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SHE	WAS	AN	AVERAGE	GRAY	CAT,	THE	KIND	THAT	PEOPLE	CALLED	A	COUNTRY	CAT.	She	lifted
her	nose	and	meowed,	as	she’d	already	done	many	times	before,	day	after	day.	But	the

noises	from	the	humans	had	disappeared.	The	house	was	closed	up	and	locked.	She	hissed
at	 her	 kittens,	 who’d	 grown	 up.	 Autumn	 was	 here,	 and	 her	 teats	 had	 dried	 up.	 She
scratched	at	the	ground,	clawing	the	surface,	digging	deeper.	She	found	a	ragged	piece	of
cloth	with	a	greasy,	strange	taste.

For	the	second	time	in	her	life,	the	cat	was	afraid.

A	woman	came	to	that	place.	She	saw	paw	prints	and	the	marks	of	digging	claws.	From
a	wound	in	the	earth,	she	saw	something	stick	out.

The	woman	froze,	stifled	a	scream,	tried	to	breathe.

She’d	seen	a	part	of	a	human	arm.

The	arm	was	wearing	a	watch.	She	did	not	want	to	look,	but	she	had	to.	Although	it	was
muddy	and	damaged,	she	still	recognized	the	brown	leather	wristband.	She’d	once	helped
him	fix	it—she’d	brought	the	watch	to	her	room	and,	while	sewing,	managed	to	poke	her
fingers	a	number	of	times	with	her	needle.

She’d	already	started	to	miss	him.

She	bent	back	and	screamed	straight	up	at	the	bleak,	frozen	sky.
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UST	ON	THE	ROAD.	Fine	powder	from	pulverized	gravel.	He	did	not	like	the	dust.	It	got
into	his	pores	and	into	his	nostrils,	and	it	stuck	in	his	throat	to	dry	it	out.	He	did	his

best	to	avoid	roads,	but	there	were	places	where	he	had	to	walk	along	them.	In	the	ditches,
he	could	see	wild	strawberries,	and	their	ripe	red	flesh	was	covered	by	the	gray	poison.	He
saw	this	as	a	betrayal.	He	could	eat	these	wild	strawberries,	but	they	would	make	him	sick.
A	clump	would	find	a	place	to	grow	in	his	insides	and	kill	him.

Nature	had	not	intended	this.	Nature	had	made	the	berries	and	fruit	so	that	humankind
could	eat	and	be	healthy.

He	heard	the	sound	of	a	motor	in	the	distance,	an	angry	roar	increasing	in	strength.	He
found	 himself	 forced	 to	 step	 into	 the	 ditch,	 and	 the	 brushwood	 irritated	 his	 wrists.	 He
thought	 the	 car	was	 Japanese,	 but	 these	days	he	 couldn’t	 tell	 the	different	brands	 apart.
Once	he’d	finished	doing	his	license	plate	game,	finding	the	numbers	from	001	to	999	in
chronological	 order,	 he’d	 lost	 interest	 in	 cars.	 Back	 then	 he	 still	 used	 to	 go	 into	 the
villages,	 and	 he’d	 wander	 through	 the	 parking	 lots	 or	 creep	 close	 to	 the	 highway
exchanges	and	sit	there	for	hours	with	his	notebook	and	his	pens:	blue	for	odd	and	red	for
even	numbers.	All	in	all,	it	had	taken	him	five	years	to	find	them.

After	that,	he	decided	to	keep	to	the	forest.

He	stood	for	a	while,	looking	up	and	down	the	road	in	both	directions.	He	listened	so
that	 he	 could	 find	 the	 perfect	 time	 after	 the	 car	 had	 passed	 and	 before	 the	 next	 car
appeared.	Of	course,	he	couldn’t	know	exactly	when	the	next	car	would	come.	It	was	just
a	feeling	he	had,	as	if	a	scale	had	come	to	a	perfect	balance	with	two	weights—complete
harmony.	He	held	his	breath	for	a	moment,	and	then	crossed	the	oiled	gravel	road	in	eight
long	strides.

The	 sun’s	 heat	 burned	 through	 the	branches	of	 the	pine	 trees.	 It	 bit	 into	his	 skin	 and
forced	water	from	his	hair,	making	his	forehead	glow	and	throb.	A	picture	of	his	mother
came	to	him.	He	smelled	the	scent	of	potatoes	in	her	apron	as	he	pressed	his	face	into	its
stripes,	remembering	her	hand	on	the	back	of	his	head:	its	heaviness,	its	ladle	shape.

No,	don’t	think	now.

He	had	to	search	for	Cat	and	her	kittens.	He’d	made	a	bed	for	them	in	one	of	his	dresser
drawers,	but	it	hadn’t	helped.	She	was	gone	in	the	morning.	Three	kittens	were	left	behind,
lying	on	the	rags,	but	they	were	dead.	The	other	two	had	disappeared	with	her.	She’d	taken
them	one	by	one	in	her	mouth.
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HE	TINY	KITTENS	GREW	QUICKLY.	Things	were	easier	when	they	were	tiny.	His	life	was
his	own,	then,	as	they	mostly	slept	and	nursed.

Now	they	ran	around	with	small,	silly	four-footed	jumps.	He	liked	watching	them	and
using	 an	 old	 piece	 of	 string	 for	 them	 to	 chase.	 They	 had	 warm,	 see-through	 claws.
Whenever	he	held	them,	they	would	bite	him	with	their	pink	gums,	making	little	marks	of
hair	and	milk.

One	of	them	resembled	Cat.	She	had	the	same	fur,	a	light,	striped	gray.	The	other	was
larger	and	fluffier,	but	a	bit	more	on	the	shy	side.	He’d	given	them	names,	but	he’d	already
forgotten	what	 they	were.	Cat	was	 restless,	 however,	 and	 every	day	 she	would	 take	 the
kittens	and	disappear	with	them.	Every	day	he	had	to	go	search	for	them.	This	made	him
nervous.

Cat	became	his	cat	one	evening	four	years	ago.	Those	days,	he	would	do	odd	jobs	for
Holger.	He’d	help	out	with	cutting	the	lumber	in	the	forest.	They’d	kept	at	it,	using	power
saws,	the	entire	day,	and	the	buzzing	noise	still	echoed	in	his	head.

That	was	his	last	day.	His	palms	were	cracked	and	tender.	His	skin	was	itchy	from	the
pine	tar.	Holger	was	parking	the	tractor,	and	then	took	out	an	envelope	with	the	money.

“Oh,	there’s	one	more	thing,”	Holger	said,	his	eyes	narrow	and	sharp.

Foreboding	came	over	him,	creeping	up	his	back	and	taking	the	air	from	his	lungs,	but
he	did	not	ask	what	it	was	about.	He	just	waited.

Holger	went	into	the	shed	and	came	out	with	his	shotgun.	He	called	up	to	the	house,	and
Kaarina	came	out,	as	if	she’d	been	keeping	watch.	She	was	holding	a	shoebox	in	her	arms.
She	carried	it	carefully	and	tenderly,	and	her	face	was	streaming	with	tears.

