
    [image: ]

  
    
      
          
         
 
         
            Matti-Yrjänä Joensuu
 
            The Priest of Evil
            
 
            Translated by
 David Hackston
            

         
 
         
            
               [image: ] 
                  
               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            For Virpi, Anni, Taru, Anu, Iines and Nooa

         
 
         
         

      

      
    

  

  
    
        Contents

    


    

        Title Page

		Dedication

		The Priest of Evil

		About the Author

		Copyright

		
    

  




    
      
      
         
         
 
         
            The Priest of Evil 
            

         
 
         1. Night Watch
         
 
         Someone called out his name; rapidly, over and over, as if they were thrashing him over the head with a twig. ‘Mikko! Mikko!’
 
         But he didn’t answer. He didn’t want to.
 
         ‘Mikko!’
 
         He didn’t want to be Mikko again, clutching terrified at someone’s legs or round their neck; he didn’t want to keep watch at the door any longer, because it was nasty and said bad things. All he wanted to do was curl up on top of the dressing table in Anitra’s nest and be her fledgling, because Anitra was nice: she never pecked at him, she didn’t scratch his bottom or pull his willy, and she allowed him to stroke her feathers, and that made him happy, almost as happy as when he was allowed to eat candyfloss.
 
         Candyfloss always made him shiver slightly – like when he’d gone to the park without permission, or when on the first of May their taxi had run over a pigeon and its eye had popped out of its head, and Kasper had poked the end of Tuija’s hat into its beak. It had stared at them the way Father’s cigarettes stared at them through the night-time darkness. The feathers made him feel like Anitra was his real mother, and that Mother was only a pretend mother, some unknown, naughty boy’s nagging mother. And again he felt a shiver, the same kind of chill as when someone pulled his hair, and he began thinking of the legs beneath the dressing table: dark-green lion’s paws, complete with claws and everything. And even though they were made of wood, nobody dared tiptoe past them, not even the fat janitor with smelly hairs growing out of his ears.
 
         ‘Mikko!’ someone shouted again, then came another yelp: ‘Are they killing each other yet?’
         
 
         He was the one, he, Mikko, and all at once he sat up – there was no nest, no candyfloss and no Anitra. Nothing good ever came true. It was still dark, still night, the same wicked night. He ran his fingers along the bed and his pyjama trousers – of course: he had wet himself again, though this time there was only a little bit; it would dry out by morning and he wouldn’t have to fetch the belt from the kitchen. It was hanging on a towel hook by the door, so high up that he had to use a chair to get it down.
 
         ‘Not yet,’ someone whispered near him; and it was then that Mikko saw him and quickly drew his arms and legs back inside the safety of the blankets. It was the skeleton man, he had a white face and white hands, you couldn’t see anything else of him, and presumably there was no flesh on his bones either. He even smelt like nothing but bare bones, and Mikko could feel his heavy stare through the black holes in his face. ‘Mikko?’ he whispered again, his voice sounded like Marja’s after she had been bawling, as though he was sucking a boiled sweet. His head nodded to one side: tick-tack! It was Marja after all.
 
         ‘But Dad’s got three cigarettes in his mouth and another one burning in the ashtray, you know, pacing back and forth… It’s your turn.’
 
         ‘Let’s go together.’
 
         ‘It’s your turn.’
 
         ‘You can have my frog man.’
 
         The alarm clock ticked and its hands moved ever so slowly. Someone flushed the toilet on the floor downstairs, even though you weren’t supposed to do it at night, and a car drove past on the street outside casting a strange light on the ceiling, like a mitten without a thumb; it turned slowly on to its back and flowed down across the wall, but never quite reached the floor. Marja’s nose began to run and she secretly wiped it on the sleeve of her nightgown.
 
         ‘I’m so tired!’ she sobbed into her hands so as not to wake Saara, she would have started to cry too. Marja knew how. So did he, they had both learnt. ‘My tummy hurts and I have to go to school in the morning. You don’t!’
 
         ‘Marja, please!’ said Mikko, startled; it always scared him when Marja started crying. She was so grown-up, already in the second year at school. He took Rum-Rum by the hand and clambered on to his feet. The floor felt terribly cold beneath his toes, like a tin sheet the dogs had weed on during the winter. He took hold of his sister and they hugged, lulling each other as if they were dancing, and for a brief moment Mikko felt happy again; perhaps no one would die after all, and come the summer he and Uncle Eikka would be able to go canoeing round the lake again.
         
 
         ‘I can watch him by myself,’ Mikko finally tried to pluck up some courage, though his lips trembled like when he said bad words and had his mouth scrubbed clean. ‘You can have the frog every now and then.’
 
         ‘And you can have my bouncy ball, but only for a while. Come and wake me up if they start, but if not wait until the alarm goes off. Two o’clock, mind, not half past one.’
 
         ‘OK.’
 
         ‘Good night,’ she whispered. There came the patter of her toes across the floor, a rustling as she crawled into bed, followed shortly by a soft murmur: ‘Now I lay me down to sleep; I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to keep. If I should die before I wake, I pray Thee, Lord, my soul to take; and this I ask for Jesus’ sake. Amen.’The sheets rustled once more as she turned on to her side, then everything fell quiet. Nothing could be heard but the sound of Saara quietly sucking her dummy.
 
         Mikko was alone.
 
         He didn’t want to look anywhere.
 
         At night his home seemed strange. Even its heart was black, though he knew that only wicked people have such a thing – and they don’t go to heaven. And he knew that the table had disappeared again, and that in its place there lurked a smelly bear; he knew that three zebras were standing in front of the closet, pretending to cover their eyes, but it was all a trick. They were staring out between their fingers and would start whinnying if he looked at them. The bear would fly into a fury if someone looked at him; Mikko didn’t dare so much as glance at any of them.
 
         But he did notice one thing: the waste bin was full of little balls again – and this frightened him. He pulled his lower lip between his teeth and began biting it. It frightened him because he knew that they weren’t really balls at all: they were the heads of little children. God had killed them.
         
 
         ‘Marja,’ he whispered, so quietly that only his lips moved. He waited for a moment, and when the silence continued he turned around. Light shone in from the hallway, but it wasn’t good light; it was bad, as though someone were holding a dirty hand in front of a lamp, and Mikko didn’t want to go out there. When he tried to walk out there he felt even more of a chill, so much so that he shivered. He held Rum-Rum against his face; he was shivering too and his eyes were wet. Mikko hushed him, stroked his bare back and whispered into his ear – perhaps it was in Swedish or some other foreign language, because he couldn’t understand a word of it.
 
         A moment later he was in the doorway; almost as if he had moved without his noticing, but there he stood nonetheless. Now there was slightly more light, and although he had heard the voices all along, now he could make them out properly. The air was full of them, like angry, squawking birds. ‘Answer me, God damn it! Was this in your pocket or not?’
 
         ‘I’ve already said, I don’t want to talk about this any more!’
 
         ‘You’d better believe we’re going to talk about it – we’re going to talk about it so we’ll never have to talk about it again!’
 
         ‘What the hell do you go rummaging through other people’s pockets for? You’re such a stupid cretin that you can’t even see that it’s only a sample. A bloody sample that I got in the post!’
 
         ‘Of course, how stupid of me. Condoms come through the post every day…’
 
         ‘Oh give it a rest, for Christ’s sake. How should I remember? It could just be one of the boys at work, their idea of a joke.’
 
         ‘That’s right. You’re a joke of a man! Is it that whore Hännikäinen? Is it her again?’
 
         ‘Stop it, for crying out loud! Stop it!’
 
         Mikko was right behind the door. Light was oozing through the doorframe; it was yellow like wee. Through the doorframe came the smell of cigarette smoke and very bad words.
 
         On the other side of the door was the kitchen – and Mother and Father. They were the ones bellowing at each other. Yet at the same time they weren’t like Mother and Father at all; they seemed strange, a pair of raging hooligans. His lips pursed together as he thought about it: what if they stayed like that? All at once he could feel a swarm of little yellow ants tingling in his cheeks and his stomach began to churn, and he could feel invisible ropes dragging him down to the floor. He began to feel very tired and almost wanted the ropes to win.
         
 
         ‘Stop fidgeting with those cigarettes, you moron! You’ll burn the house down.’
 
         ‘Fine, I can finally get rid of the wife and kids – everything! And I’ll sure as hell…’
 
         ‘You’ll what? That’s right, threaten to kill us all again.’
 
         ‘You keep your trap shut, woman!’
 
         ‘Oh it’s my fault, is it? Kill me then, I’d be better off dead than stuck here while you’re out with your whores.’
 
         ‘Whores!’
 
         ‘Kill me, go on, kill me!’
 
         ‘You can be sure I will!’
 
         Chair legs screeched across the floor, there came a sound like the roar of a beast; something clattered and smashed on the floor. Mikko imagined the kitchen to be full of spears flying through the air, sharp spears that sailed through people, shattering them to pieces. He realised that he would have to go and wake up Marja, because they had to save Mother and Father, that was their job; but just then he remembered the Cupboard Monster. He froze and couldn’t take another step. Cold, sticky drops of sweat trickled down through his hair.
 
         At night it lurked in the hall. During the day it hid inside the wall – it could even eat stone – and that’s why Mikko had never seen it. But Marja had seen it, many times. One night it had almost caught her as she was on her way to the toilet. It was a bit like a dachshund, but didn’t have paws or a tail. First it would spit poison into your eyes making them sting, blinding you. Then it would crawl under your skin through your bottom or the soles of your feet and start eating your flesh, and then there was nothing you could do but cry out. Finally it would eat your heart, chewing it slowly, and then you would die.
 
         Mikko let out a short frightened gasp. He sensed that it was right behind him. He could even hear it making noises, he tilted his head – yes, at that moment he was absolutely sure of it – it sounded as though something was crawling across the floor, panting, and he couldn’t think what to do. At last he shut his eyes tightly, pressed his hands against his bottom and began raising his feet off the ground, one at a time, high into the air – he was almost flying – and he wished with all his heart that Mother and Father would notice him and come to his rescue. And all the time, barely audibly, he whispered: ‘Mummy, Daddy, Now I lay me down to sleep, Mummy, Daddy…’
         
 
         ‘Mikko! Mikko!’
 
         ‘What?’
 
         ‘What are you dancing about for?’ Marja demanded and smacked him across the shoulders so hard that it stung. She had switched on the hall lights, and now there was nothing on the floor but shoes and a rug. ‘Why didn’t you wake me up? Are you deaf?’ Only then did Mikko notice the constant clattering coming from behind the door, the angry grunting and shouting, and for a moment he was sure that it was a bear, but then he gradually began to make out the ‘fucks’ and the ‘bastards’, when amidst it all his mother cried out: ‘Help!’
 
         Marja wrenched the door open; the air was blue, chairs lying across the floor; a row of cigarettes lay smoking in the ashtray, a thin, curly tail rising from each of them into the air. Mother was lying on the floor. Her face was red. Father was sitting flat on top of her, his hands around her throat. Marja nudged her brother and a moment later they were in the thick of it, trying to drag Father away. Mikko pulled at his shirt while Marja tried to prise his fingers loose. Buttons popped out like teeth, there were arms and legs everywhere, and all they could hear was ‘Help!’ and ‘Bastard!’ Somehow Mikko found himself at the bottom of the pile; he couldn’t see a thing and couldn’t move – he could hear nothing but the screaming and could smell Father’s sweaty back.
 
         Suddenly everything stopped.
 
         Mikko didn’t understand quite how it had happened, it simply stopped. This had happened before. He rubbed his face and rose to his knees. Father was already on his feet, pacing about the room gasping for breath. A glob of spit or snot hung at the side of his mouth; Mikko tried not to look at it, he was ashamed, ashamed of everything. Father was so big; his head reached almost as high as the lamp, and as he paced back and forth across the room he resembled some kind of killer robot, building in speed. When he was angry his face became terribly ugly, like a bony tortoise that could bite everything to pieces.
         
 
         ‘My poor darlings,’ Mother started to wail. Now she too was standing up, spluttering and trying to clear her throat. Mikko gave a start – he already knew what she was going to say, though she ought not to. Marja knew too and cried out somewhere behind him: ‘Mother, no! Please stop, Mother!’
 
         ‘My little darlings,’ she moaned on and on. Perhaps she too was genuinely afraid because her shoulders were shaking. ‘Your Father’s going to shoot me…’
 
         ‘The pistol!’ Father bellowed almost straight away: the beast had roared again. Mikko pressed his arm against his forehead so that he wouldn’t have to watch it. ‘Where’s the pistol? The pistol! God help me, I’ll shoot you all!’
 
         This time Mikko didn’t burst into tears. He just looked at Marja, and she looked back at him, they both knew. Marja dashed into the hall and made it to the bureau before Father had even turned round. A second later Mikko was at his legs. He clasped his arms around Father’s ankles, grabbed at his trouser legs until they lay in a bundle at his shins, but still Father hobbled towards the living room, his slippers booming against the floor. The cork flooring shimmered like thicket in Mikko’s eyes, the door jamb struck his knees with a sting; the hall rug became tangled beneath them; shoes fell into the corner with a clatter. Amidst all the commotion something clinked like a ship’s bell.
 
         ‘Marja!’ Mikko whined, repeating his sister’s name over and over, as he felt that he couldn’t hold on much longer, that his hands were already so numb that they ached. He thought he could hear Marja shouting back that she had got there in time. At that he loosened his grip on Father’s legs and lay sprawled on the crumpled rug. Through his panting he could hear Father rattling the bureau and swearing, but there was nothing he could do about it. Marja had hidden the key just in time.
 
         Mikko lay still, he was afraid. For it didn’t stop there, it never stopped there, because Father became all the more angry when he couldn’t find the pistol and shoot them all. He lay perfectly still, so still that it almost felt as though he didn’t exist, as though he were almost dead, and he was certain this would make Mother and Father very happy, because in some way everything was always his fault. Perhaps they had been arguing about the fact that he still hadn’t learned to get up in the night and use the potty. That was why they called him Mr Piss Pants.
         
