no longer be

a prosecutor but a clown.
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hicf nspector Arensson wias in cxcellent spirits sicting in the ham-

mock at Bellringer Farm drinking coffee. and with a pasiry
to dip into it 1o. The hunt for the disappearing contenarian was
over; besides, the sympathetic old man no longer had a warrant
out for his arrest. Why the old guy had climbed out of his window
almaost a month ago, and what had happened since then remained
to be discovered, if it needed ta be discovered an all.

Nevertheless, there was surely time for a little more small talk
first. The man who had been run over and killed and was now
risen from the dead, Per-Gunnar “the Boss™ Cerdin. turned out o
be a perfectly regular sort of guy. He had immediately proposed
that they should drop the formal ritles, and be on first-name terms,
and that he in that case preferred 1o be called Pike.

—That’s fine with me, Pike, said Chief Inspector Aronsson, You
can call me Géran,

—Pike and Goran, said Allan. That rolls off the ongue nicely,
perhaps you twe should go into business together?

Pike said that he wasn't so sure that he had the necessary re-
spect for the internal revenue authorities and their taxes 1o be able
to run a company in partnership with a police chief inspector, but
that he nevertheless thanked Allan for the advice.

The mood had thus immediately become jovial. And it didnt
get worse when Benny and The Beauty joined them, and shorily
afer, Julius and Bosse too.

They talked about all manner of things there on the veranda,
except how the events of the past month fit together. Allan scored
a success when he suddenly led an elephant around the corner and
together with Sonya put on a short dance performance. Julius be-
came more and more pleased not to be wanted by the palice any
longer, and started 1o cut off the beard that he had feh obliged w
cultivate before he had dared show himself in Falkoping.

—Ta think that | have been guilty all my life and now | am
suddenly innocent! said Julius, What a delightful sensation!

And Baosse, for his part. thought this was reason enough to
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ferch a bottle of genuine Hungarian champagne for his friends

and the chief inspector to toast each other. The chief inspector

lamely protested that he had his car at the farm. A room was re-

served at the central hotel in Falkoping, but as a chiel inspector he

could hardly drive there if he was 2 bit tipsy.
But then Benny came to the rescue and said that teetotalers in

general—according to Allan—were a threat o world peace, but

that they were useful 1o have at hand when you needed a lift some-

where.

—Have 3 glass of champagne, Inspector, and | shall make sure

that you get safely 1o your hotel.
The inspector didnt need further persaading. He had long suf

fered from a chronic lack of social life, and now that he Enally

found himsell in pleasant company he couldn’t st there and sulk.
—Well now, a little toast for the innocence of all of you, | sup-

pose the police force can go along with that, he mid. Or even two

roasts if necessary; there are quite alotof you. .. .

Inspector Aronsson's mobile rang again. Once more, it was
Prosecotor Ranelid. He told Aronsson that on account of unfior-
tunate circumstances in the presence of the press, be had just
announced that the three men and the woman were innocent,
and he had done 5o in a manner that handly allowed for retraction.
Besides, within less than twenty-four hours he must know what
had actually happened between the day when the old geezer
Karlsson climbed out of his window and the present day, because
that was what the press were being summoned 1o hear at three
Lomorrow.

—In other words, you are well up shit creek, said the slightly
drunken chief inspector.

—You must help me, Goran!

—How? By moving corpses geographically? Or by killing

e
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people who have had the poor taste 1o not be as dead as you would
have wished them to be?

Prosecutor Ranelid admitted that he had already considered
that last solution, but that it probably wouldnt work. No. he hoped
that Gran could cautiously sound out Allan Karlsson and his . . .
accomplices about whether Ranelid would be welcome at the farm
the following morning for a little—completely informal—cha
about this and that in order 1o bring clarity as to what had recently
taken place in the forests of Sédermantand and Smdland. And for
good measure, Prosecutor Ranelid promised that he would apolo-
gize 1o the four innocent citizens on behalf of the Sodermanland
Police Force.

—~The S6dermanland Police Force? said Chief Inspector
Aronsson,

—Yes . .. Or, no, on my own behalf, said Prosecutor Ranelid.

—Understood. Just take a deep breath, Conny, and I'll ask. Il
call you back in a few minutes.

Cu;ﬁ'wﬂmlﬂdhﬁﬁl companions and annownced
the happy news that Prosecutor Ranelid had just held a press

conference where he had emphasized how innocent Allan Karls-
son and his friends were. And then he passed on the prosecutor’s
request to visit.

The Beauty reacted with an animated lecture saying that no
good would come of describing in detail the developments of the
last few weeks for the prosecutor. Julius agreed. If you had been
declared innocent, then you were innocent, and that was that.

—And I'm not used to that. So it would be oo bad if my inno-
cence lasted less than twenty-four hours

Allan said that he wished his friends would stop worrying
about every little thing. The newspapers and TV would certainly
nat leave the group in peace until they had their story. So wouldn't
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it be better to tell it to a solitary prosecutor, than to have journal-
tsts all over the place for the next few weeks?

~—Besides, we've got all evening to come up with 2 story, said
Allan.

Chief Inspector Aronsson would kave preferred not m hear the
last bit. He got up from his chair 1o emphasize his presence and
stop them from saying any more. It was time to call it a day, he said.
If Benny would be so kind as to drive him 1o his hotel, he would be
most grateful. From the car, Aronsson intended 1w phone Prosecy-
tor Ranelid and tell him that he would be welcame at sbout w000
the following morning, if that was what the group agresd upon. In
any case, Aronsson intended 1o come in a taxi. if only w collect his
car, Incidentally, would it be possible to have another half glass of
that exquisite Bulgarian champagne before he left? What! It was
Hungarian® Well it didn't really matter, to be honest.

Chief Inspector Aronsson was served yet another ghas, filled 1o
the brim. which he downed in all haste before rubbing his nose and
then getting into the passenger seat of his own car, already driven
up 1o the door by Benny. And then, he declaimed some lines from
the Swedish poet Carl Michael Bellman sbout good friends and
Hungarian wine.

Benny. an almost-expert on literature, nodded

—John 8:7. Don't forget that tomorrow morning, Chief Inspec-
tor, Bosse called out in a sudden burst of inspiration. In the Bible,
John 8:7.
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Friday, May 27, 2005

Ranelid needed to get up at dawn (and after sleeping badly

all night too) 1o get to Bellringer Farm by ten o'clock, And
the meeting couldn® run longer than one hour or his plan
would be ruined. The press conference was supposed to start at
three.

Conny Ranelid was close to tears as he drove down the high-
way, The Great Victory of Justice—that was what his book would
have been called. Hah? If there was any justice at all in this world,
then lightning would strike that damned farm and everyone there
would burn to death. Then Prosecutor Ranelid could say whatever
he wanted 1o the journaliss,

I t takes time to get from Eskilstuna to Falkdping. Prosecuter Comny
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higf Inspector Aronsson sept late. He wole up at nine, with a bt

of a bad comcience about the events of the previous day. He
had drunk champagne with the potential delinquents, and be had
clearly heard Karlsson say that they would make up a story for Pros-
ecutor Ranelid. Was he about to become an accomplice—accomplice
to what, in that case?

When the chiel inspector had reached his hotel the previous
evening. he looked up John 8:7 in the Gideon Bible in his room.
This had been followed by a couple of hours of Bible reading in 2
corner of the hotel bar, in the company of a gin and 1enic, ollowed
by another gin and tonic followed by another gin and ronic.

The chapter in question was about the woman who committed
adultery and whom the Pharisces had taken before Jesus to place
him in a dilemma. If according to Jesus the waman should not be
stoned for her crime, then Jesus was rejecting Moses (the Book of
Leviticus). If. on the other hand. Jesus was on the same side as
Moses, then he would be battling with the Romans who had the
monopaly on the death sentence. Would Jesus go against Moses o
the Romans? The Pharisees thought that they had the Master cor-
nered. But jesus was Jesus and after thinking it over he said:

—Let he who i without sin cast the first stone!

Jesus had thus avoided arguing with Moses and with the Ro-
mans, or for that matter with the Pharisees. The Pharisees went
off. one by one (men. in general, ase of course not in the slighrest
bit free of sin). Finally, only Jesus and the woman remained.

—Woman, where are they? Has no one condemned you?

—Mo one, she answered.

—Then neither do | condemn you, Jesus declared. Go now and

8in no more.

PI“MrHlj"mpmnrnil had Iis policeman’s sense of smell intact and
he was sure he could smell a rat, But Karlsson and jonsson

and Ljungberg and Bjorklund and Gerdin were, as of yesterday,



11 JOHNAS JONASSON

declared innocent by Prosecutor Ranclid, and who was Aronsson
to call them delinquents? Besides. they were actually a rather ap-
pealing bunch and—as Jesus so rightly pointed out—who was ina
position to cast the first stone? Aronsson thought back 1o some
darker moments of his own life, but above all he grew angry over
how Prosecutor Ranelid had wished the thoroughly pleasant Pike
Gerdin dead, just to serve his own purposes.

—Mo, damn it! You'll have to sort this out yourself, Ranelid,

said Chief Inspector Aronsson and headed for the hotel's breakfas
room.
Cereal, toast, and egg were washed down with coffee and the
two big national dailies, both of which caunously suggested tha
the prosecutor had made something of a fiasco of the case of the
disappearing centenarian who was eventually both accused of mur-
der and declared innocent. The newspapers did. however, have o
admit that they didn't know enough about it. The centenarian him-
sell couldn’t be found, and the prosecutor didn’t want to tell them
any more until Friday afterncon,

—As noted, Ranelid. you'll have to sort this our yourself, Ar-
onsson murmured.

Then the chief inspector ordered a taxi and arrived at Bell
ringer Farm at 9:51, just three minutes before the prosecutor.

ere was no meteorological risk of what Prosecutor Ranelid so de-

voutly wished for: a lightning strike on Bellringer Farm. But

it was cloudy and chilly. 5o the inhabitants of the farm planned to
meet in the spacious kitchen.

The previous evening the group had agreed on an alternative
story to present to Prosecutor Ranelid, and to be on the safe side
they had rehearsed the story at breakfast too, Now they were rea-
sonably sure of their roles for the morning’s performance, allow-
ing for the fact that the truth is always much simpler to remember
than its opposite. He who tells a big lie can easily find himself in
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big trouble, so now the members of the group had o think care-
fully before they opened their mouths.

—Damn and hell, was how The Beauty summarized the gen-
eral tension before Chief Inspector Aronsson and Prosecutor Rane-
lid were led into the kitchen.

¢ meeting with Prosecutor Conny Ranelid was more fun for some
than for others. This is how it went:

—Well, 1o start with | would like to thank you for letting me
come, said Prosecutor Ranelid And | must apologize on behalf
of ...er...on behall of the prosecutor’s office for the fact that
several of you had warrants out for your arrest quite without cause,
Having said that, | would very much like to know what happened,
from the moment you, Mr. Karlsson, climbed out of the window at
the Old Folks' Home and right up to the present. Would you like o
begin, Mr. Karlsson?

Allan had no objection to that. He thought that this might
turn out to be fun.

—I| can indeed, Mr. Prosecutor, even though | am old and de-
crepit, and my memory isn't what it used vo be. But | do remember
that | climbed our of that window, yes | do. And there were some
very sound reasons for that, very sound reasons. You see. Mr.
Prosecutor, | was on my way o se¢ my good friend Juliss Jonssan
here, and you don't show up to visit him without a bottle of vodka
and that is exactly what | had been able to obtain after sneaking off
to the local stare-run alcohol store when nobody was looking. In
fact, nowadays you don't even have to go all the way to the state-
run alcohol store, you can simply knock on the door of ... . well, |
won't tell you his name, Mr. Prosecutor, because that isn't why you
are here, but he sells privately imported vodka for kess than half the
regular price. Anyway, this time Eklund wasn't at home—oh dear,
now ['ve told you his name—and | had no choice but 1w buy the
vodka at the state store, Then | managed to get the bottle into my
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One of them has indeed gone to South America to do missionary
work, but the two others came to an unfortunate end. | had en-
trusted Bolr with the task of collecting the suitcase with rwo hun-
dred Bibles on Bossce’s route from Uppsala home 1o Falkbping, |
was going to use the Bibles to spread joy among the worst villains
in the country, if you will excuse my language, Mr. Prosecutor.

Up until now, the owner of Bellnnger Farm, Bosse, had kept
quiet. But at this juncture he placed a heavy gray suitcase onto the
kitchen table and opened it Inside lay a large number of superslim
Bibles bound in genuine black leather, with golden lettering, nota-
tions, three marking ribbons, maps in color. and more besides.

—You will not encounter a more magnificent Bible experience
than this, Mr, Prosecutor, said Bosse Ljungberg with conviction.
Would you allow me 1o present you with a copy® We must all seck
the light, Mr. Prosecutor!

Unlike the others, Bosse actually meant what he said. And the
prosecutor must have had an inkling of that, because he began to
waiver in his conviction that all this Bible talk was just pretense.
He accepted Bosse's Bible and thought that immediate salvation
might be his only option.

—Can we once and for all get back to the business at hand? he
asked. What happened to that damned suitcase in Malmképing?

—Mo swearing! lectured The Beauty.