“You	get	back	inside	now!”	Holger	shouted.

Kaarina	set	the	shoebox	down	on	the	ground,	turned	and	ran	back	inside	the	house.	She
was	a	large,	ungainly	woman,	and	the	man	could	never	figure	out	how	she	could	run	so
quickly	on	her	swollen,	spidery-lined	legs.

Holger	handed	the	shotgun	to	the	man.

“You	can	take	care	of	this,	can’t	you?	You’ve	been	hunting	before.”

The	man	nodded,	while	feeling	his	testicles	itch.

“I’m	going	 to	 have	 to	 go	 inside,	 now,”	Holger	 said.	 “You	 just	 leave	 everything	 right
here	when	you’re	done.	I’ll	take	care	of	it	later.”

Yes.	Four	summers	ago.	He	would	mark	the	day	on	his	calendar.	He	would	fill	 in	 the
box	with	his	pen	with	 indelible	 ink.	The	entire	white	box	with	 the	number.	 It	 had	been
number	eight	in	June.

On	 that	 number	 eight	 in	 June,	 he	 had	 opened	 the	 lid	 of	 the	 shoebox	 just	 a	 little	 and



heard	tiny	mewing	sounds.	No,	no	more.	He	did	not	want	to	see	them.	He	did	not	want	to
hear	them.	He	put	the	lid	back	on	right	away,	but	one	of	the	little	creatures	had	slipped	out
over	the	edge.

He’d	been	afraid	 that	Holger	had	seen	 it,	but	 there	was	no	movement	at	 the	window.
Instead,	he	heard	muffled	screaming.	He	also	heard	Holger	yelling	and	the	noise	of	a	chair
being	thrown	over.

The	kitten	 sat	on	 the	ground.	She	had	white	paws,	with	claws	out.	Her	 tiny,	 flat	 face
looked	up	 into	his.	Then	she	 took	a	 little	 jump	into	his	pants	 leg.	He	felt	her	claws	 like
tacks	dig	into	his	calf.	He	stood	without	making	a	sound.	From	the	house	he	could	hear
Kaarina	shriek	again.

Then	he	pointed	the	barrel	of	the	shotgun	at	the	box	and	fired.

He	left	the	farm	at	once	with	the	kitten	clinging	to	his	leg.	It	seemed	that	the	kitten	was
growing	from	his	leg	like	a	bunch	of	grapes.	He’d	seen	grapes	in	a	picture	once,	bunches
and	bunches	of	grapes	which	were	grown	in	a	greenhouse.	This	greenhouse	was	on	a	slope
near	Lake	Vättern.

He	did	not	dare	bend	down	and	lift	his	pants	leg	until	he	had	reached	the	forest.

The	kitten	was	 light	gray.	She	was	scared	 to	death.	Warm.	She	was	 the	one.	She	was
Cat.	Cat	made	his	home	into	her	own.
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HEN	CAT	GAINED	WEIGHT	AND	HER	BODY	BEGAN	TO	SWELL,	THE	MAN	UNDERSTOOD	THAT
SHE	WAS	GOING	TO	GIVE	BIRTH.	And	one	day	she	was	ready.

He’d	made	a	cage	of	chicken	wire	and	strips	of	wood.	He’d	taken	the	chicken	wire	from
Holger’s	place.	He	put	Cat	and	the	kittens	into	the	cage.	Cat	raised	her	hackles	and	hissed
—it	seemed	as	if	her	body	was	electrified.	When	he	stuck	his	finger	inside,	she	bit	it.	He
screamed	from	dismay.

While	he	was	inside	looking	for	a	bandage,	Cat	took	advantage,	knocking	over	the	cage
and	 disappearing,	 leaving	 her	 kittens	 behind.	 The	man	 sat	 on	 his	 front	 steps	 and	 blood
seeped	 through	 his	 bandage.	He	 thought	 about	 his	mother	 and	 how	 she	would	 take	 his
hand	 toward	her	mouth,	stick	 the	 tip	of	his	 finger	 into	 the	 large	space	between	her	 jaws
and	suck	all	the	evil	away.

His	mother	used	to	pull	him	in	a	little	wagon.	He	didn’t	remember	this	himself,	but	she
would	 tell	him	about	 it	 later	and	even	showed	him	the	wagon.	 It	was	painted	green	and
had	horizontal	bars.	A	memory	flickered	around	slats	as	wide	as	the	depth	of	a	little	palm.

“You	didn’t	walk	right	away.”	He	heard	her	voice	in	his	head,	as	if	she	were	close	by.
“Of	 course,	 I	 couldn’t	 carry	 you	 everywhere,	 so	 I	 bought	 this	 old	 wagon	 from	 Klut-
Karlsson.”

That’s	right.	The	old	wagon.

The	jerk	in	the	roll	of	the	wheels.	Over	sand	and	over	roots.

“And	I	knew	where	I	had	you.	You	couldn’t	get	out	of	it.	You	sat	inside	and	were	my
little	dumpling.	Your	happy	red	cheeks.”

He	saw	that	picture.	He	had	golden	locks	to	make	a	crown	of	gold	around	his	head.

Klut-Karlsson	 had	 the	 store	 down	 in	 the	 village.	 He	 had	 a	 receded	 hairline	 and	 his
forehead	had	waves	and	bulges.	 It	was	 like	you	could	see	all	 the	experiments	and	 ideas
inside	his	head.	He’d	gotten	his	nickname	Klut	from	the	bark	strips	wrapped	in	cloth	that
he’d	decided	 to	sell	as	a	cure	for	 toothache.	You	were	supposed	 to	place	 the	clump	into
brandy	and	then	press	it	against	the	painful	tooth.	The	strips	of	bark	were	imported	from
Africa.	He	said	they	came	from	the	acacia	tree	and	contained	gummi	arabicum.	This	was
what	was	said	to	help	the	pain.

“Good	to	see	you,	my	boy,”	he’d	say.	“Want	a	hug?”	He’d	stretch	out	his	long,	lumpy
arms.

When	he	didn’t	hear	an	answer,	he’d	say:	“How’s	your	mother	doing?	Tell	her	I’ll	come
by	this	evening	for	a	bit.	That	is,	if	she	has	time	to	see	me.”

“You	must	be	nice	to	Klut-Karlsson	and	you	must	like	him,	too,”	his	mother	exhorted
him.	“We	have	him	to	thank	for	so	much.”

When	the	knock	at	the	door	came,	he	had	to	go	into	the	bedroom.	He	slept	in	there	with



his	mother.	They	had	a	sofa	bed.	Klut-Karlsson	would	always	bring	something	with	him,	a
comic	book	or	a	bag	of	roasted	almonds.

“Please	be	good	and	stay	inside	the	bedroom	for	a	little	while,”	his	mother	said.	Her	lips
were	different,	redder,	and	her	movements	were	quick	and	clumsy.

