

[image: cover]




The book The Corner: A Year in the Life of an Inner-City


Neighborhood, and television show The Wire were


instrumental inspirations for this story back when I was


originally writing it, and owing to Ylipurema’s lack of due


acknowledgment, I am giving it here now.




OPENING WORDS


The year was 2014. Winter was at its’ deepest, and I had no idea what to make of this dawning year. Even less than that could I have predicted what a hard year was waiting for me.


One day I sat down to write, when I felt particularly inspired by just an image my mind conjured up. The idea? Four men walking along a field, away from a prisoner-transport bus. Nobody knows the other one, or why they’re there. Everybody’s escaping. The last thing their instructions said was to walk down that field, wait for a ride. None of them knew they would have company. They’re left to figure out who to call for more instructions.


After writing Coleman-Tarinat, Coleman-Tarinat 2 and Artner-Enkelin Multinotaatti, there had been a drought in new story-ideas for me. This new idea was thrown at me on… a period of needing new material to write; a time when I was receptive to interesting ideas like this, that couldn’t be ignored. I saw this premise as necessary to explore in 2014. How are these guys going to communicate with each other? How deep do these schemes reach, and how long does it take to find any of it out with some strangers one shares a strange predicament with?


The evolution of the story from that starting idea, into what it became, was amazing to me in two respects. Firstly it was great to write a story my mom could finally read (she wasn’t a fan of all the violence on Coleman-Tarinat), and it was the beginning of my blueprints, wherein there would be major story events lined up apart from each other, in a way that suited my sense of fitting pace. My first three books were completely improvised, from top to bottom. During Ylipurema I found a demand, from the story, to let me take a more meditated path. I guess that’s what the legacy of this book is for me. A learning experience, on top of other forms of catharsis I found from telling this story.


The story that Jorma, Sami, Matti and Petri set out on, counting on an ambiguous plan by the lawyer they all share, Gabriel Sundberg… turned out to be tremendously fun to write on top of being an evolution in my craft. And it’s never been available to my English-speaking readers.


Until now.




ACT 1


FOUR LITTLE GUYS




Chapter 1


Who’s This Guy?


June 2013


A Finnish summer’s day.


The weather had been approaching 30 degrees celsius in a steady pace all afternoon, and at the peak of that heat, four men walked across a field of short hay.


All four formed in diamond-shape, when watched from above… seemingly leading the pack, a man above average height, with short hair and a vapid look on his face, tucking his hands inside the long-sleeve jacket he had on. It had a black matte exterior that made a slight sound while moved by the wind, and the man’s arms moved along with the paced walk. Behind him was a pair of two men – an older one, and a noticeably younger one. Walking on the left side, the younger man was looking regular, with young features. 170 centimeters tall, light stubble on his chin, wide-ish cheekbones keeping a firm posture on the face, and a dark-brown head of hair. Throughout silent moments leading up to him taking his red cap off, he’d stayed steps away from the older man, but now approached him, walking alongside and asking in a familiar way:




	”Who’s that guy in front of us, and what is his deal? Do you know him? Why doesn’t he stop, or say anything? I’m getting so suspicious, Jorma.”


	”Something tells me he’s trying to do the same thing we are. I sat a couple rows down from him on the bus.” Jorma answered the young man’s question.


	What if he’s not?


	Let’s not bother ourselves about it. We’re in a hurry.





The younger man sighed at the older one so loudly, it couldn’t help but evoke a concerned look.




	”Don’t worry, Petri.” Jorma assured Petri. ”He or anyone else around here gets cute, we’ll handle it.” He looked at Petri with an affirming expression, beaking out the sharp end of a screwdriver from his jacket’s inside-pocket.”


	What do you mean anyone else? How many people are there on the pickup?


	No, I was just referring to that guy that’s walking behind us and getting closer.


	”There’s a guy behind us?!” Petri’s shock mounted up. He only now looked back, and only now realized the news were true.





Just on time, two gunshots were heard. Jorma and Petri quickly checked each other, saw that neither one was harmed, then turned to look behind them.


A more rounded man – a Happy Meal away from tubby – made himself noticed, holding a pistol in his hand, pointing it skyward.


Jorma made a sneaky peek to the other way, where the tall man with his long trenchcoat was still standing; having stopped moving as well.




	”Alright” The fat man loudly addressed everyone on the field. ”Officers, I’m sure you had fun. Walk in front of the fat man, let’s see how far he can walk before we put him in jail. Ha ha. But I’m gonna keep moving to my getaway, now.”





The fat man moved his gun to point Petri and Jorma’s way, with an ambiguity on whom it would hit, had it been fired.




	…and I’ll be going there alone.


	”No no, chill!” Petri intercepted. ”We’re not police, or guards or anything like that. We’re trying to get to a getaway too.”





The fat man just idly stared. His eyes waited for explanation, and his hand enforced upon his demand, still not losing focus on hitting at least one of these fucks if they don’t get to explaining.


The tall man had walked to Jorma and Petri’s side. The fat man noticed this, and pointed directly at him. He hadn’t seen him walk that way. He’s a big guy. He shouldn’t be able to be that unnoticeable.


Jorma laid an interested look at the tall man, but did so without having anyone notice. He was staying as deliberately silent as possible, noting that the tall man had something to say, now:




	”Alright, let’s break the ice here.” Tall man spoke. ”That crash back there… I’m wondering, just as much as you guys, how we’re all standing here and all walking the same way, trying to reach what looks to be a getaway in everybody’s case.”


	
”That’s right.” Jorma confirmed. ”We’re looking for a getaway. It was said to drive over to this here field from that other entrance, behind that tree way over there.”


	”Aye, that would be the same for me.” Tall man replied to Jorma, looking at the fat man with the pistol half the time it took for him to say those words. ”And you are?”


	Jorma Soisalo, fugitive.


	
Sami Sieppi, shared profession.


	”Nice to meet you, Sami. This young man here is my nephew, Petri.” Jorma spoke calm. ”And you were?” He directed a question at fat man.