~Perhaps it's my turn again® Allan said. Well, you see. | wem
to the bus station a little earlier than | had expected. because Julius
asked me to. Bolt Bylund had previously phoned Per-Gunnar in
Stockholm and had been—if you. Mr. Prosecutor, will again ex-
cuse my language—a bit tipsy! And as you will know, Mr. Prose-
cutor, or perhaps as you may not know because | don't know your
drinking habits, but anyhow . . . where was I? Yes, you know, Mr.
Prosecutor, how when vodka goes in, common sense goes out, or
whatever the saying fs. | myself, in a state of inebriation have said
more than | should have in a submarine at a depth of seven hun-
dred feet in the middle of the Balric Sea. . .



THE 100-¥YEAR-OLD MAN 13

—In the name of God. get 1o the point! said Prosecutor Ranelid.

—MNo blasphemy! urged The Beauty.

Prosecutor Ranelid put one hand on his brow while he inhaled
deeply a few times. Allan Karlsson went onc

—Well. Bolt Bylund had phoned Per-Gunnar in Stockholm to
say that he was resigning from Per-Gunnar’s Bible Club, and that
instead he imended to join the Foreign Legion but that first of
all—and at this point you ought 1o sit down, Mr. Prosecutor, be-
cause what | am going to say is dreadful—he intended 1o make a
bonfire of the Bibles in the main square in Malmkiping!

—To be more precise, he is said o have yelled “those damn
fucking Bibles,” said The Beauty.

— Mo wonder, then, that [ was sent out 1o find Mr. Bok and take
the suitcase from him before & was 1o late. We often have linle
time, and sometimes we have even less time than we can possibly
imagine. Like, for example, on the occasion when General Franco
in Spain very nearly got blown to bits before my very eyes

—What has General Franco in Spain got to do with this story?
wondered Prosecutor Ranelid.

~—Mothing whatsoever, Mr. Prosscutor, other than that | let
him serve as an illustrative example. You can never have roo muoch
clarity.

—In that case. what if you. Mr. Karlsson, were to bring scme
elarity to this matter? What happened to the suitcase?

—Well, Mr. Bolt didn't want 1o give it 1o me, and my physique
didn’t really allow me to try to take it by force, not just my phy-
sique for that matter. In principle | think it's terrible the way
people ...

—5tick to the subject, Mr. Karlsson!

—Yes, my apologies, Mr. Prosecutor, Well, when Mr. Bolt, in
the middle of everything, needed to visit the station’s public con-
veniences, then 1 took my chance, Together with the suitcase, |
got on the Stringnis bus, which ook me 1o Byringe and old Julius
here. or Julle as we sometimes say.
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—Julle? said the prosecutor, as he felt he had o say something

—0Or Julius, said Julius. Nice 1o meet you

The prosecutor sat in silence for a few moments. Now he had
actually started making some notes, and he seemed to be drawing
connecting lines between the notes.

—But, Mr. Karlsson, you paid for the bus journcy with a fifty-
crown banknote and wondered how far it would get you. How
doces that fit in with having a deliberate intention of traveling to
Byringe and nowhere clse?

—Hah! said Allan. | know perfectly well what it costs to travel
1o Byringe. | just happened to have a fifty-crown note in my wallet
and | simply had a bit of fun with the driver. That’s not against the
law, is it, Mr. Prosecutor?

Prosecutor Ranclid didn’t bother to answer.

—Briefly: What happened next?

—Bricfly? Briefly, Julius and |, we had a nice evening together.
until Mr. Bolt came and tried to unbolt the door, if you will excuse
the pun, Mr. Prosecutor. But since we had a bottle of vodka on the
table, and you will perhaps remember from earlier in my tale that
that is what | had with me—a bottle of vodka—and, 1o be honest,
not just one bottle but two, one shouldn't tell untruths abour less-
important details and anyhow who can judge what is more or less
important in this tale, that is for you, Mr. Pros . ..

—Go on'

—Yes, my apologies. Well, Mr. Bolt calmed down when he real
ized there was roast elk and vodka on the menu. During the course
of the late evening, he even decided not to burn the Bibles in grat-
tude for the state of inebriation he had been afforded. Alcohol does
indeed have its positive sides, don't you think, Mr. Pros . . .

—Go on!

—In the moming, Mr. Bolt had the worst hangover. | person-
ally haven't been there since 1945, when | did my best to drink Vice

President Truman under the table with the help of tequila. Unffor-
tunately, President Roosevelt went and died that same day so We
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had to break off the party carly, and that was probably lucky for
me because | can't begin to describe what my head felt like the
next day. You could say | only felt slightly better than Roosevelt.

Prosecutor Ranelid blinked rapidly. In the end, his curiosity
got the better of him:

—What are you talking about? Were you drinking tequila
with Vice President Truman when President Roosevelt died?

—Perhaps we shouldn't get bogged down in details, or what
do you think, Mr. Prosccutor?

The prosecutor said nothing.

—Mir. Bolt was, in any case, not in a condition to help us pedal
the inspection trolley when it was time to travel to Aker Foundry
the following morning,

—He wasn't even wearing shoes, | understand, said the prose:
cutor. How can you explain that, Karlsson?

—If you. Mr. Prosecutor, had only seen what a hangover Mr.
Bolt had that morning. . . . He could just as well have been sitting
there in nothing but underpants,

—And your own shoes, Karlson? They were later found in
Julius Jonsson's kitchen.

—Yes, | borrowed some shoes from Julius of course. If you are
one hundred years old, you sometimes find yoursell going out i
slippers, as you'll discover yourself, Mr. Prosecutor, if you wait
forty or fifty years.

==| don't think I'll survive that long, said Prosecutor Ranelid.
The question is whether I'll survive this conversation, How do
you explain that when the inspection trolley was found. a police
dog could smell traces of a dead body?

~You tell me, Mr. Prosecutor. Mr. Bok was of course the las
person to leave the trolley, so perhaps he could have tokd us himsel,
if he hadn't had the misfortune to die over there in Dijibouti. Do
you, Mr. Prosecutor, think that | might be the origin of that smell!
I'm not dead, that much is for sure, but | am dresdfully old. ... Can

the smell of 3 dead person sort of come a bit carly?
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Prosecutor Ranelid was getting impatient. So far they had cov-
ered less than one of the twenty-six days. And ninety percent of
what came out of the mouth of the old geezer was pure nonsense.

—Gao on! said Prosecutor Ranelid.

—Well, we left Mr. Bokt slecping on the trolley and went for a
refreshing walk to the hot dog stand, which of course was run by
Per-Gunnar’s friend Benny,

—Have you also been in prison? asked the prosecutor.

—MNa, but I've studied criminology, said Benny quite truthfully,
before making up a story about how he had once interviewed in-
mates in a big prison and had then met Per-Gunnar.

Prosecutor Ranelid seemed to note something down again,
after which he monotonously ordered Allan Karlsson to “go on!”

—By all means. Benny was originally going to drive me and
Julius to Stockholm so that we could give the suitcase with Bibles
to Per-Gunnar. But now Benny said he wanted 1o make a detour
via Smiland 1o see his fancée, Gunilla. . . .

—Peace be with you, said Gunilla and nodded toward Prose-
cutor Ranelid.

Allan went on:

—Benny was of course the one who knew Per-Gunnar best and
Benny said that Per-Gunnar could wait a few days for the Bibles; he
didn't think there was anything with a topical news value in them,
and you have to admit he is right about that. But you cant wait in
all eternity, because when Jesus actually returns to Earth then all
the chapters on his imminent return become obsolete. . . .

—Stick to the subject!

—Of course, Mr. Prosecutor! | shall absolutely stick to the sub-
ject, otherwise things can go badly wrong. | probably know that
better than anyone. If | hadn’t stuck 1o the subject in front of Mao
Tse-tung in Manchuria then | would almost certainly have been
shot then and there.

=That would undeniably have saved us a lot of trouble, said
Prosecutor Ranelid,
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—Anyhow. Benny didn't think that Jesus would have time to
return while we were in Smiland, and to the best of my knowl-
edge Benny was right about chat. . .

—Karlsson!

—Oh yes. Well, the three of us drove 1o Smiland without first
telling Per-Gunnar, and that of course was a mistake.

—Yes, it was, Per-Gunnar Gerdin added at this point. | suppose
| could have waited a few days for the Biblex that wasn't the issue.
But. you see, Mr. Prosecutor, | thought that Bolt had come up with
something stupid together with Julius, Allan, and Benny, Because
Bolt had never liked the idea that Never Again should start spread-
ing the Gospel. And of course | didn’t feel any betier alter reading
the papers!

The prosecutor nodded. Perhaps there was something here
that resembled logic after all. Then he turned to Benny:

~But when you read about a suspected kidnapping of a
centenarian—why didn’t you contact the police?

—Well, the thought did occur to me. But when | raised it with
Allan and Julius they refused vo allow i Julias said that on prind-
ple he never spoke to the police, and Allan ssid that he was on the
run from the Old Folks' Home and absolwely didn't want to be
returned to Director Alice just because the newspapers and TV
had got this and that wrong,

—You never talk with the police on principle? mid Prosecuior
Ranclid 1o Julius Jonsson,

—1 have had a little bad luck in my relations with the police
over the years. Bur for pleasant encounters—like with Chief
Inspector Aronsson yesterday and with you, Mr. Presecutor,
today—I am happy to make an exception. Would you like some
more coffee?

Yes, the prosecutor would indeed. He needed all the energy
and strength he could muster to get this meeting into some sort of
order and then to be able to present something 1o the media &t
three o'clock. Something that was true, or a2 least credible.



e JONAS JOHASEON

But the prosecutor didn't want to let Benny Ljungberg off the

hook.
—And why didn't you phone vour friend Per-Gunnar Gerdin?
You must have realized thar he would read about you in the news-

paper.

—I thought that perhaps the police and prosecutor were not
yet aware of the fact that Per-Gunnar had met Jesus, and thar
therefore his phone line was bugged. And you. Mr. Prosecutor,
have vo admit that | was right.

The prosecutor mumbled something, made a note, and regret-
ted that he had happened to let that detail slip out to the journal-
ists, but done was done. He turned to Per-Gunnar Gerdin.

—Mr. Gerdin, you seem to have been tipped off as 1o where
Allan Karlsson and his friends were situated. Where did that tp
come from?

—Regremably, we'll probably never know. My colleague took
that information with him to his grave. Or 1o the scrapyard 1o be
eXaCH,

—And what was the tip?

—That Allan, Benny, and his girlfriend had been seen in Rottne
in Smiland. A friend of Bucket called, | think. | was mainly inter-
ested in the information as such. | knew that Benny's girlfriend
lived in Smiland and that she had red hair. 5o | ordered Bucket to
make his way to Rottne and stand outside the supermarket. Be-
cause you have to eat. . ..

—And Bucket was happy to oblige, in the name of Jesus?

—Well, not exactly! You've hit it on the head there, Mr. Pros-
ecutor. One can say a lot about Bucket, but . . . religious? No, he
was never that, He was, if anything, even more upset than Bolt as
to the new direction the club had taken, He talked of going to
Russia or the Baltic countries and getting into the narcotics busi-
ness there. . .. Have you ever heard anything so dreadfull He
might have done so, but you'll have to ask him yourself . . . No,

that's not possible. . . .
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The prosecutor looked somewhar suspiciously st Per Gunnar
Gerdin.

—We had a rape recording, exactly as Benny Ljungberg just
assumed. In it. you refer to Gunilla Bjgrklund as an "old dame”
and a little later in the conversation you swear as well. What does
the Lord think about that?

—Ah, the Lord is quick to forgive, as you will soon see if you
open the book you have just been given,

—"Whoever's sins you forgive, they are forgiven,” says Jesus,
Bosse chipped in.

—The Gospel according to John? said Chiel lnspector Arons-
son, who thought he recognized the quote from the hours he spemt
in the cormer of the hotel bar the previous evening,

—Do you read the Bible? Prosecutor Ranelid wondered in
amaEsmment.

Chiefl Inspector Aronsson didn't answer, but smiled phously at
Prosecutor Ranelid.

—| chose that tone because | wanted Bucket to recognize the
style from the old days; | thought thas it might make him follow
orders, explained Per-Gunnar Gerdin

—And did he? wondered the prosecutor.

—Yes and no. | didn’t want him o make himself known o
Allan, Julius, Benny. and his girlfriend, becasse | thoughe thar his
rather uncouth manner wouldnt really go down well with the
group.

— It certainly didn't, The Beauty added.

—How come? wondered Prosecutor Ranelid.

—Well, he came charging up to my farm and was smoking and
swearing and wanted alcohol, . .. | can put up with a great deal,
but | can't abide folk who have 1o resort to expletives.

Chiel Inspector Aronsson managed to avold choking on his
cake The Beauty had as recently as the previous evening been sie-
ting on the veranda and swearing almost without a pause for breath.
Aronsson felt more and more certain that he never wanted 1o find
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out the truth in this mess. Things were all right as they were. The
Beauty went on:

—1 am pretty sure he was drunk already when he arrived. and,
just think, he came in a car too! And then he went around waving
his pistol 1o show off, boasting and saying thar he was going 10
deal drugs in .. . Riga, | think it was. 5o | roared out, yes, Mr.
Prosccutor, | roared out “No weapons on my land!™ and made him
put his gun down on the veranda. | dont think I've ever met a
more bad-tempered and unpleasant man. . . .