 
         Very cautiously he raised his head. Father was already rushing towards the window. In a flash his hand was on the latch; he turned it and pulled it open. The outside air flooded in; it was like water. Father was lying on the window ledge, but thankfully Marja was holding him by the belt. Mikko dashed over to help and somehow he managed to clamber on to Father’s back and pull him inside – or so it seemed, at least. A red neon sign flashed on the building opposite, but he couldn’t make out all of its letters yet.
 
         ‘Erkki!’ came Mother’s voice. ‘Erkki, please!’
 
         At that everything stopped again, just as it had in the kitchen, as if by magic. The radiators seemed to have stopped rattling. No one said a word. No one looked at anyone else. Only Saara cried in the bedroom, wailing at the top of her lungs. Mikko could see her in the mirror standing up in her cot, white as a rabbit, holding on to the bars with both hands. There came a rustling sound as Father dug in his pocket for a cigarette. Mother snapped: ‘Look what you’ve done, you little brats! You’ve woken up your sister. You should both be ashamed! Who gave you permission to get out of bed? Marja, go and get your sister back to sleep. Mikko: toilet, then straight back to bed like you’d never got up.’
 
         Mikko plodded back to Rum-Rum. He was lying on the hall floor, broken. He didn’t have the strength to say his evening prayers, he was so tired, but he hoped that God would forgive him this once.
 
         2. Sinikka
         
 
         Sinikka didn’t yet know she was Sinikka. Nobody else knew either, because she was still invisible, hidden away deep inside the darkness. But this wasn’t a malevolent darkness like the darkness underground; it was warm and good, it gave her strength and life, gradually preparing her for what was to come. No one could have known what the future held in store. Only one person knew, and even He didn’t breathe a word about it.
         
 
         But if there had been light – and if someone had been there watching – they would have seen straight away how wonderful Sinikka was. She had everything: a delicately rounded head and the tip of a little nose, like porcelain; eyes still closed but unbelievably big, and tiny wrinkled ears like ferns unravelling. And of course she had arms and legs and fingers and toes too, the kind that only fairies have, though she didn’t have any wings.
 
         Sinikka could already taste sweet things. And she could hear too, though she didn’t yet know that the strange murmuring sound was speech, words that people exchange with one another.
 
         And of course Sinikka had a mind too, though nobody could see it any more than they could see Sinikka; nobody would ever see it. Nonetheless, it must surely have been very much like Sinikka herself: delicate and fragile, almost transparent – you might even be able to see red and blue veins running through it like a network of roads and rivers. Above all what her mind needed was for someone to take care of Sinikka, feed her, touch her softly and hold her tenderly in their arms. To love her.
 
         3. The Brocken
         
 
         If someone were to claim that right in the middle of Helsinki there stood a bare mountain, and that you could walk straight through it without possessing the slightest supernatural powers – not to mention the fact that that mountain’s name was The Brocken and that inside the mountain there lived an earth spirit – he would undoubtedly be considered rather odd.
 
         But without due cause, however, for this was almost true. No one knew about it, or rather, no one knew it to be a mountain, despite – like tens of thousands of commuters – seeing it every day, morning and night.
 
         Perhaps the name ‘mountain’ was a bit too flattering, though a mountain was what it most resembled. Its sides were particularly mountain-like: steep, almost sheer, uneven and rocky. Dotted about the rock face were the marks left by drilling and quarrying. The mountain’s height varied between fifteen and twenty metres depending on the precise spot; it was almost three hundred metres long and about a hundred or so metres wide. It narrowed to a point at both ends, making the whole structure resemble a diamond-shaped boiled sweet.
         
 
         On a map of the city it could be found on page fifty-two, in square DJ/78. Yet on the map it was only a patch of green grass, barely the size of a fingernail. Neither had it been given a name, but then again surveyors and cartographers did not know it existed either.
 
         The page in question showed Pasila. And Pasila was indeed where the mountain was to be found, between East and West Pasila, perhaps slightly more to the east, where the two central train lines finally divided. There it rose majestically, a lone rock castle, surrounded by trains speeding in all directions, a place nobody ever had recourse to visit.
 
         The claim that you could walk right through the mountain was also true. From behind the Hartwall Arena ran a bridge that, after it had crossed the tracks, began to slope downwards until it eventually formed a tunnel through the mountain. This tunnel came out at Ratapihantie right in front of the city exhibition centre.
 
         If someone were to reach the top of the mountain, they would notice that the view was much the same as from the islands in the archipelago: rolling rock faces and promontories, muddy hollows sprouting with yellowed hay and moss, brittle birches, alders and ancient, resilient dwarf spruces.
 
         At the southern face of the mountain there was evidence that the site had once been very significant indeed. A trench about twenty metres long, now partly filled with soil, had been hewn into the side of the rock. At one end the trench led to a concrete bunker inside the quarry – perhaps this had been planned as a bomb shelter for a handful of people – while the other end of the trench wound its way round beneath a concrete platform propped up on pillars several metres high. A set of concrete steps led up to the platform and if you climbed them you could see that a rail of piping ran round the edge of the slab, with rusted mounting bolts set into the floor forming two circles next to one another. One could only guess at what this had once been – something to do with anti-aircraft defence during the war; perhaps a spotlight or two.
         
 
         Almost halfway up the mountain, hidden among the thicket, was a more recently erected shack made of corrugated iron, like a flat-roofed cabin with no windows and no door. At first you could not really tell what the purpose of this was either. But if you peered inside through the eaves you could see that the surface of the walls had been replaced with heavy steel mesh, and if you listened carefully, you could make out a faint, distant murmur, as if the mountain itself were breathing. This construction must have had something to do with the bunker underneath the mountain; if you were able to gain access to the railway yard and have a look around, you would soon notice two hefty steel doors at the foot of the mountain.
 
         Standing at this corrugated iron shack, you would finally realise that, despite everything, there were visitors to the mountain every now and then: its walls were so covered in graffiti that not even by scratching it could you reveal its original colour. And if you were to examine the area more closely you would just be able to make out a path winding away from the shack down towards the northern end of the mountain. At that point the rock face was at its lowest and the incline at its gentlest, the easiest place to climb up. Still, in order to get there these daring graffiti artists would have had to negotiate their way across the central train line, moving dangerously close to the power cables at the transformer station, and climb over sturdy mesh fences.
 
         The ground was covered in junk, the same rubbish that was to be found in the forests around any city: broken glass, empty spray paint cans, pieces of cardboard and plywood. Somehow even a child’s red slipper had ended up here. However, this rubbish did not seem particularly fresh: it was faded and rusted, having doubtless lain there as the snows of many a winter had fallen and melted.
 
         There was a strange atmosphere on the mountain. So that no matter how badly you had wanted to go there, and even if you’d managed to arrive in one piece, you’d just want to turn around and leave. Fast.
 
         And if you happened to look closely at the mountain from the platforms at Pasila station, as night began to engulf the blue dusk and the streetlights came on, with a bit of luck you might have been able to make out some faint movement. Just like now: it seemed as though someone had climbed up the steps and was now standing on the concrete platform above, motionless.
         
 
         4. Earth Spirit
         
 
         Killing a person was not difficult, no more difficult than killing a pigeon. All it required was a soft push – at the right time, of course, and in the right place. He of all people could sense when the time came, or rather in a mysterious way the time and place were revealed to him, and that was it: flesh was torn from the bones, guts smattered across the gravel floor, vertebrae and joints were cast about like beans, and the soul departed from the degenerate body that turns people into a devil of greed. Of course, he knew this well. He had seen it, and his nostrils had been filled with the shuddering, salty smell of raw human flesh.
 
         Particularly beautiful was the moment when the soul was liberated from the body; it spurted up into the air in a shower of little particles, no larger than salt crystals, and for a fleeting moment they came together to form a magnificent vermilion swirl, only to be consumed a moment later by the rock, the divine body of Maammo herself. This is what is meant at funerals with the words ‘Ashes to ashes, dust to dust’ – and with that the coming of the Truth had drawn one step closer!
 
         ‘Ea lesum cum sabateum!’ he proclaimed and fidgeted restlessly, but checked himself almost immediately, quickly made the three holy marks of Maammo and lowered his head; for this he had to do in front of Maammo, even though he was her chosen one – the earth spirit – a force from beneath the ground; a force greater than that of any human being; a hybrid of angel and priest. He was the daughter of Maammo – or the son – depending on which form Maammo herself had chosen.
         
 
         ‘Vibera berus, quelle villaaum est,’ he added, his voice strangely tight, as though he had not used it for a long time and it had rusted fast in his throat. He gave off a strange smell; it was not quite stale, but like the smell of stone that blew against the faces of people going down into the underground. He placed his hands next to one another on the railing and caressed its rough surface, corroded by decades of rain. Then he raised his eyes.
         
 
         And the look in his eyes was such that if anyone had met his gaze at that same moment, their legs would have given way beneath them.
 
         His city was right there, on its knees before him, not a dark spot in sight. In the back of his head he could hear the gentle rush of power, silver sand shaking within its golden rattle, and the power he held in his hands was so strong that he could feel them warming. Again he had to control himself, for this was not entirely of his doing – it was an expression of the infinite grace Maammo had bestowed upon him – and he contented himself with looking out over all that was his.
 
         In front of him lay Pasila, Alppila and Laakso, and beyond that the city centre: Kluuvi, Punavuori, Eira. To his left, humbly biding its time, was Eastern Helsinki, Herttoniemi, Myllypuro, Vuosaari – how well he knew his kingdom – whilst Ruskeasuo, Munkkivuori and Meilahti sprawled out on his right. Behind him were more districts than anywhere else, but he had not turned his back on them. Their thousands upon thousands of lights shone like a sea of blue and orange. No, he had not forsaken them, for his task was to redeem them; this Maammo herself had decreed.
 
         Killing was not a sin. Neither could it then be considered a crime; this is nothing but the falsehood of those who do not understand. The fifth commandment was a perfect example. Three letters had been added to its original form: N, O and T, thus turning its meaning around. The same applied to God and the Devil, both utterly foolish creations, one supposedly good and the other evil. What nonsense! There was only one true and holy god, and it was Maammo, Maammo the Merciful, and her three incarnations: the Holy Big Bang, the Holy Sun and the Holy Iron Heart, which was geographically the closest of all, for there it lay right beneath his feet. There it glowed, a mighty molten mass at the heart of the earth, waiting to explode and to be conjoined with the Holy Sun and the Holy Big Bang – this was the Truth. A new Big Bang would one day inevitably come, but it could not come so long as the world was filled with evil and filth, and it was to this end that Maammo required sacrifices, and blessed with her grace the pious beings who brought them to her.
 
         He closed his eyes and took a deep, devout breath. The air tasted of the city and the spring evening. It smelt of his apostles: of movement, of inexorable forward motion, of hot metal and electricity, the blue milk of Maammo. The apostles drank it through their snouts directly from the cables in the air. He crouched down to take a closer look: even now there were five of them on the move. One of them rattled past at the foot of The Brocken, and now that it was dark and the lights were switched on he could even make out the people inside. A man fiddling with his mobile phone; a boy guzzling a hamburger; a woman reading a newspaper. Each of them believed they were simply sitting on a train, travelling home, on their way to work or to visit someone. None of them had the faintest idea that they were riding upon his apostle, or that they were the subjects of a fervent conversion process. For the apostles were constantly at work; they shaped those ignorant people’s minds with a fine radiation, so fine in fact that people were only rarely aware of its presence, and even then it manifested itself as a sort of drowsiness, forcing people to yawn or take a little nap. He smiled with joy, and eventually he gave a hoarse chuckle: his work was advancing even while he was at rest.
         
 
         ‘Maammo, Merciful One, Beloved One,’ he whispered and looked upwards. There were stars in the sky, envoys of the Holy Big Bang, and as he stood there staring at them he could feel the powerful presence of the Spirit; it was as though he had a fever, though only in his palms, his fingers and earlobes. Generally this meant only one thing: Maammo was calling to him, perhaps intimating that she would appear to him that night. How ardently he wished for this, for it was magnificent. It was the greatest thing life could offer. In its sheer glory it would be too much for ordinary humans, too wild and mind-boggling, and for this reason Maammo revealed herself only to her chosen ones, to her beloved earth spirits.
 
         He had a feeling that, if Maammo were indeed to appear that evening, it would happen in the Apostolic Tunnel at the point where it intersected with the underground tunnel near the Central Railway Station. There he would be able to follow how the holiest of all, the Great Orange Apostles, went about their conversion; below ground for the most part, close to Maammo’s heart, just like he was. He turned and, in the almost pitch dark, steadily walked down the steps from the concrete platform. He was no longer young, he had reached middle-age, or rather there was something dry and pallid about him, like an elderly person, and he did not have a particularly big build; he was short and rakish.
         
 
         From the bag on his belt he slipped a key-ring into the palm of his hand, pressed it, and a thin beam of light shone out between his fingers. It was plenty for him, though deep in the underground caves he would often use a faint headlamp too, for in Maammo’s temples the darkness was exceptionally dense. A larger lamp, a floodlight, would have been troublesome; it could have betrayed him to the heathens, though at night he very rarely encountered them down in the tunnels.
 
         ‘At Hakaniemi?’ he asked amidst everything, for the thought had suddenly entered his mind – Hakaniemi – and the thought would not have occurred to him unless Maammo had wished to steer him in that direction. But there came no reply. Not yet, at least, and he began to wonder whether this time Maammo would appear as a man or a woman, as this would determine which sex he himself was to assume. He arrived at a ledge on the eastern face of The Brocken and came to a stop at a curious looking contraption made of chicken wire.
 