	”My name is Brad Pitt, for all I give a fuck for you to know.” The fat man disregarded Jorma’s attempt at a more friendly common tone. ”And you better start explaining, ’cause this thing holds more than two.”


	”I’m aware of how many it holds, but listen, man.” Sami stayed encouraged to reason with the man with a pistol. ”Did you plan something with a lawyer, perhaps? Or anyone else that knew that driver? Because my guy--”





Fat man cut Sami off:




	Yeah I did. Gabriel Aro. What of it?


	”He’s our lawyer too!” Petri budded in, sounding more anxious than he willingly wanted to reveal. ”Me and my uncle--”


	Fuck up, piss-ant. The adults are talking.


	”Hey!” Jorma said, with a level of anxiety to himself as well, as fat man’s pistol had turned inadvertently to point at Petri amidst the response.


	…What?


	I don’t think I caught your real name?


	
”…Alright.” Fat man said, calming down and starting to tuck in his gun. ”My name’s Matti. Got this piece from the driver’s glove-box while everybody was breaking loose from the crash… well, whoever made it. Fuckhead thought he could steal from me.”


	”Alright, so…” Sami got on top of things, addressing the mutual conclusion felt behind all four men. ”We all broke out of that transport-bus, right as it crashed to that tree. We all knew the crash would happen, we all knew when, why, which way to walk and who was behind it all.”


	”The lawyer.” Jorma commented.


	”Exactly. So why don’t we just call him instead of killing each other?” Sami proposed to everybody.





Matti had walked closer to everybody in this time.


Silence covered up for singing crickets for a few seconds, as everyone was short of a better idea than Sami’s. Sami took the silence as affirmative, and got his phone out, dialing on it, and getting interrupted by Petri:




	The fuck’s that? How didn’t they confiscate your phone? You hid it up your ass?


	
”Steal or get stole on, words to live by.” Sami said, moving his eyes back to his phone’s screen.





An answer was given to Sami sooner than he’d expected.




	
Gabriel Aro, how can I assist you?


	Gabriel! Could you be so kind, as to explain to us all what--


	”Put me on speaker.” Gabriel demanded.





Sami did as asked, lowered the phone from the side of his head and muttering ”what the fuck”… too quietly for anyone to hear. He pressed the button, and Jorma, Petri and Matti gathered around him.




	
Good day to you guys. I see we’ve been successful. Don’t worry, none of you know each other, but you will. This is the last time I’ll talk this directly over the phone, but trust me when I tell you, there’s a reason for all of this. Your ride is coming very soon. I’ve got to go now; the walls have ears.








Chapter 2


Where Are We Going?


Around fifteen minutes later Matti, Sami, Jorma and Petri were all sitting in a circle, in the shade of a lone tree whose branches reached wide – enough to make something resembling decent shade. Petri held the filter of his burning cigarette ten centimeters away from his lips, and pondered as he scanned the surroundings with his eyes. The toke he’d been holding inside his lungs for a while now, was blown the stick’s way, and a bare and simple silence had completely descended over the field.


Sami was the only one to look far out-left on-time, in that crucial second when a grey minivan took a turn off the road, into a trail that would lead to this field.




	”Hey, toss those things, guys!” Sami commanded the boys, as they were all noticing an approaching vehicle at the same time.





Matti got slightly thrown off, turned to look back but didn’t neglect the craving for one last hit. He tried his best to make that moment last, but saw all his companions walking the car’s way, and thought it’d be decent of him to, too.




	”So that’s the getaway?” Petri asked form his uncle.


	”Would imagine so, yes.” Jorma answered succinctly and firmly, but with a hidden uncertainty Petri knew. He knew no one else knew it when they heard it, but he recognized it. It appears rarely, but is as understandable as anything else would be today.





The minivan was close, and the four guys waited. Standing in leader-position of the pack of men, Sami took two seconds more than the others, to notice it--




	”Run! It’s a cop!” Jorma exclaimed at everybody equally.





All four men, excluding the heavier-built Matti, made quick dashes with all the strength their legs could respectively muster. Matti was left behind fairly quick. The approaching vehicle was clearly faster, and was blinking its light.




	”What the hell has Gabriel fucking dragged us all into!” Matti yelled, trailing and out of breath.


	”Don’t worry about it, just use that energy to run!” Jorma adviced him the best he could. He was the only one who minded to turn back to say anything. Those other two were way-ahead.





Matti couldn’t take it for long. He had to lie down. Jorma wasn’t doing much better, but had some juice left. Petri turned to look back, as Sami was a decent way ahead of him already. Guy’s got long legs, what do you expect? Thinking that, and seeing Matti tumble down and take the hit knees-first, Petri caught an instinctive decision thrown at him by the air:


He stopped, and turned back to help Matti.




	
”Are you fucking crazy!” Matti rasped after he could figure out that the young man is, indeed, running his way. ”You’re not gaining anything! Go the fuck on without me!”





Petri didn’t care. He wanted to save this man, help him run. Just as he reached his wide companion, who was getting back up on his own legs and had run a few legs to meet Petri… they heard a dog’s angry bark from behind.


All words were drained out of each men’s mouths, their eyes got dropped wide-open, and they had no other choice than to go as fast as they could, just run and run, because those things are faster than them and will catch them. And they can’t catch them. This realization had more gravity to it, provided by the bark. The next one was inescapably near, more growl-y and intimate.


A wolfhound’s teeth bit into Petri’s upper ankle with raging power, taking him down instanly, and in screams. Petri was determined not to stop, however. He kept trying to fight out of it, struggle his leg loose. The animal’s rugged teeth only bit further in, and a bestial hunger was audible from his growls; more apparent than those of any other dog Petri had previously been acquainted with. This dog will not stop.


Sami, Matti and Jorma had stopped a little ways further along the field. Petri’s uncle, Jorma had no second thought in his mind than to go over there and help the boy. Ten paces further away than Jorma, Sami used his slight oversight to spot that a fella in a cop-uniform, was indeed approaching Petri’s position. Sami put his hands on Jorma’s shoulders:




	Stop.





Jorma was baffled by the gull, but Sami just looked ahead and watched what was gonna happen.




