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  The classroom




  





  




  Lying next to the left-hand row of desks is Dennis; as usual he’s wearing a graphic T, ill-fitting jeans and untied trainers. Dennis is from Uganda. He says he’s

  seventeen, but he looks like a fat twenty-five-year-old. He’s a student in the trade school, and he lives in Sollentuna in a home for people like him. Samir has ended up next to him, on his

  side. Samir and I are in the same class because Samir managed to be accepted to our school’s special programme in international economics and social sciences.




  Up at the lectern is Christer, our form teacher and self-described social activist. His mug has overturned and coffee is dripping onto the leg of his trousers. Amanda, no more than two metres

  away, is propped against the radiator under the window. Just a few minutes ago, she was all cashmere, white gold and sandals. The diamond earrings she received when we were confirmed are still

  sparkling in the early-summer sunshine. Now you might think she was covered in mud. I am sitting on the floor in the middle of the classroom. In my lap is Sebastian, the son of the richest man in

  Sweden, Claes Fagerman.




  The people in this room do not go together. People like us don’t usually hang out. Maybe on a metro platform during a taxi-strike, or in the dining car on a train, but not in a

  classroom.




  It smells like rotten eggs. The air is hazy and grey with gunpowder smoke. Everyone has been shot but me. I haven’t got so much as a bruise.




  





  Trial hearing in case B 147/66




  State Prosecutor v. Maria Norberg




  





  Week 1 of Trial: Monday




  1.




  The first time I saw the inside of a courtroom, I was disappointed. We visited one for a class trip, and sure, I had already worked out that Swedish judges aren’t

  stooping old men in curly wigs and long robes, and that the defendant wouldn’t be a madman in an orange jumpsuit, in handcuffs, frothing at the mouth, but still. The place looked like

  something between a medical clinic and a conference centre. We drove there in a rented bus that smelled like bubblegum and sweaty feet. The defendant had dandruff and pleated trousers and was

  allegedly guilty of tax evasion. Aside from our class (and Christer, of course), there were only four other people there to listen but so few seats that Christer had to get an extra chair from the

  corridor outside so he had somewhere to sit.




  Today it’s different. We’re in the largest courtroom in Sweden. The judges sit on chairs of dark mahogany with high velvet backs. The middle chair’s back is taller than the

  others’. That’s where the head judge sits. He is called the ‘chairman’. On the table in front of him is a gavel with a leather handle. Slim microphones stick up before each

  seat like bent drinking straws. The panelling on the wall looks like oak, like it’s several hundred years old, old in a good way. There is a dark red carpet on the floor between the

  seats.




  Audiences are not my thing. I’ve never wished to be elected as the school’s Lucia, or to take part in talent shows. But it’s packed in here. And everyone is here because of me;

  I’m the attraction.




  Next to me are my lawyers from Sander & Laestadius. I know Sander & Laestadius sounds like an antique shop where two sweaty gay men in silk robes and monocles shuffle around with oil

  lamps dusting off mouldy books and taxidermied animals, but it’s Sweden’s best criminal law firm. Ordinary criminals have a single weary advocate; my advocate is flanked by a whole crew

  of excited wannabe-suits. They work into the wee hours at a super-fancy office near Skeppsbron, have at least two mobile phones each, and all of them except Sander himself think that they’re

  part of an American TV show where you eat Chinese food from takeaway cartons in an I’m-so-busy-and-important sort of way. None of the twenty-two people working at Sander & Laestadius is

  actually named Laestadius. Laestadius died, I assume of a heart attack, in an I’m-so-busy-and-important sort of way.




  Three of my lawyers are here today: Peder Sander, the celebrity, and two of his colleagues. The younger one is a chick with an ugly haircut and a piercing in her nose but no ring in it.

  Presumably Sander won’t allow her to wear a nose ring (‘Remove that rubbish immediately’). I call her Ferdinand. Ferdinand is the type of person who thinks

  ‘conservative’ is a swear word and nuclear power is lethal. She wears hideous glasses because she thinks it proves that she’s got the patriarchy all figured out, and she hates me

  because, in her opinion, capitalism is all my fault. The first few times I met with her, she treated me like I was a crazy fashion blogger with a hand grenade on an airplane. ‘Of course, of

  course!’ she said, not daring to look at me. ‘Of course, of course! Don’t worry, we’re here to help you.’ As if I threatened to blow everyone to bits unless I received

  my biodynamic tomato juice with no ice.




  The other helper lawyer is a guy around forty with a doughy belly, a pancake-shaped face, and a smile that says, ‘I’ve got movies at home that I keep in alphabetical order in a

  locked cabinet.’ Pancake has a buzz cut. Dad likes to say that you can’t trust a person with no hairstyle. But I’m sure Dad didn’t come up with that on his own; he probably

  stole it from a film. My dad really likes to deliver one-liners.




  The first time I met Pancake, he rested his eyes just below my collarbone, forced his thick tongue back in his mouth, and rasped in delight, ‘Little girl, what are we going to do? You look

  much older than seventeen.’ He probably would have started panting if Sander hadn’t been there. Or drooling, maybe. Let the saliva drip from his mouth and stain his too-tight waistcoat.

  I couldn’t bring myself to point out that I was eighteen.




  Today, Pancake is sitting on my left. He brought a briefcase and a wheeled case stuffed full of folders and documents. He has emptied the case and now the folders are on the table in front of

  him. The only things he left in the case were a book (Make Your Case – Winning Is the Only Option) and a toothbrush sticking up from one of the little inside

  pockets. Sitting behind me, in the first row of the audience, are Mum and Dad.




  When I was on that class trip two years and an eternity ago, our class had been given a run-through beforehand, so we would ‘appreciate the importance’ and

  ‘be able to follow along’. I doubt it helped. But we ‘behaved’, as Christer said when we left. He had been afraid we wouldn’t be able to keep from giggling and taking

  out our mobile phones. That we were planning to sit there playing games and sleeping with our chins resting on our collars like bored members of parliament.




  I remember Christer’s grave voice as he explained (‘Hey now, listen up!’) that a trial is nothing to be flippant about; people’s lives are at stake. You are innocent

  until the courts have ruled that you are guilty. That’s what he said, several times. Samir leaned back as Christer spoke, balancing on his chair and nodding like he always did, the way that

  made all the teachers love him. Nods that said I understand completely, we are on the exact same wavelength and I have nothing

  to add because everything you say is so smart.




  You are innocent until the courts have ruled that you are guilty. What kind of weird statement is that? Either you’re innocent all along, or else you did it, right from the start.

  Shouldn’t the court try to figure out which it is, rather than decide what happened? The police and the prosecutor and the judges weren’t there and don’t know exactly who did

  what, so how can the court make it up after the fact?