—Perhaps it was the Bibles that made him lose his temper,
Allan said. Religion can so casily stir up people’s feelings. Once,
when | was in Tehran . . .

—Tehran? the prosecutor blurted out.

—Yes, it was a few years ago, that's for sure. Things were in
order down there in those days. as Churchill said 10 me when we
left there by plane.

—Churchill? said the prosecutor.

—Yes, the prime minister. Or perhaps he wasn't prime minis-
ter just then, but earlier. And later, in fact.

—1 know bloody well who Churchill was, I just . .. You and
Churchill together in Tehran?

—MNo swearing, Mr. Prosecutor! said The Beauty.

—Well, not together exactly. | was living for a while with a mis-
sionary. And he was an expert at getting people to lose their tem-

pers.

And losing his temper was exactly what Prosecutor Ranelid
was doing. He had just realized that he was trying 1o get the facts
out of a hundred-year-old geezer who claimed he had met Franco,
Truman, Mao Tse-tung, and Churchill. But Ranelid losing his tem-
per didn't bother Allan, He continued:

—Young Mr. Bucket walked around like a human thunder-
cloud the entire time he was at Lake Farm. He only brightened up
once, and that was when he finally left. Then he lowered the win-
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dow of his car and shouted out: “Latvia, here | come!” We chose to
interpret that as meaning he was on his way to Larvia, but you,
Mr. Prosecutor, are much more experienced in police matters so
perhaps you have a different interpretation?

—Idsot! said the prosecutor.

—Idion? said Allan. I've never been called that before. Dog and
rat, yes, Stalin let those two epithets slip out when he was at his
angriest, but never idiot.

—Then it’s about time. said Prosecutor Ranelid.

Per-Gunnar Gerdin interrupted:

—MNow, now, no need to be angry because you can't just lock
up anyone you feel like, Mr. Prosecutor. Do you want to hear the
rest of the story, or not?

Yes, the prosecutor wanted to hear it, so he mumbled an apol-
ogy. Or perhaps “wanted™ was not the right word . . . he simply
had to hear it. So he let Per-Cunnar go on:

—50, abour Never Again, Bolt went off 10 Africa to become a
French Legionnaire, Bucket to Latvia to start a drug business, and
Caracas went home 1o . . . well, he went home. All that is left is lintle
me, all on my own, with Jesus by my side, of course.

—Right, mumbled the prosecutor. Go on!

—I made my way down to Lake Farm to see Gunilla, Benny's
girliriend. Bucket had at least phoned and 1old me the address be-
fore he left the country,

—Umm, | have some questions about that, said Prosecutor
Ranelid. The first is to you, Gunilla Bjgrklund. Why did you go off
and buy a bus a few days before you left—and why did you leave?

The previous evening. the friends had decided to keep Sonya
out of it all. Just like Allan, she was on the run, but unlike Allan
she had no citizen's rights. She probably would not be regarded as
Swedish, and in Sweden, just like in most countries, you don't count
for much if you are a foreigner. Sonya would probably be departed
or sentenced to life in a zoo or both,
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—It's true that the bus was purchased in my name, said The
Beauty, but it was actually Benny and me who bought it vogether
and we bought it for Benny's brother Bosse.

—And he was going to fll it with Bibles? Prosecutor Ranelid
burst cut, He was no longer capable of minding his manners and
temper.

—No, with watermelons, Bosse answered. Do you wamt 10
taste the sweetest watermelons in the world, Mr. Prosecutor?

—No, | don't, Prosecutor Ranelid answered. 1 want to bring
some clarity to what remains of the story and then | want to go
home and quickly get through a press conference and then | wamt
to take a vacation. That's what | want. And now let’s move on
Why the hell . . . umm, why on carth did you leave Lake Farm just
when Per-Cunnar Cerdin armved?

—But they didn't know | was on the way there, said Per-Gunnar
Gerdin. Are you finding it hard to follow, Mr. Prosecutor?

—Yes, | am, said Prosecutor Ranelid. Einstein would find it
hard to follow if he had to listen o this nonsense talk.

—MNow that you mention Binstein . . . , said Allan.

—Nao, Mr. Karlsson, said Prosecutor Ranelid with a firm voice.
| don't want 1o hear what you and Einstein did together. Instead, |
want Mr. Gerdin to explain how the “Russians™ come into the pic-
ture,
—The Russians? said Per-Gunnar Gerdin.

—Yes, the Russians. Your deceased colleague Bucket talks of
“the Russians” in your bugged phone conversation. You complained
that Bucket hadn't called your pay-as-you-go phone, and Bucket
answered that he thought that only applied when you did business
with the Russians.

—That isn't something | wamt to talk about, said Per-Gunnar
Gerdin, mainly because he didn’t know what 1o say.

—But | do, said Prosecutor Ranelid.

There was silence around the table. The papers hadnt men-
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tioned the bit abour the Russians in Gerdin’s phone conversation,
and Gerdin himself hadn't remembered it But then Benny smid:

—Yesli chelovek kurit, on placho ignaet v futbol.

They all stared at him.

—"The Russians” refers 10 me and my brother, Benny ex-
plained. Our father—may he rest in peace—and our uncle Frasse—
mtjrhcllmmtinp:m—nﬂuhi:d.httqmﬂmdm]
brother learn Russian as children and friends and acquaintances
nicknamed us the Russians. That was what | just said. but in Rus-
sian of course.

Like so much else this particular morning. what Benny had
said had very little to do with the truth. He had simply tried to get
Pike Gerdin out of a tight spot. Benny had almost completed a BA
in Russian (he never handed in his final essay), but that was some
time ago and all Benny could remember in a hurry was:

“If you smoke, you won't be much good ar soccer.”

But it worked. Allan was the onaly ont there who understood
what Benny had said.

¢ was all too much for Prosecutor Ranelid: First, all these idiatic refer-
ences to historic figures, and then people speaking Russian. . . .

Can you explain, Mr. Gerdin, how you were first nmmed and
killed by your fricnds, and then rowe up from the dead and are
now sitting here and . . . eating watermelon? And can | tasse that
melon, after all?

—But of course, said Bosse. The recipe is secret though? Or
as the saying goes: "If the food i3 going to be really tasty then
you don’t want the food Inspector watching you when you
make jt.”

That was not a saying that either Chief Inspector Aronsson or
Prosecutor Ranclid had ever heard before. But Aronsson had once
and for all decided ro keep as quict as possible, and Ranelid now




134  JOMAS JONASSON

wished for nothing more than o bring it all 1 a conclusion . ..
whatever that was , . . and leave. 50 he didn't ask for an explans
tion. Instead, he noted that the watermelon in question was the
tasticst he had ever bit into.

Per-Cunnar Gerdin explained how he had come 1o Lake Farm
Just as the bus was driving away, how he had gone to look around
before he realized that the bus had probably carried off his friends,
and how he had then chased it, overtaken it. and lost control of his
car in a skid—and, well, the photos of the wrecked car were no
unfamiliar o the prosecutor, he supposced.

—No surprise that he caught up with us, Allan added. after
having been quiet for a while. He had more than three hundred
horsepower under the hood. Mot like the Volva PVadd that ook
me to visit Prime Minister Erlander. Forty-four horsepower! That
was a lot in those days. And | wonder how many horsepower Gus-
tavason had when he turned into my yard by mistake.

—Shut it . . . please, Mr. Karsson, before you finish me off
said Prosecutor Ranelid.

The chairman of Never Again continued his story. He had, of
course, lost a little blood in the wrecked car, or actually quive a lot,
but he was soon bandaged and he hadn't thought it necessary to
go to the hospital for as littke as a light wound, a broken arm, a
concussion, and a few broken ribs.

—Besides, Benny did study literature, said Allan.

—Literature? repeated Prosecutor Ranclid.

—Did | say literature? | meant medicine.

—1 have studied literature too, said Benny. My absolute favor-
ite |5 probably Camilo José Cela, not least his first novel, from the
19408, La familia de . . .

—Cet back to the story.

The prosecutor, in his appeal, had happened o look at Allan,
so Allan said:

=If you'll excuse us, Mr. Prosecutor, we've told you every.

thing. But if you absolutely want 1o hear us talk some more then |
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can probably remember one or two adventures from my time as a
CIA agent—or even better from my trip across the Himalayas.
And do you want the recipe for making vodka from goats” milk?
All you need is a beet and a bit of sunshine. And some goats’ milk of
Course.

Sometimes your mouth seems to go its own way while your
brain stands still. and that was probably what happened to Prose-
cutor Ranclid when—contrary 1o what he had just decided—he
happened to comment on Allan's latest nonsense:

—You crossed the Himalayas? At a hundred?

—MNo, don't be silly, said Allan. You see, Mr. Prosecutor, |
haven't always been a hundred years old, No, that's recent.

—Can we move on. ...,

—Wie all grow up and get older. Allan continued. You might
not think so when you are a child. Take young Mr. Kim Jong I, for
example. That unfortunate child sat crying on my lap, but now he
is head of state, with all that entails . . .

—Mever mind, Karlsson.

—I'm sorry. You wanted 1o hear the story of when | crossed
the Himalayas, Mr. Prosecutor. Well, for several months my only
company was a camel, and say what you will shout camels, they
aren’t much fun. . ..

—Meo! exclaimed Prosecutor Ranelid, | don't want to hear that
avall. [just. .. | don't know . ..

And then Prosecutor Ranclid was silent for a few moments, be-
fore saying in a quiet voice that he didnt have any more questions . . .
except possibly that he couldn’t understand why the friends had
stayed in hiding for several weeks when there was nothing to hide
from,

~You were innocent, weren't you?

—But innocence can mean different things depending on
whase perspective you adopt, said Benny,

—I was thinking along the same lines, said Allan. President

Johnson and de Gaulle for example. Who was guilty and who was
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innocent when it came 1o their bad relationship? Mind you, |
didn’t bring that up when we met. we had other things o rlk

—Please, Mr. Karlsson, said Prosecutor Ranelid. | beg you.
please be quiet.

—You don't have to go down on your knees, Mr. Prosecutor. |
shall be quict as a mouse from now on, | promise you. During my
hundred years, my tongue has slipped only twice. First when | told
the West how you build an atom bomb, and then when | did the
same for the East.

Prosecutor Ranclid slowly got up, and with a nod quietly
thanked them for the melon, for the coffec and the cake, for . . . the
conversation . . . and for the fact that the friends a: Bellringer Farm
had been so cooperative.

After which he got into his car and drove away.

—That went well, said Julius,

—Indeed it did, said Allan. | think I covered most of it.

n his car on the highway, Prosecutor Ranelid’s mental paralysis gradu-
ly Jost its hold. He went over the story he'd been told, adding
something here, deleting something there {mainly deleting), and
patching and polishing until he felt he had a nicely vidied-up story
that would acrually work. The only thing that really worried the
prosecutor was that the journalists just wouldn't believe that the
hundred-year-old Allan Karlsson already carried the scent of death.
Then Prosecutor Ranelid had an idea. That damned police
dog . . . Could they blame it all on the dog?

If Ranelid could make it sound as if the dog was crazy, un-
imagined possibilities appeared for the prosecutor to save his own
skin, The story would then be that there never was a corpse on the
inspection trolley in the S&dermanland forest, and that's why it
hadn't been found. But the prosecutor had been fooled into belicv-
ing the opposite, and that in turn led 10 a number of logical con-
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clusions and decisions—which had turned out to be completely
wrong. But you couldn’t blame the prosecutor for that. It was the
dog’s fault.

This could be brilliant, Prosecusor Ranelid thought. The story
of the dog that had lost its vouch just needed 1o be confirmed by
another source and then Kicki—was that her name?—had to end
her days fast. It wouldn't do for her to prove her skills after the
prosecutor had explained what happened.

Prosecutor Ranelid had a hold on Kicki’s handler since the
time, some years ago, when he had managed quietly 1o spiris away
a casc of a police officer suspected of shoplifting at 7-Eleven. A po-
lice career shouldn’t end because of one muffin that somebody had
forgotten to pay for, thought Ranclid. But now it was high time for
the dog handler to repay the favor.

—Bye-bye, Kicki. said Prosecutor Ranelid and smiled for the
first time in ages.

Shortly afterward, his phone rang. k was the county police
chiel. The autopsy and kentity report from Riga had just landed
on his desk.

—The compressed corpse at the scrapyard was Henrik Hultén,
said the police chief.

—Nice to hear thar. said Prosecutor Ranelid And 3 good thing
you phoned! Can you connect me to the reception? | need 1o get
hold of Ronny Bickman, the dog handler. . . .

he friends at Bellringer Farm had wawed good-bye to Prosecitor
Ranelid and at Allan’s suggestion had retumned 1o the kitchen
table, There was, he said, a question that needed to be resolved.
Allan started the meeting by asking Chief Inspector Aronsson
if he had anything 1o say about what Prosecutor Ranelid had just
been told. Perhaps the chicf inspector would prefer 1o go for a
walk while the friends had their meeting!
Aronsson answered that he thought the account had been
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clear and sound in every way possible, As far as the chief inspecior
was concerned, the case was closed. and if they would let him re-
main seated at the able he would be happy 1w do so. He himself
was not free from sin, said Aronsson, and he was not abour o
throw the first or even the second stone in this matter.

