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  Till alla Er som höll mig när jag inte höll ihop själv.




  Och till Er som stannade kvar efteråt.




  

    To all those who supported me when I faltered.


  




  And to those who are standing by me still.




  

    —EG
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  Foreword




  YES, THERE is a mystery behind The Millennium Trilogy. And secrets, too. As in the parable of Plato’s Cave, Stieg Larsson’s crime

  novels allow only a certain reality to appear, and the reality that remains hidden within them is rich in stories that open endlessly onto still more stories. The trilogy is filled with signs, some

  of which are drawn from everyday life while others, strangely powerful, link Stieg Larsson and Eva Gabrielsson, his companion of thirty-two years, to worlds distinctly their own: science fiction,

  the Bible, Scandinavian mythology, espionage, the battle against right-wing extremism, the struggle for human rights. . . .




  Only Eva Gabrielsson can shed an intimate light on the Millennium novels, which in her telling become much more than the crime fiction saga known throughout the world. The trilogy is an

  allegory of the individual’s eternal fight for justice and morality, the values for which Stieg Larsson fought until the day he died. To Eva Gabrielsson, these books are the reflection of a

  shared life and love, but also the embodiment of terrible events. The first and most dramatic of these, of course, was the sudden loss of Stieg. Felled by a heart attack at the age of fifty soon

  after delivering his manuscripts to his publisher, Stieg never witnessed the immense success of his creation. And what happened next was sordid. Because domestic unions between unmarried childless

  couples are not legally recognized in Sweden, Eva was deprived of all of her inheritance from her partner and for a time even feared she would be evicted from their small apartment, only half of

  which she owned. Another distressing development for Eva was the growth of a huge “Stieg Larsson industry,” the complete antithesis of everything he stood for: TV series, films, books

  by false friends, all kinds of rumors. . . . The real Stieg Larsson—the militant, the feminist, the journalist, the autodidact of a vast and eclectic culture—gradually disappeared,

  leaving the blockbuster author alone in the spotlight.




  From beginning to end, Stieg’s life was a true saga, and Eva, a major character in that intimate novel, has decided to give us a few keys to his roman à clef. This plainspoken,

  straightforward woman, as loyal and idealistic as Stieg himself, does not make compromises. Those who know her know this well. Come what may, her friends can count on her, just as they could count

  on her companion. The rest have been left behind on the path of betrayal, as Stieg would have done.




  Today Eva is fighting to obtain control over Larsson’s literary estate. She is doing it for him, because he would have hated more than anything else to see his early writings, his articles

  against racism, his books about the far right, and his Millennium Trilogy milked for profits. If Eva’s request is granted, she will clear up the mystery shrouding the fourth novel in

  the series, for she has followed its genesis closely, just as she did with the first three volumes. Those of us in love with the trilogy may therefore still hope one day to rejoin our heroes, and

  as for the enemies of Lisbeth Salander and Mikael Blomkvist—let them tremble, for this fourth book will be entitled The Vengeance of God. And they should know this: Eva, tempered in

  the fires of adversity, is poised to write the final words of their fate and lead a dance on their graves.




  

    MARIE-FRANÇOISE COLOMBANI


  




  





  “THERE ARE THINGS I WANT YOU TO KNOW”


  ABOUT STIEG LARSSON AND ME




  





  Speaking of Coffee




  PEOPLE OFTEN ask me if the Swedish drink as much coffee as the characters do in The Millennium Trilogy. Well, we drink a lot of it indeed, given

  that Finland is the only country in the world that consumes more coffee than we do. And if I had to single out just one thing in common between Stieg Larsson and Mikael Blomkvist, it would surely

  be their impressive daily quota of coffee.