  I recall that I pointed this out to Christer. That courts are wrong all the time. Rapists are always going free. There’s not even any point to reporting a sexual assault, because even if

  you were force-fucked by half a refugee camp and you get an entire case’s worth of bottles shoved up between your legs, they never believe the girl. And that doesn’t mean that it

  didn’t happen, and that the rapist didn’t do what he did.




  ‘It’s not that simple,’ said Christer.




  What a typical teacher answer: ‘That’s an excellent question . . .’ ‘I hear what you’re saying . . .’ ‘It’s not

  black and white . . .’ ‘It’s not that simple . . .’ Those kinds of answers all mean the same thing: they have no idea what they’re

  talking about.




  But fine. If it’s difficult to know what’s true and who’s lying, if you can’t be sure, then what do you do?




  I read somewhere that ‘the truth is whatever we choose to believe’. Which sounds even more insane, if that’s possible. Like someone can just decide what’s true and

  what’s false? Things can be both true and made up, depending on whom you ask? And if someone we trust says something, well, then we can just decide that it’s so, we can ‘choose

  that it’s true’. How can anyone even come up with something so idiotic? If a person were to say to me that he ‘chooses to believe me’, I would know right away that

  he’s actually convinced that I’m lying but he’s going to pretend otherwise.




  My lawyer Sander seems mostly indifferent to all of this. All he says is, ‘I’m on your side’, while his face looks like a thumbnail. Sander is not, like, the excitable type.

  Everything about him is relaxed and under control. No outbursts. No feelings. No roaring laughter. Probably he didn’t even cry at birth.




  Sander is the opposite of my dad. Dad is far from the ‘cool guy’ (his words) he wishes he were. He grinds his teeth in his sleep and jumps to his feet when he watches the national

  team play football. My dad gets mad, furious, at pedantic local government employees, the neighbour who parked illegally for the fourth time in one week, incomprehensible power bills and call

  centres. Computers, immigration officers, Grandpa, the barbecue, mosquitoes, unshovelled sidewalks, Germans in the ski-lift queue and French waiters. Everything riles him up, makes him yell and

  shout, slam doors and tell people to sod off. With Sander, however, the clearest sign that he’s pissed off, almost insane with anger, is that he gets a wrinkle on his forehead and makes a

  clicking sound with his tongue. And then all his colleagues become terrified and start stammering and looking for documents and books and other things they think will put him in a better mood. Kind

  of like how Mum handles Dad on the rare occasions he’s not annoyed but is acting perfectly calm and quiet.




  Sander has never got mad at me. He’s never been upset over something I told him or grumpy about something I didn’t say or when I was lying and he knew it.




  ‘I’m on your side, Maja.’ Sometimes he sounds more tired than usual, but that’s it. ‘The truth’ is not something we talk about.




  For the most part, I think it’s nice that Sander only cares about what the police and the prosecutor have proven. I don’t have to worry about whether he is planning to do a good job

  or is just pretending he’s going to. It’s like he’s taken all the dead and all the guilt and all the agony and turned it into numbers, and if the equations don’t add up,

  then he wins.




  Maybe that’s how it should be done. One plus one cannot equal three. Next question, please.




  But that’s of no help to me, of course. Because either something happened or it didn’t. It is what it is. All the rest is just beating around the bush, the kind of thing that

  philosophers do, as well as (apparently) a lawyer here and there. Constructs. ‘It’s not that simple . . .’




  But Christer, I remember how insistent he was before that court visit, he really did everything he could to get us to listen. You are innocent until the court has ruled you

  are guilty. He wrote it on the board: a fundamental principle of law. (Samir nodded again.) Christer asked us to take notes. Copy it down. (Samir copied it down.

  Even though he hardly needed to.)




  Christer loved anything short enough to memorize that could be turned into a test question. The correct answer was worth two points on the exam we took two weeks later. Why not one point?

  Because Christer thought there were grey areas in memorized responses, that you could be almost right. No, one plus one cannot equal three, but I’ll give you partial credit

  because you answered in the form of a number.




  That visit to the court with Christer happened more than two years ago. Sebastian wasn’t there; he wasn’t in our class until our final year, the year he had to repeat. I liked school

  back then, pretty much, with my classmates and the teachers we’d had in different renditions since our primary days: the chemistry teacher, Jonas, who spoke too quietly, never remembered

  anyone’s name and waited for the bus wearing his backpack on his front. The French teacher, Mari-Louise, with her glasses and dandelion hair, who was always sucking so hard on a tiny sliver

  of a black lozenge that her mouth became as small and puckered as a wild strawberry. Short-haired PE teacher Friggan, who looked like a freshly polished wooden deck: with indistinct gender, a

  whistle around the neck and broad, shiny and clean-shaven calves, always surrounded by the odour of sports socks and someone else’s sweat. Absentminded Malin, our bottle-blonde maths teacher:

  dissatisfied and constantly late, off sick on average two days a week and with a photo of herself twenty years slimmer, wearing a string bikini, in her profile on Facebook.




  And Christer Svensson. Dedicated, in a let’s-meet-at-Mariatorget-and-take-a-stand sort of way; ordinary, in a meat-and-two-veg sort of way. He thought rock concerts could save the world

  from war, famine and disease, and he always spoke in that overenthusiastic teacher voice that no one should ever use for anything but getting a dog to wag its tail.




  Every day, Christer brought a thermos of home-brewed coffee to school, with so much sugar and milk in it that it looked like liquid foundation. He would pour his coffee into his mug

  (‘World’s Best Dad’) and bring the mug to class and refill it during our lessons. Christer loved routines, same thing every day, favourite song on repeat. He had probably eaten

  the same thing for breakfast ever since he was fourteen: some sort of cross-country skier thing, like porridge with lingonberries and whole milk (‘Breakfast is the most important meal of the

  day!’), I’m sure he drank beer every time he met up with his friends (‘mates’), ate tacos with his family every Friday and went to the local pizzeria (one with crayons and

  paper for the kids) and split a bottle of house red with ‘the wife’ when he wanted to celebrate something major and important. Christer had no imagination, he went on guided tours, he

  would never cook with coriander or fry things in anything but butter.




  We first had Christer as a teacher in our first year of upper secondary. He complained at least once a week about how the weather had got so strange (‘There aren’t seasons

  anymore’), and every autumn he complained that Christmas decorations went up earlier and earlier (‘Soon there will probably be a Christmas tree on Skeppsbron even before the summer

  ferries stop running’).