—But do me the favor of not telling me things that | don't re-
ally need to know. | mean, if there should be alternative answers
to those you just gave o Ranelid. . . .

Allan promised, and added that his friend Aronsson was wel-
come (o stay.

Friend Aronsson, thought Aronsson. In his work over the
years, Aronsson had made many enemies among the country'’s
most unscrupulous villains, but not a single friend. He thought it
was about time! And 50 he said that if Allan and the others would
like to include him in their friendship, he would be both proud
and happy.

Allan answered that during his long life he had been on com-
radely footing with both presidents and priests, but not until now
with a policeman. And since their friend Aronsson absolutely didn't
want to know oo much, Allan promised not to say anything sbout
where the group’s pile of money had come from. For the sake of
friendship, that is.

—Pile of money? asked Chiel Inspector Aronsson.

—Yes, you know that suitcase? Before it contained superslim
Bibles in genuine leather, it was filled to the brim with five-hundred-
crown banknotes. About fifty million crowns.

—What the devil . . . said Chief Inspector Aronsson.

~Swear if you like, said The Beauty.

—Pifty million? asked Chief Inspector Aronsson.

—Minus some expenses in the course of our journey, said Allan.
And now the group has 1o sort out who ownas it. And with that |
shall ask Pike o speak.

Per-Gunnar Pike Gerdin scratched his ear. Then he said that
he would like the friends and the millions 1o stick together. Per-
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haps they could go on vacation together, because there was noth-
ing Pike longed for more just now than to be served a parasol
drink under a parasol somewhere far. far away. Besides, Pike hap-
pened to know that Allan had leanings of a similar nature.

—But without the parasol. said Allan,

Julius said that he agreed with Allan that protection from rain
over the vodka was not one of the necessities of life, especially if
you were already lying under a parasol and the sun was shining
from a clear blue sky. But he also thought that the friends didn't
need to argue sbourt that. A shared vacation sounded great!

Chief Inspector Aronsson smiled shyly at the idea, not daring
w0 assume he belonged 1o the group. Benny noted this, 3o he put
an arm around the chief inspector’s shoulder and asked how the
representative of the police force preferred 1o have his holiday
drinks served. The chief inspector smiled and was just about to
answer when The Beauty put the damper on everything;

—I'm not taking a single step without Sonya and Buster!

And then she was silent for a second before she added:

—Not a snowball’s chance in hell!

Since Benny for his part couldn’t contemplate taking a step
without The Beauty. his enthusiasm rapidly evaporated

—Besides, | don't suppose half of us even have a valid passport,
he sighed.

Bat Allan calmly thanked Pike for his generosity wich regard 1o
how the suitcase money could best be shared He thought a holiday
was a good idea, and preferably as many thousands of miles from
Director Alice as possible. If only the other members of the group
could agree, they could surely sort out the transportation ssues and
find a destination where they werent so fussy about visas for man
and beast.

—And how do you intend to take along a five-ton elephant on
the plane? sald Benny in despair.

—I don't know, said Allan. But as long as we think positively,
I'm sure a solution will appear.
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—And the valid passports?

—As long as we think positively, as | said.

—I don't think Sonya actually weighs much more than four
tons, perhaps four and a half at the most, said The Beauty.

—You see, Benny, said Allan. That's what | mean by thinking
positively. The problem immediately became a whole ton less.

—I might have an idea, The Beauty said.

—Me too, said Allan. Can | use your phone?



TWENTY-SIX

1968-1982

Nizhny Novgorod, sbout 220 miles southeast of Moscow.

Sarov was 3 secret city, almost more secret than Se-

cret Agent Hutton. It wasn’t even allowed 1o be called Sarov any

longer, but had been given the not particulidy romantic name

Arzamas-16. Besides, the entire city had been rubbed out on all

maps, Sarov did and didn’t exist at one and the same time, depend-

ing on whether you referred 1o reality or to something else—kind

of like Viadivostok for a few years from 1953 on, except the op-
Posite.

Arzamas-16 was fenced in with barbed wire, and not a soul
Wwas let in or out without a vigorous security check. If you had an
American passport and were stationed at the American Embassy
in Moscow, it was not advisable to come anywhere near.

an_-.l Borisovich Popov lived and worked i the ity of Sarov in
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CIA agent Ryan Hutton and his new pupil Allan Karlsson had
practiced the spy’s ABCs for several weeks before Allan was in-
stalled at the embassy in Moscow under the name Allen Carson
and with the vague title “administrator.”

Embarrassingly for Secrct Agent Hutton, he had completely
ignored the fact that the target Allan Karlsson was intended 1o ap-
proach was unapproachable, shut in behind barbed wire in a city
that was so well protected that it wasn’t even allowed 1o be called
what it was called, or to be where it was.

Secrer Agemt Hutton 1odd Allan he was sorry about the mis-
take, but added that Mr. Karlsson would surely think up some-
thing. Popov must visit Moscow now and then.

—But now you'll have to excuse me, Mr. Karlsson, said Secret
Agent Hutton on the phone from the French capiral. | have some
other business on my desk. Good luck!

Secret Agemt Hutton replaced the receiver. sighed deeply,
and returned 1o the mess of the aftermath of the military coup
in Greece the previous year—supported by the CIA. Like so
much else in recent times, it had not exactly turned out as in-
tended.

Allan, for his part, had no better idea than to take a refreshing
walk to the city library in Moscow every day and sit there for
hours reading the daily papers and magazines. He was hoping
that he would come across an article about Popov making a public
appearance outside the barbed wire that fenced in Arzamas-16.

The months went by and no such news items cropped up.
But Allan could read about how the presidential candidate Rob-
ert Kennedy met with the same fate as his brother and how
Czechoslovakia had asked the Soviet Union for help getting its
socialism in order.

Furthermaore. Allan noted one day that Lyndon B. Johnson had
been succeeded by a man called Richard M. Nixon. But since he
was still gerting his expenses from the embassy in an envelope
every month, Allan thought that he had better keep on looking for
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Popov. If anything changed, then Secret Agent Hutton would no
doubt get in touch.

%68 turmed into 1969 and spring was approaching when Allan in his

everlasting thumbing through newspapers at the library came
across somcthing interesting The Vienna Opera was going o
give a guest performance at the Bolshoi Theatre in Moscow, with
Franco Corelli as tenor and the international Swedish star Birgit
Milsson in the role of Turandot.

Allan scratched his inow again) beardless chin and remem-
bered the first and only entire evening that he and Yury had spent
together. Late in the night, Yury had started 1o sing an aria. “Nes-
sun Dorma™ is what he had sung—nobody is allowed to sleep! Not
long afterward. he had for reasons connected with alcohol fallen
asleep anyway, but that was another matter,

To Allan’s way of thinking, a person who at one time could
manage a more or less good rendering of Puccini and Tumindos at
a depth of seven hundred feet. would hardly miss a gues: perfor-
mance from Vienna with the same opera at the Bolshoi Theatre in
Moscow. would he? Especially if the man in question lived only a
few hours away and had recerved so many medals that he would

have no problem getring a sear.
Or perhaps he might. And. in that case, Allan would have w0

continue his daily walks to and from the library. That was the worst
that could happen, and that wasn't so bad.

For the time being, Allan worked on the assumption thar Yury
might turn up outside the opera, and then all he had to do was o
be standing there and remind him of their last drinking bout, And
that would be thar.

Or it wouldn',

Mot at all, in fact.
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u the cvening of March 22, 1969, Allan placed himself strategically

on the lefi of the main entrance to the Bolshol Theatre. The
idea had been that from such a position he would be able to recog-
nize Yury when he passed by on his way into the auditorium.
There turned out to be a problem. however: all the visitors looked
almost identical. They were men in black suits under a black coat
and women in long dresses that showed under a black or brown
fur coat. They all came in pairs and rapidly went from the cold
outside into the warmth of the theater, past Allan where he stood
on the magnificent stairway’s top step. And it was dark two, so
how on earth would Allan be able to identify a face he had seen for
two days twenty-one years ago? Unless he had the incredible luck
that Yury recognize him instead.

Mo, Allan didn't have any such luck. It was of course far from
certain that Yury Borisovich was now inside the theater, but, if he
was, he had passed a few yards from his old friend without notke-
ing. 50 what could Allan do? He thought aloud:

—If you have just gone into the theater, dear Yury Borisovich,
then you will pretty certainly be coming out again in a few hours
through the same door. But then you are going 10 look just the
same as when you went in. So | am not going to be able 1o find you.
That means you will have 1o find me.

So be ir. Allan went back to his linthe office at the embassy,
made his preparations, and returned well before Prince Calif had
made Princess Turandot’s heart melt.

Maore than anything. secret agent Hutton had impressed upon
Allan the word “discretion.” A successful agent never made any
nolse. He should melt into the setting where he was active tosuch
adegree that he was almost invisible.

—Do you understood, Mr. Karsson?

= fAbsolutely, Mr. Hutton, Allan had answered.
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irgir Nilsson and Franco Corelli were called back 1o the stage rwenty

times by the applauding audience: the performance was a
huge success. So it took an extraJong time before people who all
looked alike started to stream down the steps again. What every-
one then noticed was the man standing in the middle of the bot-
tom step. with both arms in the air holding a homemade poster on
which could be read:

1AM
ALLAN
EMMANUEL

Allan Karlsson had of course undersiood Secret Agemt Hut-
ton's sermons: he simply paid no attention o them. In Hurton's
Paris it was spring. but in Moscow it was both cold and dark. Allan
was freezing, and now he wanted results. At first he had intended
to write Yury's name on the poster, but eventually decided that iF
he was going to be indiscreet then it should be on his own behalf.

arissa Alcksandrevna Popova, Yary Berisovich Popov’s wife, lov-
Lnglr held on o her husband’s arm and thanked him for the
fifth time for the fantastic experience they had just shared. Birgit
Milsson was pure Maria Callas! And the seats!

The fourth row, right in the middle. Larissa was happier than
she had been for a long time. And besides. this evening she and her
husband would be staying at a hotel, and she wouldn't have to go
back 1o that horrid city behind the barbed wire for almost twenty-
four hours. They would have a romantic dinner for two . . . just
herand Yury . . . and then perhaps. . ..

—Excuse me, darling. said Yury and stopped on the top step
Just outside the theater doors.

—What is it, my dear? Larissa asked anxiously.
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=I's probably nothing. . . . But do you see that man down there
with the poster? | have 10 go and have a look. . .. ki cantbe . .. but

the man is dead!

—Who's dead, darling?

—Come on! said Yury and negotiated his way down the steps
with his wile.

Three yards from Allan, Yury stopped and tried 1o make his
brain understand what his cyes had registered. Allan saw his cra-
zily staring friend from long ago, lowered his poster. and said:

—Was she good, Rirgi?

Yury still didnt say anything, but his wife whispered— Is this
the dead man? Allan said that he wasn’t dead. and il the Popov
couple wanted 1o make sure he didnt freeze 1o death it would be
best if they could immediately lead him to a restaurant where he
could get some vodka and perhaps a bite o eat.

—It really is you. . . . Yury finally managed to exclaim, But . . .
You speak Russian ., .?

—Yes, | went on a five-year course in your country's language
shortly after we last met, said Allan. The school was called Gulag,
What about that vodka?

Yury Borisovich was a very moral man, and during the last
twenty-one years he had felt very guilty for having involuntarily
lured the Swedish atom-bomb expert to Moscow for subsequent
transport to Viadivostok, where the Swede presumably—if not
carlier—would have died in that fire that all reasonably well-
informed Soviet citizens knew about. He had suffered for twenty-
one years, because he had instantly liked the Swede and his—so it
seemed—unstoppable ability 1o look on the bright side.

Now Yury Borisovich was standing outside the Bolshoi The-
atre in Moscow, where #t was just about zero Fahrenhen, after a

warming opera performance and . . . no, he couldn’t believe it.
Allan Emmanoel Karlsson had survived He lived. And he was
standing in front of Yury this sery moment. In the middle of Mos-

cow, Speaking Russian!
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Yury Borisovich had been marned 1o Lanissa Aleksandrevna
for forty years and they were very happy together. They hadn'
beenblessed with children. but their mutual trust knew no bounds.
They shared everything for better or worse and Yury had more
than once expressed 1o his wife the sorrow he felt over the fate of
Allan Emmanuel Kardsson. And now. while Yury still tried to make
sense of events. Larissa Alcksandrevna took command.

—If I understand correctly, this is vour friend from the old
days, the man you indirectly sent 1o his death. Dear Yury, would it
not be a good idea if in accordance with his wishes we take him
quickly to a restauram and provide him with some vodka before
he dies for real?

Yury didn't answer, but he nodded and let his wale drag him
over 10 the waiting limousine in which he was seated beside his
until recently dead comrade while his wife gave instructions 1o
the driver.

—The Puskhin Restaurant. please,

needed two good drinks for Allan to thaw out and twe more for
Yury to come to his senses again. In between, Allan and Lar-
issa ot to know each other.