  Stieg and I shared this addiction, which dates from our childhood. (Stieg’s grandmother began giving him coffee openly when he was five, when children ordinarily drink milk; my grandmother

  did the same with me, but more discreetly, since my mother was still around.) Coffee was for both of us an extraordinary remedy for all kinds of misfortunes great or small. Synonymous with

  intimacy, conviviality, hospitality, it accompanied our moments of happiness as well as our long, long conversations with each other or friends. In the course of our thirty-two years together, I

  think we were largely responsible for the Swedish coffee industry’s handsome profits! Although we experimented with every possible way of preparing the brew, we always fell back on percolated

  coffee. In our home, a coffeepot sat permanently on the stove.
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  THESE DAYS, I don’t fix coffee for myself anymore. It’s silly to fill only half a coffeepot. Besides, the empty half means that Stieg will

  never again look at me over the rim of his cup, his eyes twinkling with curiosity, like a child who’s just been given a present. Never again will I hear him say, “So, tell me: What did

  you do today? What new things have you discovered?”




  In The Millennium Trilogy, Lisbeth Salander sometimes breaks off a discussion with Mikael Blomkvist by saying, “I’ll think about it.” The first time I read that, I burst

  out laughing! Whenever Stieg and I reached an impasse during a serious argument because I wouldn’t adopt his point of view, I always wound up saying those same words. They meant that it was

  time to move on to a more neutral and pleasant conversation, so at this signal, one of us would immediately get up to go make a pot of coffee, and we’d be friends again.




  Nowadays I never drink coffee at home by myself.


  

  I’ve switched to tea.
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  THIS BOOK . . . I wish I hadn’t had to write it. It talks about Stieg, and our life together, but also about my life without him.




  A heart attack took him from me on November 9, 2004. An accursed day for me, and for many others in the past as well, to whom it brought tremendous tragedy. I’m thinking of November 9,

  1938: Kristallnacht, the “Night of Broken Glass,” when the Nazis drew one step closer to the Final Solution by attacking their Jewish fellow citizens. Stieg always commemorated

  Kristallnacht by participating in public events. On that evening of November 9, 2004, he was to have given a lecture at the headquarters of the ABF (Arbetarnas Bildningsförbund), the

  Workers’ Educational Association, in Stockholm.




  Because of my work as an architect, I was not with Stieg when he died but in the province of Dalarna, in central Sweden. Would it have made any difference if I had been there? I’ll never

  know, obviously, but I like to believe so. Whenever we were together, that communion affected our lives profoundly.
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  “MILLENNIUM STIEG,” the author of best-selling crime thrillers, was born in July 2005 with the publication of the first novel in his

  trilogy. Since then there have been feature films and TV movies.




  And yet, the trilogy is only one episode in Stieg’s journey through this world, and it certainly isn’t his life’s work.




  The Stieg of the “Millennium industry” doesn’t interest me.




  The one I care about is my life partner and my ally in everything. The man I loved deeply, with whom I went through life for thirty-two years. An affectionate man, generous, funny, enthusiastic,

  committed. . . . The journalist, the feminist, the militant. The love of my life.




  When I lost him, a huge part of me was lost with him.
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  THAT STIEG was born on August 15, 1954. . . .




  





  Early Days




  IN THE Girl with the Dragon Tattoo, the novel that opens The Millennium Trilogy, Mikael Blomkvist discovers a photo taken during

  the Children’s Day Parade in Hedeby, the oldest neighborhood in the small town of Hedestad, on the day Harriet Vanger disappeared. Seeking information about that day to help him understand

  what might have frightened the teenager away, he hunts for the tourist couple who photographed the parade forty years earlier. His research takes him into northern Sweden, first to Norsjö,

  then to Bjursele, in Västerbotten County. Why there? For most Swedes, those are godforsaken places at the back of beyond, but Stieg knew them well. It was there that he went as a baby in 1955

  to live with his maternal grandparents. His father and mother, Erland Larsson and Vivianne Boström, were too young to bring him up properly, and they left to live 600 miles away in the south.

  In 1957 they moved again to Umeå (pronounced Umio), a small city 125 miles southeast of Norsjö.