He	would	 lie	 in	bed	not	moving	a	muscle.	He	would	 listen	but	not	hear	 a	word.	Not
even	 a	whisper.	 Sometimes,	 he	 thought	 that	 they	 had	 left	 the	 house,	 but	 he	 didn’t	 dare
leave	the	room	to	see.	He	didn’t	dare	leave	the	bedroom	until	his	mother	entered	it	again.
She’d	often	gotten	ready	for	bed.

“Aren’t	 you	 asleep?”	 she’d	 ask	with	 the	 same	 amount	 of	 surprise	 every	 time,	 and	he
saw	her	dark	hair	was	hanging	down	her	back.	It	was	all	messed	up.

He	shook	his	head,	but	was	on	his	guard.

“Why	not?”

“You	have	to	sleep	next	to	me.”

“So	you	say,	you	little	rascal.”

“Has	Klut-Karlsson	left?”

“Oh,	he	left	a	long	time	ago.	He	was	just	here	for	a	little	while.	And	now	it’s	time	to	go
to	sleep,	both	you	and	me,	because	tomorrow	is	a	new	day.”

However,	the	nights	that	Knut-Karlsson	came	to	visit	meant	that	neither	of	them	could
go	to	sleep.	He	would	lie	on	his	back	and	notice	every	lump	in	the	mattress.	He	heard	his
mother	 toss	 and	 turn,	 and	 sigh.	 He	 would	 reach	 out	 his	 hand	 for	 hers,	 and	 she	 would
finally	take	it.

He	was	filled	with	so	many	words	and	thoughts.	Nothing	could	be	allowed	to	leave	his
lips,	however.	She	would	finally	fall	asleep,	and	her	hand	would	fall	out	of	his.	He	would
listen	 to	 her	 breathing.	 It	 was	 irregular	 and	 filled	 with	 sounds.	 He	 experienced	 an
emptiness	and	sense	of	despair.	He	had	to	take	short	breaths	as	if	he’d	run	very	fast,	and
his	breathlessness	would	turn	to	tears.	His	mother	slept,	shifted	a	bit,	coughed.

He	would	turn	over	on	his	side	and	go	to	sleep.
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HE	MAN	FOUND	KAARINA	WITH	THE	HENS.	He	smelled	the	eggs	and	the	old	bird	shit.

“You	scared	me!”	she	said,	but	her	voice	was	mild,	not	tense.	She	never	screamed	at
him.

“Where’s	Holger?”	he	asked.

She	pointed	toward	the	house.

“What	are	you	doing?”

“Getting	the	eggs.”

He	followed	her	 into	 the	barn.	The	air	was	 thick.	Chaff	swirled	in	 the	 light	streaming
through	the	cracks.

“I’m	getting	the	eggs,	I	told	you,”	she	giggled.

“I	know.”

He	 felt	 the	 heaviness	 of	 her	 breast	which	 he	 held	 and	weighed	 in	 his	 hand.	Kaarina
against	the	wall	of	the	barn.	Her	hands.	Her	heat	rose	past	his	ears.	The	light	cloth	of	her
dress.	How	he	explored,	how	he	 searched,	how	he	pulled.	Her	 small	words	and	groans.
When	he	 thought	 the	word	Holger	 and	 imagined	 the	 sound	 of	Holger’s	 clogs,	when	 he
thought	as	hard	as	he	could:	Holger’s	sunburned	face	looking	at	them,	falling	over	them
like	a	shadow,	everything	turning	cold	and	all	sound	suffocated—it	stiffened,	it	searched,
it	dove	in,	into	her	burning	hot	hidden	place.

He	took	the	path	through	the	cemetery.	The	sun	was	hot	on	his	neck.

“One	day	I	am	going	to	be	gone.	One	day	you	will	be	all	by	yourself.”

Now	it	had	come	true.	Now	he	was	all	by	himself.

He	hadn’t	wanted	to	listen	to	his	mother	since	she	said	it	so	often.	Her	words	lost	their
power.

He	knew	that	she	was	down	there	under	the	stone	with	her	name.	She	had	taken	care	of
everything	 in	advance.	For	example,	 the	dove.	A	dove	made	of	alabaster	was	resting	on
the	edge	of	the	grave.	Its	head	was	under	its	wing.	It	was	at	peace.

“Then	 you	 can	 imagine	 that	 it’s	 me.	 Since	 otherwise	 it	 might	 be	 hard	 for	 you	 to
understand.”

The	young	priest,	the	one	who	came	from	Stockholm,	said	that	it	was	forbidden	to	have
such	silliness	in	a	Swedish	cemetery.	The	notification	was	for	all	the	cemeteries	in	all	of
Sweden.	A	command	from	the	civil	office.	Augustsson,	the	rector,	gave	him	an	earful.

“What	a	bunch	of	crap!	You	can	get	a	dispensation!	 If	 a	member	of	 the	parish	 really
wants	an	alabaster	dove,	she’s	going	to	get	an	alabaster	dove!	I	am	sure	that	Our	Lord	has
nothing	against	that!”



The	dove	had	started	to	change	color	a	bit.	Almost	looked	dirty.	He	understood	that	this
was	because	of	 air	pollution.	 It	 came	 from	 far	 away.	The	coal	districts	of	Germany.	He
kept	a	nail	brush	in	his	pocket	and	every	time	he	visited	the	grave,	he	wetted	the	brush	and
polished	the	alabaster	surface	until	his	knuckles	ached.
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HERE	WAS	A	HOUSE	LIVED	IN	ONLY	DURING	THE	SUMMERTIME,	WHERE	HE	SOMETIMES	WENT.
He	would	keep	to	the	forest	like	a	moose.	A	man	and	a	woman.	He	watched	them	on
their	 porch.	 The	 glowing	 ends	 of	 their	 cigarettes.	 He	 would	 stand	 there	 and	 watch

them	and	they	didn’t	know	a	thing.

He	liked	going	out	at	night.	He	was	like	Cat	in	that	respect.	He	was	so	light-footed	that
no	person	could	hear	him,	which	was	necessary	to	remain	unseen.

He	wanted	to	be	the	one	to	decide	when	he	would	be	seen.

In	school,	they	had	tried	to	force	him	to	be	the	kind	of	person	he	was	not.	In	school	he
had	a	name	and	responsibilities.	That	was	a	long	time	ago.	He	was	his	own	person	now,
and	he	could	do	what	he	wanted.

One	day	he	was	out	in	the	bog	and	he	happened	upon	two	moose	calves	being	born.	The
first	 one	was	 slipping	 out	 right	 as	 he	 came	 by.	 There	was	 a	 gap,	 and	 he	 saw	 her.	 The
moose	cow	was	standing	with	her	back	bent	and	so	busy	with	giving	birth	that	she	did	not
notice	 him.	 He	 had	 come	 downwind,	 so	 he	 was	 able	 to	 change	 his	 direction	 and	 drop
down	into	the	sedge.	A	short	time	later,	the	second	calf	was	born.	The	two	newborns	were
giving	off	steam.	It	was	the	time	before	the	trees	leafed	out,	so	he	kept	squatting	and	quiet
behind	the	tufts	of	grass.	He	was	so	close	that	he	could	make	out	the	moose	cow’s	tongue
and	the	wind	brought	a	raw	smell	of	blood.