  He complained about the evening tabloids (‘Why would anyone read that shit?’) and Strictly Come Dancing, Eurovision and

  Paradise Hotel (‘Why would anyone watch that shit?’). Most of all he hated our mobile phones (‘Are you cows? With those chat apps dinging and jingling

  constantly, you might as well be wearing bells around your necks . . . Why do you bother with that shit?’). Every time he complained, he looked pleased, he thought he was

  youthful and ‘cool’ (not just a Dad word), and that it was proof of how close he was with his students that he could use words like ‘shit’ in front of us.




  Christer stuck a pouch of snus under his upper lip after each cup of coffee and collected the used ones in a napkin before throwing them in the trash. Christer liked things neat and tidy, even

  his rubbish.




  And afterwards, when the tax evader’s trial was over and we went back to the school, he was pleased. He thought we had handled ourselves ‘well’. Christer was always

  ‘pleased’ or ‘concerned’, never overjoyed or totally pissed off. Christer always wanted to give at least partial credit on memorized answers.




  Christer was lying down when he died. With his arms around his head and his knees tucked up, more or less how my little sister Lina looks when she’s sleeping most deeply. He bled to death

  before the ambulance arrived, and I wonder if his wife and his kids feel like things aren’t so simple in reality and that I am innocent because no court has yet determined that I am

  guilty.




  





  Week 1 of Trial: Monday




  2.




  Mum bought the clothes I’m wearing today. But I might as well be in a black-and-white-striped jumpsuit. I’m wearing a costume.




  Then again, girls are always wearing a costume. Dressing up as the pretty, with-it girl, or the serious smart girl. Or as the totally chill I-don’t-care-how-I-look girl, with her hair in a

  purposely messy ponytail, a cotton bra with no underwires and an almost-see-through T-shirt.




  Mum has tried to dress me up as a perfectly normal eighteen-year-old girl who ended up here through no fault of her own. But my blouse strains across my breasts. I’ve gained weight in jail

  and there are little round gaps between the buttons. I look like a salesperson who has put on a doctor’s coat to dash after people in shopping centres with skin-care samples. Don’t think you’re fooling anyone.




  ‘You look so nice, darling,’ Mum whispered from her spot at the front. She always does that, tosses compliments after me, like rubbish she expects me to sort. Made-up compliments

  that have nothing to do with reality. I am not ‘beautiful’ or ‘good at drawing’. I shouldn’t sing more or take drama

  classes after school. It is terribly insulting for Mum to suggest that I should, because it proves she has no idea what I’m actually good at, or when I actually do look pretty. My mum

  does not have sufficient interest in me to succeed in giving me a compliment that’s actually accurate.




  My mum has always been inexplicably clueless. ‘Run out and play for a while, if you want to’, she might urge in those last few months when she didn’t have the energy to pretend

  she wished I would ‘stick around and talk about your day’. Run out and play for a while? I was old enough to vote and buy drinks at a bar. It had been legal

  for me to fuck for three years. What did she think I was going to do? Play hide-and-seek with the neighbours? One two three four ready or not here I come, breathless laps

  around the garden to check behind the same old bush, in the same old wardrobe, behind the same old broken garden umbrella in the garage. ‘Did you have fun?’ she would ask when I came

  back, my clothes reeking of pot. ‘Would you hang up your jacket in the basement, darling?’




  Last night I got to talk to my mum on the phone. Her voice was higher than normal. That’s the voice she uses when someone else is listening or when she’s multitasking. Mum is almost

  always multitasking, tidying the house, moving things around, wiping off counters, sorting stuff. She is constantly nervous, fidgety. She always has been; it’s not my fault.




  ‘It’s going to be fine,’ she said. Several times. Her words tripped over each other. I didn’t say much. Just listened to her too-high voice. ‘It’s going to be

  fine. Don’t worry, everything will be fine.’




  Sander has tried to explain what will happen during the hearing, what I can expect. In jail I got to watch an informative video in which painfully bad actors performed a trial

  about two guys who got into a fight at a bar. The defendant was found guilty, but not of all the charges, only, like, half. When we were done watching the video, Sander asked if I had any

  questions. ‘No,’ I said.




  What I remember best about the tax trial we visited on our class trip was that it was so quiet. Everyone spoke in a hushed voice and all other noises became exaggerated – someone clearing

  their throat, a door closing, a chair scraping the floor. If someone had forgotten to put their phone on silent and got a text in there, it would have roared as loud as when the lights go down at

  the cinema and they demonstrate how they’ve just installed a new surround-sound system.




  And while everything was quiet, the tax evader sat there pushing his greasy hair off his forehead. As the prosecutor read the charges out loud, the man looked at his lawyer and hissed out

  indignant snorts. I remember thinking that he was a moron. Why was he pretending to be surprised? The prosecutor and the moron’s lawyer talked one at a time, read out loud, said the same

  thing two or three times, and cleared their throats too much.




  The whole show was lame. Not because nothing was ‘like it is in the movies’, but because everyone involved seemed bored to tears; the criminal himself seemed to have a hard time

  concentrating. Even in reality, everyone was a crappy actor who hadn’t bothered to learn his lines.




  Samir, though, he didn’t think any of it was ridiculous. He leaned forward in his uncomfortable chair, rested his elbows on his knees, and scrunched up his forehead. This was his

  speciality: showing how earnest he was, that he took serious things seriously. Samir looked like he thought that these polyester-clad losers were the most fascinating speakers he’d ever heard

  in his life. And Christer was pleased. By the court and by Serious Samir. Samir seldom had to open his mouth in order to French-kiss Christer’s arse. We teased him about that afterwards, me

  and Amanda. We liked to tease Samir. But Labbe patted him on the shoulder as if he were his youngest son and had just scored the winning goal in a football game. ‘Samir gets it,’ Labbe

  said, and Samir grinned. ‘Samir always gets it.’




  Things were pretty good at home, too, during my second year at upper secondary. Mum and I still talked about stuff that had nothing to do with what time she thought my curfew

  should be. Mum was proud of me, or at least of the way she had raised me. She bragged about her effective methods of getting me to do exactly what it took to make her life easier. She told stories

  like how I slept through the night at just four months old, how I ate ‘everything’ and held my own spoon the very first time I tried solid food. How I wanted to start school a year

  early, because I thought pre-school was boring. How I wanted to walk to school by myself before I even turned eight and how I ‘loved’ being home alone without a babysitter. She said she

  let me start riding a balance bike before I used a real bicycle, and thanks to this, she never had to bend over and hold on to the mudguard to keep me from tipping over. I was able to just

  poof! start to ride my bike, and she could walk alongside in her flowy clothes and laugh just exactly loud enough. What Mum did for me, to make

  my life easier, never came up, but back then, she was thoroughly convinced that I was so easy and trouble-free thanks to everything she had done right.




