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In Greek mythology, the god Hypnos is a winged boy with poppy seeds
in his hand. His name means sleep. He is the twin brother of Thanatos,
death, and the son of night and darkness.

The term hypnosis was first used in its modern sense in 1843 by the
Scottish surgeon James Braid. He used this term to describe a sleeplike
state of both acute awareness and great receptiveness.

Even today, opinions vary with regard to the usefulness, reliability,
and dangers of hypnosis. This lingering ambivalence is presumably ow-
ing to the fact that the techniques of hypnosis have been exploited by
con men, stage performers, and secret services all over the world.

From a purely technical point of view, it is easy to place a person in
a hypnotic state. The difficulty lies in controlling the course of events,
guiding the patient, and interpreting and making use of the results. Only
through considerable experience and skill is it possible to master deep
hypnosis fully. There are only a handful of recognized doctors in the
world who have truly mastered deep hypnosis.



THE HYPNOTIST



Like fire, just like fire. Those were the first words the boy uttered under
hypnosis. Despite life-threatening injuries—hundreds of knife wounds
to his face, legs, torso, back, the soles of his feet, the back of his neck,
and his head—the boy had been put into a state of deep hypnosis in an
attempt to see what had happened with his own eyes.

“I'm trying to blink,” he mumbled. “I go into the kitchen, but it isn’t
right; there’s a crackling noise between the chairs and a bright red fire is
spreading across the floor.”

They'd thought he was dead when they found him among the other
bodies in the terraced house. He'd lost a great deal of blood, gone into a
state of shock, and hadn’t regained consciousness until seven hours
later. He was the only surviving witness.

Detective Joona Linna was certain that the boy would be able to
provide valuable information, possibly even identify the killer.

But if the other circumstances had not been so exceptional, it would
never even have occurred to anyone to turn to a hypnotist.



tuesday, december 8: early morning

Erik Maria Bark is yanked reluctantly from his dream when the telephone
rings. Before he is fully awake, he hears himself say with a smile, “Balloons
and streamers.”

His heart is pounding from the sudden awakening. Erik has no idea
what he meant by these words. The dream is completely gone, as if he
had never had it.

He fumbles to find the ringing phone, creeping out of the bedroom
with it and closing the door behind him to avoid waking Simone. A detec-
tive named Joona Linna asks if he is sufficiently awake to absorb important
information. His thoughts are still tumbling down into the dark empty
space after his dream as he listens.

“I've heard you're very skilled in the treatment of acute trauma,” says
Linna.

“Yes,” says Erik.

He swallows a painkiller as he listens. The detective explains that he
needs to question a fifteen-year-old boy who has witnessed a double mur-
der and been seriously injured himself. During the night he was moved
from the neurological unit in Huddinge to the neurosurgical unit at
Karolinska University Hospital in Solna.

“What’s his condition?” Erik asks.



The detective rapidly summarizes the patient’s status, concluding,
“He hasn’t been stabilized. He’s in circulatory shock and unconscious.”

“Who's the doctor in charge?” asks Erik.

“Daniella Richards.”

“She’s extremely capable. I'm sure she can—"

“She was the one who asked me to call you. She needs your help. It’s
urgent.”

When Erik returns to the bedroom to get his clothes, Simone is lying
on her back, looking at him with a strange, empty expression. A strip of
light from the streetlamp is shining in between the blinds.

“I didn’t mean to wake you,” he says softly.

“Who was that?” she asks.

“Police . . . a detective . . . I didn’t catch his name.”

“What's it about?”

“I have to go to the hospital,” he replies. “They need some help with
a boy.”

“What time is it, anyway?” She looks at the alarm clock and closes
her eyes. He notices the stripes on her freckled shoulders from the creased
sheets.

“Sleep now, Sixan,” he whispers, calling her by her nickname.

Carrying his clothes from the room, Erik dresses quickly in the hall.
He catches the flash of a shining blade of steel behind him and turns to
see that his son has hung his ice skates on the handle of the front door
so he won’t forget them. Despite his hurry, Erik finds the protectors in
the closet and slides them over the sharp blades.

It's three o’clock in the morning when Erik gets into his car. Snow falls
slowly from the black sky. There is not a breath of wind, and the heavy flakes
settle sleepily on the empty street. He turns the key in the ignition, and the
music pours in like a soft wave: Miles Davis, “Kind of Blue.”