	
”Alright, boy!” Petri heard a new voice addressing someone – he wasn’t sure if it was him or the dog. ”That’s enough.”





A police officer, holding a shotgun with both hands and looking ready to use it, towered over Petri lying on his back in the ground, trying to fight through tears of sheer shock and pain from that recent dog-attack. The dog’s been called off, what’s happening--


The cop pointed his shotgun at Petri.




	Sorry, boy… You’re not going anywhere.


	Please, please no! I can go to jail! You don’t have to shoot me!





The cop chuckled quietly, Petri wondered where is everyone, and is my own uncle legitimately not gonna come down and help me, and then the cop cocked the weapon. Then he got shot in the head by something powerful enough to take out a huge chunk of his brains. Petri wasn’t able to hear the bang. There was no bang.


With his mouth pumping blood, the officer fell down, precisely on top of Petri. Petri immediately started squirming to get this thing off of himself, his mind full of questions about what that was, who that was and what just happened, but only focusing on first, not letting this dead fuck spit more blood on my shirt.




	”Shit!” Petri yelled as the heavy gun fell on top of the same ankle which the police-dog had just been chewing like it’s lunch-time.





Where the fuck is that dog?


Just then, Petri heard another pop from a silenced pistol, that wasn’t coming from that far this time. Managing to get the cop’s corpse off of himself, Petri turned to look left, and saw an old bald man with a slight hunch on his back, dead look in his eyes, holding the Wolfhound in the air by the neck. This man – older than Uncle Jorma; older than most people Petri ever knew – just blew the dog’s brains out as well. He then tossed the dead dog on the ground like yesterday’s trash.




	”Tell your friends to come here, now.” The old bald man directly and monotonously spoke to Petri. ”This is the getaway, and we don’t have much time.”


	”GUYS!” Petri yelled out to Sami, Jorma and Matti. ”THIS IS THE GETAWAY!”





5 MINUTES LATER


The still-anonymous, older bald man was driving the transitvan which apparently was used by that cop and his dog, just back there. Petri was sharing the back with his uncle and two other fellow convicts, holding onto his leg in pain but trying to keep the sound of heavy breath minimal.


Matti was staring out of a window he longed to sit next to, and looked like the poster-picture for a man contemplating his life-choices.


Sami just looked ahead, plainly as he could. So did Jorma, with occasional peaks at his nephew, trying to make sure he wasn’t getting worse, or blacking out from the pain or anything. So far, Petri had stayed resilient through his suffering.


Out in the front, where a sound-proof wall separated the luggage-area from the driver and passenger’s sections, the old bald man heard a phone ring. He picked up a little grey Samsung, put it to his ear, and very plainly answered:




	
Veikko.





He was answered by Gabriel Aro.




	
You made your introduction to the boys yet? Remember, this has to go exactly like we planned. They have to feel like they’re in a familiar environment with you, right from the start. We can’t fuck up here, this is delicate.





Veikko sighed.




	I respect you, Gabriel, I do. And the plan. But why?


	You got a problem taking orders from me?


	No, of course not, but seriously--





Gabriel hung up on Veikko in the middle of his sentence.


Veikko drew a bored lungful of breath again, placing the Samsung next to his thigh on the seat. He was expecting a couple more calls as well.


Back in the luggage-section, Matti, Jorma and Petri all were looking around, all getting that rolling, tumbling feeling in the pits of their stomachs, all trying to hide it for the sake of not coming off as weak. Just as the silent tension was about to burst out, Sami let out a huge fart.




	”Whew. Been holding that one in for a minute.” He said, mostly to himself.





Everyone started laughing, Matti let out his own share of gas while distracted by that eruption of sorta-relieved laughter. Petri heard it, but said none of it. Instead, he thought he’d break the ice himself:




	”I wonder what’s in those boxes behind your back.” He said to his uncle, but in a manner and tone that addressed everyone who knew to suggest an answer.


	Probably nothing of any value, it’s a cop-car. A trigger-happy fuck like that must have just been carrying his paper-work down here in the back of his own van.


	Why do you think that?


	
Because illiterate adult-males just are so easy to recognize.





Petri had a slight chuckle at his uncle’s attempted joke, but more the confident manner in which he told it. He was sure everyone was gonna love that bit of commentary, but to his surprise, Matti and Sami looked jut as amused as they did before it.


Just then, Sami felt a vibration coming form his own cell phone. He observed the other men for a few seconds, reached in to see what this message was, and listened to Matti chime in on the Soisalo’s discussion:




	Seems a little unusual to me, that police would carry this much stuff – whatever’s in there – in their cars. I’ve been taken into cop cars a bunch of times in my life and the passenger’s area has always been empty. Maybe this guy was doing things on the side…





Petri had a flashback of everything that just happened on the field. The dead dog, laying his one last look right into his eyes, the cop gushing out blood on top of him, the look of this bald-domed savior that just said ”this is nothing to me.”


Petri punched one of the boxes in a pile, as hard as he knew, with his fist. He alerted all of his company, but evoked no responses.


Why is Sami on a phone right now? Petri found himself pondering internally, in the next moment. They took our phones, didn’t they? Who is this guy?


Approximately fifteen minutes later the van stopped on a parking lot that looked abandoned. The poles of all parking-meters were still left there, mostly standing straight, but overall this foundation of worn-down asphalt – which all four men landed their feet on at the same time – really just supported a big, fat bunch of tall grass. This parking lot screamed ”I’m abandoned”.


Jorma was visibly looking around, holding his palm as a cap above his eyes to cover them from too much exposure to light. Matti saw this and imitated the gesture, starting to scan the area with his best precision as well.


The cop-car had left the spot without a warning, but nobody was compelled to comment upon that. Probably for the best, not to ride too long in a stolen police vehicle.




	”That looks like the thing.” Jorma’s deadpan, serious speech interrupted Matti’s attempts.


	”The blue folder?” Sami’s voice answered the older gentleman. ”Where?”