         It resembled a great umbrella, its shaft wedged into a hole in the rock and projecting up through the shade, stretching several metres into the air. However, if someone had examined the contraption closer, they would soon have understood its purpose: the umbrella-like section could be raised up and down along the shaft. There was a hole in the shaft and on the ground, attached to the end of a long rope, there lay a metal peg, just large enough to fit into the hole. All he needed was a handful of seeds, then he could lie in wait for the pigeons to arrive. One small tug of the rope and that was it.
 
         ‘Tipa tipa,’ he called softly, and now his voice was not rough in the slightest, but gentle and calming. ‘Tipa tipa.  My little pigeon…’
         
 
         He noticed that he secretly wished Maammo would appear as a woman. This would be more impressive than if she stepped from the wall as a man. Immediately he felt ashamed, for Maammo could read everyone’s thoughts, and who was he to place the incarnations of Maammo in an order of merit? He would have to pray for forgiveness without delay: ‘Maammon. Esculentae nutale sorbit ooli, aamen.’
         
 
         He knew instantly whenever Maammo was to appear as a woman, for then a blue-green shimmer came upon the rock, the kind of light given off by welding work at night; the light stretching from the floor of the tunnel right up to the ceiling. And then, without warning, the rock face would split open like a curtain of granite and Maammo would step forth. She was almost three metres tall, a fulsome, naked woman hewn from the rock, yet alive, and beneath her skin shone that same beautiful green light. It shone most intensely from her nipples, though even more powerfully from between her legs, her vulva half-open, gleaming, ready to receive the holy seed. And when Maammo took the form of a man his divine skin shone bright red and his glorious member stood tall and erect, ready to cast the holy seed out into the world. If he had so wished, he could have impregnated every woman on earth in a single night.
 
         In front of both these incarnations of Maammo he would fall to his knees. Never did he look Maammo in the eyes – this was forbidden. The light radiating from her face was so bright that it would have burnt the eyes of any such sinner to dust. Not even the pagans dared look directly at the Holy Sun. As he crouched before Maammo his mind was filled first with a divine peace, then with joy, and he felt no worry or fear – such things simply vanished. All that remained was the state of bliss Maammo had imparted to him.
 
         ‘Tipa tipa,’ he uttered as he flashed the beam of light towards the centre of the chicken wire cage. And there it was: inside the cage was a single pigeon. He had set the others free straight away, but this – this one was not merely a grey weakling, it had flecks of white and brown, like chocolate; it was a web-footed pigeon, a breed that nested in the city centre and sometimes even in Kruununhaka. The blood of these pigeons was very good indeed, surpassed perhaps only by that of the golden-beaked pigeon.
         
 
         ‘My little pigeon,’ he sighed calmingly. The pigeon remained curled up for the night, only its eye blinked. He opened a hatch on the side of the cage and slipped in first his finger, then his wrist, and moved like an anaconda towards the pigeon. And there it was in his hand. It felt much smaller than it looked, it was almost the size of a sparrow, and he could feel its little heart throbbing frantically like a motor: prr! He removed the pigeon from the cage and with his free hand he performed the marks of blessing above it, reinforcing them with the words: ‘Alcueera cum pica lotus est.’
         
 
         He stood up, slipped the pigeon into the large compartment in his belt bag and closed the zip. At first it flapped around a little – they always did that – then it began to calm down and found a comfortable position. Generally they would remain like this right up until the sacrifice. He quickly performed all the holy marks in each direction, calming the city around him and, surprisingly nimbly and briskly for a man his age, began climbing back up towards the corrugated iron hut halfway up the mountain.
 
         Graffiti amused him. Or rather, he was amused that three different groups of boys battled to see whose scrawls could claim possession of the hut. There were seven boys altogether and he allowed them to play at peace, though he could have shooed them away easily enough as the hut rightfully belonged to him. But he had played such a cunning trick on the boys that they could not imagine what lay in store for them. For, in fact, he had transferred each of their souls into a small white pebble, a large collection of which lay in a bag dangling from his belt. Sometimes when the mood took him he would take out one of the pebbles, lay it on the rock and crush it with a larger stone. And lo and behold: somewhere an unexplained accident would occur, a car would crash into a wall or mount the pavement for no apparent reason, and the person whose soul had been inside the pebble would die.
 
         The hut was situated in the middle of a patch of dense thicket. He walked towards a spruce tree with a trunk the width of his thigh. On closer inspection it looked as though its branches had been pruned at random, but this too had been carefully considered. He took hold of the cut branches and began climbing as easily as if it were a ladder. Almost three metres up he was level with the roof of the hut; he needed only jump a short distance and he was on top of the construction.
 
         There he listened for a moment. Traffic hummed through the city, playing out its own steady symphony. The tracks screeched at the bridge across Pasila – probably a commuter train from Espoo, one of the Red Apostles, and a helicopter could be heard chattering somewhere in the east. None of these sounds was any cause for concern.
         
 
         He crouched down, took hold of the handle of a hatch on the roof with both hands and yanked it. The hatch had been positioned very carefully indeed: from the ground it was impossible to know that it existed, the hut simply looked like a pile of corrugated iron. He opened the hatch fully, sat on the roof and began searching with his feet for the top rungs of the ladder. By this point, even an inexperienced person would have been able to guess that the journey down was long; that beneath there gaped chasms of empty space, tunnels and more tunnels, entire networks, perhaps as much as three hundred kilometres long.
 
         Inside it smelt precisely the same as the earth spirit. And he could hear that same soft, eternal murmur.
 
         5. Daddy
         
 
         Harjunpää held his mobile phone against his ear and wondered for a moment whether it was radiating anything dangerous or not. Perhaps it was one of the patterns in the wallpaper that got him thinking; the paintings had all been removed, leaving only the nails behind. He could hear the usual background noises on the phone: doorbells ringing; low, muffled speech, a voice explaining something over the squad radio. Inside the apartment all he could hear was the faint whistle of the freezing wind and the rasp of bugs dying a slow, poisoned death, like moths madly striking against a lamp. Then there was the tapping, like a distant drum, coming from the cupboard in the hall. He had the constant feeling that something was wrong, or that something terrible was about to happen. It was a niggling feeling, as if his shoes were a size too small and his heels covered in blisters about to burst.
 
         He couldn’t pin down quite what had caused this unease; whether it was the body, which he had given only a cursory glance and hadn’t yet had a chance to examine thoroughly, or Jari, the man standing silently next to him in a dress. Was it something else entirely? Something at home?
 
         ‘Harjunpää, you still there?’
         
 
         ‘Where else do you think I’d be?’ he growled quietly.
 
         ‘I’ve double-checked and they’re all on their way, a doctor too. You know what the morning traffic’s like.’
 
         ‘OK, we’ll wait here.’
 
         ‘I’ll tell the squad to get a move on if you think it’ll help. I told the ambulance not to rush though, it’s not as if anyone’s life is at risk.’
 
         ‘All right, just sort it out. There’s no real emergency here, but I can’t do anything until someone else turns up.’
 
         ‘Got it.’
 
         ‘Thanks,’ he added and for a brief moment something approaching weariness flashed across his face, but his expression soon returned to normal: it bore the look of a man who was used to waiting, who had seen too much.
 
         Harjunpää glanced at his watch: it was almost half past seven. He had already been at the scene for three quarters of an hour but still hadn’t been able to do anything except assess the situation and try to speak to Jari. He had no reason not to believe Jari’s story, but hadn’t dared leave him unattended for a second.
 
         Out of the corner of his eye he took another look at Jari: his expression was still the same. It was like a knot, a painfully tangled knot. Harjunpää could sense that same pain in his eyes and his mouth, particularly now that Jari had bitten his lips together into a tight groove. He looked as though he thought he was drowning or that he was trying desperately to bite something in two. On top of this, patchy stubble covered his face, disconsolate like the plague.
 
         Jari already looked like an old man, though he was only just over forty. He seemed to be constantly listening to a murmur deep within himself, his head tilted slightly to one side, shivering. He hadn’t wanted to put on the tracksuit Harjunpää had found in one of the wardrobes and was still standing there wearing only a thin summer dress and a pair of nylon tights wrinkled around his ankles. The doors were all wide open – they had to remain open, only now could they breathe without feeling nauseous. The breeze came in through the stairwell like something living, tugging at the hem of Jari’s frock and making him tremble with cold, then gushed out of the balcony door, taking with it ton upon cubic ton of the nightmare inside.
         
 
         Suddenly it dawned on Harjunpää and he gave a start – it was as if someone had whispered to him: it was the hall cupboard. That’s what was bothering him. He still hadn’t looked inside it, partly because Jari had become almost hysterical when Harjunpää had touched the handle. He thought back to what had happened to one of his colleagues last winter. A caretaker had alerted the police to a flat in Eira because of a smell in the corridor. The patrol had discovered an old woman, who seemed to have died of natural causes, and had taken care of everything like normal, with the routine of having done it hundreds of times before. Only when the undertaker Stenberg had gone into the bathroom to wash his hands did he discover the other body: the old woman’s husband sitting on the toilet with a pistol in his hand and a bullet in his forehead.
 
         ‘What’s in there, Jari?’ asked Harjunpää, his words booming as if they had been standing in a cave.
 
         ‘What do you mean?’
 
         ‘The cupboard.’
 
         ‘Daddy.’
 
         ‘You told me there was a dog in there. And you said that your daddy died when you were a little boy.’
 
         ‘I was ten. And he told me to take good care of Mummy, and now she…’
 
         ‘Your mummy’s dead, Jari. She was a very sick old lady and you took care of her as best you could.’
 
         ‘Is she dead?’ Jari seemed confused and for the first time he looked Harjunpää in the eyes. A restless muscle at the corner of his mouth began to quiver.
 
         ‘I’m afraid so. And we both went up to the door and had a look. Now put on that tracksuit or you’ll catch a chill. Some more people will be here soon.’
 
         ‘Who’s coming?’
 
         ‘A doctor, just like I told you. And some policemen who are going to take your dog to the vet’s until we get you back on your feet again.’
 
         ‘You can’t take the dog!’ Jari’s scream rebounded against the walls in the empty flat, its echo reverberating down the stairwell. His hands flew up to his forehead and his fingers looked like gnarled branches with which he was trying to hold his head together. ‘Daddy’ll be furious! If you open the door he’ll go straight for your throat!’
         
 
         ‘Listen to me, Jari,’ said Harjunpää gently waving his hands. ‘It’s only a dog. A Great Dane, just like you said.’
 
         ‘Well, that too,’ he conceded, then hesitated as if he were about to impart a terrible secret. ‘You see, he’s still Daddy. His spirit came down from Heaven when Mummy… I know that look. It’s Daddy’s look and he’s very angry with me. He’s come to take his revenge.’
 
         ‘All right, Jari,’ said Harjunpää trying to calm him. ‘All right.’
 
         Only now did he fully understand that there was absolutely nothing he could do but wait. Time passed so slowly, like watching an endless freight train crawling carriage after carriage over the level crossing. From the street below he still couldn’t hear the slamming of car doors that he so anxiously awaited.
 
         At least this gave him a moment to think about the body: she looked at peace, lying there in a normal sleeping position. Her right hand was beneath the pillow, the left lay beside her face. A grey woollen sock had been pulled over her left hand, according to Jari because her hand was cold and ached, and to Harjunpää this indicated heart disease of some sort. But the body was already badly decomposed, blackened. Fluids had seeped through the bed on to the floor and around the face were the first signs of drying and mummification. She must have been dead for well over a month; numerous porridge bowls lay strewn across the floor and on the window ledge stood a row of air fresheners.
 
         Harjunpää couldn’t work out the layout of the flat, because it simply didn’t exist. The only remaining item of furniture was the bed with the body lying on top of it. Only the lighter patches on the wallpaper indicated that other furniture had once been in place: presumably a large bookcase and maybe an armchair against the far wall, and there were indentations in the cork flooring where a sofa had once stood.
 
         ‘Everything all right up there?’ came a voice from the stairwell and Harjunpää realised that someone had heard Jari’s scream. The bright morning sunlight shone in from behind the voice and all Harjunpää could see was a dark figure that he decided must have been a woman in her dressing gown.
         
 
         ‘You’re not manhandling him, I hope.’
 
         ‘Don’t worry, I’m a police officer,’ he replied and moved towards the corridor. Dead bugs and bluebottles crackled under his feet like small, crisp pieces of boiled sweets. The woman took a step backwards and tightened the belt around her waist.
 
         Harjunpää didn’t actually hear anything behind him; he merely sensed something, a sudden movement or a flicker of the shadows. He ducked swiftly, rolled over and stood up again. But he had been mistaken; Jari was moving in the other direction. He was already halfway across the living room, bounding towards the gaping balcony door.
 
         ‘Jari, no!’ Harjunpää yelled. He was already in motion; he wrenched impetus from the doorpost, and everything else seemed to happen by itself; it was as though his whole life he had been practicing for this very moment. His shoes pounded against the floor, the patterns on the wallpaper blurred in streaks around him and the open balcony doorway grew larger at an incredible speed, like a camera zooming in. Jari had already made it out to the balcony and his dress flapped in the wind like a giant tail.
 
         He had gripped the railing and was now trying to lift one of his legs over the top as if he were mounting a horse. The wind caught one of his socks and it flew off like a bird shot down in mid-flight. Harjunpää had reached the balcony, he stood in the doorway and stretched out his hand. A single thought spun in his mind: what floor, what floor? Somehow he noticed a broom with no handle and a multicoloured sock lying in the corner of the balcony. He grabbed hold of Jari’s shoulders and, shifting his centre of gravity, pulled him down as hard as he could – the smell of sweat hung in the air. He then thrust his knee into the back of Jari’s thigh, there came a bony click and Jari was securely wedged in between Harjunpää and the railing.
         