He	wished	his	own	mother	were	still	alive.	He	would	have	liked	to	talk	to	her	about	this
birth.	Later,	he	told	Kaarina,	but	as	she	was	listening,	her	face	turned	loose	and	flabby,	as
if	she	didn’t	want	to	take	his	tale	to	heart.

This	evening	he	was	watching	the	couple	who	had	come	to	the	house	the	same	way	he
watched	 the	moose.	 Their	 car	 was	 parked	 near	 the	 shed.	 Number	 five-five-seven.	 And
nearby	 there	was	 the	ax	 stuck	 in	 the	wood	of	 the	chopping	block.	During	 the	 first	days
after	 they’d	 arrived,	 the	man	 had	 been	 busy	 there.	 Splinters	whirled	 around	 him.	He’d
sworn	and	carried	on,	and	he’d	often	take	a	break	to	smoke.	The	chopped	wood	was	still
lying	on	the	grass	as	no	one	had	bothered	to	bring	it	in.

He’d	watched	them	many	times	before	and	they	had	no	idea	he	was	there.	The	woman.
She	washed	her	hair	outside	and	he	watched	the	water	drip	from	her	brown	nipples.	Once
he	watched	 them	have	 sex.	They	were	behind	 the	 food	cellar,	 and	 they	were	naked	and
totally	quiet.	He’d	just	been	walking	by	in	the	forest.	He	liked	seeing	that	and	he’d	come
back	many	times	in	order	to	see	it	again,	but	it	never	happened.	Just	that	one	time.

He	told	Kaarina	what	he’d	seen	them	do.	Kaarina	became	frightened.

“Keep	away	from	them.	They	could	get	angry.”

Kaarina	was	such	a	scaredy-cat.

He	didn’t	like	the	way	the	woman	looked.	She	had	blonde	hair,	like	down,	and	her	lips
were	 pursed	 and	 she	 never	 looked	 happy.	 The	 man,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 looked	 like



someone	 he	wouldn’t	mind	 showing	 himself	 to.	 The	man’s	 black	 eyebrows	would	 rise,
and	the	man	would	say	something	calm	and	dignified.

No,	he	could	not	take	that	risk.

That	 one	 time	 she	 had	 been	 on	 all	 fours	 like	 an	 animal	 and	 he’d	watched	 the	man’s
hard,	white	buttocks.

Afterwards	he’d	gone	right	back	into	the	forest	and	he	wished	that	Kaarina	would	come.
He	wished	very	hard	that	she	would	come.	But	Kaarina	was	not	the	one	who	came	to	him
later,	and	he	did	not	want	to	go	to	their	farm	all	that	often.	Holger	would	find	out	and	then
he’d	get	a	strange	look	on	his	face,	as	he	did	when	he	got	angry.

It	was	midnight.	A	woodcock	passed	by	with	a	sparse,	clipped	sound	in	 the	darkness.
The	man	and	the	woman	were	not	going	to	sleep.	They	were	talking	loudly	on	their	porch,
but	he	could	not	figure	out	their	words.	The	woman	yelled	something	and	her	voice	was
high-pitched.	 She	 started	 to	 run	 in	 the	 slippery	 grass.	 The	 man	 ran	 after	 her.	 He	 was
wearing	wide	pants.

He	stood	in	the	forest	and	watched	how	the	woman	ran	and	the	man	caught	up	to	her.
He	had	such	long	legs	and	the	woman	was	tiny	and	thin.	She	had	no	hair	down	there	like
Kaarina	did,	but	she	had	full,	bulging	breasts.

“Let’s	go	inside!”	was	what	he	heard,	and	then	the	door	closed	behind	them.

At	that	moment,	he	felt	something	soft	at	his	ankle.	Cat.	He	saw	the	kittens	sitting	not
far	away.

Just	as	he	thought.	They’d	come	here.



S

	

6				
OMETIMES	HE	REMEMBERED	THE	MOVEMENT.	That	is	to	say,	his	body	remembered	how	his
legs	braced	against	 the	bottom	of	 the	wagon	and	 the	knottiness	of	 its	wood.	And	his

mother,	 half-turned	 away.	 Her	 knuckles,	 her	 large	 hand	 on	 the	 pole.	 The	 sound	 as	 she
pulled.	The	squeaking	from	the	wheels.

Now	that	he	was	grown,	he	imagined	he	sat	in	the	wagon	and	leaned	forward	with	his
arms	out	as	if	he	were	rowing	without	oars.	Swiftly	crossing	the	meadow.	Grown	up.	Big.

He	had	no	idea	what	had	happened	to	the	wagon.	He	could	have	used	it	for	the	kittens.
He	would	pull	them	and	silence	their	longing.

It	was	due	to	him	that	they	even	existed.
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7				
E	APPROACHED	THE	HOUSE	DURING	THE	DAYTIME.	Their	car	was	gone	again.	They	often
left	the	house,	and	he	wondered	what	they	were	looking	for	all	the	time.

The	house	had	always	been	there.	His	mother	had	talked	respectfully	about	the	people
who	 lived	 there	before.	 In	her	day.	She	 also	 talked	 about	 the	 animals	which	used	 to	be
there,	too.

There	was	a	heifer	that	would	go	on	the	attack	whenever	anyone	approached	its	pasture.

“We	tried	to	trick	her,”	his	mother	would	say.	“I	was	just	a	young	girl	in	those	days	and
I	could	run	as	fast	as	the	wind.	But	that	heifer	caught	up	to	me	and	ran	next	to	me	for	a	bit,
and	she	would’ve	knocked	me	over,	because	she	was	such	an	angry	thing,	but	she’d	forget
to	stop	and	just	keep	running.	She	hardly	had	her	horns	yet	and	she	was	brown.	I’d	dive
down	and	roll	under	the	fence	and	out	of	the	way.	Oh	my	Lord,	you	can	imagine	how	my
heart	was	beating!”

The	master	was	 good	 to	 his	 animals.	They	knew	 it	 and	 they	were	 calm.	All	 of	 them
except	that	heifer.	She	must	have	had	a	screw	loose	in	her	brain.	Things	were	all	right	until
the	heifer	grew	up	and	her	horns	were	dangerous.	The	master	decided	 to	 sell	her	 to	 the
slaughterhouse.