  Writing about Norsjö and Bjursele was Stieg’s way of paying homage to the small community of people there who gave him the best moments of his youth. And a way of thanking them for

  the values they instilled in him.
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  STIEG LIVED with his grandparents in a small wooden house on the edge of a forest. Their home had a kitchen and one other room, without water,

  electricity, or an indoor toilet. This kind of house is typical of the Swedish countryside and its family farms, and in those days, when the next generation took over the farm, the old folks would

  “retire” to such a place. The walls of Stieg’s grandparents’ house were poorly insulated, and the joints between the planks were probably crammed with sawdust in the old

  style. The kitchen woodstove on which his grandmother cooked the meals was the only source of heat. In the winter, the temperature outside could drop to as low as -35 degrees Celsius, with—at

  most—thirty minutes of daylight, and Stieg used to ski cross-country to the village school in the moonlight. Prompted by his natural curiosity, he tirelessly explored the surrounding forests,

  lakes, and trails, hoping to meet other people and catch glimpses of animals, too. Life was tough where he lived, so it took plenty of ingenuity to survive, but such an environment breeds hardy

  individuals, self-reliant, resourceful, generous folks who can be counted on in a pinch. Like Stieg.




  According to Stieg, his maternal grandfather, Severin, was an anti-Nazi communist who was imprisoned in an internment camp during World War II. After the war, such militants were not exactly

  welcomed back into society. Even at the time, people didn’t want to talk about this period in Swedish history, and what happened then is still not common knowledge today. In 1955, Severin

  quit his job in a factory and left Skelleftehamn—where Stieg was born—to move into that small wooden house with his wife and their baby grandson. To support his little family, Severin

  repaired bikes and engines and did odd jobs on the local farms. Stieg adored going hunting and fishing with him. At the beginning of The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo, Mikael Blomkvist accepts

  an offer from Henrik Vanger, Harriet Vanger’s uncle, to move into the guest house not far from Hedestad. It’s the middle of winter, and he describes the “ice roses that formed on

  the inside of the windows”: they were the same ones that used to fascinate Stieg in his grandparents’ home, roses that grew from vapor in the family’s breath and the water always

  boiling on the stove. He never forgot those magnificent visions, or the cold he could describe from personal experience. His childhood was a hard one, but it was full of joy and affection.




  In black-and-white family snapshots, a little boy smiles between two grown-ups who’ve been having fun disguising themselves for the camera. Those two taught Stieg that nothing is

  impossible in this life. And that chasing after money is contemptible. His grandfather had an old Ford Anglia, the motor of which he’d probably repaired thanks to his skills as a mechanic and

  handyman, and this very car, with AC on its license plate for Västerbotten, is the one Mikael must track down during his search for Harriet Vanger. To write his

  trilogy, Stieg used a thousand such small details taken from life. From his life, from mine, and from ours.
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  IN DECEMBER 1962, Severin Boström, Stieg’s grandfather, died suddenly of a heart attack at the age of fifty-six (as did his daughter,

  Stieg’s mother, in 1991). Six months later his widow, unable to stay on in that isolated house with her grandchild, moved with him to the area around Skellefteå, in Västerbotten

  County, where Stieg would later visit her every summer until she died, in 1968.




  Severin’s death brought Stieg’s happy, carefree world to an abrupt end. He was not quite nine years old when he rejoined his parents in Umeå. In 1957 Erland and Vivianne had

  had another son, Joakim, and they had married in 1958. Stieg barely knew them anymore. He used to speak often about his maternal grandparents but rarely about his parents, although some very close

  friends of his grandparents have told me that his mama, Vivianne, did go to see him several times when he was very little. In the autumn of 1963, when Stieg began attending elementary school in

  Umeå, his life changed completely. He found the urban environment foreign, even hostile. He was used to living in a house out in the middle of nature, coming and going in perfect freedom, but

  from then on he lived shut up in a tiny apartment in the middle of town, and this switch from countryside to asphalt was painful for him. Stieg’s parents worked all day and were often absent,

  whereas his grandparents had always been available. The rhythm of life grew stricter, more cramped, governed by regular hours.