Apparently everybody else here is paying deeper attention than me, Matti thought. He trailed a few steps behind Petri, Sami and Jorma, while hearing Jorma say something to the effect of ”what else is blue in here?”


A car honked three times at the entrance of the abandoned parking lot, surprising everyone. Before they could reach what was described in Sami’s texts, as ”the next step to the plan” – that blue folder – they all made a quick dash to that little ditch covered by this tall grass that’s so abundant in this place. Who is that? Another cop?


Gabriel Aro sat before his desk in an office room. A young lady, dressed formally, with short dark-brunette hair and an attitude, passed on taking her seat, and instead leaned in from the other end of the desk, and directly addressed Gabriel eye-to-eye.




	
You know the amount of shit you’re in if I find out a word of what you said was a lie?


	”…I’m sorry. What’s your name?” Gabriel answered the threat nonchallantly. Like this was just a minor annoyance; a distraction.


	My name is Niina Soisalo. My brother Petri was in that ride, and you know fucking well is a client of yours.


	Oh yeah, Soisalo… Can’t say I’m too familiar with the man, but he had that case recently, yes. Unfortunate what happened there, but you know how it sometimes gets with biased judges, I’m sure.


	Stop it with that shit. I’m a cop, and I’ve worked messes like this one before.





Gabriel looked utterly distraught with concern.




	What do you mean? Look, if you want help finding out where your brother and uncle are, I do know some private investigators that come ch--


	
You helped them escape. I’ve seen my brother’s text messages. It was cute telling him to destroy these messages right after you read them, and that could’ve worked on someone more bright than Petri.


	Must’ve not been that bright, letting his cop-sister steal his phone and go through the messages.


	The phone was confiscated.





Gabriel swallowed, but didn’t let her see. Without anything in the way, his eyes were directly pointing at hers. His sardonic delivery of words got an arrogance attached to it, as he calmly states:




	Please… Niina, right? I can’t handle your cleavage right now, why don’t you get your bones the fuck off my desk?





Niina turned away and walked off.




	”Stay in touch?” Gabriel loudly asked, his words colored by a sarcastic delivery.





Veikko Junnila stopped his red Volvo sedan at the abandoned parking lot his four runaways just walked on.


”I’m out on the border.


I’m walking the line


Don’t you tell me ’bout your law and order


I’m tryna change this--”


The radio stopped playing Eagles’ song On the Border, as Veikko turned off the engine. He got out of the ride, standing up and yelling:




	I was just switching cars! Get out of that ditch! You guys are embarrassing yourselves!








Chapter 3


What’s Gonna Be Our Names?


”From Gabriel, read aloud.” – Matti read out loud from an organized folder’s first page. A red sheet of office-paper with writing from a black marker, it attracted the eyes of all four men. Jorma and Sami tried to read the text ahead of Matti, who was saying the words slowly enough for everyone to hear. Petri was listening, and looking around the tall grass at the far-end of this abandoned parking lot.




	”There are cell phones for each one of you at the final page of this folder. Don’t take them yet, just remem-ber them. Now, if I counted right, by the time you’ll find this folder from the ditch, Veikko’s come back for you and probably told you something like ”I was just switching cars”. The clock should be 15:57 or 15:58 by now.”





Sami, who was standing two steps ahead of his leather-jacket companion, got a visibly thinking-expression on his face and took the phone back out of his pocket again. No one asked him any questions about the origins of that phone, how he acquired that, and why they don’t have one… but Petri and Jorma looked each other in the eyes at the same time.




	”Your minds must all be juggling a bunch of questions by this point”, Matti kept reading, keeping his eye on the page and expecting everyone to listen. ”Wondering what’s ahead of you, what’s gonna happen and what I want from you. I’m sorry I’ve had to be so secretive, but in basic terms, I just want you four to work for me. No one’s gonna come snooping around this empty lot, but a guy that lives close to the place, is gonna walk his dog past you guys in the next five minutes. Until then, here’s what you need to know: As we speak, all of you guys’ faces are in the news, along with whoever else survived that crash. Veikko’s just your driver, so if he gave an unpleasant impression – it’s a habit of his – don’t worry. You won’t be working for him, but some other Lapland connections of mine. Their information all reads on the second and third page; you’re gonna need two copies of that page, as you’re living separately in these two different domiciles I’ve arranged for you.”





Matti turned the page, and looked to the backside of the red page, seeing a blue page full of addresses and phone numbers, but not minding them. Jorma, Petri and Sami all got closer, and they saw a bunch of fake ID’s taped to the backside of the red page.




	”We got to learn a story, and tell it to everyone that happens to ask. Jorma, a.k.a. Juha Veijalainen, is all of you guys’ father. Jorma’s 48 years old, Petri 21, Sami 28, and Matti 26, and from a distant enough way, you guys look pretty alike. In case you haven’t noticed that yet. A low profile is of utmost importance, but if someone gets to interrogating you guys on your way, be annoyed. You look nothing like those criminals on TV!”





Matti closed the folder, looked at Sami, Petri and Jorma, who were looking back at him as hard as at each other, trying to think all this new information through. Sami was the first to get out his fake ID.




	”It says something on the bottom of the page.” Sami noticed, and told everyone as they gathered back around.


	”The dog-walker’s gonna be coming around soon, guys.” Jorma paternally reminded his younger companions.


	”We don’t know that, he won’t know that.” Petri said.


	”The guy knew what time it will be when I read this. And he wrote this just one night after doing the dishes, Petri.” Matti replied. ”What does it say, Sami?”


	”Says we need to look for a stick”, Sami explained, as he slammed the folder close. ”A stick, on our way back to Veikko’s ride, that looks as if it’s been intentionally stuck up in the dirt.”


	”I saw one of those.” Jorma helpfully said. ”Now let’s get back in the ride.”





The guys stopped next to what had to be the stick. It was a cubit-long, stood unnoticeably in a place with an oak’s shade on it at the afternoon.


After digging under where the stick was standing, Petri – who was doing most of the work with his hands – felt the corner of a briefcase.


Niina Soisalo entered the cop-station in which she worked.


Looking out to a hallway from the vestibule, she saw a guy sitting at a help-desk wearing a blue uniform, and approached him.