“The	master	had	 such	a	kind	heart	 and	he	was	 so	gentle.	He	could	not	 stand	 it	when
they	 came	 to	 take	 his	 animals	 to	 the	 slaughterhouse.	 He’d	 had	 them	 since	 they	 were
babies.	 You’ve	 seen	 how	 tiny	 piglets	 can	 be,	 how	 they	 are	 a	 naked	 little	 bundle,	 how
tightly	they	press	against	their	mothers	and	look	for	the	teats,	as	all	young	mammals	do.	In
fact,	you	did	that,	too,	although	you	don’t	remember.	You	would	search	with	your	lips	and
then	suck.	I	would	hold	you,	 just	 like	 this	I’d	hold	you,	wrapped	in	a	blanket	with	 tight
fringe	…	and	one	time	when	I	put	you	down,	you	began	to	suck	on	that	fringe.	You	got	a
lot	of	fuzz	on	your	gums,	and	you	screamed	and	flailed.	I	didn’t	understand	that	sucking
on	a	blanket	could	be	dangerous.	I	was	such	a	beginner,	you	understand.	I	knew	nothing
about	small	babies.”

He’d	heard	 this	 not	 once,	 but	many,	many	 times.	He	never	 said	 anything.	Maybe	his
mother	knew	that.	Maybe	she	knew	how	much	he	liked	to	listen	to	how	things	were	before
he	was	big	enough	to	notice	things	for	himself.

“The	people	 living	 in	 that	house	had	a	daughter,	 just	one,	no	other	children.	The	girl
was	 named	 Susanne.	 She	 was	 younger	 than	 I	 was,	 but	 we	 walked	 to	 school	 together
anyway.	All	us	girls	envied	her	because	of	her	name.	No	person	had	a	name	like	that.	At
least	not	anyone	we	knew.	Susanne.	Sometimes	I	would	come	home	with	her.	Her	mother
would	heat	milk	for	us.	She’d	put	spoons	with	honey	into	the	mugs.	I	remember	that	she
had	trouble	with	her	back,	so	she	always	used	a	cane.”
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8				
E	THOUGHT	ABOUT	HIS	MOTHER.

He	thought:	I’ll	head	over	to	Holger’s	place.

He	thought:	Kaarina.	If	she’s	there.

When	he	arrived,	Holger	was	standing	behind	the	house	and	the	hens	were	clustered	by
the	fence.	He’d	covered	the	way	in	with	a	board.	Now	Holger	bent	over	and	grabbed	at	the
feathered	 flock.	 The	 one	 he	 grabbed	 was	 yellow	 and	 delicate	 and	 it	 flapped	 its	 wings
wildly.

The	ax	was	ready	at	the	chopping	block.

He	walked	 around	 the	 house	without	 being	 seen.	Kaarina	was	 on	 this	 side.	 She	was
bending	 over	 a	 basket	 of	 laundry.	 Her	 sweater,	 its	 elbows	 gray	 and	 full	 of	 holes,	 was
tucked	in.

He	thought	he	should	call	to	her	in	his	low	voice	and	make	her	happy.

Maybe	she	wouldn’t	be	happy.	Maybe	she	would	scream	from	surprise	and	fear.	But	she
saw	him	before	he’d	decided	what	 to	do.	She	dropped	a	piece	of	clothing	back	 into	 the
basket.	It	was	slippery	and	wet.

She	made	a	gesture	which	said:	I	know	you’re	here.

He	 slowly	walked	 toward	her.	 If	 he	 could	make	her	 start	 to	 giggle	 then	her	 soft	 side
would	show,	and	her	skin.

“Little	Kaarina,	giggly-girl,	come	into	the	forest	and	play.”

She	shook	out	the	laundry	and	did	not	reply.

He	had	made	his	way	to	the	lilac	bushes,	where	he	stopped	and	watched	her	continue	to
hang	up	the	laundry.	His	body	was	heavy	with	desire,	and	his	hands	went	to	its	root.

A	slamming	door.	Holger	came	out	onto	the	porch.	His	shirt	was	speckled	with	blood.
Holger’s	 open	 mouth	 and	 the	 hole	 where	 his	 words	 came	 out.	 His	 blue-eyed	 gaze.
Kaarina’s	hands	lifting	the	laundry.

He	walked	away	with	his	desire	still	burning.
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E	WAS	A	TALL,	STRONG	MAN	WITH	LARGE	HANDS,	WHICH	WERE	SURPRISINGLY	NOT	ROUGH.
He	had	trouble	finding	clothes	that	fit.	He	either	didn’t	realize	or	didn’t	care	that	the
legs	of	his	pants	did	not	reach	his	ankles,	which	were	left	bare.	As	he	strode	through

the	bog	the	picture	of	his	mother	faded	away.

Evening	was	falling,	although	there	was	still	light.	The	air	was	warm.	In	the	evenings,
the	 bugs	 and	mosquitoes	 came	out.	The	 swallows	were	 ready	 for	 them,	 flying	 out	with
their	beaks	wide	open.	He	hadn’t	been	hungry	for	a	while.	That	morning	he’d	eaten	some
eggs	with	Kaarina.	 She’d	 boiled	 them	 in	water.	He’d	 filled	 his	 stomach	with	 them,	 but
now	his	stomach	was	empty.

His	mother	was	most	worried	about	how	he	was	going	to	feed	himself	later.	She’d	said
that	 she	 ought	 to	 teach	 him	 and	 that	 he	 could	 also	 look	 at	 her	 cookbooks	 and	 ask	 her
questions,	but	that	hadn’t	happened	and	now	it	was	too	late.

That	morning	 he	 had	 touched	 her.	He	 had	 pinched	 her	 ear	 lobe,	 first	 softly	 and	 then
harder.	Deep	inside,	he	already	knew	the	truth	anyway.	Her	arms	were	bent	with	her	hands
in	fists	as	 if	she	was	trying	to	defend	herself	against	a	 threat.	Those	days	he	was	grown
and	slept	 in	 the	attic.	She	still	 slept	on	 the	pull-out	 sofa.	He	often	wished	he	could	still
sleep	next	to	her,	but	no	grown	son	slept	next	to	his	mother.	They	could	not	be	naked	in
the	same	bed.

So	it	had	happened,	and	it	happened	at	night,	and	now	there	was	nothing	that	he	could
do	about	it.	She	kept	still	in	her	twisted	position.	He	kept	pinching	her	ear	lobe.

“Mamma!”	he	said.	In	fact,	he	was	screaming.

But	her	eyes	had	film	over	them	and	her	jaw	hung	slack.	He	remembered	that	she	once
told	him	that	if	it	happened,	he	was	to	“close	my	eyes	and	tie	up	my	jaw	so	I	don’t	just	lie
there	staring.”	So	he	tried	to	do	that.	He	drew	his	hand	over	her	eyes,	and	it	seemed	her
eyelids	 were	 closing,	 but	 then	 they	 sprang	 open	 again.	 Then	 he	 found	 a	 handkerchief,
which	 he	 folded	 into	 a	 triangle	 and	 tried	 to	 fasten	 it	 underneath	 her	 chin,	 but	 her	 chin
resisted	his	efforts.	He	tied	a	knot	at	the	top	of	her	head,	which	did	not	turn	out	so	well,	as
the	 ends	 looked	 like	 rabbit	 ears,	 hanging	 sadly	 from	her	head.	He	 couldn’t	 do	 anything
about	it,	so	he	left	her	like	that.