  Stieg’s first name was originally spelled without an e, and I’m not sure when he added the extra letter because he was already “Stieg” when I met him. There was

  another Stig Larsson in Umeå, and the story goes that they flipped a coin one day to see who would change his name. What I do know is that after Stieg received an impressive number of letters

  from the village library demanding the return of books checked out by the other Stig, he decided it was time for a new name. (And I’m always amused when people trot out similar anecdotes

  about him as if they’d been there at the time or Stieg had personally told them what happened, when I’m the only one who knew those particular stories, which they’ve gleaned from

  the interviews I’ve given.)




  When he was seventeen, Stieg moved out of his family’s apartment into a small studio in the basement of the building where they lived. Beyond the fact that he wasn’t too happy, I

  don’t know what really went on during all those years. I have the distinct impression, though, that it was from that time on that he stopped taking care of himself and began neglecting his

  health. As if all that simply weren’t important anymore. As if he weren’t important, either to himself or to others.




  Aside from the all too rare times when we went sailing, Stieg, like Mikael Blomkvist, didn’t go in much for sports, ate indiscriminately, smoked, and I’ve already said he drank too

  much coffee. Which, given the stressful life he led, doubtless contributed to his premature death.




  After I met Stieg, in 1972, he returned only once to his childhood home, in the autumn of 1996.




  Norsjö and Bjursele are in Västerbotten County, where my brother, sister, and I own about eighteen acres of woodlands that have been in our family for generations. In the 1990s, Stieg

  and I went up there twice to clear some brush. The second time, in 1996, we spent several days working hard among the snakes and biting flies, but it felt good to get out of our offices and do some

  manual labor. And when we’d finished clearing the undergrowth, we went to see his grandparents’ little house with some neighbors of ours from the nearby village of Önnesmark, since

  they were curious to know more about Stieg’s childhood days.




  The house was shut up tight, so Stieg pressed his face to the window. Nothing had changed.




  “It’s just like it was back then! Look, that’s where I slept, with Grandfather. And it’s still the same old stove! I remember it was stone cold in the morning, and we

  would all freeze.”




  He revisited every square yard, every tree, every stone, every hill. . . . Slowly, his memories came back to him. He was deeply moved and I, I was stunned. I had never seen him like that. Even

  his voice was transformed: it was warmer, more solemn, and he was speaking so softly, almost in a whisper. Spurred on by our questions, he told story after story. When the time came to leave, he

  kept saying, “One moment more, just a moment more . . .” He could not tear himself away from the place.




  It was getting later and later. Then he turned to me, pleadingly, and asked, “Eva, couldn’t we buy the house?”




  “But dear, it’s more than six hundred miles from Stockholm, it’s too far away! We wouldn’t be able to come very often. And since we haven’t enough money or time to

  spend here, the place would just go to ruin.”




  Then, with infinite sadness, he murmured, “But . . . it’s all I have.” He seemed overwhelmed by the fathomless sorrow of a child, as if, drawn more than thirty years back into

  the past, he were once more being torn away from his roots. We all stood there for a long time, silent, lost in our own thoughts. Then Stieg said, as if giving up, “It’s

  impossible.” And we left, with heavy hearts.




  I’d taken lots of photos of that little house, which I later made into a collage that I framed and gave to Stieg. He was so pleased with it that he hung it on the wall over our bed.
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  WE OFTEN talked about that trip as if it had been a magical moment. In the summer of 2004, after he’d delivered the three Millennium volumes

  to the publisher, we made heaps of plans for the future. We used to imagine—among other things, and I’ll say more about this later—“our little writing cottage,” which

  we wanted to build on an island. Stieg and I would make drawings of it, each off on our own, and then compare our sketches, sitting side by side on our kökssoffa, which is a wooden

  settee with an upholstered seat. (Many Swedish kitchens have one for seating and as an extra bed, but our settee was in the living room, since the kitchen was too small.) I often studied

  Stieg’s snapshots of his grandparents’ wooden house, and I wanted to surprise him by using the same entryway and blue-and-white doors in our cottage.