He drives the short distance through the sleeping city, out of Luntma-
kargatan, along Sveaviigen to Norrtull. He catches a glimpse of the wa-
ters of Brunnsviken, a large, dark opening behind the snowfall. He slows
as he enters the enormous medical complex, manoeuvring between As-
trid Lindgren’s understaffed hospital and maternity unit, past the radiol-
ogy and psychiatry departments, to park in his usual place outside the
neurosurgical unit. There are only a few cars in the visitors car park. The
glow of the streetlamps is reflected in the windows of the tall buildings,
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and blackbirds rustle through the branches of the trees in the darkness.
Usually you hear the roar of the motorway from here, Erik thinks, but not
at this time of night.

He inserts his pass card, keys in the six-digit code, enters the lobby,
takes the lift to the fifth floor, and walks down the hall. The blue vinyl
floors shine like ice, and the corridor smells of antiseptic. Only now does
he become aware of his fatigue, following the sudden surge of adrenaline
brought on by the call. It had been such a good sleep, he still felt a pleas-
ant aftertaste.

He thinks over what the detective told him on the telephone: a boy
is admitted to the hospital, bleeding from cuts all over his body, sweating;
he doesn’t want to lie down, is restless and extremely thirsty. An attempt
is made to question him, but his condition rapidly deteriorates. His level
of consciousness declines while at the same time his heart begins to race,
and Daniella Richards, the doctor in charge, makes the correct decision
not to let the police speak to the patient.

Two uniformed cops are standing outside the door of ward N18; Erik
senses a certain unease flit across their faces as he approaches. Maybe
theyre just tired, he thinks, as he stops in front of them and identifies
himself. They glance at his ID, press a button, and the door swings open
with a hum.

Daniella Richards is making notes on a chart when Erik walks in. As
he greets her, he notices the tense lines around her mouth, the muted
stress in her movements.

“Have some coffee,” she says.

“Do we have time?” asks Erik.

“I've got the bleed in the liver under control,” she replies.

A man of about forty-five, dressed in jeans and a black jacket, is
thumping the coffee machine. He has tousled blond hair, and his lips
are serious, clamped firmly together. Erik thinks maybe this is Daniella’s
husband, Magnus. He has never met him; he has only seen a photograph
in her office.

“Is that your husband?” he asks, waving his hand in the direction of
the man.

“What?” She looks both amused and surprised.

“I thought maybe Magnus had come with you.”

“No,” she says, with a laugh.



“I don’t believe you,” teases Erik, starting to walk toward the man.
“I'm going to ask him.”

Daniella’s mobile phone rings and, still laughing, she flips it open,
saying, “Stop it, Erik,” before answering, “Daniella Richards.” She lis-
tens but hears nothing. “Hello?” She waits a few seconds, then shrugs.
“Aloha!” she says ironically and flips the phone shut.

Erik has walked over to the blond man. The coffee machine is whir-
ring and hissing. “Have some coffee,” says the man, trying to hand Erik
a mug.

“No, thanks.”

The man smiles, revealing small dimples in his cheeks, and takes a sip
himself. “Delicious,” he says, trying once again to force a mug on Erik.

“I don’t want any.”

The man takes another sip, studying Erik. “Could I borrow your
phone?” he asks suddenly. “If that’s okay. I left mine in the car.”

“And now you want to borrow mine?” Erik asks stiffly.

The blond man nods and looks at him with pale eyes as grey as pol-
ished granite.

“You can borrow mine again,” says Daniella, who has come up behind
Erik.

He takes the phone, looks at it, then glances up at her. “I promise
you'll get it back,” he says.

“You're the only one who’s using it anyway,” she jokes.

He laughs and moves away.

“He must be your husband,” says Frik.

“Well, a girl can dream,” she says with a smile, glancing back at the
lanky fellow.

Suddenly she looks very tired. She’s been rubbing her eyes; a smudge
of silver-grey eyeliner smears her cheek.

“Shall I have a look at the patient?” asks Erik.

“Please.” She nods.

“As I'm here anyway,” he hastens to add.

“Frik, I really do want your opinion, I'm not at all sure about this one.”



tuesday, december 8: early morning

Daniella Richards opens the heavy door and he follows her into a warm
recovery room leading off the operating theatre. A slender boy is lying on
the bed. Despite his injuries, he has an attractive face. Two nurses work
to dress his wounds: there are hundreds of them, cuts and stab wounds all
over his body, on the soles of his feet, on his chest and stomach, on the
back of his neck, on the top of his scalp, on his face.