“Go	 to	 the	 pastor’s	 wife,”	 she	 had	 told	 him.	 “She	 will	 take	 care	 of	 me	 and	 put
everything	 in	 order,	 and	 go	 do	 that	 before	 anyone	 else	 shows	 up.	 Certainly	 before	 the
pastor	and	pallbearers	show	up.”

So	while	dawn	was	still	breaking,	he	hurried	to	the	pastor’s	wife	without	any	breakfast.
He	wasn’t	crying	because	he	could	not	really	understand	what	had	happened.

The	young	pastor’s	wife	was	 named	 Ingelise.	Later	 on,	 she	moved	 away	 to	Skara	 or
Hjo.	He	couldn’t	remember	where.	That	morning	she	appeared	on	the	porch	steps	wearing
a	blood-red	bathrobe,	and,	as	soon	as	she	saw	him,	she	knew	what	the	matter	was.



“Just	give	me	two	minutes,”	she	said.	“Just	two	minutes.

Then	they	both	ran.	She	ran	ahead,	and	he	ran	behind	her.	They	knew	that	there	really
wasn’t	 any	 hurry	 any	 longer,	 but	 they	 ran	 anyway,	 as	 if	 they	 needed	 some	 kind	 of
confirmation.	The	pastor’s	wife	was	wearing	tiny,	black	boots.	He	saw	the	boots	sink	in
the	mud	and	her	steps	become	heavier.	He	couldn’t	do	anything	to	make	things	easier	for
her.

Still,	she	was	quick	and	strong	and	didn’t	mind	the	mud.	She	placed	her	boots	on	the
floor	 in	 the	 entryway	 and	 hung	 up	 her	 coat.	 She	 was	 wearing	 jeans	 and	 a	 dark	 blue
sweater.

She	 poured	water	 into	 a	 basin	 and	 began	 to	wash	 his	mother’s	 twisted	 body	without
removing	her	nightgown.	The	arms	of	the	dead	woman	were	still	in	the	air	with	the	fingers
of	her	hands	turned	inward.	The	pastor’s	wife	did	not	say	anything	while	she	worked.	Her
mouth	was	tightly	closed,	but	he	saw	that	the	tip	of	her	tongue	poked	out.

Afterwards,	Ingelise	went	to	the	kitchen	to	get	the	vase	of	flowers	standing	there.	She
brought	it	back	to	the	room	and	placed	it	close	to	where	his	mother	was	lying.

He	thought	it	looked	nice.

“Your	mother	 is	 not	 suffering	 any	 longer,”	 she	 said	 as	 she	 dried	 off	 her	 hands.	 “You
have	 to	 think	 of	 that	when	 you	 realize	 that	 she	 is	 not	 here	 any	 longer	 and	 you	 feel	 all
alone.”

He	had	not	realized	that	at	all.	That	his	mother	was	suffering.	He	thought	about	this	for
weeks	afterwards,	and	even	now,	years	later.

The	pastor’s	wife	was	wearing	a	cross	on	a	necklace.	The	cross	 swung	as	 she	 leaned
toward	him.

“I	 think	 you	 should	 come	 home	 with	 me,”	 she	 said.	 “I	 bet	 that	 you	 haven’t	 had
breakfast.”

They	walked	back	much	more	slowly.	The	pastor’s	wife	had	someone	helping	her	in	the
kitchen,	 as	 they	 were	 supposed	 to	 be	 preparing	 for	 the	 pastor’s	 fortieth	 birthday.	 The
woman	was	named	Ragnhild,	and	she	began	to	brew	coffee.	She	prepared	a	sandwich	for
him	on	 a	 kind	of	 bread	 that	 he’d	 never	 tasted	before.	Later	 he	 thought	 of	 that	 bread	 as
Death	Bread.

The	 pastor’s	wife	 started	 to	 take	 care	 of	 practical	matters.	 She	 called	Dr.	Dahl,	who
went	over	to	write	out	the	death	certificate.	She	found	men	who	could	carry	his	mother’s
body	out	of	 the	house,	and	 there	was	another	woman,	Dora	Granberg,	who	would	clean
death	 out	 of	 the	 house.	 That’s	 what	 they	 called	 it	 there.	 The	 smell	 of	 death	 would	 be
cleansed	away	by	soap	and	water.

“You’re	 a	 good	 boy,”	 The	 pastor’s	 wife	 said.	 “You	 could	 probably	 do	 this	 all	 by
yourself.	But	I	promised	your	mother	that	I	would	get	Dora	Granberg	when	the	time	came.
That’s	how	your	mother	wanted	it.”

He	 felt	 betrayed.	 The	 pastor’s	wife	 seemed	 to	 know	more	 about	 his	mother	 and	 her
thoughts	than	he	did.



He	 stayed	 the	 entire	 day	 at	 the	 pastor’s	 manse.	 The	 pastor’s	 wife	 asked	 whether	 he
wanted	to	stay	the	night,	but	although	his	house	was	empty,	he	wanted	to	go	home.

The	old	pastor,	not	the	young	one,	came	the	next	day.	He	talked	a	great	deal	about	the
man’s	mother,	and	praised	her	diligence	and	hard	work.

“And	if	that	young	priest	gives	you	a	hard	time	about	her	dove,	you	just	come	to	me,”
he	said.

He	didn’t	remember	much	about	the	actual	funeral.	The	pastor’s	wife	helped	him	find
black	 clothes.	 He	 felt	 he	 looked	 good	 and	 that	 people	 looked	 at	 him	 with	 a	 bit	 more
respect.	The	pastor’s	wife	also	took	care	of	arranging	the	coffee	and	cake,	not	to	mention
the	tiny	glasses	of	sherry.

The	night	after	the	funeral,	he	lay	in	bed	and	thought	about	Ingelise,	the	pastor’s	wife.
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10				
HE	MAN	WAS	STANDING	AT	THEIR	GATE,	AND	SAW	THAT	THEIR	CAR	WAS	NOT	IN	THE	DRIVEWAY.
He	 squatted	 and	 tried	 to	 call	Cat.	He’d	 seen	Cat	 as	 he	 approached,	 and	 he	 saw	 the
kittens	near	the	fruit	trees,	too.	Cat	was	trying	to	teach	them	how	to	climb	trees.

She	was	gone.

Those	 shining,	 empty	 windows.	 He’d	 watched	 the	 woman	 clean	 them.	 She’d	 been
wearing	flowery	shorts	and	a	bra,	but	no	shirt.	He	watched	her	strong,	browned	arms	as
they	 scrubbed	 and	 rubbed.	 Sometimes	 she	 took	 a	 cigarette	 break.	When	 she	 started	 the
second	floor,	she	used	a	 ladder.	Once,	she	stumbled	and	almost	 fell.	She	was	carrying	a
bucket	and	was	more	worried	about	it	than	herself.