  Today, in here, it is also quiet, I suppose. But not in the same way as during the tax trial. The air feels thick from all the important people waiting for important things to

  happen. The prosecutor and the lawyers are probably scared shitless that they’ll make fools of themselves. Even Sander is nervous, although you’d never notice if you didn’t know

  him.




  They want to show what they’re made of. When Pancake talked about how he thought it would go, he used phrases like ‘the odds’ and ‘our chances’, just as if he were

  my basketball coach and I played centre. He wants to win. Pancake didn’t shut up until Sander clicked his tongue.




  The day’s proceedings begin when the chief judge recites some sort of roll call. He clears his throat into the microphone, and people stop whispering to each other. The judge checks to

  make sure everyone who is supposed to be here is here. I don’t have to raise my hand and say ‘present’, but the judge nods at me and reads my name. Then he nods at my lawyers and

  reads their names, too. He speaks slowly, but not sleepily; he’s bursting with so much solemnity that he might split the seams of his ugly suit.




  The judge bids me welcome, he honestly does. I don’t say thanks for having me, because it’s not like I’m supposed to respond, but I think I’m

  doing all the right stuff. I look more or less as I should. I don’t smile, I don’t cry, I don’t stick my finger in any orifices. My back is straight but not too straight, and

  I’m trying to keep the buttons of my blouse from pinging right off.




  When the chief judge tells the prosecutor that she may begin, she looks so wired that I think she’s going to stand up. But she just scoots her chair in, leans towards the little

  straw-shaped microphone, presses a button and clears her throat. Like she’s taking her mark.




  Out in the lawyers’ waiting room, where we were sitting before we came in here, Pancake told me that people have been queuing to get a seat in the courtroom. ‘Just like a

  concert,’ he declared, almost proudly. Sander looked like he wanted to deck him.




  There’s nothing about this trial that resembles a concert. I’m no rock star. The people who are drawn to me aren’t wild groupies, they’re just scavengers. When the

  journalists use me as bait on their front pages it smells like death, and the hyenas get even more worked up.




  But Sander still wanted the hearing to be public. In fact, he demanded the media and the general public be allowed in, even though I’m so young. Not to make Pancake feel like a badass, but

  because ‘it is crucial to keep the prosecutor from monopolizing the news reports’. This almost certainly means that he is eager to show off his own contributions, but maybe he also

  imagines that my haters will be swayed if only they get to hear ‘my version’. Sander is wrong. That’s not going to matter. They love to hate me. They hate everything about me.

  Just like a concert? It seems highly unlikely that Pancake has ever been in the vicinity of live music that doesn’t belong in the nerd category. If I had to guess,

  he listens to the classic rock channel and sings along to ads for the perfect family car.




  Nine months ago, one week after it all happened, there were riots in Djursholm. A bunch of guys took the metro to Mörby, transferred to bus 606, and rode all eight stops to Djursholm

  Square. So they could ‘teach those fuckers a thing or two’. Or, as the more articulate ones put it, ‘those fucking snobs’.




  Riots usually take place in the thugs’ own run-down neighbourhoods, among the council estates and the community centres and the detoxed motorbike guys who are ‘youth leaders’

  and ‘neighbourhood liaisons’ because no normal employer wants to touch them with a stick. And when it says in the paper that ‘the streets are burning’, they’re usually

  talking about clapped-out wrecks with tree-shaped air fresheners, not fully insured company cars that are traded in as soon as one of the electric wing mirrors stops working. But not this time.




  For three days and nights, it was all-out war at Djursholm Square and around Sebastian’s house down on Strandvägen, the fanciest residential street, by the water. On the second night,

  there were around fifty people involved. Sander told me, he showed me the articles.




  Broken windows in the frumpy shops on the square. What did they loot? A pussy-bow blouse each, tartan throw and crystal wine carafes? And where did they go after they were shooed away from the

  Fagerman estate? Up to our house? Could they find their way? And considering how important my mum thought it was to ‘say a proper hello to show respect’ to the very first beggar who sat

  outside the Coop on Vendevägen with a paper cup and a urine-stained blanket, what did she do about the baseball bats and the Molotov cocktails? ‘Hello there. Have a nice day. Enjoy your

  weekend.’ I wonder what Mum said to the National Task Force during the days they helped ‘keep order’ outside our house?




  The newspapers Sander showed me speculated on Why? Whether it had to do with what Sebastian and I ‘symbolized’, what we were ‘a manifestation

  of’, and what we had done ‘had unleashed’. Did riots break out because what happened was so incredibly horrible? Were the rioters extra angry because we were rich and they

  weren’t? Or did violence break out solely because a group of small-time gangsters wanted a reason to fight (and because there was no football game to vandalize that weekend)? Whatever the

  reason, thugs won’t be allowed in here.




  The gallery is mostly full of journalists. Many of them are typing on laptops. No one is allowed to take pictures; there’s a ‘ban on photography’, and presumably they also had

  to give up their phones before they came in. In any case, some of the journalists are even using plain old pens and notebooks.




  There’s a poor artist here, too. You’d think I was something out of Dickens, a flea-bitten kid who might get the gallows. Or some Elvira Madigan type from an old broadsheet.

  Why, even in this day and age, tragedy may strike. We sang that song in secondary school. Naturally, Amanda cried; she was at her prettiest when she was crying but

  wasn’t sad for real (‘adorable!’) – it would get her even more attention than usual.




  Amanda is described as my best friend. In the newspapers, on TV, in the case report; even my own lawyer calls her that. My best friend.




  Was Amanda the person I spent the most time with, besides Sebastian? Yes. Was Amanda the person I talked to the most, besides Sebastian? Yes. Is she standing next to me in approximately 260 of

  my Facebook photos? Did I Snapchat with her on average two hours a day during the first four of the six months’ worth of phone records they obtained? Did she tag me in over a hundred #bff

  posts on Instagram? Yes. Yes. Yes.




  Did I love Amanda? Was she my very best friend? I don’t know.




  





  Week 1 of Trial: Monday




  3.




  In any case, I loved being with Amanda. We were almost always together. We sat next to each other in class and at lunch; we did homework together and skipped school together.

  We gossiped about girls who annoyed us (‘not to be a bitch, but . . .’), we climbed and stepped and ran on different machines at the gym, on the road to nowhere. We did

  our make-up together, shopped together, talked for hours, chatted non-stop, laughed the way girls laugh in films when one of them is lying on her belly on the other one’s bed while the other

  one stands on the mattress and her nightie is way too short and she uses a hairbrush for a microphone and lip-syncs to a good song or imitates one of the geeky girls at school.




  We partied together. Amanda got drunk fast. It always followed the same pattern: giggle, laugh, dance, fall over, laugh a little more, lie down on a sofa, cry warm tears that trickled into her

  ears, throw up, go home. I always took care of her, it was never the other way around.