 
         Jari removed his left hand from the railing and began scratching at Harjunpää’s fingers, but it was no use. They stood there panting, writhing like a many-limbed monster. Harjunpää instinctively looked down. At first all he saw was Jari’s bare leg dangling like a loose object through the railings, then there was nothing. Emptiness, more emptiness, and behind all the emptiness, unfathomably far away, he could make out the ground. In his stomach he could feel the downward acceleration, his jacket flapping in his eyes. Would there be enough time to feel pain? Or would it be nothing more than a single, astonishing blaze of red?
         
 
         ‘He’ll punish me because Mummy’s dead!’ Jari wailed. This statement seemed to give him a surge of renewed strength and he managed to clamber further up over the railing. A pen he had got from the museum fell out of Harjunpää’s pocket and shot downwards like a bullet, without even a quiver. Then it disappeared. It was only then that Harjunpää really felt afraid: something hot ran through him, in his temples he could feel his heart thumping, pounding, the image of his family flashed through his mind – how would they cope? Then he thought of Jari: did he have any chance of recovery, even with the best care available? For a short, horrifying moment he wondered whether to release his grip.
 
         ‘Nobody’s going to die today!’ he shouted, his mouth almost level with Jari’s ear. In a flash Harjunpää became almost frenzied, tightened his grip and pulled, and at that same moment Jari seemed to give in, his body almost limp. They quickly stumbled backwards across the balcony. But of course, of course, Harjunpää knocked his heel against the door and began to fall. Everything happened surprisingly slowly, as if time were a viscous, defiant mass, and he had just enough time to press his chin against his chest before his back slammed against the floor.
 
         Bugs crackled beneath him. Jari lay on top of him, heavy and bony, but Harjunpää managed to slip out from underneath, sprung to his knees and rolled him on to his stomach. Jari no longer tried to resist. Without any trouble he pulled Jari’s hands behind his back and groped for the handcuffs on his belt. He could already feel their cold, calming steel, but eventually decided to let things be. Instead he kept a firm grip on Jari’s right wrist, placed the palm of his free hand between Jari’s shoulder blades and sighed: ‘Easy does it, easy does it.’
 
         ‘Oy, you!’ a voice yelled. Harjunpää started and raised his head. In the front doorway stood a bulky man in a boiler suit, presumably the caretaker, restlessly beating the air with an ominous-looking rubber baton. The woman in the dressing gown stood behind him, her hands covering her face in horror.
         
 
         ‘All right, leave him alone. That’s assault, you know.’
 
         ‘I’m not assaulting him. I’m a police officer.’
 
         ‘Right, and I’m the prime minister. If I were you I’d stay right there on the floor, the real police are on their way.’
 
         ‘Have you called them?’
 
         ‘Of course.’
 
         ‘Well call them again and tell them to get a bloody move on. My badge is in my jacket pocket…’
 
         ‘And what if you’re lying? What if it’s a gun?’
 
         ‘I give up,’ he sighed, though under different circumstances he would have herded the onlookers out into the corridor. In any case he was certain that JP’s squad would arrive at any moment. He took hold of Jari’s arms, helped him into a sitting position and leant him against the wall. He could feel the man quivering all over, very slightly, from head to toe, as if he were crying deep inside. Harjunpää stood up, walked over to the balcony and shut the door. He felt relief as the howl of the wind finally ceased.
 
         ‘Fuckin A!’ came a voice from the stairwell. Harjunpää knew immediately who it was – there was only one man in the whole police force who after all these years still greeted him with those same words. He was right. Rummukainen from Central had already chivvied the caretaker and the woman in the dressing gown out into the stairwell and stood in the doorway in a position that had become very familiar to Harjunpää over the years: legs apart, his hat pushed back on his forehead and his thumbs tucked in behind the belt carrying his gun and other equipment. It had been said that Rummukainen only had to step out of his car and stand like this for a moment to diffuse any situation. Like Harjunpää he had seen almost everything, and even now his expression was calm, not shocked in the least, but still his eyes watchfully scanned across the room. Even if he hadn’t been in uniform, this at least would have given him away as a police officer.
 
         ‘He just tried the quick way down,’ Harjunpää whispered. ‘Off the balcony. We had quite a wrestling match.’
 
         ‘So I see. Your trousers are still covered in crap.’
 
         ‘Yeah, thanks. So,’ Harjunpää began decisively, but suddenly realised that he didn’t know what to say or do. His mind was blank; it felt almost as though he had woken up in strange surroundings and couldn’t for the life of him remember where he was. ‘So…’
         
 
         ‘The doctor’s arrived,’ said Rummukainen, nonchalantly twiddling with his moustache. ‘And an ambulance, but I told them all to wait in the corridor. Best fill the doc in first, then get this guy and everyone else out of here.’
 
         ‘Right,’ Harjunpää mumbled and for a brief, rare moment something approaching a smile crossed his face. After this short pause he could once again feel the blood begin pumping through him; his thoughts cleared, the machinery inside slowly jolted into motion. Immediately the plan of action became perfectly clear to him: Jari out, dog out, body out; schedule post mortem for the next day and seal off the flat. If necessary get forensics in to take a look around after the post mortem, then get the place disinfected.
 
         ‘Keep him company for a minute,’ he instructed Rummukainen and walked out into the hallway. The front door was still wide open. Outside, in addition to the doctor and the firemen stood the caretaker, the dressing-gown woman and, judging by the way they were dressed, a few other people from the same building. Their confused, low muttering came to an abrupt halt as Harjunpää appeared in the doorway. The smell of fresh coffee wafted up the staircase and behind closed doors a few floors below came the shrill yapping of a little dog.
         
 
         ‘He did tell us all that his mother had died.’The caretaker seemed to speak for everyone; he was almost defensive. The rubber baton was carefully hidden behind his back. ‘But none of us realised she was still in there.’
 
         ‘When did he first mention this?’
 
         ‘It was March the 21st, I remember it clearly because it was my birthday and I remember thinking I ought to have flown our flag at half-mast.’
         
 
         ‘He gave me one of those double lamp-stands,’ said the woman in the dressing gown.
 
         ‘But we all thought he was just moving to a smaller flat and getting rid of some stuff. He even gave the Lönnbergs his piano.’
 
         ‘And I saw Mutanen’s eldest son carrying the telly out of there.’
 
         ‘The video and the microwave ended up in the rubbish downstairs.’
 
         ‘Thank you,’ said Harjunpää and raised his hand. ‘I’ll be contacting you and everyone else in this block either today or tomorrow. I’ll leave my card on the notice board downstairs in case anything important comes to mind. Once again, thank you.’
         
 
         He indicated for the doctor and the firemen to follow him inside, shut the door behind him and crouched down to listen. He could tell that the neighbours were finally going from the sound of their voices and footsteps becoming quieter and quieter. Then came the sound of a door closing. This was what he had wanted. It would be better as far as getting Jari out of the flat was concerned.
 
         ‘Living with a corpse isn’t enough to warrant sectioning him. It would be a bit extreme,’ said the doctor. He was a youngish man with a round face, but despite his age he gave off the natural authority of someone capable of rational thought and who had implicit trust in his own judgement. He walked up to the living room door, looked around for a moment, then came back.
 
         ‘Neither is being a transvestite.’
 
         ‘That has nothing to do with it,’ said Harjunpää, running his fingers through his hair – there too he found a dead fly. There was something about the doctor’s attitude that bothered him. ‘Ever since he was a little boy his mother has been telling him she had hoped for a girl and that life with a girl would have been much easier. When she died, if I’ve understood right, he thought he could bring her back to life by being a girl.’
 
         ‘Aha.’
 
         ‘He’s your typical mummy’s boy. When his mother died, everything fell apart.’
 
         ‘I see.’
 
         ‘Yes, I know I’m only a policeman, but as far as I can see he’s completely incapable of looking after himself. You heard them say how he’s given away everything he owned. And just before you got here he tried to jump off the balcony. It was a close call – for me too.’
 
         ‘I’ll examine him,’ said the doctor. His voice was different now, there was something almost disparaging about it. He turned and marched into the living room with the firemen close behind him.
 
         ‘He’s been feeding the body all this time. With porridge,’ Harjunpää added, but immediately wished he hadn’t. Still, it was a fact nonetheless.
         
 
         Harjunpää decided not to follow the interview but instead crept into the corridor between the kitchen and the living room. At that moment he couldn’t hear any tapping, just heavy panting. Perhaps Daddy had sensed the new arrivals in the flat and was assessing the situation. At least Jari had been taking some care of the animal: on the floor there were a dozen or so empty tins of dog food. Harjunpää didn’t stay there for long, but quietly continued towards the bedroom door and pushed it open with the tips of his fingers.
 
         The body looked exactly the way he remembered it. The only thing he had forgotten was her mouth: her lips had dried away to reveal her teeth in their entirety, almost as if this grin were her final grotesque gesture to the world.
 
         As many times as Harjunpää had witnessed scenes like this before, this time, for some reason, he couldn’t help thinking that this used to be a living person, Hilja Maria. Once Hilja Maria had been a little baby, suckled in her mother’s arms, with everything to look forward to: life and all its beauty and horror. Maybe Hilja Maria had once been a little girl with pigtails, skipping with the other girls in the playground, the best of them all at hopscotch.
 
         Hilja Maria had probably been a very slim young lady who marvelled at herself, at the woman she had become, at the breathtaking power of creation that womanhood brought with it. At some point a man called Simo had appeared – the same man who had been dead for over thirty years – and they had told each other how much they loved one another. Because of their existence and their love a son appeared, Jari, whose hoarse crying could now be heard from behind the wall and for whom the doctor was currently writing out a referral to a mental hospital.
 
         Harjunpää couldn’t quite understand where it had all gone wrong. Perhaps after becoming a widow Hilja Maria couldn’t understand that Jari had not been born simply to be there for her, but also for himself - and even then only for a short time. Or perhaps she truly believed she owned something: a child, a son, and through that another person’s life and freedom. Still, Harjunpää couldn’t bring himself to believe that Hilja Maria really wished she had had a girl. It was all just talk, a way of teasing Jari.
         
 
         ‘Timo.’
 
         ‘Yes?’ said Harjunpää turning around.
 
         Rummukainen had appeared behind him and was sizing up the body, though even now he refrained from commenting on the scene in front of him.
 
         ‘No use talking to him. He got an injection up the arse and now they’re taking him off. Eränen’s squad is waiting downstairs and they’ll take him. Listen…’
 
         Only then, from the echoes, did Harjunpää realise that the crying was coming from the stairwell, and perhaps it wasn’t crying after all but an agonised wailing: like frayed steel wire, lacerating everything in its path.
 
         ‘OK, let’s get that dog out of here,’ Harjunpää said finally. He remembered only too well how high and how heavily the dog’s paws had thumped behind the door when he had arrived, and he had not forgotten Jari’s blind fear and his claim that the dog would go straight for the throat.
 
         They stopped outside the cupboard door: the smell of urine and excrement hung in the air and the tapping behind the door resounded back and forth like a distant drumming. Daddy was probably more restless now than earlier, it must have smelt and heard all the strange people in the apartment. Harjunpää instinctively brought his hand up to his throat and looked at Rummukainen. His eyes seemed uncharacteristically fixed on the floor. Even his shoulders seemed to be drooping slightly.
 
         ‘I don’t know,’ Harjunpää hesitated. ‘Can something like this really make a dog go mad too?’
 
         ‘Well, if it’s enough to make a human go mad…’
 
         ‘I’ve never seen anything like it. I once had to deal with a boxer dog that had eaten its dead master’s backside, but that was only out of starvation.’
 
         ‘Timo.’
 
         ‘Yes?’
 
         ‘If I tell you something, can we keep it between ourselves?’
 
         ‘I don’t see why not.’
 
         ‘You see,’ he began and raised his eyes from the floor. His expression was no longer that of a policeman carefully registering the details of a room; this was a side of Rummukainen he’d never met before. ‘We once went to my aunt’s place in Pälkäne – I must have been about six at the time. Their garden backed on to a graveyard, you could see all the crosses and gravestones over the wall. They had an outdoor toilet back then and I used to be terrified of going out there because of this graveyard…’
         
 
         ‘And?’
 
         ‘Well, they had this big dog, some sort of Alsatian. It used to be a stray. And well… Once it wouldn’t let me out of the toilet. It stood there growling and baring its teeth and had me cornered up against the stone wall. I must have been there for about an hour before any of the adults noticed. And believe me I was scared.’
 
         For a moment both men fell silent and tried to avoid looking each other in the eye. With the tip of his shoe Rummukainen scraped dead flies into a pile. The doors of at least three cars could be heard slamming shut outside.
 
         ‘I can take anything else in this job, but not dogs,’ Rummukainen finally broke the silence. ‘But nobody knows that.’
 
         ‘And they still don’t know. Where’s your squad partner?’
 
         ‘Out in the car. He’s still young, almost parted company with his breakfast when we got to the door.’
 
         Harjunpää was silent. Part of him was still following what was happening inside the cupboard. He could hear panting, whining, the dog crying, but not growling, which he thought must be a good sign, as he vaguely remembered hearing that dogs only growl when they are about to attack.
 
         ‘I’ll open the door and grab it,’ he said finally. His mouth was dry and he didn’t like it, because he knew that dogs smell fear. He licked his lips and reached into his jacket for his revolver, but decided to leave it there for the time being. Instead he walked over to the coat rack in the hallway and picked up the leash hanging there. It was a robust piece of material, clearly made for a large, powerful dog.
 
         Harjunpää stepped right up to the cupboard door. He slid one of his feet along the edge to stop the dog from bounding out and placed his hand on the handle – his palms, by now, were sticky with sweat. There came a sharp click as Rummukainen cocked his gun. Harjunpää glanced behind him – the last thing he wanted was to be struck by a stray bullet – but Rummukainen nodded reassuringly and pointed his gun at the floor. He was obviously preparing himself for the worst. But now his expression was resolute once again, and the six-year-old boy who had just a moment ago peeped out through his eyes was nowhere to be seen.
         