When Yury was finally able o replace shock with joy (" Now
we're going 1o celebrate! ™), Allan thought it was time 1o get down o
business. If you had something to say, better just to say it right away.

—=What do you think about becoming a spy? asked Allan. |
mysclf am one, and it is actwally rather exciting.

Yury choked on his fifth drink,

—Spy? asked Larissa while her husband coughed.

=Yes, or "agent.” | don't really know what the difference is. ac-
tually,

—So interesting! Tell us more, please, Allan Emmanuel,

h:“ﬁ. don't, Allan, Yury coughed. We don't want to know any
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—Don't be silly, dear Yury, said Larissa. Let your friend tell us
about his job; you havent seen each other for so many years. Go
on, Allan Emmanuel.

llan went on and Larissa listencd with imterest while Yury hid his

face in his hands. Allan told them abour the dinner with
President Johnson and Secret Agent Hutton from the C1A and the
mecting with Hutton the following day during which Hutton sug-
gested that Allan should travel to Moscow and find out how things
were with the Sovier missiles.

The alternative that Allan saw before him was to stay on in
Paris where he would certainly have his hands full with prevent
ing the ambassador and her husband from creating diplomatic
crises just by opening their mouths. Since Amanda and Herbert
were two, and Allan couldn'’t possibly be in more than one place st
a time, he agreed to Secret Agemt Hutton's proposal. It sounded
less stressful. Besides, it would be nice 10 meet Yury after all these
years.

Yury still had his hands over his face, but he was peeping ar
Allan between his fingers. Had Yury heard Herbert Einstein's
name mentioned? Yury remembered him and it would cemainly
be good news if Herbert 100 had survived the kidnapping and rhe
prison camp that Beria had sent him to.

Oh, yes. Allan confirmed. And then he told the story briefly,
the story of the twenty years together with Herbert; about how
his friend first wanted nothing more than to die, but when he fi-
nally did do so, dropping dead at the age of seventy-six last De-
cember in Paris, he had completely changed his mind about that.
He left behind him a successful wife—now widow—who was
a diplomat in Paris. and two teenaged children. The last reports
from the French capital said that the family had coped well with

Herbert's death, and that Mrs. Einstein had become something of
a favorite in important circles. Her French was admittedly dread-
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Ful, but that was part of her charm: now and then she 2ad stupad
things that ghe couldnt possibly mean.

—But we seem to have gotten off our subject. sasd Allan. You
forgot to answer my question. What abowt becoming a spy. lsnt it
time for a change?

—But Allan Emmanuel, my good triend. This simply can’t be
happening! | am more honored for my services 10 the mother
country than any other nonmilitary person in the musdern history
of the Soviet Union. It 13 absolutely out of the question that |
should become a spy! said Yury and raised has glass 1o his mouth.

—Daon’t say that, dear Yury, said Lanissa, and let her hushand
knock back drink number six. as he had knocked back number five,

—Isn't it better to dnnk vour voudka instead of spraving i all
over? Allan asked kindly

Larissa Popova expanded upon her reasoning. while her hus.
band again put his hands in front of his face. She and Yury would
both be sixty-five soon, and what did they actually have o thank
the Soviet Union for® Yes, her hushand had received lots and lots of
decorations and awards, and that in turn led to fine tickets at the
opera. But otherwise?

Larissa didnt wait for her husband ‘s answer, but went on 1o say
that they were both shut up inside Arzamas-1e. a city the very name
of which would make anybody depressed. And behind barbed wire
100, Yes, Larissa knew that they were free to come and go as they
wished, but now Yury mustnt interrupt her because she was far
from finished.

For whose sake had Yury slaved day after day? First it was for
Stalin, and he was completely mad. Then it was Khrushchev's turn,
and the only sign that man showed of any human warmth was that
he had Marshal Beria executed. And now it was Brezhnev—who
melled bad!

~Larissa! exclaimed Yury Borisovich in horror.

~Now don't you sit there and Larissa me, dear Jilij. That
Brezhney smells—those are your own words,
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She went on 1o say that Allan Emmanuel had come at a most
opportune moment, because she had recently become maore and
maore depressed at the thought of dying inside that barbed wire
fence in the city that officially didnt exist. Could Larissa and Yury
even count on real gravesiones’ Or would vou need coded lan
guage on them too, for security reasons?

—Here lies comrade X and his dear wile Y, said Larissa.

Yory didn't answer. His dear wife might have something of 2
point there. And now Larissa delivered the knockout blow:

—50 why not spy for a few years wgether with your friend
here, and then we'll be helped 1o flee 10 New York and once there
we can go to the Metropolitan every evening. We'll get a life, dear
Yury, just before we die.

While Yury looked as il he was giving in. Allan went on 1o ex-
plain in more detail how this had come abowt. He had by a rather
roundabout route met a Mr. Hutton in Paris, and this Hutton was
a man who seemed 1o be close 1o ex-Presidemt Johnson and also 10
have a high position within the CIA.

When Hutton heard that Allan knew Yury Borisovich from
long ago, and that Yury possibly owed Allan a favor, then Hutton
had worked out a plan.

Allan hadn't listened very carefully to the global political as-
pects of the plan, because when people started talking politics
then he stopped listening. It sort of happened by iself.

The Soviet nuclear physicist had come to his senses, and now
he nodded in recognition. Politics wasnt Yury's favorite subject,
nat in any way. He was of course a socialist heart and soul, but if
anybody asked him to elaborate, he'd run into problems.

Allan attempred 1o summarize what Secret Agent Hutton had
said. It had something 1o do with the fact that the Soviet Union
would either attack the USA with nuclear weapons, or it wouldn't

Yury agreed that such was the situation. Either-or and not
much space between the akernatives.
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Furthermore, the CIA man Hutton. as far as Allan could re-
member, had expressed concern as 1o the consequences a Soviet
attack would have for the USA.

Because even if the Soviet nuclear weapon arsenal was only big
enough o wipe out America once, Hutton thought that was bad
encugh.

Yury Borisovich nodded a third time. and said that without a
doubt it would be pretiy had for the American people if the USA
was wiped out.

But how Hutton tied all the ends together. thar Allan couldn’t
really say. For some reason, he wanted 1o know what the Soviet ar-
senal consisted of. When he had found out. he could recommend
that President Johnson start negotiations with the Soviet Union
over atomic disarmamemt. Although now. of course, Johnson wasn't
the president any longer, so , . no. Allan didnt know, Politics was
often not only unnecessary, but sometimes also unnecessarily com-
plicared.

Yury was the technical boss of the entire Soviet nuclear weap-
ons program, and be knew everything about the program’s sirat-
egy. geography, and force. But during his twenty-three years in
the service of the Soviet nuclear program. he hadn’t thought—and
hadn't needed to think—a single political thought, That suited
Yury and his health exceptionally well. He had over the course of
the years survived three different leaders as well as Marshal Beria,
To live so long and stay in a high position was not the fate of many
powerful men in the Soviet Union,

Yury knew what sacrifices Larissa had had ro make. And now,
when they really deserved a pension and a dacha by the Black Sea,
the extent of her self sacrifice was grearer than ever. Bur she had
never complained. Never ever. S0 now Yury listencd all the more
closcly when she said:

—Reloved, dear Yury. Let us, together with Allan Emmanuel,
contribute a little to peace in this world, and let us then move 10
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New York. You can give the medals back and Brezhnev can stuff
them up his backside.

Yury gave up and said “yes™ 1o the whole deal iexcept for the bie
sbout Brezhnev's backside) and soon afterward. Yury and Allan
agreed that President Nixon probably didn't need to hear the entire
truth, but rather something that would make him happy. Because a
happy Nixon would please Brezhnev, and if they were both happy
then there surely couldn’t be a war, could there?

Allan had just recruited a spy by holding up a poster in a public
place, in the country with the world's most effective secret police
apparatus. Both a military GRU captain and a civilian KGB direc-
tor were also at the Bolshoi Theatre the evening in question, to-
gether with their wives. Both of them, like everybody else, had
seen the man with the poster on the bottom siep. And both of them
had been in the business far wo long to sound rhe alarm o some
colleague on duty. Anybody who was doing anything of a counter-
revolutionary nature did not do so in such a public way.

Nobody could be that stupid.

In addition, there were at least a handful of professional KGB
and GRU informers at the restaurant where the actual recruiting

was successfully carried out that evening. At table number nine, a
man splurtered vodka over the food, hid his face in his hands, waved
his arms about, rolled his cyes, and was told off by his wife—in
other words, a completely normal scene in any Russian restaurant.
Not worth noting.

S0 it came about that a politically blind American agent was al-
lowed to cook up a global peace strategy together with a politically
blind Soviet nuclear weapons boss—without either the KGB or the
GRU putting in their veto. When the European CIA boss in Paris,
Ryan Hutton, received notice that the recruitment was completed,
he said 1o himself that Karlsson had to be more professional than he
scemed.
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Tlu' Bolshon Theatre nenewed ifs repertoure thrde or four Himes a vear,
In addition, there would be at least one annual guest perfor.

mance like the one from the Vienna Opera.
Thus there were a handiul of occasions every vear when Allan

and Yury Borisovich could meet discreetly in Yury and Lariszas
hotel suite to cook up some suitable nuclear weapons mformation
to be sent 1o the ClA. They mixed fantasy with reality in such a
way that from an Ameran perspective the information was both

credible and encouraging,

ne consequence of Allan’s intelligence repores was thar President
Nixon's staff at the beginning of the 19708 started 1o work on
Moscow to bring about a summit meeting with mutual disarma-
ment on the agenda. Nixon feh safe knowing that the USA was the

stronger of the two.
Chairman Brezhney, for his part, was not actually against the

idea of a disarmament treaty, because his imtelligence reports told
him that the Soviet Union was the stronger of the two. What com-
plicated the picture was that a cleaning lady at the CIA section for
intelligence reports had sold some remarkable information o the
GRU. She had gotten hold of documents sent from the CIA office
in Paris, which indicated that the CIA had a spy placed at the cen-
ter of the Soviet nuclear weapons program. The problem was that
the informarion he sent was not correct. If Nixon wanted 1o dis-
arm on the basis of false mformanion that a Soviet mythomaniac
sent to the CIA in Paris, then of course Brezhnev had nothing
against it. But the whole thing was so complicated that it required
time to think. And the mythomaniac had to be found.

Brezhnev's Arst measure was to call in his technical noeclear
weapons boss, the unswervingly loyal Yury Borisovich Popov, and
ask for an analysis of where the disinformanen 1o the Amencans
could have originated. Because even if what the CIA had obtained
severcly underestimated the Soviet nuclear weapons capacity, the
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way the documemts were formulated showed a worryingly good
insight into the topic. Which was why expert assistance was needed

Popov read what he and his friend Allan had cooked up, and
shrugged his shoulders. Those documents, Popov said. could have
been written by any student at all after a bit of research ina library.
It was nothing for comrade Brezhnev to warry about, if comrade
Brezhnev would allow a simple physicist to have an opinion on the
matter?

Yes, that was exactly why Brezhnev had asked Yury Borisovich
o come, He thanked his technical nuclear weapons boss heartily
for his help, and sent his regards 1o Larissa Aleksandrevna, Yury
Borisovich's charming wife.

" ﬁ ri!ﬂ'r the KGB set up discreet surveillance on literature related (o

nuclear weapons at two hundred libraries in the Soviet
Union, Brezhnev continued to wonder how he should respond 10
Nixon's unofficial proposals, right up until the day—the horror of
it'—when Nixon was invited to China 1o meet that fatry, Mao Tse-
tung! Brezhnev and Mao had recently told each other 1o go to hell
once and for all, and now there was suddenly a risk that China and
the USA might form an unholy alliance against the Soviet Union,
And that must not be allowed 1o happen.

%o, the following day. Richard M. Nizon, President of the United
States of America, received an official invitation to visit the Soviet
Union. This was followed by hard work offstage and when one
thing had finally led to another, Brezhnev and Nizon had not only
shaken hands but also signed two separate disarmament treaties:
one concerning antiballistic missiles (the ABM Treaty) and the other
concerning strategic weapons. As the signing wok place in Moscow,
Nixon seized the opportunity to shake hands with the agent at the
American Embassy who had so brilliantly supplied him with infor-
mation about the Soviet nuclear weapons capacity.
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—You're weloome, Mr. President. said Allan. But aren't you go-
ing to invite me 10 dinner 100! They usually do.

—Whao does? asked the astounded president.

—Well. said Allan. The people who were satisfied with my
help . . . Franco and Truman and Stalin . . . and Chairman Mao. . .
although he didn't give me anything but noodles . . . but it was very
late in the evening of course . . . and the Swedish prime minister
only gave me coffee, when | come 1o think of ie. Mind you, that was’
so bad either. considering there was rationing in those days. . ..

Luckily President Nixon had been bricfed as 1o the agent’s
past. 50 he could calmly say that there was regrettably not time for
dinner with Mr. Karlsson. But then he added that an American
president could not readily be less obliging than a Swedish prime
minister. so a cup of coffee was definitely called for, and cognac w
go with it. Now this very minute. if that suited?