  I liked being with Amanda, being able to tune everything out. With her, it seemed obvious that life was for having as much fun as possible. And her dumb-blonde shtick was also mostly really

  entertaining. If you asked about the weather, she would say ‘flip-flops’ or ‘semi-opaque’. Or, if it was very cold, she would say ‘It’s frickin’

  après-ski’ and then she would come to school in thermal leggings, moon boots and a down coat with a rabbit-fur collar.




  It would be too easy to say that Amanda was superficial. Sure, she would never be able to moonlight as a columnist for any serious newspaper. She thought ‘oppression is terrible’ and

  ‘racism is terrible’ and ‘poverty is super terrible’. She stammered all her positives, doubled all her opinions. Really really good, super super cosy, and teeny teeny tiny.

  (That last one is actually a triple, right?) Her views on politics and equality and really any other issue you could come up with were based on the three and a half episodes’ worth of

  investigative reporting she’d watched (and cried to) on Mission: Report. And when she watched YouTube videos about the world’s fattest man leaving his house

  for the first time in thirty years, she would say, ‘Shh! Not now, I’m watching the news.’




  What Amanda liked best was talking about her anxieties. She would lean in and whisper about how hard it was to have eating disorders and insomnia (‘It’s really super super

  hard’). During a certain period she claimed that she ‘had to’ avoid the colour green and the number nine, that she ‘had to’ avoid pavement kerbs (‘I mean,

  it’s not like I choose to avoid them; I have to or else I think I’m going to die, die for real, I mean, like, actually die’). Sometimes she would crank up the volume if she

  didn’t get the reaction she was after. She pretended that a burn scar she got when we tried to make pancakes after school was actually a scar from something else, something she ‘would

  rather not talk about’. The idea was that people would think it was from a suicide attempt. It didn’t even cross her mind that I might tell them the truth.




  But it would be too simple to say that she lied, or at least that’s not all she did. Sure, she thought life sucked sometimes. And she thought that anxiety was the same thing as worrying

  that you might miss the bus and that she had bulimia because she felt sick if she ate a bar of chocolate with nuts in under ten minutes.




  Amanda was spoiled, of course she was – by her mum, her dad, her therapist and the person who took care of her horse. But it wasn’t just about clothes and things. It was something

  else. She had the same attitude towards her parents, her teacher – all authorities, including God – that she did towards people in the service industry, like they were all concierges at

  a luxury hotel. She expected to receive help with everything from a spot on her nose to a lost earring to emergency care and eternal life. Whether God existed or not was uninteresting, but of

  course he should help her cousin who had cancer because it was ‘really really sad’ and her cousin was ‘super super sweet, even though he’s bald’. She felt sorry for

  people with problems but was bothered that people didn’t feel just as sorry for her in return.




  And she was self-absorbed. She devoted so much time to her waist-length hair that you would’ve thought it was her dying grandmother. People thought she was nice, but she wasn’t

  genuinely nice. She always asked twice if you wanted milk in your coffee (‘Are you really sure?’) and made you feel fat. She said, ‘I really wish I could be like you, and just

  relax and not give a crap what I look like’ and ‘Wow, you’re incredibly photogenic’, and expected you to say thanks because she didn’t get that you got that it was an

  insult.




  And sure, she thought that ‘politics are super important’. But she wasn’t politically engaged in the way that makes people want to join youth councils and go on camping trips

  and do archery along with other people in shorts. She would never dye her hair black or set fire to a mink farm or even have the energy to read a news article about ozone leaks or shrinking coral

  reefs, and she was definitely not politically engaged the way all our teachers thought Samir was just because he had a dad who had been imprisoned and tortured for his beliefs.




  For Amanda, politics meant that public healthcare should pay for the gastric bypass operation she was planning to have if she ever weighed ‘like, sixty kilos’. It was ‘only

  right, considering the taxes we pay’. And by ‘we’, she didn’t mean her mum, because the only money her mum controlled came from getting cashback every time she went to the

  supermarket. Her mum would deposit that money at the bank, into what she called her ‘shoe account’ and Amanda rolled her eyes at that account; she despised it. She told me all about it,

  but only because she thought her mum was an idiot, not because she thought it was strange that her mum could book a spur-of-the-moment family trip to Dubai, complete with first-class flights and a

  luxury hotel, but had to squirrel away petty cash so she could buy herself a new pair of jeans without asking permission.




  How Amanda became part of the ‘we’ along with her dad and his money, and how she thought she herself was contributing to the economy, was never clear.




  During one political discussion with Christer a few months before it all happened, we got on the topic of Che Guevara.




  ‘I think it’s totally horrible to kill children,’ said Amanda. ‘Although I’m not too familiar with what’s going on in the Middle East.’




  Samir was sitting diagonally behind her in the classroom, and she had to sort of pause for a moment before Samir caught on that she was addressing him.




  ‘So I totally understand why you hate Americans,’ she said, once he finally made eye contact.




  I don’t remember what Christer said. Just that Samir looked at me. Straight at me, not Amanda. He thought it was my fault Amanda didn’t know who Che Guevara was. That she

  didn’t know the difference between Latin America, Israel and Palestine. And that she’d somehow got the idea that Samir had some fundamental issue with the US.




  Sure, Amanda was politically engaged in a Disney Channel sort of way, and sometimes it was hard to think that she was super super charming. We seldom discussed politics. It gave me a headache

  and it made Amanda grumpy because she noticed that it was noticeable that she didn’t know what she was talking about.




  But there were many times, like when I was lying on her rug and listening to her enthusiastic

  now-we’re-in-a-delightful-teen-movie-where-everyone-jumps-into-their-convertibles-without-opening-the-doors-first voice – as attentively as if it were lift music – that I thought

  she and I were so different that we ended up pretty similar. Amanda pretended to be engaged in things and I pretended I didn’t care. And we were so good at pretending that we fooled everyone,

  including ourselves.




  The prosecutor hasn’t started talking about Amanda yet. She’s saving that for the crescendo. Instead she is concentrating on Sebastian.




  Sebastian, Sebastian, Sebastian. She will talk about him for days; everyone is going to talk about him. All the time. If there’s anyone who seems like a rock star in all of this,

  it’s Sebastian. Sander showed me the photos the media found and published. Sebastian’s black-and-white class picture has appeared on at least twenty magazine covers, all over the world,

  including Rolling Stone’s. But there are other pictures. Sebastian lounging with a cigarette in his mouth. Sebastian drunk and with beads of sweat on his forehead.