	”Well”, the man said something to Niina before she could open up discussion. ”Did you get anything out of Aro?”


	”Oh my fucking God, Henry…” Niina said, with her frustration signaling to her work-pal, what was up. ”Not a single fucking thing. Should’ve just taken your advice and not wasted my precious time; now I gotta take that white salad home.”


	Those lawyer-types know what to say in every single situation.


	”Bunch of fucking snakes, all of ’em.” Niina said with an eye-roll.


	Well a fugitive’s average successful trip is 2 days in this country, so don’t get too worried yet. We’ll get ’em.





Niina looked more absent, as she tried to politely react to Henry’s well-intentioned consolation. She mumbled something Henry couldn’t hear, to which he didn’t reply, since she wasn’t even looking back to see if he noticed her inertia. He did, but it was time to veer away from asking too much.


She aimlessly walked with fragile pace, toward the evidence-room at the far-end of the hallway.


On her way, she was struck by an emotion that came on like a typhoon. The big reds, was a phrase that had been ringing in her head all day, and now it came back, heavier than ever. She and her husband had watched Breakfast at Tiffany’s on last Saturday’s traditional film night. We try to keep them up whenever I have free weekends. Nothing that makes you focus more on the great things you do have in life, amidst all the stress and worry which feels like it’s all we do… Well it isn’t, when me and hubby have the movie night. What am I even talking about? Ugh, I need to get home.


Her inner monologue had brightened her spirits, and she turned on the lights of the evidence-room, in the middle of which her eyes stopped at a shocking sight. A glass of water, put on display at the middle-pile of brown boxes – stuff that was about to be mailed out of here – and in it, Petri’s phone.


Someone knocked on the door Niina had just walked through. Startled, and without a single translateable thought in her head, she turned her entire body around, drawing out her gun.


An older lady in a uniform was standing at the door, looking petrified as Niina pointed her service-gun directly at her from two meters away.




	D… d-- do-- don’t shoot, Niina!





Later that night, Gabriel was leaving his office and got through the lot, to a stylish black Mercedes.


Just as he opened the car’s door with a black leather-glove in his hand, his phone rang in his left pocket – this is the one to answer.




	”It’s done.” Gabriel heard Veikko’s voice from the other side of the line, before he could greet the caller.


	What’s it?


	
The mad hen, from the cage. She’s been removed.





Gabriel hung up, kept his expression straight and stuck the phone back in the left side’s pocket.


Niina parked her burgundy-red Mercedes at the driveway of her house.


Right as she switched off the engine, she pointed her eyes up at a starry sky, with a look of desperation, of defeat.


Having come up from the car despite not even feeling like moving, and subsequently dragging her bones inside, she kicked her shoes off at the vestibule and was greeted by a male voice, asking:




	’Ello, luv. How was your day at work?


	”It was shit.” Niina said, more explicitly than her husband had gotten used to her sounding. ”I got suspended from work.”


	”What!” She heard her husband loudly react, while the legs of a sofa-chair screeched against the floor, and he audibly got up to walk to where she was at.





She just looked at the out door.


After looking enough she just closed it. Just closed it.





Chapter 4


What’s Your Problem?


A boringly regular one-bedroom apartment.


The living room was overtaken by a loudly carrying speech of a news-reporter, to which Gabriel managed to pay little-to-no mind. He occupied the terrace, smoking a cigarette and looking out in his contemplation. A stone-age cell phone on the glass-plated table of the terrace, rung the original Nokia Tune, and caught a ready look from Gabriel. He wasn’t ready for it to ring, but picked it up anyways.




	”Yeah?” He said to it. He knew only one person knows the digits to this phone, and it’s meant to just handle calls with one guy.


	”How long do you think this Veijalainen-thing is gonna stick?” Veikko asked Gabriel from the other side of the phone.





Gabriel hung up without answering, and placed the phone back to exactly the place it was sitting previously. Not a centimeter left or right. Right there. He then dropped the butt of the cigarette, stomped it lightly but effectively with his shoe-heel, and headed inside.


Veikko was sitting in a parked car at an office’s lot downtown. Situated in his lap was a notebook, of A4-sheets, and the pages he had open, both displayed lists of phone-bumbers. The first page was titled answer, the second call. Just as he turned to look from the call-page to the answer-page, an unknown number called his phone, laying at the bottom of the open page.


Veikko quickly checked the incoming caller’s number for matches on the page, got confirmation, and answered it, hearing:




	
”It doesn’t need to stick. They just gotta get to their homes.” Gabriel’s voice was heard from the other side of the line. He was clearly anticipating a verbal answer of any sort from Veikko, who just said hmh. ”They can stay there until I tell you more.” Gabriel continued.





The call was ended from the other side of the line, and Veikko placed it on the passengers’ seat, turning his waiting eyes back at the front-doors of the building… waiting…


Niina was lying in her bed, staring at the roof as if waiting for something that’ll never come. Flashbacks of times with her brother, when they were younger and he wasn’t in all this trouble, occupied Niina’s idle, worried mind quickly.


Petri was standing at the vestibule of Niina’s house. A black eye was decorating his face, and devastation characterizing his expression. Holding tears in, Niina came to her little brother’s side, whilst he didn’t look particularly receptive. He always had this way, when he got really mad, he’d just shut himself in, look away at nothing.


— ”He didn’t mean anything!” Niina said to Petri, now crying explicitly.


Petri turned his whole physical being around, and in complete disappointment put his hand on the handle of the door.


— ”No, I understand, sis.” Petri said with brooding sarcasm. ”Accidents happen! Hell, I often can’t help grabbing little kids by their collar and slamming them on the floor and then punching them in the face. It just happens! You know!”


— ”Fuck!” Niina cursed at nothing in particular, besides the feeling of how did it get like this? ”I wish this all could’ve been handled so differently! You’re not leaving because of me, aren’t you?


Petri turned to look at Niina, with a depth in his expression of disappointment that was draining his face of natural color. Niina’s little brother turned to look right at her, and said:


— Your fucking empathy-skills are astounding. They teach you those in the academy, where you studied to be better than everybody else in your family?