Allan thanked him for the invitation. and asked ifa double cognac
might be in order if he refrained from the coffee. Nixon answered
that the American national budget could probably support both.

Tllrrwyﬂir-muh,dm-l howr together, or at least, as pleas.
ant as it could be for Allan to limen to President Nixon ralk
politics. The American president asked abour how the political
game worked in Indonesia. Without naming Amanda by name, Al
lan described in detail how carcers in politics came about there.
President Nizon listened carefully and seemed to be giving the sub-
Ject his serious attention,
—Interesting, he said, Interesting.

[lan and Yury were pleased with each other and with the develop-

ments. It scemed that the GRU and KGB had calmed down
when it came to searching for the spy. and Allan and Yury found
that comforting. Or as Allan pur ir:
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—It is berter not to have two murder organizations on your

heels.
Then he added that the two friends ought not spend too much
time on the KGB, GRLI, and all the ather abbreviavions, which they

in any case couldn’t do anything about. Instead, it was high time to
cook up the next intelligence report for Secret Agent Hutton and his
president. Considerable rust damage to the middle-range missile
store in Kamchatka, could they elaborate on that?

Yury praised Allan for his delightful imagination. It made it so
easy to put the intelligence reports together. And that meant more
time for food, drink, and good company.

Richard M. Nixon had every reason 1o be satisfied with most
things. Right up until the time when he didn't have any reason
at all.

The American people loved their president and reelected him
in 1972, in a landslide. Nixon won in forty-nine states; George
McGovern managed to win just one.

But then everything got more difficult. And even more diffi-
cult. And in the end, Nizon had 10 do what no ather American

president had done before.

He had to resign.

Allan read about the so-called Watergate scandal in all the
available papers at the city library in Moscow. In summary,
Nizon had evidently cheated on his taxes, received illegal cam-
paign donations, ordered secret bombings, persecuted enemies,
and made use of break-ins and telephone bugging. Allan thought
that the president must have been impressed by that conversa-
tion over a double cognac in Paris. And then he said to the news:
paper picture of Nizon:

—You should have gone in for a career in Indonesia instead.
You would have gone far there.
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he vears went by, Nixon was replaced by Gerald Ford who was e

placed by Jimmy Carter. And all the while Brezhnev stayed
where he was. Just like Allan. Yury. and Larissa. The three of them
continued to meet five or six times a vear, and they had just as good
a time on every occasion. The meetings always resulted in a suit-
ably imaginative report about the current status of the Soviet arse-
nal of nuclear weapons. Over the years. Allan and Yury had chosen
to tone down the Soviet capacity more and more, because they
noticed how much more satisfied this made the Americans (regard:
less of who the president was, it seemed) and how much more
pheasant the atmosphere then scemed to be between the leaders of
the two countries.

But what joyous thing lasts forever?

One day, just before the SALT 1l treaty was signed, Brezhnev
thought that Afghanistan needed his help. S0 he sent his elite
troops into the country, and they happened 1o kill the sitting
president, so that Brezhnev had no choice but to appoint his
own.
This of course irritated President Carter to put it mildly). The
ink on the SALT treaty had barely dried. So Carter arranged a boy-
cott of the Olympic Games in Moscow as well as increasing the se-
cret CIA support to the Mujahedin. fundamentalist guerrilla forces

in Afghanistan,
Carter didnt have time to do much more than that, because

very soon Ronald Reagan 1ook over and he had a much shorter
temper when it came to communists in general and the old relic
Brezhnev in particular.

—He does scem to be dreadfully angry. that Reagan, Allan
said to Yury at the first agent-spy meeting they had after the new
president had been swomn in.

—Yes, Yury answered. And now we can’t dismantle any more
of the Soviet arsenal of nuclear weapons because then there would
be nothing left.
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—In that case, | suggest we do the opposite. said Allan. That is
bound to soften up Reagan a bit, just wait and see.

S0 the next spy report to the USA, via Secret Agent Hurton,
bore witness 1o a sensational Soviet initiative in their missile de-
fenses. Allan’s imagination had gone right out into space. From up
there, Allan thought up the idea that Soviet rockets would be able
to pick off everything that the USA intended 1o attack with down
on Earth.

With that, the politically blind American agent Allan and his
politically blind Russian nuclear weapons boss Yury had laid the
foundations for the collapse of the Soviet Union, Because Ronald
Reagan blew his top when he read the intelligence report that
Allan sent, and he immediately embarked upon his Strategic De-
fense Initiative, also known as Star Wars. The description of the
project, with its satellives with laser guns, was almaost a copy of what
Allan and Yury had cooked up some months earlier, in a hotel room
in Moscow, under the influence of what they thought was a suitable
amount of vodka. The American budget for defense against nuclear
weapons reached astronomical sums, The Soviet Union tried to
match this, but couldn’t afford it. Instead the country started to
crack at the seams.

Whether it was from the shock over the secret American mill-
tary plans (Reagan wouldnt even tell the American people abour
it until March 23, 1983), or for some other reason, one can't say,
but an November 10, 1982, Arezhnev died of a heart attack. The
following evening. Allan, Yury, and Larissa happened to have one
of their intelligence meetings.

==lsn't it time to stop all this nonsense? Larissa asked.

—Yes, let’s stop this nonsense, said Yury,

Allan nodded, and agreed that everything must come to an
end. especially nonsense perhaps,

And he added that the following morning he was going 1o
phone Secret Agent Hutton, Thirteen-and-a-halfl years of service
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to the CIA was enough: that most of it had been make-believe was
neither here nor there. All three agreed that & was best o keep
that part secret from Secret Agent Hunton and his so-irascible
president.

Now the CIA would have to see to it that Yury and Larissa
were airlified 1o New York; they had already promised that, while
Allan himsell was wondering what things were like in good old
Sweden.

Tﬁ:aund Sccret Agent Hutton kept their promise. Yury and La-
rissa were transported to the USA, via Crechoslovakia and
Austria. They were given an apartment on West s4th Street in
Manhattan, and an annual stipend thar wildly exceeded their
needs, And it wasn't particularly expensive for the CIA either, be-
cause in January 1984 Yury died in his sleep and three months
later his Larissa followed him, dying of sorrow. They were both
seventy-nine years old and they had their happiest year together
in 1983, which was when the Metropolitan Opera celebrated s
one hundredth anniversary, with an endless array of unforger-
table experiences for the couple.

lan, for his part, packed his bags and informed the administrative
section of the American Embassy in Moscow that he was
about to leave for good. That was when the section discovered that
Allen Carson for unclear reasons had only been paid his additional
foreign allowance during the thirteen years and five months he had
been in service.
—Didn't you ever notice that you didn’t get a salary? asked the
official.
—Mo, said Allan. | don't eat much and vodka is cheap here. |
thought it was more than enough.
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—For thirteen years?

—Yes, how time flies.

The official gave Allan a strange look and then promised to
make sure that the money would be paid via check as soon as
Mr. Carson, or whatever he was really called, reported to the
American Embassy in Stockholm.




TWENTY-SEVEN

Friday May 27-Thursday June 16, 2005

manda Einstein was sill alive. She was now cightv-four vears
ADH and lived in a suite at the luxury hotel in Bal that
was owned and run by her elder son, Allan.

Allan Einstein was hifty-one years old and had quite a brain,
Just like his one-year-younger brother, Mao. But while Allan had
become a business specialist (for real) and eventually hotel director
{he had been given the hatel in question by his mother on his fort
eth birthday), his lietle brother Mao went in for engineering, At
firss things hadn't gone o well with his career, because Mao was
exceedingly fussy about details. He had been given a job in Indone-
S leading oil company with the task of ensuring the quality of
the production system. Mao’s mistake was that he did. Suddenly,
il the midlevel management in the company found that they
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were no longer able 1o siphon off various sums under the table when
they had 10 order repairs, because there was no longer any need 1o
order any repairs. The efficiency of the oil company increased by 35
percenit and Mao became the most unpopular person in the organi-
zation. When the general bullying from his colleagues turned into
maore direct threats, Mao Einstein thought it wise 1o withdraw and
instead got a job in the United Arab Emirates. He soon increased
efficiency there too, while the company in Indoncsia to everyone’s
relief soon returned 1o its old level,

Amanda was endlessly proud of her two sons. But she couldn’i
understand how they could both be so clever. Herbert had once
told her that there were some good genes in his family, but she
couldn't really remember what he was referring to.

Be that as & may, when Amanda received the telephone call
from Allan she was overjoyed and she wished him and all his friends
a warm welcome to Bali, She would immediately discuss the mar-
ter with Allan Junior; he would have to kick out some other guests
if the hotel happened to be full. And she would phone Mao in Abu
Dhabi and order him to come home for a holiday. And, of course,
they served drinks at the hotel, with and without a parasol. And
yes, Amanda promised not to get involved in the actual serving of
the drinks.

Allan said that they would all tumn up soon. And then he ended
with some encouraging words about how he thought that there
wasn't a single person in the world who had gone so far with such
a limited intelligence as Amanda had done. And Amanda thought
that was so beautifully said, that tears came to her eyes.

—Hurry up and get here, Allan dear. Hurry up!

rosecutar Ranelid opemed the aftermoon’s press conference with the
sad revelation about police dog Kicki. She had indicated the
presence of a corpse on that inspection trolley at Aker Foundry,
and that in turm hiﬂhdm:nurrﬂ:ﬂnfmmmm the part of
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the prosecutor—which of course were correct when based on the
dog’s indications, but nevertheless wrong, so very wrong,

It had now come to light that just before this assignment the
dog in question had lost her mind and was on that account not o
be trusted. There was. 10 put it simply. never any corpse in that
place.

It had just come to the prosecutor’s notice that the polive dog
had been put down. and the prosecutor thought that was 2 wise
decision by its handler. (Kick:, under an assumed name, was on
her way instead 1o the dog handler’s brother in the north of Swe-
den, but the prosecutor never got to know that.)

Furthermore, Prosecutor Ranehid regretied that the Eskils-
tuna Police had neglected o inform him as 1o the new, and most
honorable, evangelical direction of the Never Again organization,
Had he been in possession of that knowledge. the prosecutor would
maost certainly have given other instructions to further the efforts of
the investigation. On behalf of the police. Prosecutor Ranelid would
like 10 apologize for the conclusions that he had drawn. They were
based partly on a crazy camine, partly on the information supplied —
and wrongly so-—by the police.

As for the discovery of the corpse of Henrik Bucket Hultén in
Riga. it was likely that a new murder investigation would be insti-
gated. The case of the similarly deceased Bengt Bolt Bylund was,
however, now closed. There were strong indwations that the said
Bylund had joined the French Foreign Legion. Since all legion-
maires join up under a pseudonym, it was not possible 1o confirm
definitively, but it was nevertheless highly likely that the said By-
lund was a victim of the suicide bombing that had taken place in
the center of Djibouti a couple of davs earlier.

The prosecutor presented a detailed account of the various pro-
tagonists’ relationships, and in that context showed the assembled
media representatives the copy of the superthin Bible that he had
received earlier that day from Bosse Ljungberg, At the end of the

Press conference. the journalists wanted to know the whereabouts
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of Allan Karlsson and his entourage so as to obtain their version of
events, but Prosecutor Ranelid had no information to give them
on that score (he had absolutely nothing 1o gain from allowing the
senile geriatric to spout on about Churchill and God knows what
else with representatives of the press). So the focus of the journal-
ists was now switched 1o Bucket Hultén. He had presumably been
murdered, and the previously presumed murderers were no lon-
ger suspected. So who had killed Hultén?

Ranelid had hoped that the matter would be conveniently for-
gotten, but now he had 1o emphasize that the mvestigation would
be started immediately after the conclusion of the press conference
and he said that he would return 1o that subject on a later occasion.

To Prosecutor Ranclid’s amazement, the journalists accepted
that, and all the rest of what he had said. Prosecutor Ranelid, and
his career, had survived the day.

manda Einstein hod asked Allan and his friends to hurry up and

travel to Bali, which was what the friends wanted too. At any
moment, a far-too-skillful journalist might find his way to Bell-
ringer Farm, and it would be safest for all concerned if the place
was abandoned. Allan had done his bit by contacting Amanda,
The rest was up 1o The Beauty.

Mot far from Bellringer Farm lay the Sitends military airfield
and there was a Hercules plane that could swallow an elephant
or even two with case. The plane in question had on one occasion
roared over Bellringer Farm and almost scared the elephamt to
death, and that was what had given The Beauty the idea.

The Beauty spoke to a colonel at Sitends, but he was far more
stubborn than he needed to be. He wamted to see every manner of
certificate and permission before he could even think of intercon-
tinental transport assistance for a number of people and animals.
For example, the military was absolutely forbidden from compet-
ing with commercial airlines, and they would need a certificate
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from the Depariment of Agriculture that such was not the case. A
transport would further require four stopovers, and at cach air-
port a vet would have to be present to check the status of the ani-
mal And as regards the clephant, there was no question of anvthing
less than twelve hours’ rest between Nighas,

Damn and blast the Swedish bureaucracy. said The Beauty and
instead phoned Lufthansa in Munich.