 
         ‘And how are you, Daddy?’ said Harjunpää trying to make his voice as friendly as possible. Something told him it would be wise to keep talking. ‘Come on out of there, boy. No, it’s not nice in there, is it?’ He pulled the door handle down and the padding stopped. The dog was clearly standing right by the door. Harjunpää still couldn’t hear any growling.
 
         He pulled the door wide open and the smell intensified. The dog was incredibly big. It had to be a cross between a Great Dane and another large dog, because it certainly wasn’t a pedigree – even with its head slightly drooping it was still level with Harjunpää’s chest. It was completely black, and perhaps this made it seem even larger than it actually was.
 
         ‘Come on out Daddy, you old mutt,’ said Harjunpää, trying to coax it out of the cupboard. The dog sniffed the air loudly and suspiciously, then took a few steps forwards.
 
         ‘Come on, boy, and we’ll take you for a walk.’
 
         With slow, heavy steps Daddy finally plodded out of the cupboard and cried, whining constantly. Harjunpää thought how terribly sad it looked, almost as if it knew precisely what had taken place: its mother had died and, in a way, so had its master. It began sniffing Harjunpää’s hand, patting it with its dry nose, and finally licked his fingers.
 
         There came another click as Rummukainen replaced the safety catch on his revolver.
 
         6. M. M. M.
         
 
         Someone called out his name; rapidly, over and over, as if they were thrashing him over the head with a twig. ‘Mikko! Mikko!’ 
         
 
         But he didn’t answer. He didn’t want to. 
         
 
         ‘Mikko!’
         
 
         He didn’t want to be Mikko again, clutching terrified at someone’s legs or round their neck; he didn’t want to keep watch at the door any longer, because it was nasty and said bad things. 
         
 
         He read through the opening again very slowly, thinking about every word, but it was pointless. His eyes saw the words in front of him, saw the rest of the text, but he couldn’t hear it in his soul. His soul was broken. He had lost count of how many years it had gone on. His sense of rhythm had vanished, and when it came to writing prose, rhythm was everything: it dictated the words, their length and order, the form and structure of sentences, paragraphs and chapters, their size and relation to one another – an ear for rhythm was vital.
 
         His soul had a good ear for rhythm. But now it felt castrated, a pile of rust and rubble, and in a hushed but persistent voice it argued against everything he did, making things seem shameful and bad and ugly, and simply not allowing him to be good.
 
         Yet again he felt a strange sorrow slowly awakening within him. Though normally he would have quickly run from it, this time he decided to listen for a moment. It was still the same anxious feeling that made his shoulders tremble, that made him feel like weeping. He sighed heavily and let it pass, grabbed hold of his papers and began once again to read from the beginning.
 
         But he was too exhausted. All at once he felt the fatigue of a sleepless night and years of futile attempts at writing. He gave in, cast his papers on to the table and sat there staring at them, his head bowed.
 
         That night not only had his stomach been tense – he had spent the early hours running to the toilet every fifteen minutes – but his hands had been restless too. His fingers had left sticky dents on the sheets of paper. If paper were snow, someone might have thought a stubby-legged creature had plodded across it. He wondered what it might have looked like and decided that it must have been like floor dust rolled up into a ball. Suddenly he could almost see it: it had a wicker tail covered in thin hairs and a pair of deep red eyes as round as pearls. In the middle of all this he remembered the slipper - and the red-eyed creature died in a flash.
 
         It was made of brown checked material and had fallen off Father’s foot. There was a hole in his sock, right at the heel, though it didn’t look like a hole at all, but rather like an object. It looked like he’d stood on a ping-pong ball, which had become stuck there forever, never to bounce again. Its only function was to remain there and be crushed little by little into nothingness, under Father’s immense weight.
         
 
         ‘Damn it,’ he hissed and stood bolt upright. He was covered in sweat, droplets fell out of nowhere on to the lenses of his glasses, and he glanced furtively through the morning darkness surrounding him, scanning the corners and turning to look at the floor behind him. Eventually he noticed the soothing colours of the familiar painting on the wall. He was home. Safe.
 
         Or rather, he was in the place he called home: a tiny bedsit in the middle of town, amongst unfamiliar people, almost directly opposite Kallio church; so close in fact that its bells plagued him. The walls in this room had seen other peoples’ lives, but not his; the ceiling didn’t know how to protect him while he was thinking, creating new worlds back when everything was still fine; the floor didn’t know his feet, couldn’t steer him on to the right path, a path that would bring him life: people, people’s deeds, the mindless chaos that one day becomes a novel.
 
         Besides living in a false home, he was somewhere else too, a place he despised. He despised that state of mind. Six years on the trot, and on the door to this state of mind hung a sign bearing the word HELL.
 
         In his profession he ought to have been able to describe it well, but he could not. If he could have painted it, he would have depicted how a person can fall by the wayside, being sucked further and further down, engulfed in an abyss of murky water; how moss covers even the tiniest glimmer of light and water floods into the chest. How you hope against hope that a hand will reach out from somewhere. But no hand ever appears – nothing but eyeless fish swimming around you, their round white mouths shouting: ‘Shame on you! You are guilty and should be ashamed!’
 
         ‘Dad?’
 
         ‘What?’ he gave a start, as if he had been caught in the act, up to no good, and immediately he could feel the anxiety draining into his hands, and they began to quiver as though he were ill.
 
         ‘Is… is everything all right, Dad?’
         
 
         ‘Yes. Why do you ask?’
 
         ‘You were puffing and blowing again,’ said Sanna, her voice thick with sleep. ‘And swearing.’
 
         ‘I’m sorry. Did I wake you?’
 
         ‘I have to get up now anyway. Have you been up all night?’
 
         ‘No, only since three o’clock.’
 
         ‘And you’re sure everything’s OK?’
 
         ‘Yes, I’m sure. I was just thinking through a really exciting chapter. With a very nasty man.’
 
         He stood up and walked the few metres to the end of the screen. Its frame and slats were made of unvarnished wood but otherwise it was nothing but white, transparent paper. They had bought it in a shop near the ring road, to split up the room.
 
         ‘Try and sleep a while longer,’ he said and only then realised how empty it sounded. The important thing was that he had walked across the room and now looked his daughter in the eye. ‘I’ll wake you before I leave. And I’ll make you a cup of tea and a sandwich.’
 
         ‘OK,’ she sighed and rested her head on the pillow. ‘Don’t forget to leave me some money for the bus. Mari and I are going to look at that flat today.’
 
         ‘Wouldn’t it be nice if you liked the place… I’ll leave the money in the hall cupboard. Have a good day then.’
 
         ‘Dad?’
 
         ‘Yes?’
 
         ‘Have you seen Matti at all?’
 
         ‘Well… you know how he hates me.’
 
         ‘No he doesn’t, not really, it’s just that he’s been hurt so badly, that’s all. You have a good day too.’
 
         ‘Thanks.’
 
         He went back to his desk and hopelessly picked up his papers, knowing that nothing would come of reading them again. It suddenly struck him how much he missed his son and his real home in Kulosaari; he missed the life he had lost, the years when Sanna and Matti were still little and everything was just right. With uncomfortable certainty he suddenly felt that nothing like that would ever happen to him again, that from now on grey days would follow, one after the other, and that soon the weekend would be no different from a Thursday. Another grey morning was dawning. Soon he would trudge down the hill to Hakaniemi, take a rattling underground train to Kontula and shut himself inside the even smaller rented room he called his office. The years went by as quickly as ever – four years of a state grant behind him and he hadn’t been able to write a thing. In less than a year’s time he would have no choice but to return to the post office and the drudgery of his job in the sorting office.
         
 
         He glanced drowsily over the first page and somewhere deep inside him, almost beyond his reach, he could sense that perhaps this was good prose after all, but the cold fact remained that it was of absolutely no use to him whatsoever.
 
         He turned and stared at the bookshelf: there in a row stood his eight novels. The words Mikko Matias Moisio appeared on the spine of each book, leading his colleagues at the post office to tease him incessantly. Some of them had given him the nickname the Three M’s.
 
         His novels formed a series and they had brought him considerable renown both in Finland and abroad.
 
         It was a series about a happy family.
 
         7. Jam
         
 
         To be absolutely specific, the vehicle was one belonging to the arson unit of the Violent Crimes Squad of Helsinki’s municipal police. Not surprisingly it was known as simply the ‘Fire Engine’, even though this particular one wasn’t red but white, just like all the other police Transporter vans, containing nothing personal that could identify the owners. Only a sharp eye would have noticed it was a police vehicle, from the two flashing blue lights hidden behind the cooling vent.
 
         Officers from other squads were allowed to use the cars as necessary, and this time it was Harjunpää’s turn to borrow it. He approached the car from behind, almost dragging his feet. At this Elisa would certainly have noted that her husband wasn’t in the best of moods. Harjunpää took a deep breath. Though he could already sense the exhaust fumes drifting in across the Western Highway, he enjoyed the scent of Lauttasaari in the spring. It was a pleasant mix of budding birch trees, lawns slowly awakening and the sea finally released from the grip of ice. The air smelled and tasted of life.
         
 
         In one hand Harjunpää was carrying a case file and in the other he fumbled with the car keys. As he pressed a button on the key ring the Transporter’s lights flashed and there came a small click as the doors unlocked. He threw the file on to the passenger seat, climbed up into the seat, flicked on the police radio and stuck the key in the ignition. Only then did it hit him: sweat began to drip from his brow and armpits, and his hands trembled so much that his wedding ring began tapping repeatedly against the steering wheel.
 
         ‘Good God,’ he sighed heavily. Deep in his stomach he could feel the acceleration through the fall, and the images of all the dozens of balcony suicides he had dealt with flashed before his eyes; all the brain matter and shards of skull he had scraped off the streets throughout the city.
 
         Now that he was no longer outside but shut inside the confined space of the car, he realised that his clothes and hair stank of death, of a decomposing body, and of the nightmare he had just witnessed. The thought of the flies and the larvae filled his mind and soon his back began to itch, then his arms, and soon afterwards his legs too. He hurriedly got out of the car, went round the back, wrenched the sliding door open and jumped into the interview space at the back. The windows were darkened and no one could see inside. He tore off his jacket and shirt and rolled up his trouser legs. There was nothing there – of course.
 
         He remained on the bench, resting on his elbows, and sighed. For a while he sat there motionless. It occurred to him that back at the station there was a sauna, warmed round the clock, and that there was a decent set of spare clothes in his locker. He gave his shirt a thorough shake, put it back on, and ran his fingers through his hair for a final inspection.
 
         ‘Anyone from Violent Crimes on the line?’ came the voice of the duty officer over the radio – it sounded like that of Joutsen – and Harjunpää knew immediately that that meant only one thing: another job. ‘No, there’s no one on the line,’ he muttered to himself.
         
 
         ‘All officers: is there anyone from Violent Crimes on the line?’
         
 
         Harjunpää slammed the sliding door shut and walked back towards the driver’s seat. Just then his work mobile began to ring. He let it ring three times before picking it up, glanced reluctantly at the screen, then finally relented, pressed the button and raised the phone to his ear.
 
         ‘Crime Squad, Harjunpää.’
 
         ‘Hi, it’s Pete,’ said Tupala. He was the sergeant major who ran the Violent Crimes office and delegated all the assignments. Tupala never lost his nerve, no matter how awful the matter in hand. He always managed to sound jolly, almost amused.
 
         ‘You’re on mornings, right? Free?’
 
         ‘I just got back from a pretty nasty job.’
 
         ‘All officers, I repeat: is there anyone from Violent Crimes downtown?’
         
 
         ‘Something’s come up.’
 
         ‘Where’s Base?’
 
         ‘Taking that rape victim from the ferry down to the lab. Both duty sergeants are in Uutela fishing round a lake for a body, and everyone else is at staff training.’
 
         ‘The switchboard still needs someone from Violent Crimes. Is there anyone on the line?’
         
 
         ‘What’s the location?’
 
         ‘Hakaniemi underground station,’ said Tupala. ‘Someone’s gone and topped themselves. Completely mangled up apparently, jammed in along the undercarriage, so they’re having a hard time getting him out.’
 
         ‘I’ll take it. Send forensics down there, and Mononen too.’
 
         ‘They’re already on their way. Mononen’s coming in with your previous man, then heading straight off to Uutela.’
 
         ‘Thanks. Over.’
 
         Harjunpää shoved the mobile back in his pocket and grabbed the microphone from the dashboard. ‘Copy. This is 198 and Harjunpää. If this is the Hakaniemi job, then I’m on my way.’
 
         ‘Excellent. How far are you?’
 
         ‘I’m still in Lauttasaari.’
         
 
         ‘OK, this is fairly urgent so get down there as soon as you can. The entire underground service has been stopped and it’s chaos at the station – thousands of people milling about.’
 
         ‘Over and out.’
 
         Harjunpää leant over and began winding down the window. The feelings of emptiness and helplessness were long gone, though he wasn’t quite sure how he had managed to dispel them, they had simply vanished. Everyone in Violent Crimes could dispel feelings like that, and those that couldn’t soon disappeared from the force. He picked up the blue flashing light from beside his feet, stuck the black cable dangling from the dashboard into the back of the dome and held it out of the open window. There came a soft thump, a metallic kiss as the strong magnet clamped the flashing light to the roof.
 
         He shifted himself round behind the steering wheel and a map of the city centre began to form in his mind. The most direct route would have taken him through the downtown area, but this would not necessarily have been the quickest. The area around Kansakoulukatu and Simonkatu was always heavily congested. He was about to settle for an alternative route, taking him around the bay at Töölönlahti, then along Helsinginkatu and through the streets of Kallio, when he remembered the tram lines: that would allow him to drive through the traffic and take him straight from the Central Railway Station to Hakaniemi underground. He had to give it shot.
 