— ”Petri, I didn’t mean--” Niina tried to say, but was interrupted by Petri opening the door. Leaving the house.


— ”Glad that fucking roach finally left.” Niina’s husband’s voice was heard from the living room.


She walked from the hallway, to the kitchen, those words ringing in her head. She tried to push them away, but the more her mind got committed to the task, the more all these words and feelings surrounded it.


She fell on her knees.


— ”Is everything alright in there?” Her husband inquired. ”You gonna--”


— Shut up! SHUT THE FUCK UP AND GET YOUR OWN BEERS, AND LET ME FUCKING BE.


She hadn’t noticed how raspy and high-pitch her voice was coming out, until it echoed inside her skull.


Too slowly, it dawned upon Niina that she’d been daydreaming. She tried to turn sides in her bed, but wasn’t able to move.


Petri was looking out to the rich, natural views of summer-Lapland, sitting at the backseat of another grey van, reminiscing on memories that didn’t acquaint with any feeling of comfort.




	”Boy…” Matti’s voice interrupted the thought-process. The fat companion was talking to the driver of the ride. ”I’m glad I’m free to at least see this. The summers in Lapland are short, but aren’t they pretty.”


	”When you’re right, you’re right.” Said the driver, another mystery-man hired by that lawyer.


	Holy shit, shut up!





Petri’s short outburst caught Matti by sincere surprise, and the driver paid a curious, half-second long look as a reaction. Petri was frustrated by the attempts at small-talk, and Matti didn’t know what to say. The driver was looking back at the road, as if nothing had happened.


Five minutes later, Petri found himself so bored he was checking out age-marks in the nails of his fingers. The right hand’s back-side was richer in outward-popping veins than the left, he noted. Looking at them for an extended moment, his mind drifted to a vivid memory of times past, immersing him:


He was holding the stump of a Marlboro between the index-and middle-fingers of his left hand, walking toward the gates of a loft-apartment complex.


Making his way through them in moments that flashed by in that haze, he dropped the butt without looking, as soon as he’d made it to a door. Pressing the handle of the door down, and ringing the bell, his eyes turned to look back; look down; and see that by pure accident, the butt had landed in a big ashtray right beside the door.


The insignificantly small bout of good luck inspired a smile, and in the middle of that moment, someone answered the door.


It was Niina’s husband, who was looking at him like a disappointed father.


— The fuck are you doing here?


— ”Listen, big shot.” Petri asserted himself over the man he’d always seen as a pompous little individiual. ”I know you’re bagging my sister, but if I have to see her, I have to see her, and your job is done when you open the door and let me in.”


— She’s asleep. Why don’t you go back to your mommy and daddy, little man? Oh, that’s right, you don’t have any.


It took everything within Petri to not be baited by that incredibly insensitive joke. He started taking off his shoes.


— ”Listen you little junkie, she’s asleep and she’s had a tough day at work. Real work, you know?” Niina’s man condescended. ”You’re not coming in!”


After taking off his shoes, Petri looked at Niina’s man with a fully-formed decisive expression, then looked straight ahead, and started taking the first step.


Niina’s man interrupted him by putting a hand on his shoulder.


— Don’t put your hands on me!


— ”You’re not coming in!”


Petri was then shoved out. Niina’s man closed the door right after, leaving Petri there with nothing but his socks on his feet, listening to rain in-between pointless doorbell-ringing. There was no hope. These socks were already too wet from the rain.




	”So what’s the name of this nightclub?” Matti’s voice interrupted Petri’s internal stroll down memory lane.





Petri snapped out of it, looked around and remembered where he was again.




	”What?





What nightclub?”




	”The club is just a place where you got some no-show contracts.” The driver explained in a deadpan way. ”You’ll find those in the living room of your cabin. Gabriel has further instructions for you there, too, so please mind yourselves to refrain from asking any more incriminating questions from me for the rest of the ride.”


	”The fuck are you talking about, our cabin?” Petri asked, feeling more out of the loop than he was that day when he had to walk back home in the rain, in his socks.


	From this day on, Matti Lehto and Petri Soisalo, you will be partners.


	
”Partners?” Petri was chaotically skeptical. ”The fuck is this? I wanna see my--”


	”See your uncle, yes, I know.” The driver interrupted the young man from laying out his demands. ”This is just the way it’s gonna be. You could post complaints to the manager, but I’m afraid you guys’ status as regular customers has… expired.”





Petri’s mouth was shut. Matti was quiet for the warmth of it.


The car was stopped at a crossroads, where they had to wait for three other cars to get out of their way before joining the more significant traffict of a longer road. The driver used this opportunity to turn around, look at Petri, and say to him:




	If I was one of you fucking airheads, I’d be fucking grateful for this opportunity your lawyer of all people is arranging for you. You could be in jail right now. He’s thrown his own safety on the line for you guys, more than you know, so at least consider stopping with that bitching at every turn!


	The light’s fucking green, you fuckhole. Keep driving.








Chapter 5


Where’s Sieppi?


Sami and Jorma took slow steps together, side by side, scanning different details of the living room of this cabin they’re supposed to be living in now. The decor was minimal, but neither one was surprised by that. Just an old-fashioned tube-TV, a two-seat couch and three chairs gathered around a table, standing below a window, and on the crossroads of the kitchen.




	”Listen, Sami…” Jorma initiated conversation, still putting some care into the way he says his companions name, as he was unsure as to how formally he should be addressed.





A calm quiet was broken in Sami’s ears, and he turned to askingly look at his older companion.




	How long have you known about Gabriel’s side-businesses?


	”Well, I um--” Sami tried to sound sharp as he was searching for thoughts to spare. ”I guess it’s been some months now. He told me about this whole plan he had, like a month before we were taking that ride. I was already being processed then.”


	Shit, me and Petri too. He never told us, until like a week before.


	Well, given how many illusions of mine were shattered once those conversations started taking place… I guess he was looking out for you, with you being older than him and all. Maybe you guys could cook up some plans of your own.