They were only slightly more cooperative. They could of
course pick up an elephant and a number of accompanving travel-
ers, and that could be done at Landvetter Airport near Gothen-
burg. and they could of course transport them all 1o Indonesia.
All that was required was a certificate of ownership of the ele-
phant, and that a registered veterinarian accompanied them in
the aircraft. And of course necessary documents would need to
be provided for admittance o the Republic of Indonesia, for peo-
ple as well as animals. When those conditions were fulfilled. the
airline’s administration could plan the transport within the next
thres months.

~Damn and blast the German bureaucracy, said The Beauty
and instead phoned Indonesia.

k tock a while, because in Indonesta there are fifty-one differ-
ent airlines and not all of them have English-speaking stafl. Bus
The Beauty didn't give up, and finally she succeeded. In Palem-
bang, on Sumatra, there was a transport company that for a rea-
sonable fee would be happy 1o make a round-trip 1o Sweden. They
had a Boeing 747 suitable for that purpose, a machine that had re-
cently been purchased from the Azerbaijant army. (Luckily this
was before all Indonesian airlines were blacklisted by the Euro-
pean Union and forbidden from landing in Europe.) The company
promised to arrange all the papers for the landing in Sweden, while
it was the customer’s responsibility to arrange landing permission
for Bali. A ver? Why?

All that remained was the matter of payment. The price went
up by 20 percent before The Beaury with a maximal use of her rich
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vocabulary got the company to agree to be paid in cash in Swedish
crowns on arrival in Sweden.

As the Indonesian Boeing took off on its Night to Sweden, the
friends held a council. Benny and Julius were entrusted with the
falsification of some papers that they could wave in front of what
they asumed would be fussy officials at Landvetter Airport, and
Allan promised to arrange the Balinese landing permission.

They had a few problems at the airport outside Gothenburg,
but Benny not only had his false veterinary certificate, but also the
ability to reel off some professional-sounding veterinary phrases.
This, together with the certificate of ownership and the certificate
of healkth for the elephant, and a whole bundle of credible docu-
mentation written by Allan in Indonesian, meant that they could
all board as planned. Since the friends amid the general falsifica-
tion had also said that the next stop was Copenhagen, nobody
asked for their passports.

The traveling party included the hundredyearold Allan
Karlsson; petty thief Julius Jonsson (now declared innocentl eter-
nal student Benny Ljungberg: his fiancée, the beautiful Gunilla
Bjdrklund; both of her pets, elephant Sonya and Alsatian dog Buster
Benny Ljungberg’s brother, the newly religious food wholesaler

Basse:; the previously so-lonely Chief Inspector Aronsson from Es
kilstuna: the former gangster boss Per-Gunanar Gerdin; and his
mother, eighty-year-old Rose-Marie, she who at one rime had writ-
ten an unfortunate letter to her son while he was incarcerated at
the Hall Prison.

The flight took eleven hours, without lots of unnecessary stops
en route. and the group was in good condition when the Indonesian
captain informed his passengers that they were now approaching
Bali's international airport and that it was time for Allan Karlsson o
pull out that landing permission. Allan asked the captain to ket him

know when the air traffic comtroller ar Bali got in touch. Allan
would take care of the ress,
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—Here they are, said the worried captain. What do 1 well them?
They could shoot us down any minute!

—Don't worry, said Allan and wok over. Hello? Is that Bal Air-
port? he said in English, and received the answer that they should
immediately Wentily themselves unless they wanted 1o face the In-
donesian Air Force.

=My name is Dollars, said Allan. One Hundred Thousand
Dollars.

The air traffic controller was completely silent. The Indone-
sian captain and his copilot looked a1 Allan in admiration.

=Mt this very moment the controller and his closest colleagues
are counting how many are getting a share, Allan explained.

—| know. said the captain.

Another few seconds passed before the flight leader contacted
them again.

—Hello? Are you there, Mr. Dollars?

=Yes, | am, said Allan,

—Excuse me. what is your first name, Mr. Dollars?

—0One Hundred Thousand. said Allan. | am Mr. One Hundred
Thousand Dollars. and | want permission to land at your airport.

—Excuse me, Mr. Dollars. The sound is very poor. Could you
please be so kind as to say your first name once more?

Allan explained to the captain that the controller had now
started to negotiate.

—| know, said the captain.

—My first name is Two Hundred Thousand, said Allan. Do we
have your permission to land?

—One moment, Mr. Dollars, said the light leader, and checked
with his colleagues. He then said:

—You are most welcome to Bali, Mre. Dollars, It will be a plea.
sure to have you here.

Allan thanked the flight leader.

—This must not be your first visit, said the captain, and smiled.
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—Indonesia is the country where evervthing is possible, said
Allan,

When the high-ranking officials at Bali International Airpornt
realized that several of Mr. Dollars’s fellow travelers didn’t have
passports, and that one of them weighed in at nearly five tons and
had four legs instead of two, it cost a further fifty thousand dollars
to arrange the customs documents and suitable transport for So-
nya. But an hour after landing. the entire group was in place at
family Einstein’s hotel, including Sonva, who had been transported
there with Benny and The Beauty in one of the airport’s catering
trucks (that afternoon’s flight to Singapore, incidentally, unfortu-
nately lacked lunch trays)

Amanda, Allan, and Mao Einstein received their guests, and af
ver & bout of hugging and kissing, they were shown to their rooms.
Sonya and Buster could meanwhile stretch their legs in the hotel’s
enormous fenced-in garden. Amanda had already expressed her re-
gree at the lack of clephant friends for Sonya on Bali, but she
would immediately arrange that a potential boyfriend be deliv-
ered from Sumatra. When it came 1o girlfriends for Buster, he
would probably find them himsell; there were lots of pretty girl-
dogs roaming around the island.

And Amanda promised that toward the evening there would
be one hell of a Balinese party for them all, and she urged them o
have a nap first.

All except three abided by that recommendation. Pike and
Pike's mama couldnt wait any longer for that parasol drink and
the same applied to Allan, minus the parasel.

All three made their way 1o the lounge chairs beside the water,
made themselves comfortable, and waited for the delivery of what
they had just ordered from the bar.

The waitress was eighty-four years old and had taken over
from the barman.

—Here's a red parasol drink for you, Mr. Gerdin. And a green
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parasol drink for vou, Mrs. Mama Gerdin. And . . . but wait a mo-
ment . . . You didn't order milk. did vou. Allan®

=1 thought vou had promised not to get involved with serving
the drinks, dear Amanda, said Allan.

—1 lied, dear Allan. | hed.

arkness descended wpon the paradise and the friends gathered o a
D:hrr:'-cuurn- mieal, invited by their hosts Amanda, Allan, and
Mao Einstein. For starters they were served saee lilir, for the main
course bebek betutw, and for dessert a jaga batun bedil. They drank
tual wayah, palm-tree beer, except for Benny who drank water

The very first evening on Indonesian sodl was almost as I““F a%
it was pleasant. The food came 10 an end and it was rounded off
with Pisang Ambon for evervone except Allan who had a vesdka
and Benny who had a cup of tea.

Bosse feh that this day and evening of excess necded a b of
sparitual balance so he stood up amd quoted Jesus from the Gospel
according 1o Matthew ("Happy are they . . . their spiritual needs™.
Bosse belicved they would all benefit from listening to God and
keaming from God. And then he put his palms together and thanked
the Lord for an extremely unusual and unusually good day.

—Everything will work out just fine, said Allan in the silence

created by Bosse's words,

oase had thanked the Lond and perhaps the Lord thanked them in

return, because their good fortune lasted and grew. Benny
asked The Beauty if she would marry him, to which she replied:
Yes, damn it! Now strayghtaway! The ceremony took place the fal-
lowing evening and lasted three days. Rose-Marie Gerdin, eighty
years old, taught the members of the local pensioners’ club how o
play the Treasure Island Game (but no better than her so than she
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herself could win every timey; Pike lay on the beach under a para-
sol day in and day out, drinking parasol drinks in all the colors of
the rainbow; Bosse and Julius bought a fishing boat that they
rarely left; and Chiel Inspecior Aronsson became a popular mem-
ber of the Balinese upper classes: he was a white man after all, and
a detective chief inspector toeo, and if that wasn't enough, he had
come from the least-corrupt country in the world. You couldn’t get
more exotic than that.

Every day, Allan and Amanda went on suitably long walks
along the glowing white beach outside the hotel. They always had
lots 1o talk about, and they feli better and better in each other's
company. They didn’t go very fast. because she was eighty-four
years old and he was now in his hundred-and-first year.

Affier a while they started 1o hold each other's hand, for balance.
Then they decided to dine, just the two of them, on Amanda’s ter-
race in the evenings, as it got 100 much with all the others. And in
the end, Allan moved in with Amanda for good. In thar way, Allan's
room could be rented 1o a tourist instead, and that was good for the
hotel’s balance sheet.

During ane of the following day's walks, Amanda raised the
guestion of whether they should just do the same as Benny and
The Beauty. that is, get married, when they were living together
anyway. Allan said that Amanda was a young girl in comparison
with him, but that he could bring himself 1o ignore that circum-
stance. And nowadays he mized his own drinks so there was no
problem there cither. o, in short, Allan couldn't see any decisive
objection to what Amanda had just proposed

—Then it's a plan? said Amanda.

—Yes, it’s a plan, said Allan.

And they held each other’s hand extra hard. For balance.

investigation inte Henrik Bucket Hultén's death was short and
without result. The police looked into his past and interro-
gated Bucket's former companions in Smdland (not far from Gu-
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nilla Bjfrklund's Lake Farm. in fact ., but they hadn't heard or seen
anything

The colleagues in Riga sought out the drunkard whoe had vaken
the Mustang to the scrapyvard. but they couldnt get a sensible word
out of him unil one of the pole colleagues thought of priming
him with a bottle of wine. Then the drunkard suddenh started 1o
tell them—that he had no idea whe it was who had asked him o
take the car to the scrapyvard. Somebody st turned up at the park
bench one day with a whole bagtul of wine bottles

=l wasn't sober. admattedly, saud the drunkard. But D never get
so drunk that 1'd sav no 1o four bottles of wine,

Only one journalist got in touch a few davs Later 1o find out
how the investigation about Bucket Hulten's death was going, bug
Prosecutor Ranelid wasnt there 1o take the call. He had gone on
holiday, booking a cheap last-minute charter light to Las Palmas,
What he really wanted to do was to get away from evervthing, and
he had heard that Bali was nice. but that Might was tully booked.

The Canary Islands would have 1o do. And there he sat now in
a lounge chair under a parasol. with a parasol donk in his hand.
wondering where Aronsson had gone off 100 He had apparently
given his notice, taken all the vacation davs due wo him, and juse

disappeared,
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1982-2005

he salary from the American Embassy had come in handy

when Allan returned to Sweden. He found a little red

cottage just a few miles from where he had grown up,
which he paid for in cash. Making the purchase he had to argue
with the Swedish authorities about whether he existed. In the
end, they gave in and started 1o pay him a pension—much to Al-
lan's surprise.

—Why? asked Allan.

—You're a pensioner, said the authorities.

—Am [? said Allan,

And he was, of course, and by a good margin too. The follow-
ing spring he would be seventy-cight, and Allan realized that he
had goten old, against all odds and without having thought about
it. But he was going to get much older. . . .
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wears passed, at a levsurely rate and without Allan influencing
world developments in any way at all. He didn't even influ-
ence things in the town of Flen. into which he occasionally ven-
tured to buy some groceries (from the grandson of wholesale
merchant Gustavsson who now ran the local supermarket and to
his good fortune hadn't a clue that Allan was who he wash. The
public library in Flen didn't. however, get any new visits. because
Allan had realized that you could subscribe to the newspapers you
wanted to read and they landed neatly in the mailbox outside his
cottage. Very practical!

When the hermit in the cottage outside Yxhult turned eighy-
three he thought all that biking back and forth to Flen was getting
hard, so instead he bought a car. For a moment he thought about
combining this with the acquisition of a driving hicense, but as
s0o0n as the driving instrucior had mentioned “sight test” and “pro-
visional license,” Allan decided 10 do without. When the instructor
went on to list the "books,” the “theory lessons,” the “drving les-
sons,” and the “final double test.” Allan had long since stopped lis-
tening.

In 1989, the Soviet Union had started 1o fall wo bits, which didn't
surprise the old man in Yxhult with his own vodka distillery in the
cellar. The new youth at the helm, Gorbachev, had started his era
in power with a campaign against the massive vodka drinking in
his nation, That wasn't something that would get the masses on
your side, was it?

That same year, in fact on Allan’s birthday. a kirten suddenly
appeared on the porch steps, and signaled that it was hungry. Allan
invited it into his kitchen and served it milk and sausage. The cat
liked that so much that it moved in.

It was a tiger-striped farmyard cat, a male. who was given the
name Molotov, not after the minister but after the cockeail. Molo-
tov didn't say very much, but he was extremely intelligent and
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fantastic at listening. If Allan had something to say, he only had 10
call the cat: he always came skipping along. unless he was occupied
with catching mice (Maolotov knew what was important). The cat
jurmnped up into Allan’s lap. made himself comfortable, and made a
sign with his ears 1o show that Allan could now say what he had wo
say. If Allan simultancously scratched Molotov on the back of his
head, and on his neck. there was no limit to how long the chat could
last.