  





  Our Mamas




  PEOPLE HAVE pointed out to me that, aside from Mikael Blomkvist’s sister, there are no conventional mothers in The Millennium Trilogy, or

  any traditional families, either. Lisbeth Salander’s mother remained a passive victim of her husband Zala’s violence and was unable to protect her child, which leads to tragedy.

  Brain-damaged by his beatings, she ends her days in a clinic where she dies relatively young. As for the women of the Vanger family, the worst of them are bad mothers, like Isabella Vanger, Harriet

  and Martin’s mother, who knew that her husband was abusing their son (who was himself raping his sister), but she “paid no attention to all that.” At best, these women are

  uncaring mothers, or they don’t have children, like Erika Berger.




  When I think about this, I don’t believe it’s an accident. Stieg and I grew up motherless, since we were both brought up by our grandparents. But the most attentive and affectionate

  of grandmothers, as ours were, cannot replace a child’s mama.




  Being raised by that older generation also meant that in a way we were growing up in the nineteenth century, in a time untouched by modern mores. We were taught old-fashioned values, a strict

  and sometimes severe morality. In our homes, an honorable reputation did not depend on money and success, but on integrity. Once given, a person’s word was sacred. These rules were

  inviolable.




  Stieg and I were alike in many, many ways, especially in our thinking and our reactions to things. We found that funny, but it was hardly surprising, after all, since we shared the same

  background.




  I was born on November 17, 1953, in Lövånger, about sixty miles north of Umeå, in the Skellefteå Municipality of Västerbotten County. I was the oldest of three

  children born a little more than a year apart. Our parents separated when I was seven, and we children stayed on the family farm with our father and paternal grandparents. Father hadn’t

  wanted to become a farmer, and although he’d left school at the age of thirteen, he’d still managed to become a journalist at a regional daily newspaper. My parents had married for love

  and could have spent their lives together, if only they had lived in the city. Gudrun, my mother, was a secondary school graduate and had worked as a secretary in a metallurgy factory before her

  marriage. For a time, my grandmother had hoped that her daughter-in-law would help out on the farm, but she soon saw how unfit for country life Mama was in her lipstick, high heels, and tailored

  suits. Such frills were completely useless, in Grandmother’s eyes, whereas I thought Mama was lively and pretty. My parents’ divorce was a harrowing experience, and their two families

  also split apart during the ordeal. My father obtained custody of his children, which was a rare thing at the time, by showing that he had a job, a place to live, and that my paternal grandparents

  would look after us. I also think the fact that my father belonged to the Liberal People’s Party and knew influential people in the area weighed heavily in his favor.




  So my mother went to live on her own in Stockholm, where she studied and became a nurse. In thirty-one years, I saw her only six times. She never remarried. My father died in 1977, and my mother

  died of cancer in December 1992, during the Christmas holidays. Although my paternal grandmother, a kind and honest woman, felt that my father had made a mistake in marrying my mother, she would

  never, ever, have tried to prevent her from seeing us again. So I just don’t know what went on in Mama’s head. I think she was a sensitive and psychologically fragile person. She

  suffered cruelly at being separated from her children, but we were far away and she hadn’t much money, so what could she do? When she went away in 1961, my siblings and I lost not just our

  mama, but our entire maternal family, forever.




