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About the Book

‘Oh, it’s really quite simple. I want you to play dead.’


On the remote island of Isola, seven people have been selected to compete in a 48-hour test for a top-secret intelligence position. One of them is Anna Francis, a workaholic with a nine-year-old daughter she rarely sees, and a secret that haunts her. Her assignment is to stage her own death and then observe, from her hiding place inside the walls of the house, how the other candidates react to the news that a murderer is among them. Who will take control? Who will crack under pressure? 


But as soon as Anna steps on to the island she realises something isn’t quite right. And then a storm rolls in, the power goes out, and the real game begins…


About the Author

Asa Avdic is a journalist who for years was a presenter for Swedish Public Service Radio and Television and is currently a host of Sweden’s biggest morning current events programme. She lives with her family in Stockholm, Sweden. The Dying Game is her first novel.
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I looked at him. There was so much I wanted to ask him, so much I wanted to say; but somehow I knew there wasn’t time and even if there was, that it was all, somehow, beside the point.

“Are you happy here?” I said at last.

He considered this for a moment. “Not particularly,” he said. “But you’re not very happy where you are, either.”

The Secret History, Donna Tartt

“It’s a two-man con,” said Shadow.

“It’s not a war at all, is it?”

American Gods, Neil Gaiman




PSUF Protectorate of Sweden under the Union of Friendship

See also: Sweden, Kingdom of Sweden

The Protectorate of Sweden under the Union of Friendship, in vernacular speech The Protectorate of Sweden,[6] is a country in the UF. Its independence is disputed. The country is recognized by 107 of the 193 UN states, among them the USA, but it is contested by the other protectorates in the Union of Friendship.[3][7][8][unreliable source?]

A first step toward the Union of Friendship was taken following the Wall Coup in 1989 and the unrest that ensued. Sweden and Finland have been under a state of martial law and the alliance of defense since 1992. Norway followed later on. On February 17, 1995, the parliament of the Protectorate of Sweden declared itself a full member of the Union of Friendship. The Western bloc does not accept this declaration and many UN countries still consider the Protectorate of Sweden an independent country. The Protectorate of Sweden has de facto and de jure control over its entire territory, but it is simultaneously subject to the common laws of the Union of Friendship, which preempt local statutes.[9] The International Court of Justice in The Hague does not regard the country’s incorporation into the Union of Friendship to be a violation of international law.[10][11][12][13]

The Protectorate of Sweden is no longer a member of the UN and left the former European Communities before its dissolution.[14]

The Protectorate of Sweden is bordered to the east by the Protectorate of Finland under the Union of Friendship, to the west by the Protectorate of Norway, and to the southwest by Denmark, where the border has been closed since 1992. The capital city of the Protectorate of Sweden is Stockholm.

International Encyclopedia, 2016
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ANNA

ONE AFTERNOON, THE unit secretary came into my office.

“He wants to see you on the fourteenth floor of the Secretariat Building.”

“Who does?”

“He wants to see you!”

The unit secretary looked extremely excited. Her thick glasses bobbed on the tip of her nose and she frantically shoved them back up, at which point they immediately slid down again. I could understand why she was so worked up. It was rare for those in the Secretariat Building to take an interest in our activities, much less in one of us personally. When I returned home from Kyzyl Kum for good, the Chairman had sent a bouquet of flowers to the office, with my name spelled wrong on the card, so I assumed they didn’t care. Apparently I was mistaken. This made me feel both flattered and anxious. “When?”

“This afternoon.”

She looked at my wrinkled shirt for one second too long and appeared to be weighing something. “You have time to go home and change,” she said, then turned on her heel and walked off so quickly that I didn’t even have time to pretend I wasn’t offended.

THREE HOURS LATER, I was plodding through biting wind and freezing rain across the courtyard to the Secretariat Building. Great sheets of half-frozen sleet were blowing straight sideways and whipping at my face, only to suddenly change directions and attack from the other side. It was one of those March days where everything is gray and wet and cold and the light is never more than a hope. There had been many such days that winter. It was mentioned each day on the news that we had never had so few hours of sunlight as during the past year. Maybe it was emissions, maybe it was climate change, maybe it was both. Or something even worse, but of course they didn’t say that on the news. That was the sort of thing people talked about only when they were sure that no one else was listening.