His pulse is weak but very rapid, his lips are as grey as aluminium, he
is sweating, and his eyes are tightly closed. His nose looks as if it is bro-
ken. Beneath the skin, a bleed is spreading like a dark cloud from his
throat and down over his chest.

Daniella begins to run through the different stages in the boy’s treat-
ment so far but is silenced by a sudden knock at the door. It’s the blond
man again; he waves to them through the glass pane.

“Fine,” says Erik. “If he isn’t Magnus, who the hell is that guy?”

Daniella takes his arm and guides him from the recovery room. The
blond man has returned to his post by the hissing coffee machine.

“A large cappuccino,” he says to Erik. “You might need one before
you meet the officer who was first on the scene.”

Only now does Erik realize that the blond man is the detective who
woke him up less than an hour ago. His drawl was not as noticeable on
the telephone, or maybe Erik was just too sleepy to register it.
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“Why would I want to meet him?”

“So you'll understand why I need to question—"

Joona Linna falls silent as Daniella’s mobile starts to ring. He takes it
out of his pocket and glances at the display, ignoring her outstretched
hand.

“It’s probably for him anyway,” mutters Daniella.

“Yes,” Joona is saying. “No, I want him here . . . OK, but I don’t give
a damn about that” The detective is smiling as he listens to his col-
league’s objections. “Although I have noticed something,” he chips in.

The person on the other end is yelling.

“I'm doing this my way,” Joona says calmly, and ends the conversa-
tion. He hands the phone back to Daniella with a silent nod of thanks.
“I have to question this patient,” he explains, in a serious tone.

“I'm sorry,” says Erik. “My assessment is the same as Dr. Richards’.”

“When will he be able to talk to me?” asks Joona.

“Not while he’s in shock.”

“I knew you’d say that,” says Joona quietly.

“The situation is still extremely critical,” explains Daniella. “His pleu-
ral sack is damaged, the small intestine, the liver, and—"

A policeman wearing a dirty uniform comes in, his expression un-
easy. Joona waves, walks over, and shakes his hand. He says something
in a low voice, and the police othcer wipes his mouth and glances ap-
prehensively at the doctors.

“I know you probably don’t want to talk about this right now,” says
Joona. “But it could be very useful for the doctors to know the circum-
stances.”

“Well,” says the police officer, clearing his throat feebly, “we hear on
the radio that a caretaker’s found a dead man in the toilet at the playing
field in Tumba. Our patrol car’s already on Huddingevigen, so all we
need to do is turn and head up towards the lake. We figured it was an
overdose, you know? Jan, my partner, he goes inside while I talk to the
caretaker. Turns out to be something else altogether. Jan comes out of
the locker room; his face is completely white. He doesn’t even want me
to go in there. So much blood, he says three times, and then he just sits
down on the steps . . "

The police officer falls silent, sits in a chair, and stares straight ahead.
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“Can you go on?” asks Joona.

“Yes . . . The ambulance shows up, the dead man is identified, and
it’s my responsibility to inform the next of kin. We're a bit short-staffed,
so I have to go alone. My boss says she doesn’t want to let Jan go out in
this state; you can understand why.”

Erik glances at the clock.

“You have time to listen to this,” says Joona.

The police officer goes on, his eyes lowered. “The deceased is a
teacher at the high school in Tumba, and he lives in that development
up by the ridge. I rang the bell three or four times, but nobody answered.
I don’t know what made me do it, but I went around the whole block and
shone my torch through a window at the back of the house.” The police
officer stops, his mouth trembling, and begins to scrape at the arm of the
chair with his fingernail.

“Please go on,” says Joona.

“Do I have to? Imean,1...1..”

“You found the boy, the mother, and a little girl aged five. The boy,
Josef, was the only one who was still alive.”

“Although I didn’t think . . " He falls silent, his face ashen.

Joona relents. “Thank you for coming, Erland.”

The police officer nods quickly and gets up, runs his hand over his
dirty jacket in confusion, and hurries out of the room.

“They had all been attacked with a knife,” Joona Linna says. “It must
have been sheer chaos in there. The bodies were . . . they were in a ter-
rible state. They'd been kicked and beaten. They'd been stabbed, of
course, multiple times, and the little girl . . . she had been cut in half.
The lower part of her body from the waist down was in the armchair in
front of the TV.”