A	long,	long	time	ago,	his	mother	had	come	to	this	house	to	play	with	that	girl	Susanne.
It	was	hard	to	imagine	that	his	mother	had	once	been	younger	than	he	was	now.

One	day	when	his	mother	was	still	alive,	they’d	gone	to	the	wild	raspberry	patch,	and
they’d	spent	the	entire	day	there.	The	next	morning	she’d	made	juice	with	the	berries	and
jam.	The	 seeds	 of	 the	 jam	 stuck	 in	 their	 teeth.	While	 they	were	 standing	 in	 the	 thicket
picking	berries,	his	mother	began	to	tell	him	a	story.

Susanne	had	had	a	 tiny	horse	all	her	own.	It	was	brown	and	friendly	and	she	enjoyed
feeding	it	tufts	of	grass.	It	was	too	tiny	to	be	ridden.	Susanne’s	father	was	so	kind	to	her	to
buy	her	a	useless	little	horse	which	could	only	eat	and	drop	manure.	When	the	tiny	horse
was	let	out	with	the	other	horses,	it	was	the	one	who	was	in	charge.	It	would	show	its	teeth
and	flick	its	ears	back,	and	then	the	other	horses	would	leave	it	alone.

He	approached	the	house,	keeping	his	ears	attuned	to	any	noise.	He	had	his	hands	up	as
if	he	needed	to	protect	himself.

He	remembered	 that	his	mother	had	played	 in	 that	great	 room,	and	 it	seemed	as	 if	he
almost	saw	 them	inside,	 those	girls,	and	he	 thought	 it	was	strange	 that	 they’d	grown	up
and	 now	 they	 weren’t	 living	 any	 more.	 It	 was	 the	 same	 thing	 with	 humans	 and	 with
animals.	They	started	little,	they	grew,	they	got	old,	they	died.

A	 wave	 of	 melancholy	 came	 over	 him.	 An	 overwhelming	 sense	 of	 loneliness.	 His
mother	had	once	stood	on	this	lawn	with	her	little	girl	feet.	She	would	tap	the	window	so
Susanne	would	look	up.	A	smile.	Easy,	relieved.	She	was	sitting	with	her	homework	and	it
was	boring	her.	She	relaxed	her	shoulders	and	stood	up.	Susanne’s	mother	would	be	in	the
kitchen.	Where	else	would	a	mother	be?	Susanne	 the	 little	 schoolgirl	put	her	books	and
papers	away.	“I’m	going	outside	to	play	with	Ebba,”	and	it	was	a	strong	voice,	not	a	meek
question.	The	door	slammed	shut	behind	her.

He	saw	both	girls	as	if	they	were	right	in	front	of	him,	looking	the	way	they	had	in	an
old	photo	his	mother	had	once	shown	him.	They	resembled	each	other.	They	both	wore
hair	bands	on	their	short	hair.	They	had	on	skirts	and	wore	black	shoes.	Their	little,	tiny
bodies.	How	 they	would	 run	down	 the	 stone	 stairs	 and	 into	 the	 forest	 to	play	hide-and-
seek	between	the	tree	trunks.



He	closed	his	eyes	and	could	smell	that	smell,	the	one	of	stinking	wolf	fur.	There	were
wolves	in	the	forest	in	those	days,	and	his	mother	had	seen	one	earlier.	From	that	day	on,
no	one	was	allowed	to	go	into	the	forest	to	play.	A	man	with	a	hunting	rifle	would	have	to
be	there.

He	felt	sweat	dampen	his	palms	and	a	shot	of	fear	and	excitement.	He	no	longer	knew
where	he	was,	but	he	had	to	get	inside.	He	felt	something	brush	against	his	knuckles.	No,
just	 a	 shadow	 of	 gray,	 hunting,	 the	 glistening	 of	 a	 predator’s	 teeth.	He	 shook	 the	 door
handle,	 which	 was	 locked.	 They	 had	 secured	 the	 house	 tightly.	 All	 the	 windows	 were
locked,	too,	and	the	back	door.	He	felt	his	way	across	the	lawn,	wild	and	frightened:

The	kittens!	Cat!	Were	they	in	trouble?

He	wanted	to	call	them	to	him,	but	his	lips	were	frozen.	He	could	not	say	a	word	nor
form	a	sound.	Hurry	to	the	shed!	This	was	easier	to	break	into	as	the	catch	was	not	locked.

Inside.	He	closed	the	creaking	door	and	held	it,	listening	for	any	sound.	His	mother	had
told	him	about	the	howling	of	a	wolf.	The	howling	had	come	from	the	edge	of	the	forest
and	terrified	her.	Her	fear	had	made	her	 ill	and	she	spent	 the	rest	of	 the	night	shivering,
and	every	time	she	closed	her	eyes,	she	saw	the	yellow	eyes	and	the	hunting	nose	turned
toward	the	sky.

He	pressed	his	eye	to	the	gap	in	the	doorframe	and	tried	to	see	out.	It	was	still	light	and
the	swallows	searched	and	the	grasshoppers	buzzed.	He	saw	no	fur.	Yes,	there	was	a	paw
trying	to	get	under	the	door.	He	yelled	out	loud	and	stomped	his	heel	on	the	ground.	He
held	both	hands	against	the	door	for	dear	life.	It	scratched	and	hissed	out	there	and	his	eye
saw	 how	 the	 frightened	 girls	 ran	 toward	 the	 outhouse	 and	 he	wanted	 to	 scream:	 faster,
faster!	He	heard	 their	high-pitched	 screaming.	He	did	not	 see	 the	wolf,	but	 the	 scent	of
wolf	was	there,	which	made	him	shake,	the	way	his	mother	shook	from	what	the	people
called	“wolf	fever.”

After	 that	 time,	 she	had	been	 sick	 in	bed.	She	would	 scream	and	 scream.	The	doctor
said	 that	 she	 had	met	 a	 group	 of	 hunters.	None	 of	 them	 had	 seen	 any	 signs	 of	 a	wolf.
Maybe	she	had	been	sick	that	day.

His	mother	looked	out	the	window	as	she	told	him	the	story.	She	straightened	her	back
with	righteous	anger.

“They	never	believed	me.	Of	course,	in	the	beginning	they	might	have.	Then	later	they
said	I’d	been	seeing	things.	But	not	before	they’d	searched	the	forest	for	days,	looking	for
the	wolf.	It	was	right	during	harvest	time,	and	the	rain	came	a	few	days	later	and	they	lost
part	of	the	harvest.	They	blamed	me	for	it.”

He	slid	down	but	did	not	let	go	of	the	door.	Outside	things	were	quiet.	The	scratching
had	 stopped.	He	 looked	at	his	white,	 chafed	hands.	He	could	 see	 them	 in	 the	dark,	 and
they	were	sore.