         He turned the ignition and the engine roared into life. From the sound it made you could tell it wasn’t your average motor. He switched the gearbox to D. The Transporter was an automatic, which made it a lot easier to drive, particularly in an emergency, as it allowed him to concentrate more on the other traffic. He glanced in the rear-view mirror, turned on the sirens and sped off.
         
 
         A few metres before the junction of Meripuistotie and Lauttasaarentie he reached down and flicked the furthest of four upright switches on the dashboard, and a red light came on. The light on the car’s roof began flashing and regular, electric blue pulses beamed from the cooling vents. When he pressed the switch again the sides of the car let out an excruciating wail – wee wah wee wah.
         
 
         He passed easily through the first junction – the traffic lights were green – then he put his foot down and headed towards Lauttasaari bridge, the sirens’ blaring now long and high-pitched. One part of his mind was going through all the things any motorist should remember: not too fast, speeding only caused accidents. Calm and controlled driving, through narrow openings that always appeared as long as you were patient enough. One thing he had to bear in mind was that, although inside an emergency vehicle the sound of the sirens seems to fill your entire head, it often sounds muffled and muted to other drivers and it is difficult to judge which direction it is coming from.
         
 
         At the same time another part of him realised that dealing with death on the underground was just as straightforward as dealing with people run over by trains: interview eye-witnesses and breathalyse the driver as a routine check. After that they would have to start moving the train back one segment of track at a time to ensure that all human remains and pieces of clothing stuck to the undercarriage were retrieved. The firemen would help them with that. Then they would have to check through the security videos and identify the body. And that was just for starters.
 
         To his astonishment he passed along Ruoholahdenkatu and Malminrinne without any trouble – perhaps this was because the lights at the front of the car were so effective: they were at just the right height so that other motorists could see them easily in their rear-view mirrors. Only on Kansakoulukatu did he get stuck in traffic. On the left side of the street, next to a row of parked cars, was a lorry unloading its cargo. Harjunpää turned the steering wheel to the right and so did the silver Micra in front of him. Only as the Micra drew level with the back of the lorry did the driver notice the flashing lights in his mirror. He panicked. He hit the brakes – and so did Harjunpää. There was a screech of wheels, and as they came to a halt there was barely ten centimetres between the two cars.
 
         At this point the driver of the Micra became even more flustered and tried to restart the engine, but for some reason it had stalled completely. Then he got out of the car, a young man with headphones and a portable CD player on his belt, and waved his hands helplessly at Harjunpää.
 
         ‘Idiot,’ Harjunpää’s lips moved as the sirens continued to blare – wee  wah wee wah! The lorry driver seemed to understand what was going on  and with its back doors still open moved the lorry a few metres forward,  leaving enough of a gap for Harjunpää to squeeze through and pass the  stalled Micra.
         
 
         He drove along Simonkatu without any trouble and the lights at the  junction of Mannerheimintie were green. At this point Harjunpää  managed to manoeuvre the Transporter on to the tram tracks. He put his  foot down a little, but realised that he still had to drive very carefully,  especially around the tram stops. Pedestrians weren’t always expecting a car  to come racing along the tracks, they might think the sirens were coming  from somewhere else and absent-mindedly step out in front of him and  end up under the car. This had happened once in the past, but that time  the vehicle in question had been an ambulance.
 
         The Transporter sped across Long Bridge and, once the tram coming  towards him had passed, Harjunpää could see in front of him a number of  Emergency Service vehicles and a tide of flashing blue lights. They had  gathered at the entrance to the underground station on the pavement  along Siltasaarenkatu. There were at least four cars: the fire chief’s, a patrol  car, an ambulance and another that looked like it was for the paramedics.  There were two police Mondeos and another Transporter parked on the  square outside the underground entrance. Harjunpää blinked, more out of  satisfaction than anything else, content that the area had been successfully  cordoned off.
 
         Harjunpää did a U-turn outside the circular building on the corner. A  van from forensics stood parked in front of the building, as there was  another underground entrance on that side of the street. He gently drove  his Transporter up on to the pavement and switched off the sirens. If not  the silence, then at least the fact that he could hear again seemed almost  miraculous: the roar of traffic, the urgent clatter of footsteps on the  pavement, the screech of the trams as they turned the corner.
 
         Harjunpää picked up his case file, stepped out of the car and opened  up the sliding door on the right-hand side. He opened the lowest drawer  of the interview cabinet, took out a handful of rubber gloves and stuffed them into the file – his own supply of gloves had run out back in Lauttasaari. He removed his jacket from the hook and drew it over his head. On the chest was a lion, the police coat of arms; on the back stood the word POLICE in large reflective letters and beneath that, in much smaller print, Crime Squad. He slammed the sliding door shut.
         
 
         Seagulls squawked in the air and the square was swarming with people – some were even wearing T-shirts – and life went on as if nothing had ever happened. That was exactly how it should be, he thought, the end of a particular world had taken place deep in a tunnel underground. He’d had this same thought before: the death of a person was always the end of a world, of the one world in which that person had been me, in the world where they had experienced everything else in the only way they could, the only way they knew how. And yet other worlds were bound to theirs: a lover, children, parents, colleagues. The end of one person’s own world also shook the worlds of all these other people.
         
 
         The path downwards was not blocked because the first underground level in Hakaniemi station consisted of a small shopping mall full of little boutiques and customer service offices. On the stairs leading down an elderly and, for some reason, very agitated woman came up to Harjunpää. She had long, flapping, silver hair and a beret pulled down almost to her eyes, and she was clenching a pile of papers to her chest. She held out one of these flyers to Harjunpää, but his eyes were cast downwards. There must have been about a hundred or so people milling about and the air was filled with a dull, uncertain and disquieted murmur.
 
         ‘Take it!’ said an urgent, demanding voice beside Harjunpää: the woman with the flyers was doddering alongside him. ‘Take it!’
 
         ‘No, thank you. They’re waiting for me down there.’
 
         ‘Take it! You of all people will soon find yourself praying for mercy! And the Lord shall grant it to you, but even more mightily shall the Lady!’
 
         ‘Give it a rest!’
 
         ‘To deny the existence of the divine Lady is an affront!’ croaked the old woman. Harjunpää was becoming annoyed. The last thing he needed amidst everything that had happened that morning was the save-the-planet brigade. For want of anything better to do, he stretched out his hand, took the flyer, pretended to look at it, folded it and stuffed it in his jacket pocket.
         
 
         Blue and white police tape had been drawn between the ticket machines and the escalators, preventing anyone from going down to the platforms. ‘POLICE LINE: DO NOT CROSS’ it read again and again. Behind the tape stood two uniformed policemen, and Harjunpää recognised one of them as his old friend Rannila from his student days.
 
         ‘Morning. Murder Squad’s on their way,’ he said, quiet and sober.
 
         ‘Hi. What’s the situation?’
 
         ‘I just heard on the radio that they haven’t managed to get him out yet, just some body parts. And it is a he, apparently.’
 
         ‘Thanks,’ said Harjunpää as he lifted the tape, crouched underneath and made his way briskly down the escalator. By now he could clearly make out a smell that he couldn’t quite put his finger on – it was simply the smell of the underground, a blend of stone and slowly seeping water.
 
         Upon reaching the intermediary level he noticed that the incident had occurred on the eastbound track, where a glowing orange train now stood stationary. Just then he sensed another smell: the smell of a mutilated body, of blood. The train’s carriages had been separated from one another, leaving a gap of twenty or so metres between them. At first Harjunpää didn’t quite understand what was going on: every time he had dealt with underground cases in the past the body had had to be extricated from the front of the train.
 
         Nonetheless it was at this gap that the firemen were working and one of them had crawled so far under the carriage that only the glow of his lamp could be seen. The paramedics had already begun gathering their equipment and were clearly getting ready to leave. This was the final confirmation that no one was going to be brought out from beneath the train alive. There were a number of constables from the division standing on the platform, amongst them DS Viitasaari, who was wearing the field director’s vest. Kivinen from forensics was crouching down beside a body bag laid out on the platform. From a distance the body bag looked empty, or so Harjunpää thought.
 
         ‘Hello, Harjunpää,’ Viitasaari nodded and glanced down at his notebook. ‘This is looking pretty bad. Not a single eyewitness, or if there were any they were long gone by the time we got here – probably in too much of a hurry to get to work. And here’s the funny thing: this guy’s managed to get himself stuck between the carriages.’
         
 
         ‘What about the driver?’
 
         ‘That woman over there. We breathalysed her, she’s clean. Didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary coming into the station, just crowds of passengers waiting. It was only when she was about to pull away that she noticed people waving to her in the mirror and someone running up to her compartment.’
 
         ‘Let’s hope there’s something on the security tapes.’
 
         ‘We’ve taken them in. You can collect them before you leave.’
 
         ‘So maybe it wasn’t suicide after all, perhaps he just stumbled.’
 
         ‘That’s what we’ve all been wondering.’
 
         Harjunpää brought his hand up to his forehead and rubbed his temples with his thumb and forefinger. He would have to interview the driver himself and arrange a time for her to come down to the station, but his real hope lay with the security tapes: he guessed that all in all there must have been several hundred cameras dotted around the station. No doubt they would have to put a notice in the paper asking for witnesses to come forward. Identifying the victim was another priority, though he most likely had a wallet in his pocket containing the relevant papers. Next of kin, if there were any, might be able to shed some light on this.
 
         Harjunpää trudged over to Kivinen and the body bag. Kivinen was focussing his camera on something at the bottom of the bag and Harjunpää bent down to see what it was. Before him lay a human face ripped from the skull, like a limp, rubber mask; through the mouth and eye sockets all that could be seen was the black at the bottom of the bag. It was clearly the face of a man – a young man at that. He was cleanly shaven, and through everything else Harjunpää thought he could make out the faint smell of a familiar aftershave.
 
         In addition to the face, the bag also contained a hand, sticky with blood. It was the left hand, severed at the wrist, and on the fourth finger gleamed a flat, golden ring. Harjunpää sighed and reached into his bag for a pair of disposable gloves – they were the new kind that could even withstand needles, to a certain degree – then he crouched down, took the severed hand into his own and gently began wiggling the ring loose. It came off surprisingly easily, perhaps because the hand had already bled dry. He wiped the ring on his other glove and peered at the inside.
         
 
         Jaana, read the inscription. In the dim light he couldn’t make out the date.
         
 
         8. Maestro
         
 
         He liked calling it composing, and when he was at home by himself and could put the music on full volume it was like flying. In some ways they were one and the same thing, they gave him a chance to forget all the crap things in life – like Roo, or the fact that his mum must have been a bit mad to break them all up like that. And then there was the fact that his dad didn’t seem to give a fuck about him.
 
         He gave a start and quickly looked around to the left and the right; he didn’t have to look behind him, because all that was there was the cafeteria wall. He couldn’t see them yet. He gave a soft sigh: he couldn’t see them because it was only the first break. It usually started after lunch, then continued all afternoon and on the way home too, if he forgot to wait behind the coat rack until they had gone. Janne was the biggest bastard of the lot.
 
         But even this he could forget about when he was composing. He would start by staring at an object, like the sand in the playground, and gradually he would notice that it wasn’t just sand, it was a whole collection of tiny, individual crystals. Each one of them had a shape and colour of its own, and light reflected off them in different ways. And even though they appeared to be in random positions, by the laws of nature they were exactly as they should be. It was truly magnificent!
 
         Then all of a sudden it was as though he no longer simply saw these crystals, he could hear them – they were like sublime music, the swell of a great orchestra. At times like this his hands rose up of their own accord and began conducting the orchestra. This had even happened in school once or twice, and that’s why everyone thought he was a fucking nutcase. That’s where it had all started.
         
 
         Even his mum said he must not be right in the head, and she hated him for it. So did Roo – but he hated Roo back. He didn’t know whether it was a mental illness or not, but he was afraid it might be and the thought that he was different from everyone else frightened him. He’d never belonged to anybody’s group or gang: everywhere he went, he was always alone.
         
 
         Trembling slightly he took a deep mouthful of air, then another, and his mind was filled once again with the sensation of flying, and it was even better than composing; when the music was already playing, everything happened much quicker. Straight away he began conducting the orchestra, and a moment later he noticed that the shoes lined up beneath the coat rack weren’t just sitting there, they were chattering away to one another. One of them was explaining how it had stepped in some chewing gum, another had stepped in dog’s droppings, while a third recounted how, in a queue at the checkout, it had met such a wonderful pair of high heels that it had fallen in love with them in an instant. And as for the green rug in the living room, it was no longer a rug: it was a raft, a slice of the jungle, drifting upon the ocean, and only it knew where it was heading.
 
         A moment later and everything had turned into a great dance: his legs moved supplely as though he had springs in his knees. He soared across on the jungle raft, flew from one room to the next, finally flying above all the furniture – or at least so he imagined. Nothing else existed, just the flying, not a single one of those bastards or his frightening thoughts. How he loved this!
 
         By now the grains of sand had turned into a great horde of people, a choir singing a hymn, like the beginning of the waltz theme of Also Sprach Zarathustra: tada-diti-ti-tii! The strings began to weave their melody upwards, then a violin appeared and swiftly took the lead, and like a thief his hands slipped out of his pockets and rose up into the air – and that’s when it hit him.
         
 
         This time it struck him on the temple. It really hurt, like fire. He let out a silent ‘fuck’, and he could feel his lips trembling; he knew that tears were not far away. The sand was once again just sand, and he stood there, his shoulders hunched up, surrounded by the noise of the playground at break time.
 
         They appeared from behind the games wall. That’s where they had thrown the stone. They came straight towards him, first that shit-head Janne, then Stenu, and all of a sudden he felt a desperate need for the toilet.
         