  Sebastian standing up in the stern of his boat as we’re sailing through the Djurgårdsbrunn Canal on our way to Fjäderholmarna and I’m sitting at his feet and resting my head

  against him. There’s one from that same trip where Samir is sitting next to me and looking to the side, away from us. He looks like we forced him to come along. As if being near us makes him

  seasick. Amanda is sitting on the other side, white teeth, tanned legs, blue eyes, tons of hair blowing in the right direction. Dennis isn’t in those pictures, of course. But there are photos

  of Dennis in the investigation report. Sebastian had some on his phone – he liked taking pictures of Dennis when he was drunk, so I don’t know why they didn’t get their hands on

  those, too. The fact is, there are pictures of him and Dennis together, equally drunk, high, crazy. Sebastian looks terribly handsome in all of them. Dennis looks like Dennis.




  The prosecutor will talk more about what Sebastian did than anything else, because she says that everything he did, we did together. I don’t know how I will manage to listen. But

  it’s dangerous to stop concentrating. Because then the sounds will come.




  The sound when they came into the classroom and hauled me off, the sound when Sebastian’s skull hit the floor, it was hollow. It roars inside me; as soon as I let down my guard it comes

  back. I dig my fingernails into my palms, trying to get away. But it doesn’t help. I can’t get rid of it. My brain always drags me back into that fucking classroom.




  Sometimes when I sleep, I dream about it. And about how it was just before they arrived. How I try to stop his blood with my hand; he’s lying in my lap and I’m pressing as hard as I

  can. I can’t stop the blood from spurting no matter how hard I press. It’s like trying to keep water from spraying out when a hose has started to come loose from the tap. Did you know

  that, that blood can spurt so hard? That it’s impossible to stop with your hands? And Sebastian turns cold, I can still feel it, at night – again and again – how his hands get

  colder and colder. It happens quickly. And I dream about when Christer drew his last breath. It sounded like when you pour caustic soda down a drain. I didn’t know that you could dream about

  how someone else’s skin feels and what noises sound like, but you can, because I do it all the time.




  



  I try to avoid looking at the people in the courtroom who are there to look at me. I didn’t even look for Dad when I came in. But Mum touched me as I went by. There was something in her

  eyes that I didn’t recognize. She smiled at me and bobbed her head to the side, and her lips turned up at the corners in an expression that was probably supposed to remind me of what she had

  said on the phone the day before. A this-is-going-to-be-fine smile. But she shuddered just before I looked away, a microsecond too soon, shaking something off.




  Before all of this happened, my mum’s greatest challenge was trying to live without carbs. She gained and lost weight so rapidly that you might have thought it was her job, and she was

  truly proud of herself when she had food under control. And now here she is. Pretty much everything is in that investigation report. Not just about that day. It talks about our parties, what

  Sebastian did, what I did. About Amanda. My mum loved Amanda. She loved Sebastian, too, at least at first, but she probably doesn’t want to admit that anymore.




  I wonder if Mum believes ‘my story’. If she ‘chooses’ to believe it. But she hasn’t said anything about it, and I haven’t asked. How could I? I haven’t

  seen Mum and Dad since the detention hearing nine months ago, and our phone calls haven’t exactly been confidential, not even in a legal sense.




  How weird is that? Nine months have gone by since Mum, Dad and I were in the same room. Although we weren’t really together that time, either. I just saw them through the pane of glass

  between that classroom-size courtroom at the jail and the row of seats for the public where I’m sure they had to sit for probably fifteen whole minutes before the judge declared that the

  detention hearing would be held behind closed doors, and everyone, including Mum and Dad, was sent away.




  I sobbed during the detention hearing. Non-stop. I was already crying when we stepped in. I felt about as normal as a force-fed foie gras goose, just as nauseated, and Mum and Dad looked

  terrified.




  Mum wore a new blouse to the detention hearing, one I hadn’t seen before. I wonder what she was dressed up as that day, when everything was still so unclear. Before she knew. Maybe

  you’re thinking that she was dressed up as a mum who knew, knew without a doubt, that it was all a big mistake and none of it was her daughter’s fault. But I think she was dressed up as

  a mum who had done everything right, a mum who couldn’t be blamed for anything, no matter what had happened.




  The detention hearing took place three days after I arrived at the jail, and I wish I hadn’t cried so much. I would have liked to shatter that pane of glass so I could

  ask Mum about things that really didn’t matter.




  I wanted to ask if she had made my bed after I went over to Sebastian’s. Tanja didn’t work on Fridays. Did it remain untouched until the police arrived? But what about after that?

  What happened then? Had Tanja cleaned, or had Mum and Dad forbidden her to enter my room, the way parents do when their child dies and they leave the bedroom untouched for thirty years and it stays

  just as it was when their kid was last there?




  I wanted that to be what Mum and Dad did, I wanted them to tell me so, to say everything looked just as it had when I left, that the police hadn’t changed anything, that life, my life, my

  life from back then, before, was frozen in time, preserved, wrapped up in thick layers of mummy bandages. If I survived this and got to come home again, I wanted my surroundings to be familiar.




  But they couldn’t say that, of course. And it probably wouldn’t have mattered whether Mum made the bed or not. I already knew that the police had searched the house, because they

  told me so when they interrogated me. And they told me that they had my computer and that they had taken my phone at the hospital (I had to give them all my passwords, for every forum, every app,

  every site I had visited), and when I asked what else they had taken, they said, ‘Most of it . . . your iPad and papers and . . . books, sheets, your clothes

  from the party.’ ‘Which clothes?’ I asked, and they responded, as if this were perfectly normal and not weird at all, ‘Your dress, your bra, and your underwear.’




  They took my dirty underwear. Why did they do that? I wanted to break the pane of glass and demand Mum explain it to me, because I didn’t want to ask Sander. ‘Why did they take my

  underwear, Mum?’ That’s what I wanted to ask her. I didn’t want to talk to Sander about anything that had my discharge on it.




  And what did Mum and Dad do with the stuff they left behind? I wanted to know that, too. I wondered if they had let Tanja wash my scent out of all my other clothes. I’ve always thought she

  likes hanging up laundry to dry. Smoothing out the wrinkles, stretching out the seams, flattening out the creases. Hanging sweaters upside down, with the arms dangling kind of dejectedly, as if

  they’ve given up the ghost. And the socks in pairs, two under each clothes peg. So it’s easier to sort later on.




  I wondered if they had let Tanja clean me away. Or if Mum had looked at the butter knife each morning, the one I always forget and leave out, and thought, She was just here.

  Now she’s gone.




  Mum? I wanted to scream. Out loud. What is going on?




  But there was a pane of glass in the way. And I hardly had time to sit down before the judge sent all the spectators away. I received no answers; I was jailed instead.




  One time, long before all of this, I asked Mum why she never asked me about anything important. ‘What do you want me to ask?’ she wondered. She didn’t even try to guess.