The building towered up ahead of me as I ascended the stairs, as if I were walking into the maw of a giant whale, and the wind nearly hurled me through the doors. Inside the foyer, I signed in at the reception desk, received a visitor badge, was passed through various security doors, handed over my coat and purse to the guard, and was shown to an elevator. The walls and ceiling of the elevator were covered in smoke-colored mirrors, which made me feel painfully self-conscious in my brand-new jacket and bland, old-lady booties from the off-the-rack clothing chain closest to my office. The jacket fit well, but it was made of an itchy, tight material that made me start sweating even before I got off the elevator. My feet were damp and cold and my tights were sagging. I had put on makeup in the hopes of appearing less haggard than I felt, but I suspected that it had achieved the opposite effect. The rain had made my eye makeup run and washed nearly all the cheap powder from my cheeks; what was left was flaking over the eczema on the bridge of my nose and at my hairline. I felt out of place, like I was wearing a costume.

THE FIRST THING that struck me when I walked out of the elevator on the fourteenth floor was that the sound was different, more muffled. The floors were covered in thick, wall-to-wall carpeting, which made it nearly impossible to walk in heels without stumbling. This was a floor for men. Dark wood, chrome-plated steel, large green plants: scaled back, expensive. The walls, the floor, and the ceiling were imbued with power. An air-conditioning unit hummed nearby; it sounded like a distant helicopter. I didn’t quite know what to do with myself; there was nowhere to sit, no art to pretend to study. A door opened and an elegant older woman came out. She said my name and asked me to follow her. I trailed her through the corridor and noticed that despite her high heels, she moved across the soft floor with confident, quick steps. She opened a door at the end of the corridor and let me into a conference room with a dizzying view.

“Coffee? Tea? Water?”

“Coffee, please, black.”

She nodded and made a little gesture with her hand, as if to give me permission to take a seat, and then she left me on my own. There was a sucking sound as she closed the door behind her, as though a vacuum had just formed in the room. I found myself standing in the center of the room. Each detail, from the door handle to the baseboards, looked well planned. It felt like I was doing violence to the coordinated interior just by virtue of being in the room. Just as I was about to pull out a chair to sit down, the door opened again and the elegant secretary showed the Chairman in.

He was a tall man with thick hair and old acne scars on his face, and even though he wore an expensive suit, which must have been either imported or tailor-made, it looked oddly wrong on him, as if someone had dressed up a statue. I had met him once before when he came by for a tour of our unit. I remember the way we all stood lined up next to our desks, like orphans waiting to be adopted, as he walked around with the managers and inspected the work area and the staff. The mood had been tense and forced during his visit that time, and it felt more or less the same now. He took a few steps toward me and extended his large hand.

“Anna Francis, so wonderful to finally make your acquaintance!”

He looked at me, and as he did, I understood why it was that, despite all of his power, people often spoke of him so warmly. His expression was absolutely open and welcoming; it made you feel noticed, like you were the most important person in the whole world. As if he truly thought it was absolutely fantastic to meet me. I very nearly believed him.

“The pleasure is all mine,” I managed to say.

“Please, sit!”

The Chairman waved toward the chairs at the round table, and as I took a seat he walked around the table and sat down across from me.

“First off, I would like to take the opportunity to thank you for your fantastic efforts in Kyzyl Kum. Splendid, simply splendid,” he said with such emphasis that I wondered if our conversation was being recorded. He went on: “I hope you know how pleased we are with your work. The Minister sends greetings as well. Delighted ones, of course. We haven’t had such a good reputation for many years. A humanitarian superpower and all of that. Just what the doctor ordered; we all think so. And of course we’re glad to have been able to support you in your very, very important work, Anna.”

“I’m very grateful for the opportunity,” I heard myself saying, while at the same time I realized that this wasn’t getting off to the best start for me. We were only a few minutes into our meeting and the Chairman had already gotten me to thank him for the opportunity to thoroughly destroy myself and my life for several years. He was clearly very clever. I started to wonder why I was really there. He leaned across the table.

“Anna, what I want to talk to you about is strictly confidential. What I am about to say must under no circumstances go beyond you and me.”

He looked me straight in the eye as if to verify that I truly understood what he was saying. I did. I had spent enough time with the junta and the military in Kyzyl Kum to know that this meant, If anything gets out, we’ll know you are the leak, so I nodded. Yes, I understood. He went on. “Anna, have you heard of the RAN project?”