Instead	he	began	to	hear	rhythmic	chewing	and	a	vision	of	what	had	once	been	the	barn
appeared	to	him.	He	saw	the	brown	backs	of	the	horses	and	went	over	to	them.	They	were
standing	in	their	stalls,	head	to	head,	so	that	when	he’d	pushed	through	to	the	closest	one,
he	could	also	pet	 the	one	across	 the	aisle.	Straw	and	manure.	He	squatted	with	his	back
against	the	wall	and	the	big	horse	head	reached	down	to	him.	A	quiet,	shimmering	eye,	a



muzzle	which	puffed,	wrinkled	and	searched	for	a	lump	of	sugar.	He	let	the	horse	inhale
his	scent	and	the	air	from	the	horse’s	nostrils	was	warm	and	sweet.	Calm	filled	him,	and
he	felt	how	it	moved	through	his	body	to	his	head	and	made	him	sleepy,	so	that	his	brain
slowed.

He	thought	that	he	wanted	to	go	home.	He	would	sneak	back	out	the	door	and	run	and
run	 and	 run.	 The	 grass	 underneath	 his	 feet	 would	 be	 dry	 so	 he	wouldn’t	 slip	 and	 hurt
himself.	 He	 would	 run	 the	 entire	 way	 to	 his	 own	 house	 without	 stopping	 once	 and
although	it	was	a	long	way,	he	would	not	slow	down,	and	once	he	was	home,	Cat	would
be	there.	Cat	would	be	at	the	gate	with	her	kittens	nursing	next	to	her,	butting	their	heads
against	her	stomach,	and	she	would	be	purring	and	licking	them.

Come	inside,	he	would	pant,	because	he	was	so	 tired	after	 running.	Cat	would	get	up
and	follow	him	into	the	house	and	the	kittens	would	follow	her.	All	four	of	them	would	lie
down	on	the	sofa.	He	would	lie	on	his	back	with	a	pillow	under	his	head	and	the	kittens
would	find	a	cozy	spot	next	to	him.	Any	time	at	all,	he	could	reach	out	and	touch	them	and
feel	that	they	were	alive.
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E	HEARD	THEIR	CAR	RETURN.	He	was	 standing	next	 to	 the	window	covered	by	 spider
webs	and	watched	them	drive	up.	The	man	and	the	woman.	This	was	all	wrong.	Not

now.	He	shook	his	head	and	his	bangs	flew	back	and	then	forward	again.	He	held	a	nail
pounded	into	the	wall,	which	made	his	thumb	throb	and	he	could	smell	rust	and	blood.

The	woman	was	wearing	a	colorful	dress.	Her	shoulders	were	hunched	and	naked.	Her
body	was	doing	something	different.	It	looked	like	it	had	shrunk.	Her	straight	hair	covered
her	eyes.

Both	of	 them	walked	into	the	house.	He	thought	he	could	have	been	still	 inside	when
they’d	 gotten	 home.	 That	 would	 not	 have	 been	 good.	 Especially	 if	 he	 had	 broken	 a
window.	He’d	done	that	once.	It	was	not	hard.	If	he	had	thought	that	Cat	was	inside,	he
would	have	done	it.

Once	he’d	found	her	 in	 the	bedroom	of	 that	house.	On	the	second	floor.	He	 took	 two
pillows	with	him	when	he	left.	He’d	put	them	in	his	own	bed,	thinking	they	would	keep
Cat	at	his	place.	But	she	would	always	leave	anyway.

Now	here	he	was	in	the	barn.

There	was	dust	and	sunlight	on	the	walls	and	the	rotting	harnesses,	but	no	more	sounds.
The	horses	had	stopped	chewing.	They	were	no	longer	standing	in	 their	stalls	with	 their
weight	distributed	on	three	legs	while	the	fourth	was	raised	to	rest.	Only	the	marks	of	their
teeth	were	left	on	the	stall	door	wood.	Old	chips	on	the	floor.	No	straw.	No	sign	of	horse
hair.

He	crawled	forward	on	his	hands	and	knees.	The	woman	was	sitting	on	the	porch	with
her	 knees	 drawn	 up.	 The	 man	 was	 behind	 her,	 but	 turned	 away,	 saying	 nothing.	 The
woman	was	talking.	He	watched	her	mouth	move.	The	man	gestured	with	his	hands	and
went	inside	the	house.

He	stood	next	to	the	door	and	the	woman	came	into	focus.	He	saw	her	heavy	mouth	and
the	wrinkles	on	her	nose.	Her	face	never	did	have	a	calming	effect.	Now	she	sat	with	her
legs	wide	apart	so	that	he	could	see	her	knees	and	her	thighs.	He	noticed	she	was	wearing
white	panties.	No,	her	face	was	not	calming	and	neither	was	her	body.	He	found	a	strange
desire	rise	in	him,	but	it	was	not	what	he	usually	felt	with	Kaarina;	it	was	an	angry	desire,
almost	an	un-desire.	Now	and	again	he	had	imagined	her	in	his	room	at	night.	She	would
laugh	in	his	face	and	all	her	teeth	would	show.	He	imagined	she	would	bend	over	him	so
that	her	breasts	 touched	his	 throat,	 and	he	would	bite	 at	 them	and	pull	 her	 toward	him.
Then	she	would	writhe	and	fight	and	he	would	be	forced	to	hold	her	still.	She	would	be
sinewy	 and	 strong,	 but	 he	was	 stronger.	 She	would	 spit	 out	 harsh	words	 and	 he	would
cover	her	mouth	with	his	hand,	and	he	thought	of	Holger	and	Kaarina.	That’s	what	Holger
would	do.	Once	she	calmed	down	and	was	still	on	his	sheets,	then	he	would	start	to	take
off	her	clothes.

He	wondered	what	her	name	was.	He’d	heard	 that	man	call	her	name.	 It	was	a	short,



odd	name	that	he’d	never	heard	before,	so	he	could	never	remember	it.	No	one	he	knew
had	ever	had	a	name	like	that.

She	was	still	sitting	on	the	porch	and	the	man	came	back	outside	and	they	had	glasses	of
something	in	their	hands	and	they	were	drinking,	yes,	drinking.

Then	he	caught	sight	of	Cat	at	the	edge	of	the	stairs.	She	appeared	tiny	and	gray	in	the
grass.	He	went	to	the	door	and	opened	it	slightly.	Cat	would	see	him	there	and	she	would
come	over	to	him,	bringing	her	kittens	with	her.
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VERYTHING	WENT	QUICKLY	AFTER	THAT	MOMENT.	He	never	had	the	 time	to	realize	what
was	going	on.

He	reached	toward	the	soft	white	skin,	had	to	press	down,	had	to	cut	off	air.

But	it	was	much	too	late.

He	had	been	caught	by	surprise.

He	could	see	the	glimmer	of	iron—he	felt	oncoming	pulsing	darkness.

That	was	all.
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