And when Allan got some hens, it was enough to tell Molowy
one single time that he shouldn't go running after them, for the
cat to nod and understand. The fact that he ignored what Allan
said and ran after the hens till he didn't find it fun anymore, that
was another matter. What could you expect? He was a cat afterall.

Allan thought that nobody was craftier than Molotov, not
even the fox that was always sneaking around the henhouse look-
ing for gaps in the netting. The fox also had designs on the cat, bur
Molotov was much too quick for that.

ere years were added to those that Allan had already collected,
And every manth the pension money arrived from the au-
thorities without Allan doing anything in return. With that
money, Allan bought cheese, sausage, and potatoes and now and
then a sack of sugar. In addition. he paid for the subscription to the
local paper. and he paid the electricity bill whenever it appeared.
But there was still money leflt over every month, and what
good was that? Allan once attempted 1o send the excess back to
the authorities in an envelope, but after a while an official came to
Allan’s cottage and informed him that you couldnt do that. So
Allan got his money back, and had vo promise to stop arguing
with the authorities.
Allan and Molotov had a good life together. Every day, weather
allowing, they went for a lirtle bike ride along the gravel roads in
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the area. Allan pedaled. while Molotey sat in the basket and en-
Joyed the wind and the speed

The lietle farmvily lived a pleasant and regular ife, And this went
on until one day it turned our that not only Allan but also Molows
had gotten older. Suddenly, the tox caught up with the cat, and
that was just as surprising lor the fox and the cat as o was zad for
Allan.

Allan was more sad than be possibly ever had been carlier in
his life. and the sorrow soon turned w anger. The old explosives
expert stood there on his veranda wath tears in g eves and called
out into the winter nigha:

—Iit's war yvou want, it's war vou'll get. vou damned fox!

For the first and only time in his lile, Allan was angry. And it
wasn't dispelled with vodka, a drive (without a driver's license in
his car, or an extralong bike ride. Revenge was a poor thing to hive
for, Allan knew. Nevertheless, just now that was preceely what he
had on the agenda.

Allan get an explosive charge beside the henhouse intended
to go off when the fox got hungry next time and stretched s
nose a little too far into the hens’ domain. But in his anger. Allan
forgot that right next 1o the henhouse was where he stored all
his dynamite.

Thus it was that at dusk on the third day after Molotov's ascent
o heaven, an explosion was heard in that part of SGdermanland,
the like of which hadn't been heard since the late 1920

The fox was blown into little bits. just hke Allan’s hens, his
henhouse, and woodshed. But the explosion took the barn and
cottage too. Allan was sitting in his armchair when it happened.
and he flew up in the air in the armchair and landed in a snowdrift
outside his potato cellar. He sat there looking around him with an
astonished expression on his face. before finally saving:

—That was the end of the fox.

By now, Allan was ninety-nine years old and he felt so knocked
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about that he stayed where he was. But it wasn't hard lor the am-
bulance, police, and fire brigade to find their way to him, because
the flames reached high into the sky. And when they had made
sure that the geriatric in the armchair in the snowdrift beside his
own patato cellar was uninjured, it was time for the social services
to be called in.

In less than an hour, social worker Henrik Soder was by his side.
Allan was still sitting in his armchair. but the ambulance men had
wrapped a couple of hospital blankets around him, which wasn't re-
ally necessary because the fire from the house that had almost burnt
to the ground still gave off quite a lot of heat.

—Mr. Karsson, | understand that you have blown up your
house? said social worker Séder.

—Yes, said Allan. It's 2 bad habit of mine.

—Let me guess that you, Mr. Karlsson, are no longer in posses.
sion of an abode? the social worker continued.

—There is some truth in that, said Allan. Do you have any sug:
gestions, Mr. Social Worker?

The social worker couldn't think of anything on the spot, so
Allan—at the expense of the social services—was carted off to the
hotel in the center of Flen, where the following evening Allan, in
a festive atmosphere, celebrated New Year’s with, among others,
social worker Soder and his wife,

Allan hadn't been in such fancy surroundings since the time
just after the war when he had stayed at the luxurious Grand Hétel
in Stockholm. In fact, it was high time he paid the bill there, be-

cause in the rush to leave it never got paid.

A t the beginning of fanwary 2005, social worker S&der had located a
possible place of residence for the nice old man who had hap-
pened 1o become suddenly homeless a week earlier.

So Allan found himself at Malmkoping's Old Folks' Home,
where room | had just become available, He was welcomed by the



THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN m?

director. Alice. who smiled a friendly smle. but whe also sucked
the joy out of Allan’s hite i Laving out tor him all the rules of the
home. Dircctor Alce sand that smokimg was forbadden, drinking
was forbidden. and TV was forbidden after eleven in the eveming.
Breakfast was served @ 645 on weekdavs and an hour Liter on
weekends. Lunch was a1 1118, coffee a1 1515, and supper a1 18:05
If you were out and didn’t keep track of the tme and came home
oo late. vou risked having o go without,

After which, hrector Alwe went through the rules concern
ing showers and brushing vour teeth. vists from outside. and
visits to other resident semior citizens: what time various medr
cines were handed out: and between which times vou could non
disturb Director Alice or one of her colleagues unless it was ur-
gent, which it rarely was, according to Director Alice. who added
that in general there was oo much grumbling among the resic
dents.

—Can you take a shit when vou want to? Allan asked.

Which is how Allan and Director Alwe camw to be at odds less
than fifteen minutes after they had mer

Allan wasn't pleased with himself over the matter of the war
against the fox back home icven though he won. Losing his tem-
per was not in his nature. Beswdes, now he had used language thar
the director a1 the home might well have deserved. but which
nevertheless was not Allan's stvle. Add 1o that the mile-long list of
rules and regulations that Allan now had 1o abide by, . .

Allan missed his cat. And he was minety-mine years and cight
months old. It was as il he had lost control of his own spirit. and
Director Alice had had a loit 1o do with that.

Enough was enough.

Allan was done with life, because hife seemed 1o be done with
him, and he was and always had been a man who didn't like 1o
Push himself forward.

50 he decided that he would check into room 1, have his
18:15 supper and then —mnewly showered, in clean sheets and new



T8 JOMAS JONASSON

pajamas—he would go to bed, dic in his sleep, be carricd out, bur-
ied in the ground, and forgotten.

Hlan felt an almast deciric sense of pleasure spreading through his

body when, at eight o'clock in the evening, for the first and last
time he slipped into the sheets of his bed at the Old Folks’ Home. In
less than four months, his age would reach three figures, Allan Em-
manuel Karlsson closed his eyes and felt perfectly convinced that he
would now pass away forever. It had been exciting, the entire jour-
ney, but nothing lasts forever. except possibly general stupsdity.

Then Allan didn't think anything more. Tiredness overcame
him. Everything went dark.

Until it got light again—a white glow, Imagine that, death was
just like being asleep. Would he have time 1o think before it was all
over? And would he have time to think that he had thought it? But
wait, how much do you have 1o think before you have finished
thinking)

—Itis a quarter o seven, Allan, time for breakfast. If you don't
eat it up, we shall take your porridge away and then you won't
have anything until lunch, said Director Alice.

Besides everything clse, Allan noted that he had grown naive
in his old age. You can’t simply go and die to order. And there was
now a considerable risk that the following day too he would be
woken by that dreadful woman and be served the almost equally
dreadful porridge.

Oh well. There were still a few months to go 1o one hundred,
so surely he would manage to kick the bucket before that, “Alcohol
kills!” was how Director Alice had justified the “no aleohol” rule in
residents’ rooms. That sounded promising, thought Allan. He'd
have o sneak out to the state alocohol shop.
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ays passed and turmed e wocks. Winter became spring
Allan longed for death almist as much as hes trend i
had done fifiy vears carbier lerbert dading have b wash tuli
until he had changed his mnd That wasn ta good omen
And what was even worse the statt at the Ol Folks 11
had started 1o propare for Allans coaming brrthday Dike a ¢
animal he woukd have to put up with bemg looked at, sung o
fed with a birthday cake. That was most defintely not somet
he had asked for.
And now he had just a single might mowhch e Jdie
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man enough o inform his surroundings of his decision.
But Allan Karlsson had never been given 1o pondering
things too long,

So the idea had barely taken hold in the old man’s head before
he opened the window of his room on the ground floor of the Old
Folks' Home in the town of Malmkaping. and siepped out into the
flower border.

This maneuver required a bit of e¢ffort since Allan was one
hundred years old, on this very day in fact. There was less than an
hour to go before his birthday party would begin in the lounge of

Y:ru muight think he conld have made wp his mined carlier and been
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the Old Folks' Home. The mavor would be there. Amd the loval
paper. And all the other old people. And the entire staff, led by badd
tempered Director Alice.

It was only the Birthday Boy hamselt who didn’t imtend o
turn up.
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give up and within a few weeks she had created her own blog. She
wrote all day long, about things high and low, okl and new. For
example, she wrote about her dear hushand’s journeys and adven-
tures the world over. Her intended public was her lady friends in
Balinese society. Who else would find their way to it?

ne day, Allan was sitting as uswal on the veranda enjoving his

breakfast when a gmlem:.n in a suit turned up. The man
introduced himself as a represemative of the Indonesian govern:
ment and said that he had read some amazing things in a blog on
the Internet. Now, on behalf of the president, he wished to make
use of Mr. Karlsson's special knowledge. if what he had read tarned
out to be true.

—And what do you wam me 1o help you with if | may ask? said
Allan. There are ml}' two things | can do better than most people,
One of them is to make vodka from goats” milk. and the other is
w0 put together an atom bomb,

—That’s exactly what we're interested in, said the man.

—The goats’ milk?

—Mo, said the man. Not the goats” milk

lan asked the representative of the Indonesian government to sit
down. And then he explained that he had given the Bomb o
Stalin and that had been a mistake because Stalin was as crazy as
they come. So first of all Allan wanted to know about the mental
state of the Indonesian president. The government representative
replied that President Yudhoyono was a very wise and responsible
person.
—1 am glad 1o hear it, said Allan. In that case 1'd be happy o
help out,
And that's what he did.
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Reading Group Guide
Discussion Questions

. Author Jonas Jonasson descnbes THE 100 YEAR OLIY MAN
WHO CLIMBED OUT A WINDOW ANDIMNEAPMPEARDPIY O "an
intelligent, very stupid novel.” What dovou think he means®

. Allan Karlsson is one hundred vears old. This s unusual. typacal
icons these days are much vounger. How Jdoes his age matier 1
the nowvel? e Wikl pelate i o™ “.'H‘_l. lin voann think the avitlan
Jonas Jonasson, chose 1o make Allan a centenanan® Is there a rea
son the author would begin the current actiom on the protagomst s

hundredih birthday?
. Would you call Allan a role model” Wy, or why e ™

. Atthe opening of THE 100-YEAR-OLD MAN WHOCLIMBEDY OLTT
A WINDOW AND DISAPPEARED. Allan climbs out a window o
escape a birthday party that ceardy means something ditferemt to hom
than it does o the people planning it W hat Jo vou think of this e
Is this rebellion? Is this simply expedient® Tlave vou ever comsidered
simply escaping out a window rather than facimg somet himg®

What do you think the author was saving about our socwety anad the
attitude toward aging” Who is the oldest person vou know™ What
have you learned from that person, and did reading THE 100 F AR
OLD MAN WHO CLIMBED OUT A WINDOW AND IISAP
PEARED make you wish you could hear more of that person’s stors ™

. Cm'rp:u THE 100-Y EAR-OLIY MAN WHCY CLIMBELY (WL A
WINDOW AND DISAPPEARED 10 other novels about protag
nists who have unexpected advemures and encounters. What dowes
inserting ficvional characters into real-life sinpatons well readers?

What does it mean to you?




IRE READIMNG GROUP GUIDE

T

Readers learn about Allan’s past through his stores. Do you trust
his memory? Did it occur 1o you that the stories might not be
true® Why? What does it vell you about the nature of the past. and

of memory?

Throughout the novel, Allan encounters historical characters
and gets involved in episodes that change history. Which episode
did you enjoy the most? Why?

Imagine an “outtake” from the novel—wherein Allan encounters
someont from history who does not appear in THE 100 YEAR-OLD
MAN WHO CLIMBED OUT A WINDOW AND DISAPPEARED.
Which historical Aigure would you like i to be?

10. If you had 10 describe THE 100YEAR-OLD MAN WHO

1L

CLIMBED OUT A WINDOW AMD DISAPPEARED in a lI'IIII'
word, what would it be?

At one hundred, Allan's life is filled with important moments.
And yet he does not seem o see these encounters as momentous.
Is he naive® Innocent® W hat does Allan’s own atiigude roward his
past and his present tell you about him and his view of life? Do
you hold a similar perspective?

Reviewers across the globe have commented on the humor in the
novel. Did you laugh® Would you define this as comic, or satinc?
What is the difference?

. Have you read other novels by Swedish novelists? If so, which

ones? If not, why not? How is this one similar or different 1o other
novels you've read by Swedish authors?

Reread the final pages of the novel. Some would say that Jonasson
has keft an episode yet 1o come. What do you think will happen to
Allan? Why do you think the author chose to end the novel like
this? Would you read a sequel?