His composure finally seems to give. He stops for a moment, staring
at Erik before regaining his calm manner. “My feeling is that the killer
knew the father was at the playing field. There had been a soccer match;
he was a referee. The killer waited until he was alone before murdering
him; then he started hacking up the body—in a particularly aggressive
way — before going to the house to kill the rest of the family.”

“It happened in that order?” asks Erik.

“In my opinion,” replies the detective.
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Erik can feel his hand shaking as he rubs his mouth. Father, mother,
son, daughter, he thinks very slowly, before meeting Joona Linna’s gaze.
“The perpetrator wanted to eliminate the entire family.”

Joona raises his eyebrows. “That’s exactly it. .. A child is still out
there, the big sister. She’s twenty-three. We think it’s possible the killer
is after her as well. That's why we want to question the witness as soon as
possible.”

“I'll go in and carry out a detailed examination,” says Erik.

Joona nods.

“But we can’t risk the patient’s life by—"

“I understand that. It’s just that the longer it takes before we have
something to go on, the longer the killer has to look for the sister.”

Now Erik nods.

“Why don’t you locate the sister, warn her?”

“We haven’t found her yet. She isn’t in her apartment in Sundby-
berg, or at her boyfriend’s.”

“Perhaps you should examine the scene of the crime,” says Daniella.

“That’s already under way.”

“Why don’t you go over there and tell them to get a move on?” she
says, irritably.

“It’s not going to yield anything anyway,” says the detective. “We're
going to find the DNA of hundreds, perhaps thousands, of people in
both places, all mixed up together.”

“I'll go in a moment and see the patient,” says Erik.

Joona meets his gaze and nods. “If I could ask just a couple of ques-
tions. That might be all that’s needed to save his sister.”
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tuesday, december 8: early morning

Erik Maria Bark returns to the patient. Standing in front of the bed, he
studies the pale, damaged face; the shallow breathing; the frozen grey lips.
Erik says the boy’s name, and something passes painfully across the face.

“Josef,” he says once again, quietly. “My name is Erik Maria Bark. I'm
a doctor, and I'm going to examine you. You can nod if you like, if you
understand what I'm saying.”

The boy is lying completely still, his stomach moving in time with
his short breaths. Erik is convinced that the boy understands his words,
but the level of consciousness abruptly drops. Contact is broken.

When Erik leaves the room half an hour later, both Daniella and the
detective look at him expectantly. Erik shakes his head.

“He’s our only witness,” Joona repeats. “Someone has killed his fa-
ther, his mother, and his little sister. The same person is almost certainly
on the way to his older sister right now.”

“We know that,” Daniella snaps.

Erik raises a hand to stop the bickering. “We understand it’s impor-
tant to talk to him. But it’s simply not possible. We can’t just give him a
shake and tell him his whole family is dead.”

“What about hypnosis?” says Joona, almost ofthandedly.

13



Silence falls in the room.

“No,” Erik whispers to himself.

“Wouldn’t hypnosis work?”

“I don’t know anything about that,” Erik replies.

“How could that be? You yourself were a famous hypnotist. The best,
I heard”

“I was a fake,” says Erik.

“That’s not what I think,” says Joona. “And this is an emergency.”

Daniella flushes and, smiling inwardly, studies the floor.

“I can’t,” says Erik.

“I'm actually the person responsible for the patient,” says Daniella,
raising her voice, “and I'm not particularly keen on letting him be hyp-
notized.”

“But if it wasn’t dangerous for the patient, in your judgment?” asks
Joona.

Erik now realizes that the detective has been thinking of hypnosis as
a possible shortcut right from the start. Joona Linna has asked him to
come to the hospital purely to convince him to hypnotize the patient,
not because he is an expert in treating acute shock and trauma.

“I promised myself I would never use hypnosis again,” says Erik.

“OK, I understand,” says Joona. “I had heard you were the best,
but. .. I have to respect your decision.”

“I'm sorry,” says Erik. He looks at the patient through the window in
the door and turns to Daniella. “Has he been given desmopressin?”

“No, I thought I'd wait awhile,” she replies.

“Why?”

“The risk of thromboembolic complications.”

“I've been following the debate, but I don’t agree with the concerns;
I give my son desmopressin all the time,” says Erik.

“How is Benjamin doing? He must be, what, fifteen now?”

“Fourteen,” says Erik.

Joona gets up laboriously from his chair. “I'd be gratetul if you could
recommend another hypnotist,” he says.

“We don’t even know if the patient is going to regain consciousness,”
replies Daniella.