  Today, she and Dad are allowed to stay. They have reserved seats – the ‘best’ seats, I assume, at the very front, closest to me (even though they’re still a few metres

  away). And Mum has gained weight. She’s still dressed as a mum who hasn’t done anything wrong, but who knows, maybe she’s been doing some emotional eating? Gobbling down greasy

  pasta with butter, cheese and ketchup. Devouring simple carbs. Considering what I did, she has an excuse to do pretty much anything, even gain weight. Everyone will understand. And they’ll

  despise her anyway, whether she’s thin or not.




  Mum’s neck always turns blotchy when she’s nervous, and she always gets nervous when she’s trying to explain what she means. It’s impossible to concentrate on what she is

  saying; all you can do is stare at the blotches on her neck. That’s probably why Mum seldom says what she’s thinking – it’s too risky. She sticks to asking what Dad thinks.

  If he’s in a good mood, he’ll share. And then a whole evening might go by without Mum saying, ‘We never taaaalk to each other anymore.’




  It’s beyond me how she can be so concerned that someone doesn’t talk to her enough when she never dares to ask how that someone might be feeling. But I’ve never hated her for

  being clueless. I hate her because she doesn’t want to know better. And I hate her most of all when she tells me how I’m feeling.




  ‘I know you’re worried.’ ‘I know how scared you are.’ ‘I know how it feels.’




  My mum is an idiot. ‘I wish I could switch places with Maja.’ Did she ever say that? Not to me, anyway.




  





  Week 1 of Trial: Monday




  4.




  Lead prosecutor Lena Pärsson talks and talks, Jesus Christ, she talks so much. Two of the police officers from the investigation are with her. Beside them are the

  victims’ lawyers; they’re there to call for damages. They, too, have piled tons of folders on the table in front of them, a mini library. There are two large screens in here, one on the

  wall behind me and an identical one behind them. Right now, all that’s visible on the screens is a number of document icons; the image seems messy, like a cobbled-together presentation in

  modern studies.




  Amanda’s parents are not permitted to sit at the prosecutor’s table. Nor are the other families. They’re sitting in the audience, I think. Or maybe in the room next door, where

  people can watch the proceedings on a third big screen. They probably don’t want to sit in the same room as me.




  Sander has told me that it is the prosecutor’s ‘duty’ to ‘disclose’ why we are here. What she thinks I have done and why she demands the maximum punishment.




  ‘Considering your age,’ Sander has said to me, ‘you shouldn’t get much more than ten years.’ The law states that a person under twenty-one cannot be sentenced to

  life in prison. But if I get fourteen years, I will be thirty-two when I go free. And Pancake has told me about the people who call and write, both to him and to Sander. (Pancake is proud that he

  gets hate mail, too, not just Sander; I can hear it in his voice.) He even told me about the people who trespass in our garden at night and throw faeces at the door; Mum and Dad have to

  pressure-wash it off before they go to work. He told me this when Sander wasn’t there.




  So I know. The people who pay the prosecutor’s salary, the taxpayers, the general public, everyone besides Peder Sander and maybe Mum and Dad, they don’t think that ten or fourteen

  years is enough, they don’t even think that a life sentence would be sufficient. They’re not happy just to ruin my life, they want me to die.




  Sander said that not much will happen today. But when the prosecutor reads the names of the victims, I hear someone crying.




  I’m not prepared for that. Long before lead prosecutor Lena Pärsson is finished, the courtroom fills with the sound. The person is howling. Is it Amanda’s mum? It can’t

  be; she would never sound like that. Maybe they found a mum or a grandma for Dennis. Maybe they flew her in so she can sit in this whitewashed room, like Queen Latifah at the Nobel concert.




  It sounds like a professional house crier. A crazy person with a black shawl wound around her head, throwing her hands up in the air, staring up at the heavens and standing smack in front of the

  TV cameras and just screaming after someone got on a school bus and blew himself and fifty kids to bits. Could that type of woman be sitting in here? Would she get through the security check?




  One thing is for certain: the journalists will be selling these sobs during the very next news break. They will report it. Live-update and tweet it. Describe how it looks, how it sounds, in 140

  characters or less. And all my old ‘school friends’ will retweet it, maybe adding a crying emoji, to show how personal it is to them in particular. I wonder how many of them have made

  their way here, queued for hours, made sure to grab a spot to ‘work through their memories’ of what didn’t happen to them.




  I don’t want to listen to this, but I have to stay here. So I press my palms against the table top. The prosecutor talks and talks. I hope she’s almost done. She says something about

  Amanda, something else about Samir, Dennis, Christer . . . Sebastian and his dad. The chairman looks nervous; he fiddles with the gavel on the table in front of him and glares at one

  of the guards.




  The prosecutor keeps talking, despite the sobs. She clicks, and school pictures appear on the screen, and the howling in the audience transforms into something else – the guard must have

  told her to be quiet. And my throat burns, I have to press one palm to my lips to make sure I’m not making noise, too. The prosecutor ought to learn to express herself in a shorter, catchier

  way. She hasn’t uttered a single sentence short enough to tweet. And this is meant to be a ‘summary’ of what she thinks I should be convicted of. This trial is expected to last

  three weeks, and when Sander told me that, I thought it sounded crazy long, but considering how long this short summary is taking, time might get tight.




  I still don’t turn around; instead, I stare down at the desk. I assume they’ll report on that, too. That I listened to the list of the dead and wounded, that I heard the sobs, this

  bloody crying, without showing any emotion. They like to think that I’m cold as ice. Inhuman.




  My whole self is a problem for my lawyers, not just the fact that Pancake thinks I look older than I am. I’m too tall and too strong, my breasts are too big, my hair is too long. Good

  teeth, expensive jeans. Not a child.




  I’m not wearing a watch today, or jewellery. But I don’t need any of that. The signs of who I am outside of jail are as clear as tan lines around your eyes after a week in the Alps.

  Isn’t the prosecutor almost finished? I want to take a break, I want to change clothes, I have to put on something other than this tight piece-of-shit shirt. Sander says he’ll demand a

  break at least every two hours. It must be time for one. I want to be herded into some room where it’s just the four of us and Ferdinand can ask if I want coffee. Always with the coffee.

  I’m adult enough to sit here, and all adults drink coffee. Except for Pancake, of course – he’s the only person over fifteen I know who drinks hot chocolate, even the hot

  chocolate from the machines in the meeting rooms at the jail. He slurps and sips with those red lips, he digs around in the mug with his index finger to get the sugary globs at the bottom. I have

  to get out, I have to get out of here.