  And then I felt absolutely abandoned, just as Stieg did when he was separated from his grandparents in 1962.
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  STIEG AND my grandmother got along wonderfully from the moment they met. She used to say that he was “a good man,” while he thought she was

  “fabulous.” I must say that she was a determined woman who knew what she wanted. So did her father: after sailing the seven seas for more than twenty-one years, he became a farmer so

  that he could marry his beloved young fiancée. My grandmother had a way of saying, “Well, here’s what I think,” that gave us all pause before we embarked on something. The

  subtext was obvious: “You, you do what you want, but you’ll be responsible for whatever happens.”




  When I met Stieg, his mama, Vivianne, became my “substitute” mother. She was another woman of strong will. And like my grandmother, she was the one who ran her family. I really

  admired her. She managed a ready-to-wear store, but her ambition was to change society, and to the amazement of the local political bigwigs, she was elected to the city council on the Social

  Democratic ticket. “Nothing mysterious about it,” she explained with a grin. “What with all the customers traipsing through the shop, everyone in town knew who I was!” And

  since I’m an architect, when Vivianne joined the municipal urban planning commission, the two of us had one more thing to share.




  Stieg and Vivianne were very much alike, and anything they did was done with wholehearted commitment. He was fond of her, but not in the way one loves a mother; it was more as if he felt

  comfortably close to her. And he treated his father and brother as if they were his foster family. After we moved to Stockholm in 1977, we didn’t often travel the six hundred or so miles to

  Umeå. In Önnesmark, a village in my native locality of Lövånger, Stieg’s parents had a vacation home (coincidentally enough, the house had been built by my paternal

  great-uncle), and they loaned the place to us a few times during the summer months. In the 1980s, we also spent a few Christmases in Umeå with Stieg’s parents, but most of the time we

  spent holidays with my family: Christmas, Easter, and Midsummer’s Day—which we Swedes celebrate lavishly, feasting on seasonal foods, putting up decorations of greenery and wildflowers,

  and dancing to folk music around a huge maypole. We even considered making Midsummer’s Day our national holiday!




  Then Vivianne got breast cancer, and in August of 1991, on her way home after a treatment session at the hospital, she suffered an aneurysm. We immediately flew up from Stockholm to be with her.

  She was unconscious, but I held her hand and told her softly about Stieg, our plans, what we were working on, as if everything were fine. I felt that she could hear me. The next day, she died. She

  had waited for us. Just as my mother would do the following year. She too had had breast cancer, and then she was diagnosed with lung cancer, which she fought with a tenacity that astonished

  everyone in the clinic for palliative care where she was hospitalized. I can still see her sitting on the balcony, wrapped in a blanket, smoking and coughing. My brother and I began taking turns at

  her bedside, but my sister, who lived in London, was unable to join us before Christmas. So my mother hung on. At the end of December, with her three children gathered around her, she died. So our

  two mamas both chose the moment when they would let go.




  Not Stieg. He was ambushed, taken by surprise.
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  AFTER WE bought our apartment on the large island of Södermalm—a district in central Stockholm—in 1991, we celebrated all our holidays

  in the capital with my brother and sister. Erland, Stieg’s father, would come to the city from time to time with his new companion, Gun, and then we’d have coffee or dinner together at

  a café or restaurant, depending on our various schedules. Erland often urged Stieg to come see his brother, if only for a short while whenever we drove up to clear brush from the forest

  around the small cabin I shared with my siblings in Önnesmark, but there was almost no bond between the two brothers. This is why we did not attend Joakim’s wedding or any of the family

  birthday celebrations. Stieg would sidestep the subject with Erland by explaining that his work kept him fairly busy. Still, I do remember a few times when we were passing through Umeå and

  had coffee with Joakim and his family just to please Erland. Joakim clearly doesn’t remember all this, as he has told the media about having quite strong ties with Stieg. In thirty years,

  Joakim came to our home only twice: once at the end of the 1970s, and again when Stieg died. Stieg and I always saw a lot of my brother and sister, on the other hand, because—after I had lost

  both parents and grandparents and no longer had any relationship with my mother’s family, and because Stieg did not feel close to his remaining blood relatives—my brother and sister

  were our real family.
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