“But I'd like to try.”
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“And he does have to be conscious in order to be hypnotized,” she
says, pursing her mouth slightly.

“He was listening when Erik was talking to him,” says Joona.

“I don’t think so,” she murmurs.

Erik disagrees. “He could definitely hear me.”

“We could save his sister,” Joona goes on.

“I'm going home now,” says Erik quietly. “Give the patient desmo-
pressin and think about trying the pressure chamber.”

As he walks towards the lift, Erik slides out of his white coat. There are
a few people in the lobby now. The doors have been unlocked; the sky
has lightened a little. As he pulls out of the car park he reaches for the
little wooden box he carries with him, garishly decorated with a parrot
and a smiling South Seas native. Without taking his eyes off the road he
flips open the lid, picks out three tablets, and swallows them quickly. He
needs to get a couple of hours more sleep this morning, before waking
Benjamin and giving him his injection.
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tuesday, december 8: early morning

Seven and a half hours earlier, a caretaker by the name of Karim Muham-
med arrived at the Rodstuhage sports centre. The time was 8:50 p.m.
Cleaning the locker rooms was his last job for the day. He parked his
Volkswagen bus in the car park not far from a red Toyota. The soccer
field itself was dark, the floodlights atop the tall pylons surrounding it
long since extinguished, but a light was still on in the men’s locker room.
The caretaker retrieved the smallest cart from the rear of the van and
pushed it towards the low wooden building. Reaching it, he was slightly
surprised to find the door unlocked. He knocked, got no reply, and
pushed the door open. Only after he had propped it with a plastic wedge
did he spot the blood.

When police officers Jan Eriksson and Erland Bjorkander arrived at
the scene, Eriksson went straight to the locker room, leaving Bjérkander
to question Karim Muhammed. At first, Eriksson thought he heard the
victim moaning, but after turning him over the police officer realized this
was impossible. The victim had been mutilated and partially dismem-
bered. The right arm was missing, and the torso had been hacked at so
badly it looked like a bowl full of bloody entrails.

Soon afterwards, the ambulance arrived, as did Detective Superin-
tendent Lillemor Blom. A wallet left at the scene identified the victim as
Anders Ek, a teacher of physics and chemistry at the Tumba High School,
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married to Katja Ek, a librarian at the main library in Huddinge. They
lived in a terrace house at Girdesviigen 8 and had two children living at
home, Lisa and Josef.

Superintendent Blom sent Bjorkander to notify the victim’s family
while she reviewed Eriksson’s report and cordoned off the crime scene,
both inside and outside.

Bjorkander parked at the house in Tumba and rang the doorbell. When
no one answered he went around to the back of the row of houses,
switched on his torch, and shone it through a rear window, illuminating
a bedroom. Inside, a large pool of blood had saturated the carpet, with
long ragged stripes leading from it and through the door, as if someone
had been dragged from where they'd fallen. A child’s pair of glasses lay in
the doorway. Without radioing for reinforcements, Erland Bjorkander
forced the balcony door and went in, his gun drawn. Searching the
house, he discovered the three victims. He did not immediately realize
that the boy was still alive. While hastily radioing for backup and an am-
bulance, he mistakenly used a channel covering the entire Stockholm
district.

“Oh my God!” he cried out. “They've been slaughtered . . . Children
have been slaughtered . . . I don’t know what to do. I'm all alone, and
they're all dead.”
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monday, december 7: evening

Joona Linna was in his car on Drottningholmsviigen when he heard the
call at 22:10. A police officer was screaming that children had been
slaughtered, he was alone in the house, the mother was dead, they were
all dead. A little while later he was radioing from outside the house and,
calmer now, he explained that Superintendent Lillemor Blom had sent
him to the house on Girdesvigen alone. Bjorkander suddenly mum-
bled that this was the wrong channel and stopped speaking.

In the sudden quiet, Joona Linna listened to the rhythmic thumping
of the windscreen wipers as they scraped drops of water from the glass.
He thought about his father, who had had no backup. No police officer
should have to do something like this on his own. Irritated at the lack of
leadership out in Tumba, he pulled over to the side of the road; after a
moment, he sighed, got out his mobile, and asked to be put through to
Lillemor Blom.