 
         ‘How’s Matti shit-for-brains?’ Janne began. Then they were around him in a semi-circle and he was trapped: behind him was the wall. ‘What’s with the hands? Having a wank?’
 
         ‘No.’
 
         ‘Have you got such a big dick that you need both hands?’
 
         ‘Give it a rest.’
 
         ‘Lend us your phone,’ said Stenu. The expression on his face was so demonic that Matti knew what was coming next.
 
         ‘No.’
 
         ‘Why not? You afraid I’m going to nick it?’
 
         ‘No.’
 
         ‘Then why won’t you lend it to me?’
 
         ‘I haven’t got one.’
 
         ‘What? Did you hear that? He hasn’t got a phone!’
 
         They all burst into laughter. It was always false laughter at first, but when they saw how crap he felt, and that he could do nothing but stare at his shoes, it turned into real laughter. Then they all took out their mobile phones – Rike had one of those fancy new ones that can do almost anything – and held them up to their ears. Then it started:
 
         ‘Hello? Hello? Can Mummy’s boy Moisio hear?’
 
         ‘Pick up! There’s a lot of people calling you!’
 
         He turned and stared at the wall with numbed eyes, but the bastards wouldn’t let him be. They grabbed hold of him and spun him back round.
 
         ‘Been looking at pussy on the net again?’
 
         ‘He won’t even look you in the eyes! Look!’
 
         ‘And why haven’t you been on the net? Say something, you little shit!’
 
         ‘I haven’t…’
 
         ‘I’ll tell you why: ’cause you haven’t got a computer!’
 
         ‘Fuck! He hasn’t got a computer! Do you think he’s got a dick?’
 
         ‘Let’s have a look!’
 
         ‘Piss off, leave me alone.’
 
         ‘And what if we don’t? Going to tell your dad?’
         
 
         ‘Shit-heads!’
 
         ‘No you won’t. And do you know why? ’Cause you haven’t got a dad either, you fucking poof!’
 
         ‘You’re the…’
 
         ‘Jesus Christ,’ said Janne; he sounded almost amazed and started stretching his arms. Matti was so afraid that it felt as if his hands were swelling. ‘Did you hear that? This poor tosser just called me a poof.’
 
         ‘I heard him.’
 
         ‘Me too.’
 
         ‘I heard him call you an arse bandit too.’
 
         ‘Fucking hell,’ Janne said stretching his arms again. He came right up to Matti and grabbed the scruff of his jacket. He could smell the smoke on Janne’s breath. ‘Right, gay boy, you know what’s going to happen to you after school?’
 
         ‘Don’t, please…’
 
         ‘You’re dead. Next break I’ll come and see if you want to apologise. And you can say sorry by kissing my arse. But if you don’t want to…’
 
         At that moment someone came up behind them. It all happened so quickly that he couldn’t tell where she had come from, but she shoved them so hard that they all stumbled and fell over. For a moment he thought it might be the girls’ PE teacher, but it was Fat Leena from Year Eight. Some of the other children called her the Hammer Thrower. She had Janne by the ear and twisted it so hard that he fell to his knees.
 
         ‘What the fuck are you doing, you fat cow?’ Janne cried out, but this time his voice was trembling too.
 
         ‘Just thought I’d show you what it’s like,’ said Fat Leena. She had already stretched her hands out towards Skate, but he legged it and only stopped when he realised Fat Leena wasn’t following him. The others moved back, as though they were going to help Skate, even though they too were running away.
 
         ‘I’ll report you to the police!’ shouted Janne. ‘This isn’t the last you’ll hear of this, fat bitch! And you’ll pay if my phone’s broken!’
 
         Only when they were far enough away did Janne dare raise his middle finger at her.
         
 
         ‘Suits me fine!’ she shouted back. ‘Whenever you’re ready. But you’ll never win.’
 
         The bell had obviously rung, though Matti hadn’t noticed when. Everything had happened so fast, and now there was no one in the playground but the two of them. He could feel his shoulders heaving – he had learnt how to cry without making a sound. He felt bleary and ashamed, the shame thick like porridge in his head, and he felt that he simply didn’t dare go to his next lesson.
 
         ‘Get a move on,’ shouted Fat Leena abruptly.
 
         From the footsteps he could hear that Fat Leena was leaving, but he couldn’t bring himself to follow her.
 
         ‘Leena,’ he finally managed to say. All he could do was stare at the ground, embarrassed and bowing his head, but he could hear that Fat Leena had stopped walking.
 
         ‘What? Thanks?’
 
         ‘Yeah. And, um… Could you walk home from school with me today?’
 
         ‘When do you finish?’
 
         ‘Three.’
 
         ‘Me too. See you at the front door.’
 
         ‘Thanks a lot,’ said Matti, though he wasn’t sure whether Leena had heard him or not, because just then a medicopter appeared from behind the trees, its blades chattering, and flew low over the school. There had been an accident somewhere: perhaps a car crash, perhaps someone had been in the wrong lane and smashed into a lorry.
 
         Or even tried to kill themselves.
 
         9. Murmurings
         
 
         Sinikka was warm and happy – even though she was upside down, but she didn’t know this. In any case, this was precisely the position she should have been in. She kept one of her tiny thumbs in her mouth and sucked on it. She very often did this, particularly when she heard the now familiar murmuring: If you go down to the woods today, you’re sure of a big surprise…
         
 
         This murmuring made Sinikka feel better than any other. It was like a murmuring all of her own: it was so close that it caused something to flicker gently, deep within her.
 
         For every bear that ever there was, will gather there for certain because today’s…
         
 
         Ding-dong!
 
         That was a noise Sinikka had heard many times before, and though she hadn’t really worked out why, she knew that the ding-dong meant that the world would begin to bounce slightly quicker than usual, and that would be followed by more murmuring, first the familiar, strong one, then another, fainter murmuring.
 
         Ding-dong, came the sound again, and at that Sinikka and the rest of the world began to bounce, much faster, and soon afterwards Sinikka could make out her own murmuring: ‘Good morning.’
 
         ‘Good morning. I’m DS Timo Harjunpää from Helsinki Police.’
 
         ‘Oh? Ah yes, you must be here about the break-in. I simply haven’t got round to making a list of everything that’s missing.’
 
         ‘No…’
 
         ‘Don’t worry, you can look at it. Quite a handsome bump, isn’t it? It’s our first baby.’
 
         ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to… Do you know what it is yet?’
 
         ‘No, we didn’t want to. We’ll find out when the time comes. So what does bring you here then?’
 
         ‘May I come in for a moment?’
 
         ‘By all means.’
 
         ‘Perhaps we should sit down.’
 
         ‘I’d rather stand. It’s good for the back, you know.’
 
         ‘Do you have any friends or relatives who live nearby?’
 
         ‘No. Why do you ask? What’s this about?’
 
         ‘Your husband is Tero Yrjänä Kokkonen, is that correct?’
 
         ‘Yes.’
 
         ‘I’m afraid I have some terrible news,’ Harjunpää finally stammered. ‘Your husband has been involved in an accident and I’m afraid to say…’
 
         ‘No! It isn’t him! Good God, what a fright you gave me… That motorbike is still registered in his name, but someone else was driving it. We only handed it over once the payment had been settled. He sold it two days ago.’
         
 
         ‘I’m terribly sorry. This wasn’t a motorbike accident, this happened in the underground.’
 
         ‘Good God! No, God, no… what happened? Which hospital is he in?’
 
         ‘I’m afraid he’s dead, madam.’
 
         ‘Oh Jesus, no! He can’t be! He took the underground because it was so much safer… Tell me it wasn’t Tero!’
 
         ‘There’s nothing we can do. There’s no doubt that it is your husband. Madam, please, come and sit down here.’
 
         ‘No! No!’
 
         ‘I’m so sorry; please, let’s sit over here. Please…’
 
         These were strange murmurings, Sinikka had never heard anything like them before. They made her feel suddenly very bad indeed – her heart beat so frantically that it hurt, she became very restless and started kicking with her little fairy feet and waving her arms around. Then something even worse happened: something pressed against her, all around her, again and again – Sinikka felt like she was about to burst.
 
         Her own discomfort meant that she no longer paid attention to the murmurings, but they continued, she could feel it, and she soon heard a very strange murmuring indeed: wee-wah-wee-wah! Soon afterwards Sinikka’s position changed again. In this position the world was still for a long time, and she couldn’t hear murmurings of any sort. Only now Sinikka no longer felt calm, as she always had done in that position. All she felt was that she was being pushed from every direction, that something wanted her out of there.
 
         10. Nook
         
 
         If you were to lift the stiff hatch in the corrugated-iron roof of The Brocken and edge your way through the gap, you might be in for a surprise. Right in the middle of the hut’s stone floor gaped the mouth of a shaft, about two metres in diameter, and a sheer drop leading down into the darkness. At first glance it resembled the hungry jaws of an ancient monster. If you dared move closer, at the western side of the shaft you would notice the top of a pair of steel rails, and if you inched your way towards these rails you would see, in between the rails, steel rungs leading down into the earth’s invisible core.
         
 
         And if you had the courage to grip the rails, place a foot on the first rung and lower yourself down, it would be another twenty-five rungs before your feet once again touched something firm. If, however, you were to shine a torch at your feet, you would notice that the firm ground was not so firm after all – it was a platform fashioned from an iron grille and covered only half of the shaft. It would turn your stomach to look down between your feet into who knows what; if you should drop something small through the grille, there would be no reassuring clatter or splash to indicate that the object had arrived somewhere.
 
         Along the other side of the shaft the top of the next set of ladders could be dimly made out, leading down and down, and a faint upward draught would catch at your trouser legs, giving you goose bumps.
 
         At this platform, along both the northern and southern sides of the shaft, were two doors – or rather, two openings. To the left gaped an empty room, a couple of metres wide and about five metres long, with concrete facing along the walls. However, the room was not entirely empty, for along the floor jutted a number of rusted mounting bolts, rather like those on the cemented floor outside but considerably sturdier and with two rails attached to the floor running between them. Along the ceiling ran a massive pipe, several metres long, which had once led somewhere and had perhaps served a very important function.
 
         It was impossible to say with any certainty what had been in the room many years ago – a winch of some sort, a crane, or perhaps some kind of ventilation pump that had later been replaced by something further down, newer and more efficient. The opening to the right was covered from the inside with a green tarpaulin – the kind that you often see gently rustling in the wind, covering boats tethered up for the winter.
 
         Behind the tarpaulin was a room all but identical to the one opposite, but this room was far from empty: on the floor along its far wall lay a foam mattress and upon that a sleeping bag left open to air. At the head of the mattress stood a wooden box, one that once had been used to transport apples. Upon the box there was a storm lantern and an alarm clock without its glass cover – even in the darkness you could feel the hands of the clock and see what time of night it was.
         
 
         Near the door opening a nylon rope had been stretched from wall to wall across the room and this clearly served as a clothes-line. On clothes hangers to the right hung women’s clothes, for the most part loose skirts and caftans reaching almost to the ankles, a few blazers and a floral woollen cardigan. To the left hung men’s clothing: different coloured trousers, a pair of jeans, jackets and shirts and a hefty leather jacket from the 1950s. All this clearly served another purpose too: if you drew the clothes together they formed a handy inner door to cut out the draught.
 
         Along the walls were a number of cardboard boxes, and in the two outermost boxes was presumably a selection of underwear: one box for women’s underwear, one for men’s. At least, on top of the left-hand box were various men’s hats and baseball caps, whilst upon the right-hand box sat two berets, one blue and one green, and with them a brimmed hat and a straw hat with a plastic flower stitched into the ribbon.
 
         In addition to this there was a folding chair – like the ones often found on terraces during the summer, the kind that are particularly uncomfortable to sit in – and opposite the chair a Trangia stove and an old burnt pan. Beside them stood a neat row of full water bottles, and behind them a row of empty ones.
 
         Books lay in piles on almost every free surface. If you were to take a closer look at these you would notice that the majority of them dealt with different religions and astronomy – and that every last one of them had been stolen from the city library.
 
         The only item that might have been considered a luxury or a decoration was a poster hanging on the wall above the bed. The poster showed an image from the furthest reaches of space, nebulae joining together to create another Big Bang, a new universe, or perhaps it was simply a far off galaxy – it was impossible for any layman to know precisely what it displayed, but you might guess that the photograph had been taken by the Hubble Telescope.
 
         All in all, looking around that southern room, it contained everything that an ascetic person needed to live their modest life. That person’s spirituality must surely have been far richer. For without a doubt this nook was someone’s home, a gnome’s perhaps or an earth sprite’s, a cosy little nest of their own.
         
 
         11. Command
         
 
         ‘Faustus dies,’ he puffed each time he grabbed hold of another rung. He climbed upwards with the agility of an animal: hand, foot, other hand, other foot. This did not present him with the slightest difficulty as he was used to lots of walking. Besides, there was not a gram of excess fat on him; just bones, tough muscles and skin.
         
 
         ‘Faustus dies,’ he panted for the last time, as his head and shoulders finally appeared above the grille at the top of the shaft. He stopped there for a moment, listening. Or rather, he was taking the scent, as he put it. He could make out the rumble of traffic in the afternoon gloaming, the wail of the wheels of a freight train, and somewhere on the station yard an engine gave him a short signal: hu-huu! 
         
 
         Nothing closer could be heard, which meant that there was no one on The Brocken or anywhere near it. He clambered up on to the grille and although a dim light still shone through from above, like the dusk of early evening, enough that you could just about see, he did not switch off his head-lamp yet. He stepped up to the right-hand opening, his very own front door, pulled the tarpaulin aside and moved his head slowly in both directions, the lamp’s yellowish light caressing the walls and boxes in the room. He had scented correctly: no one had been inside his home. It would have been a miracle indeed if someone had managed to find it: not only because of its location, but because he had protected it with holy triangles painted in pigeon’s blood.
 