	Huh… guess he’s heard about me. And you too.





The last sentence from Jorma’s mouth surprised Sami. Cautiously, he turned to face the middle-aged man for the first time in this whole exchange; without a word, for a lingering moment.




	”What’s that mean?” Sami jumped at the first answer present in his mind.


	I’ve been around, Sami Sieppi. I know you got a rep. Your brother does too, but not as big. I’ve even heard as much as the Russians and Estonians in your town coming to a peace some five years ago, and you somehow being in the middle of that.


	Well I know about you and your long history of running The Village Coyotes, too, so I guess that makes us even, Jorma Soisalo.





Sami was dodging Jorma’s question the best he could, which Jorma noticed and got a little bit of delight out of. He tried to draw a deep breath, but was stopped by a painful resistance in the bottom of the throat. Fucking asthma shit.


With a little bit of difficulty in his delivery, Jorma said:




	”Yeah, anyways, the first time we spoke candidly was when the sentences were already being handed down. Petri was facing a lighter sentence than me, but was just as eager to come. I figured, hey, he’s an adult now. He can make that choice for himself if he so wishes.





Sami didn’t answer to that, instead he lead the walk into the cabin’s kitchen. A little surface along with a sink, no dishwasher – no surprises there – and a portable fridge, the size of a suitcase, on the counter.




	”So this is gonna be home, huh.” Jorma threw a thought into the air.





Sami’s phone started ringing and he ignored Jorma, picking it up as soon as he noticed.




	”What’s up?” He asked without a thought to it, being certain this was Aro the lawyer on the phone.


	”Hello, Sieppi.” Said a man’s voice Sami hadn’t heard in a long while. It was familiar though, and Sami was trying to put a finger on why exactly…





Jorma looked as plainly as possible at Sami, whose face was signaling an incremental expression of confusion, trying to calculate… Just by looking at that face, Jorma knew that this was a strange number. Probably a call for a job, he thought while shrugging, and started to walk his bones to the sofa in the living room. Gotta see how comfortably I’ll be sitting through my days, while we’re living out here in the wild…




	”You might not know it yet, Sieppi, it might not have dawned upon you, but you just made the biggest mistake of your life.” The voice on the phone kept threatening Sami.


	”Alright, I’ll see you there then.” Sami pretended as if this was the kind of call Jorma thought it probably would be. Just to throw him off the scent of trouble. I can’t be caught up trusting him yet, roommate or not.





An open prison-yard was wandered-along by a man wearing orange. A bald man, whose cadence was marred with a scar on his left cheek from an old stab-mark. He had trained posture, and with it he made it to a payphone that stood at the yard without anyone guarding it.


He made a call, which was answered almost instantly.




	Yeah, his name is Sieppi. Sami Sieppi. The pic and information about the guy should be coming over via fax, sometime in the next two hours. I don’t know how my guy is gonna make it to his computer today, but he’ll remember to do it. I trust him. If there’s any problems reaching my guy, leave a call-request for me over here. I’ll be at the yard most times of the day.





At the same time, at Downtown Rovaniemi, Veikko Junnila was occupying the stool of a bar. The scene was cool and calm for an early Friday night, but perhaps it was the earliness itself causing that effect. Just two or three different conversations rang into Veikko’s left ear, he wasn’t sure. A couple of ’em are talking so loudly I might be mistaking them for more than one person.


On his right ear, he held a phone. The bartender had just a moment ago informed him that there was an incoming call, and the caller had been asking for him.




	”Veikko of house Junnila.” He said, trying to sound the least attention-grabbing he could.





He looked around, while the caller was rambling on, just now paying his first bits of attention to the relaxed but loud, crowd of mostly middle-aged men. If he was a betting man, he’d say most of them are regulars at this place.




	”If there’s any problems reaching my guy, leave a call-request for me over here. I’ll be at the yard most times of the day.”


	”Yeah, you worry about your guy and I’ll worry about myself.” Veikko said with an assertive-like weight in his voice. ”I know where Sieppi is”.








Chapter 6


What Do We Have to Do Now?


Petri walked down a road a few steps ahead of Matti, as if to intentionally add to the awkwardness of this shit. Matti looked ahead, and as moments in the burning summer’s sun got more and more dragged out, his annoyance grew. It started feeling like every look Petri took backward, but not at him, was more deliberate than the last.




	”Listen here, boy.” Matti called to the younger man.





Petri stopped and looked back, directly at Matti, wearing a confrontational expression on his mug.




	”Yeah, you, yuppie. In case you forgot, we’re partners in this shit and I want to know – as much as you – what this all means. My legs are tired, the fucking sun’s beaming. I’m about to lose my shit with that quiet treatment. The fuck is the matter with you? Why can’t you even try to get along with me?”





Petri smirked. He sensed the sincerity in his partner’s question, and got even more joyous from that.




	”And get that fucking smirk off your face already!”


	
The fuck is with you, guy? Is this really too long a time for you to be in the sun?





The smugness drove Matti to whipping out the hem of his leather-jacket – absorbing heat actively, and with this movement only revealing the amounts of sticky disgusting sweat, that even the shoulders on the large-built man were producing.


He paid the disgusted sensation no mind, and took out a pistol. With a seemingly professional touch to his draw, Matti was next seen by Petri, pointing the thing directly at his partner.


By a complete accident, they both neglected to notice a wine-red sedan driving past them on that road. It honked its horn, and got both guys’ attention for a while. It wasn’t stopping, though. But that didn’t mean that exposing that gun in broad-day wouldn’t amount to some trouble.




	”Come on, John Wayne, we gotta get outta here!” Petri gave the wisest instruction he knew, to his frustrated partner.


	Fuck you! I’ve risked everything, put everything on the line for this mission, and--


	”There’s no time for this!” Petri interrupted. ”We have to--”


	NO! You’re just like the pretty boys in middle school! Do you even begin to have the slightest conception of how fucked up I’ve been treated by people that look like you, all my life?! Hiding behind that mask and not minding the fat kid in field-trips, just shunning and shunning him and expecting nothing to happen, fucking stupid little child!