Lillemor Blom and Joona had been classmates at the police training
academy. After completing her placements, she had married a colleague
in the Reconnaissance Division and two years later they had a son. Al-
though it was his legal right, the father never took his paid paternity leave;
his choice meant a financial loss for the family as it held up Lillemor’s
career progression, and eventually he left her for a younger othcer who
had just finished her training.
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Joona identified himself when Lillemor answered. He hurried through
the usual civilities and then explained what he had heard on the radio.

“We're shortstaffed, Joona,” she explained. “And in my judgment—"

“That’s irrelevant. And your judgment was way off the mark.”

“You're not listening,” she said.

“I am, but—"

“Well, then, listen to me!”

“You're not even allowed to send your ex-husband to a crime scene
alone,” Joona went on.

“Are you finished?”

After a short silence, Lillemor explained that Erland Bjoérkander had
only been dispatched to inform the family; he had decided on his own
to enter the house without calling for backup.

Joona apologized. Several times. Then, mainly to be polite, asked
what had happened out in Tumba.

Lillemor described the scene Erland Bjorkander had reported: pools
and trails of blood, bloody hand- and footprints, bodies and body parts,
knives and cutlery thrown on the kitchen floor. She told him that Anders
Ek, whom she assumed had been killed following the attack on his fam-
ily, was known to Social Services for his gambling addiction. While his
official debts had been written off, he still owed money to some serious
local criminal types. And now a loan enforcer had murdered him and
his family. Lillemor described the condition of Anders Ek. The murderer
had started to hack his body to pieces; a hunting knife and a severed arm
had been found in the locker room showers. She repeated several times
that they were short of staff and the examination of the crime scenes
would have to wait.

“I'm coming over there,” said Joona.

“But why?” she said in surprise.

“I want to have a look.”

“Now?”

“If you don’t mind,” he replied.

“Great,” she said, in a way that made him think she meant it.
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monday, december 7: evening

Fourteen minutes later, Joona Linna pulled up at the Rodstuhage sports
centre, parking a few yards from a Volkswagen bus with the logo jonans-
SON’S CARE HOME emblazoned on the side. It was dark out, and snow-
flakes whirled around in the biting wind. The police had already
cordoned off the area.

Joona gazed across the deserted soccer field. All of a sudden, an eerie
noise —vibrating, humming —kicked on. Off to his left, Joona could hear
shuffling sounds and quick footsteps. Turning around, he could make
out two black silhouettes walking in the high grass along the fence. The
humming escalated—and then abruptly stopped. Spotlights encircling
the soccer field exploded with light, flooding the centre, while casting
the surrounding area in even more impenetrable winter darkness.

The two figures in the distance were uniformed policemen. One
walked quickly, then stopped and vomited. He steadied himself against
the fence. His colleague caught up with him and placed a comforting
hand on his back, speaking soothingly.

Joona continued on towards the locker rooms. Flashes of light from
cameras burst through the propped-open door, and the forensic techni-
cians had laid out stepping blocks around the entrance so as not to con-
taminate any prints during their initial crime scene investigation. An

older colleague stood guard out front. His eyes were heavy with fatigue,
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and his voice was subdued. “Don’t go in if youre afraid of having
nightmares.”

“I'm done with dreaming,” Joona replied.

A strong scent of stale sweat, urine, and fresh blood permeated the
air. The forensic technicians were taking pictures in the shower, their
white flashes bouncing off the tiles, giving the entire locker room a
strange pulsating feel.

Blood dripped from above.

Joona clenched his jaw as he studied the badly mauled body on the
floor between the wooden benches and the dented lockers. A thin-haired,
middle-aged man with greying stubble.

Blood was everywhere—on the floor, the doors, the benches, the
ceiling. Joona continued into the shower room and greeted the forensic
technicians in a low voice. The glare of the camera flash reflected on the
white tiles and caught the blade of a hunting knife on the floor.

A squeegee with a wooden handle stood against the wall. The rubber
blade was surrounded by a large pool of blood, water, and dirt, with
wisps of hair, plasters, and a bottle of shower gel.

A severed arm lay by the floor drain. The bone socket was exposed,
lined with ligaments and torn muscle tissue.

Joona remained standing, observing every detail. He registered the
blood’s spatter pattern, the angles and shapes of the blood drops.

The severed arm had been thrown against the tiled wall several times
before being discarded.

“Detective,” the policeman posted outside the locker room called
out. Joona noted his colleague’s anxious expression as he was handed
the radio.

“This is Lillemor Blom speaking. How soon can you come to the
house?”

“What is it?” Joona asked.

“One of the children. We thought he was dead, but he’s alive.”
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