         He drew the tarpaulin shut behind him, lit the storm lantern and switched off his lamp. Though it had been a long day, the excitement within him had not yet abated. He could not sit still, nor could he lie down on the mattress; he could only pace the floor, back and forth, from the piles of books to the tarpaulin, then back towards the sleeping bag, all the while the hem of his skirt trailing like a flag torn in harsh winds.
         
 
         The swirl was incredible! He had never seen anything like it before. That man’s spirit had contained a phenomenal amount of particles, perhaps even one and a half times as many as other human spirits, and on top of that they had been large, almost the size of sugar crystals. And they had come together to form a swirl that was an unfathomably deep shade of red. In his mind’s eye he could still see it. He could even hear it – it had given off a faint hum before disappearing completely. It had been sucked into the wall of the underground tunnel with such rage and power that rubble had almost flown out from the rock face.
 
         ‘Carboratum nexi datum,’ he sighed and removed the beret pulled down almost to his eyes. He then strode up to his bedside table, reached behind the storm lantern and picked up an aluminium mug containing his teeth, both the upper and the lower dentures. He popped them into his mouth and moved them into place with his tongue. His face changed dramatically. It was no longer the face of a sharp-chinned old biddy, but of someone considerably younger – and of a man. With both hands he flattened his hair back across his head towards his neck and dexterously tied it into a ponytail with a rubber band, making him look even less like the old woman who had just clambered up the rungs of the shaft.
         
 
         He stood still and rested his hands thoughtfully on his hips. He had hesitated for a split second, and it had almost proved fateful: the whole sacrifice had very nearly failed. The mouth of the Orange Apostle – indeed, this time it had been Advocatus Mamillus himself – had already sped past them, but he had decided to try nonetheless. And how he had succeeded! Advocatus Mamillus had snatched the victim into his arms; barely had he managed to cry out before he was gone. He had clearly sensed Maammo’s grateful smile, for she sent him a bunch of blessed beams, and this time they had been the colour of copper.
 
         He removed his dress, placed it carefully on the clothes hanger and hung it on the line by the doorway. Then he raised his hands between his shoulder blades, undid his bra and took it off along with his breasts. Once he had put on his hooded top he looked even more like a man.
 
         He put his hands to his groin and groped around. For a brief moment his face was empty, as though a spark had disappeared from within him. He then quickly took off his underpants – they were red and made of a shiny material with a broad strip of lace down the front – grabbed a thin leather belt, blackened with sweat, from on top of the sleeping bag, hooked it around his hips and fastened the buckle. He shifted the belt round so that the buckle was at his back and a leather sheath tightly crammed with sand lay against his stomach. It dangled between his legs and reached almost half way down his thighs.
         
 
         Finally he slipped on his underwear, a pair of boxer shorts covered in pictures of Hagar the Horrible, pulled on his trousers and took a pair of thick spectacles out of his pocket – the kind that President Kekkonen used to wear. Once he had placed them on his nose there was no longer the slightest hint of the woman Maammo had commanded him to become the previous night.
 
         He dimmed the light from the storm lantern. Of all others he had chosen that particular man because he had revealed his sinful ways. There had been a quiet smile on the man’s face, the kind of smile that meant he was clearly content with his life, happy even – but immediately he had understood why. That wretched man had been wallowing in sin and lechery, trampling the will of Maammo into dirt. Perhaps that very morning the miserable creature had held his hand between a woman’s legs, fondling it until it became moist with evil juices, shoved his member inside, and screwed her, teased her nipples and writhed until everything went black. Perhaps he had even thrust into her anus, or her mouth.
 
         ‘Diablo desum!’ he muttered hoarsely and a wave of disgust trembled through his hands. He flinched and his head moved like a dog shaking itself dry, but soon afterwards his eyes squinted slightly, almost as if he were smiling. And indeed he was smiling, for he knew: that man would never do any of this again. His fornication would no longer hold up the coming of the Truth, nor would he ever covet money and possessions again.
         
 
         ‘Ea lesum,’ he whispered, as if to bring an end to the matter. He had been so excited by the sacrifice that he had felt compelled to visit the underground platform a number of times that morning, and at several points he had been able to make out the thrilling stench of raw human flesh, like walking past the meat counter at the market. Yet not even this could satisfy him. He had felt the urge to mark out others for himself, even though he knew it was dangerous during the daylight hours. Rush hour was by far the best time for this, as people were crammed into the carriages, pushing and shoving each other, and did not notice as he secretly marked them as his own.
         
 
         ‘Ha!’ he snorted. Taking the risk had paid off, because in return he had been rewarded with a vision. Maammo had granted it to him and had commanded him to make it come true. This time the vermilion swirl had been great, but in the vision he had seen an even greater one, a swirl of giant proportions, one that would occur only when as many as ten or twenty people died at once and their spirits rose up together. And it would be a swirl so great that Maammo would take him into her embrace for all eternity.
 
         Indeed, he already had some idea of how to realise this. Maammo had prepared him for it, though at first he had not understood. The key to everything lay beneath his bedside table. He was not quite sure whether he was to carry out the plan himself, and thinking about it now he felt that he should not. Perhaps not, though this would take him straight into Maammo’s eternal embrace, for as the earth spirit he must not be selfish. Selfishness was an affront to Maammo. He was more important to her the way he was, a quiet pioneer clearing the road to the Truth.
 
         In order to carry out the sacrifice he required someone else, a disciple of sorts. And already he was almost sure who that disciple would be. The girl did however have rather a quick temper, and for this reason he still had doubts. He felt he would have to examine her in a new light and maybe test her in some way.
 
         ‘Pica pica ecclesia,’ he muttered, concentrating hard as he folded both little fingers into his palms, tucked them beneath his thumbs and crossed the rest of them. He then pressed the tips of his fingers against his forehead and closed his eyes. A moment passed and he could see the girl – her cheeks ruddy, how she walked somewhat awkwardly due to her excess weight. It was enough, and he whispered to himself: ‘Tonight, at the compass in the railway station…’
         
 
         He moved his head, somewhat bewildered, as if he had suddenly come to, crept towards his bedside table and knelt down beside it. He held it round the corners, gently lifted it and moved it to the side, so carefully that the storm lantern did not so much as flicker and the water in his mug did not splash. There lay his key: four sweet, ripe sticks of dynamite, like four phalluses, caps on each one of them; and a coil of yellow and green wires inside that looked like the spilled guts of an animal.
         
 
         As he beheld all this, for a brief moment he could see the coming of the Truth, the new Holy Big Bang. It would incinerate everything and make it pure, taking with it all sinners and infidels, all the wrongs and suffering endured by those who know the Truth.
 
         ‘Alea iacta est.’ 
         
 
         12. Visitor
         
 
         ‘Jesus Christ,’ Harjunpää sighed quietly – perhaps he merely thought it. His lips didn’t move, but his mind sighed for the umpteenth time. He rested his left hand on his hip, rubbed his forehead with the other and marched over to the office door as if he were about to go outside. Restlessly he returned to his desk, made for the door, then back again to the desk. ‘Jesus Christ…’
 
         ‘Good morning to you too,’ said Tupala. He had silently stepped up to the doorway and now stood there on tiptoes, bobbing up and down, his hands crossed behind his back. His expression was serious, as always, but his eyes betrayed an amused little smile. ‘What happened to you?’
 
         ‘This underground business. I went over there and blurted out to the victim’s wife that her husband had died, and it turns out she’s about eight months pregnant…’
 
         ‘You weren’t to know. And someone would have had to tell her sooner or later.’
 
         ‘I know, I know… If only I’d thought to take Carita with me. But the woman lives just up the road in Merihaka. It seemed a bit pointless to drive through rush hour to the station and back.’
 
         ‘I doubt having a priest there would have softened the blow.’
 
         ‘I don’t know. It’s a good job she didn’t have a miscarriage. What do I know - they rushed her to the maternity clinic.’
         
 
         ‘I know how you feel,’ said Tupala after a moment’s silence, as if he had been wondering whether to go on or not. ‘Once, this woman was only half way through her pregnancy when her husband went and hooked up a vacuum hose to the exhaust pipe and stuck it through the car window. Money problems, apparently. And this woman made me tell her over and over that it wasn’t a painful death – you know the way people always want to know their loved ones haven’t suffered… So I assured her that it’s just like falling asleep. The next day I get a phone call from Kirkkonummi Police, because I’d given her my card. She’d driven up to their summer cottage and done the same thing. That’s when I realised what guilt really is.’
 
         They looked at each other in silence. Harjunpää decided not to mention that he had very nearly given the grieving wife the plastic bag containing her husband’s wallet. It was covered in blood of course, but he had remembered just in time, and managed to stuff it back in his pocket without her noticing.
 
         The wail of fire engines pulling up somewhere nearby could be heard, but neither of them bothered getting up to look out of the window: the alarms at the broadcasting company across the road went off accidentally at least once every other week.
 
         ‘Oh, there’s someone for you downstairs.’
 
         ‘There can’t be,’ said Harjunpää, flicking through his diary. ‘There’s somebody called Eränen coming at two o’clock about that bread knife incident, then the next one’s not until half three.’
 
         ‘This one just walked in and asked for the officer in charge of the underground incident. His name’s Kallio.’
 
         ‘That’s all I need. I’ve still got to come up with some relatives for our crazy dog man. Apparently they’re keeping him in the mental hospital for at least three weeks, but someone’s got to start taking care of his affairs pretty soon. And that dog’s got to be found a home. Keeping a thing like that at the vet’s doesn’t come cheap.’
 
         ‘I’ve told you, Timo, this is it. Things never change in this job.’
 
         ‘You’re right there,’ Harjunpää muttered and forced himself up from the desk. The spring in his stride almost replaced the momentary feeling of lethargy, though he had barely managed to take two steps before his phone rang.
         
 
         ‘Harjunpää?’ he all but snapped, but his voice softened once he realised that the caller was his wife Elisa. ‘What’s wrong?’
 
         ‘Nothing really, just feeling a bit sorry for myself, that’s all. My headache’s started up again.’
 
         ‘Poor you. What if I massage your neck and shoulders again this evening? It worked yesterday.’
 
         ‘You’re not staying on late?’
 
         ‘There’s someone coming in at three-thirty for an interview, but that’s it. I should be on the five o’clock train in any case.’
 
         ‘Aah.’
 
         ‘I’ve got some 800mg painkillers in my cabinet. Take one of them.’
 
         ‘Will do. Love you.’
 
         ‘Love you too,’ said Harjunpää. He switched off his phone, walked towards Tupala, who had discreetly moved to one side and added, ‘Elisa’s going back to work next week for the first time in years. She’s worried to death about it.’
 
         ‘Make sure you massage her well, eh?’
 
         ‘Oh I will.’
 
         The lift jolted into motion and Harjunpää listened instinctively to the sounds it was making this time. A few months ago one of the cleaners, a conscientious but soft-spoken woman had become trapped in this same lift. It had happened late one evening. Naturally she had pressed the emergency button and a group of service men had arrived on scene. But the cleaner had been too shy to respond to their calls, and because there was no reply the service men decided that there must not be anyone in the lift after all. In the end Hush-Hush Heli, as she became known, got out of the lift the following morning - after being trapped inside for fourteen hours. It was a miracle that nothing had ever leaked to the press.
 
         ‘Kallio,’ Harjunpää announced from the lift door; there must have been a dozen or so people waiting to be interviewed. A man sitting by the main entrance stood up. Harjunpää gave a quiet sigh. He was a youngish man who looked generally all right, but he was apparently hampered by some terrible looking spasms. As he walked one knee rose high into the air, while he dragged his other foot across the floor, and his arms rose and fell in an odd, arhythmic fashion. Harjunpää couldn’t recall the name of the man’s condition, but he thought he remembered that it didn’t affect a person’s mind.
         
 
         ‘DS Timo Harjunpää.’
 
         ‘Santeri Kallio,’ replied the man, and as he spoke his head jerked violently to one side and his mouth seemed to contort. Harjunpää found it hard to look at him – probably something he had learnt as a child telling him not to stare at disabled people. This time, however, he had no choice.
 
         ‘Why don’t we go up to my office and have a chat?’ he suggested. The group of people in the waiting room had just watched the man awkwardly make his way across the floor and now stared in his direction, curious to see how well he could speak.
 
         ‘I know… I… thrash about… a lot,’ said Kallio once the lift had started moving. An unfamiliar knocking sound could be heard again, as if someone were hitting the lift shaft with their fist. ‘But… I’ve still… got all my… marbles.’
 
         ‘Absolutely,’ said Harjunpää. He then looked at Kallio. Regardless of all he had suffered his eyes were gentle and somehow sympathetic. There was something else too, as if he were imploring Harjunpää to do something.
 
         ‘I believe you,’ he said, and perhaps this was precisely what Kallio needed. In any case his whole body seemed to relax and his head stopped twitching so frequently.
 
         ‘That man. He was… pushed. Under the… train.’
 
         ‘Excuse me?’
 
         ‘He was… murdered. I saw.’
 
         ‘Are you referring to the man who died this morning in Hakaniemi Station?’
 
         ‘Yes. But… there were… people… in between. First… all I could… see was a… hip… shoving him. He… fell against the… wall of the… train. Then a… hand… pushed him by the… shoulder. The man… shouted… ‘Oy!’… and fell… in between the… carriages.’
         
 
         ‘Are you quite sure?’ asked Harjunpää. His voice was suddenly hoarse, rough as sandpaper, and his cheeks began to burn as if he had been hit with something. For a moment he questioned the man’s intelligence – in some way he had to question it – but then he conceded, for there it was right in front of him, the worst and most shameful nightmare scenario for anyone in Violent Crimes: visiting the scene of an accident without realising that it was in fact a crime scene.
         
 
         ‘Positive. There’s… no way he… stumbled.’
 
         The lift arrived, jarring to a halt as though it had struck something hard.
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