  I pull my shoulders down. It feels like I have a stitch. I think about my last breakfast at home. Anything at all, as long as I don’t have to listen. I went down to the kitchen, just like

  always. Mum and Dad were both there, Dad was reading the paper, Mum was standing up and taking big gulps of that green sludge she lives on. She presses juice from kale, spinach and green apples and

  mixes it with avocado in a special raw juicer/blender that cost 9,000 kronor. Before she started juicing, it was a particular kind of tea that she bought online from an American health food store.

  She drank it every morning alongside her omelette made with four egg whites. Tanja threw out the leftover yolks, once a week, twenty-eight yolks that went stiff in the fridge.




  ‘I can’t possibly eat the yolks,’ Mum would say to her with a laugh, as if it were a joke that Tanja was in on, too. ‘But maybe you’d like them, Tanja?’




  Mum always uses the same tone of voice when she talks to Tanja. The same slow voice, like she’s talking to an unruly child. With the exception that she would never talk like that to my

  little sister, Lina, or any other child, for that matter. One voice for the children, one voice for the help. A little old mass murder would hardly change that. Keep your head up. A roly-poly doll

  with a lead ball in her bottom, that’s my mum.




  She likes to pretend that she and Tanja are good friends, sort of like colleagues. That’s probably why she’s always asking Tanja if she wants something to eat. I have never seen

  Tanja eat. Or even drink anything other than half a glass of water, which she tosses back as fast as she can, leaning over the sink. Or go to the bathroom; I’ve never seen Tanja go to the

  bathroom. Maybe she craps in our flower beds and pees in Mum’s green juices? Or she holds it until she gets home. I always wondered what Mum thought Tanja was going to do with those leftover

  egg yolks. Gulp them down like Rocky before a big boxing match, or take them home and make eggnog for her dreary kids? We’ve never met Tanja’s kids, but Mum learned their names for the

  same reason she says hello to beggars. How is Elena these days? Is Sasha doing well in school?




  Waiting on the kitchen table, on that last morning, was fresh-squeezed juice (regular, orange), cheese and butter, sliced tomato and cucumber. It smelled like coffee and scrambled eggs, I think;

  I couldn’t see any, but I think it was scrambled eggs. The breakfast looked almost like a ritual, an offering. The radio was unplugged, its cable as limp as an amputated body part next to the

  chopping board. We have to talk, it said. Mum and Dad wanted to get serious. Had anyone called to tell them? The police? Had anyone called the

  police? I didn’t want to talk. I refused. Mum looked at me without saying anything, and I looked away without saying anything back. Then my phone rang. It was Sebastian.




  I had promised we would drive to school together. He insisted. ‘You have to.’ I hadn’t wanted to; I still didn’t want to. But I didn’t want to stay at home either.

  Who’s going to eat all of this? I had time to think before I shoved my feet into my shoes and grabbed my keys. They were on the hall table. Will Tanja have to wrap

  it up and put it in the fridge? But Tanja had Fridays off. She had Fridays off, and they would come and search our house before she returned.




  ‘I don’t have time!’ I shouted at Mum and Dad. ‘We can talk tonight.’ But I had no intention of talking to them ever again. How could they possibly understand? It

  was too late.




  Lead prosecutor Lena Pärsson talks and talks and I still don’t turn around and look at the audience. I don’t want to risk catching sight of Amanda’s mum

  or anyone else who wants me to suffer eternal punishment, preferably in the form of death, but at least locking me up and throwing away the key. Why would they be the least bit interested in

  Sander’s arguments about evidence and the sequence of events and causality and intent and all that? I’m not even interested.




  And the journalists, I don’t want to look at them either. I get what they’re after, they want to explain me, say that I was like this and like that, my upbringing was this way, my

  parents that way, I ‘wasn’t well’, ‘drank too much’, ‘smoked weed’; I listened too much to ‘the wrong type of music’, I spent time with the

  wrong people, I was ‘not the average girl’. I convinced myself of some things and didn’t understand others.




  They’re not interested in knowing what happened; they want to box me up into the tiniest compartment they possibly can. That will make it easier to brush me aside. They want to be

  convinced that we have nothing in common. Only then will they be able to sleep at night. Only then will they believe that what happened to me could never, never, ever happen to them.




  The prosecutor, lead prosecutor Lena Pärsson (‘Call me Lena,’ she said, the first time she was present for one of my interrogations) with her tacky earrings (authentic versions

  of those rocks would have been sold with armed security guards thrown in for free), her uneven fringe and eyebrows that look like they were drawn on with a ballpoint pen, talks. And talks and

  talks. My head is starting to buzz. I rub my hand over my mouth again. My armpits feel sticky; I wonder if people can see the dark circles there. Pärsson has clicked on one of the documents,

  obviously nervous. It seems like it’s practically a superhuman feat for her to coordinate her movements to bring up those fucking images. But now she’s running a little dot back and

  forth across a photograph to point out what she wants us to look at.




  Sander didn’t warn me that we would be shown pictures this soon. The prosecutor is already showing us pictures, even though this is only the introduction. How long can an introduction

  actually take? Isn’t this ever going to end? I have to get out of here. I look at Sander, but he doesn’t look back. Now she’s showing a map of the school. The labyrinth of

  corridors, the classroom, the nearest emergency exit, the auditorium. You can’t tell from the map how low the ceiling is in the school corridors. You can’t see how dark it is in there,

  even on a sunny morning in late May.




  She points at the drawing to indicate my locker, where one of Sebastian’s bags was found; she points at the doors at the back of the classroom, the ones that lead out to the courtyard.

  They were locked that day. I assume it’s to explain why the police didn’t come in that way (they have been criticized for this in the media), even though it’s not like it would

  have mattered. It was all over by the time anyone called the police. She points at the door that leads to the corridor. It was just closed, not locked, but still no one opened it until it was too

  late. Could anyone but the police have done anything? How? And who? She switches to another image, a drawing of the classroom. I lower my eyes. How long has she been going on? It feels like

  hours.




  Call-me-Lena proceeds thoroughly. I have read the investigation report, or at least most of it, and in it she dissected me. Call-me-Lena has cut me up, picked me apart, taken out all my innards,

  sniffed the contents of my intestines. Call-me-Lena has held press conferences about me every week, sometimes multiple times a day, for months. She has analysed my fucking underwear.




  Call-me-Lena-ugly-as-shit-lead-prosecutor-Lena-Pärsson is sure she knows me. It’s obvious in her voice. Every word is an unearthed treasure. She holds them up, one at a time, to the

  light. She is so pleased. She is convinced that she knows everything about me, who I am and why. What I did. She doesn’t point at me, but that’s only because she doesn’t need to.

  Look at Maja Norberg, everyone: the killer, the monster, she’s sitting right there!
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