Tears pushed vehemently onto Matti’s face, and he was only now grasping how desperate he was feeling about all this. All that’s been going on in the last week. Everyone else has answers to questions. Everybody else but me.




	”Matti…” He heard Petri call him by his name for the first time ever. ”I’m seriously sorry, I never was like that, I never…”





Petri got interrupted by a faraway siren of an emergency-vehicle, and the two men started making a desperate dash for what looked like thick woods at the back-end of this road at their left.


Matti and Petri had made it into that temporary confinement of a pine-forest, as quickly as could be expected. They both needed to sit down and catch their breath, before they could think of the next thing.


A moment rolled by.




	…Alright, how much fucking longer for that cabin?





Veikko Junnila drove a wine-red sedan, with Gabriel Aro sitting on the passenger’s seat.




	”The fuck’s with these two hooligans? Can’t they perform a simple task like walk to their cabin?” Veikko rhetorically asked.


	”It’s not like we didn’t know this could happen.” Gabriel calmly said, looking ahead with a blank expression.


	Bunch of impulsive, sentimental idiots. We’re gonna have to watch every step they take. Why did you pair the smart ones together, and these two babbling idiots with each other?


	”Don’t ask too many questions, Veikko. You might start understanding the plan.” Gabriel said with thick irony.





Veikko didn’t say anything – just turned his grumpy face to the road.




	What’s this shit with Sami and the Sauli-character?


	”Turns out Sami betrayed the kid, told him they were breaking out together and left him high and dry at the scene of the crash.” Veikko explained.


	”…You were right. He is smart.” Gabriel concurred. ”You know what you gotta do, right?”


	”Yeah, yeah.” Veikko said, sounding more bored than even Gabriel had heard him before.


	”Don’t worry.” Gabriel said, sure of himself. ”It’s just a hiccup.”





The night of the next day, at the parking lot of the local parish house:


Sami Sieppi walked fatefully quick, his hands in his jacket-pockets, looking suspicious despite trying not to. He was anxious, as he slid between cars to the other end, and felt a light from above – from that chopper that’s been flying around for a while – flash a light at him in a very visually effective way.


Right then and there he stopped walking beside a Black Mazda with tinted windows, took a rag out of his pocket and tied it around his elbow, using it then to smash the window on the driver’s side.


The alarms went off that very second, and Sami made quick work of sticking his hand inside, opening the lock, jumping in and getting to connecting the ignition-wires.




	”Here’s hoping Jorma’s as quick as me.” He whispered to himself.





Right in that moment, Jorma Soisalo slowly cruised by Sami, just as the engine of this factory-fresh model was starting to make sounds.




	”What are you doing ringing the alarms?!” Jorma asked shouting, kind of playfully. ”Don’t you know anything about stealings cars? Hehhehe.”





With the alarms still ringing, Sami was on his merry way, catching up with the more steadily driving Jorma, who looked modest while he made his way, with a driver’s window that was broken clear-off.


Sami drove ahead of Jorma, and the two cars were out of there.


A slew of concerned people in their suits walked out of the parish house. Matti Lehto and Petri Soisalo were stationed on the left and right respective ends of the 2-door, glass-plated entrance.




	”What’s happening!” The first guy to walk outside asked, facing Petri. ”And who are you people?”





Before Petri could answer, Matti jumped out and shot the man on the side of the head.




	”Everybody be fucking cool!” He shouted an instruction to the people gathered at the door, shocked at what just happened, frightened for their lives collectively and individually.





Matti walked backwards, pointed his pistol at the crowd with consistency, heard something whispered by Petri, and let out another pop by accident, then proceeding to run to the other end of the road. A car was parked there, and Petri – faster than he knew himself to be, when running for dear life – got to starting the engine, fairly quick.


The next morning, at Oulu City jail:


Sami Sieppi’s former friend, Sauli walked in line along with other inmates dressed in orange sweatsuits. With guards guiding the line, they all proceeded deeper into the yard. The payphone at the far-end was all that Sauli could pay attention to, in his tired state. He hadn’t been living here long enough to get used to the way everybody gets waken up at the same time, seven in the morning on Mondays, seven in the morning on Saturdays.


There was another man occupying the payphone, much to Sauli’s displeasure, and the pace of his steps grew.


The other man was leaning on the pole wherein the phone was connected, and as Sauli approached him, the tattoo of a P-letter on the back of this guy’s neck glared at him. Just as Sauli got half a dozen steps away, the man on the phone turned his head, and his eyes got wider for a second.




	”Alright I’ll talk to you later mom.” He said in a hurry, and hung up the horn.





Sauli realized his angry approaching expression had done the trick and lead the man on the phone to fear him and what he would do if he could not get that turn on the phone right away.


He picked that phone back up, and got shot in the head, dying before his body hit the ground.


At the yard’s watchtower:


A man in a guard’s uniform, a plate on his chest displaying the last name Jokela, put down a rifle, and picked a phone off a control-table before him.




	”Sounds like you got it done?” Veikko Junnila asked from the other side of the line.


	Yeah, I got it done.





Simultaneously:


Matti walked out of his and Petri Soisalo’s cabin, smelling like morning-coffee, with nothing but a Jussishirt and grey trousers on, he took slow, tired steps while puffing on a ciggie. The morning-paper was all that was on his mind…


Just as he reached the mailbox at the far-end of the unpaved road, he thought he’d seen a neighbor’s house’s curtain drawn shut, but paid it no mind for the sake of seeming cool. Coolness is the priority now. We were instructed to remember that story. Let’s keep that story. He picked out a newspaper, with a giant headline on it that said:


THE PARISH MURDERS – WHO ARE THEY AND WHAT DO THEY WANT?





Chapter 7


Who Are They and What Do They Want?


Gabriel Aro’s dimly-lit, little downtown apartment.


The lights were low, and thick curtains in front of walls helped that effect, as Gabriel took considered and light steps toward a chair next to a table, atop which was a glass structure – like a tank, with sharp corners – that covered the whole area of this long table’s surface. A black cover concealed it.
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