I nodded again, feeling even more ill at ease. The RAN project was one of those projects everyone had heard about, but no one really knew what it was. Judging by the massive web of secrecy surrounding it, it also wasn’t the sort of thing you wanted to know about. One time in Kyzyl Kum, one of the soldiers had mentioned a case that had been taken on by the RAN group, but when I started asking follow-up questions he just looked troubled, maybe even scared, and changed the subject, so I let it go. There are some kinds of knowledge you don’t necessarily want to be privy to.

“I know it exists, but I don’t know what it is.”

The Chairman shook his head disapprovingly. “Well, naturally, we would have preferred that neither you nor anyone else knew even that much.”

He leaned a little farther across the table.

“Before I go on, Anna, I need to know: can I depend on your discretion? If not, this meeting is over.”

I swallowed and considered my options. There weren’t any.

“Of course,” I said. “What is it about?”

The Chairman looked pleased and placed a folder on the table. Where did that come from? I thought in confusion. I hadn’t noticed a briefcase, and the table had been empty when we entered the room.

“Anna, you’re here today because I want to ask for your help. As you realize, it has to do with the RAN project. I won’t burden you with too many details; only a limited number of us have insight into the group’s work, and as it stands now …” The Chairman leaned back and sighed before going on: “As it stands now, the operative arm of the project has been beset by a defection. The simple fact is, we are one man—or woman—short.”

The sentence hung in the air and my mouth went totally dry.

“I am very grateful for your faith in me, but I’m really not sure whether I’m …”

I cut myself off when I noticed the Chairman’s astonished face. He stared at me for a few seconds with his eyebrows raised, and then he burst into loud, hearty laughter.

“No, I’m not suggesting that you should become part of the RAN group! No, dear Anna, I’d have to say we have other candidates with … well, different qualifications. But I could use your help during the recruiting phase.”

I felt incredibly embarrassed, the way you do when you respond to a wave and then realize it was meant for someone standing behind you. I swallowed my shame as hard and fast as I could and tried to move on.

“How can I be of service?”

The Chairman clasped his hands in front of him.

“As I’m sure you understand, we are looking at several candidates right now, each one extremely qualified in their own way. And what we want to do now is test them in a high-pressure situation. A little field exercise, you could say. That’s where you come in, Anna. You have a great deal of experience in confronting and evaluating people under extreme conditions. You are used to assessing strengths and weaknesses. You know how far people can go, and you also know when they’re at the end of their rope. This knowledge of yours is quite unique, Anna. Not many people have it.”

The flattery warmed me, even though I knew it was part of the strategy. I was supposed to feel indispensable and needed, and it was almost a little embarrassing that it worked even though I saw through it. I said nothing, waiting for him to continue.

“So what we were thinking is that we will carry out a little stress test. We’ll toss our top candidates into an authentic situation in which you can evaluate them. See who shows leadership qualities, who thinks strategically, who is diplomatic, and who doesn’t live up to expectations.”

I still didn’t understand what he was getting at.

“What is it you want me to do, more specifically?”

The Chairman gave a brilliant smile.

“Oh, it’s really quite simple. I want you to play dead.”

SO THAT WAS the Chairman’s masterful plan, which he proceeded to lay out for me. A faked murder as a stress test. And this was how it would happen: the candidates for the position in the RAN project would be isolated on an island under the guise of participating in the first phase of recruiting, group exercises, and preparation in advance of the final tests. I would be presented as one of the candidates. The team would also include a doctor with experience in crisis management. Sometime during the first twenty-four hours, the doctor and I would stage my death (“At first we were thinking suicide, but I think we’ve settled on murder now,” the Chairman said in a tone that suggested that he considered himself flexible and accommodating), and once I had been declared dead by the doctor I would turn to observing the other participants from what the Chairman called “a hidden position.” My task would be to evaluate how the candidates handled my dramatic demise. Who took initiative, who thought about security, who was the first to come up with a theory about what had happened, and so on. After forty-eight hours, the exercise would be terminated, everyone would be brought home, and I would hand in a report about each of the candidates to the RAN project leadership. All contact would be carried out under the greatest discretion via the secretary of the RAN project. “What we’re really interested in is your intuitive judgment,” said the Chairman. “We can perform deeper analyses of the candidates later; for now, it’s your gut feeling we want to hear about above all.” I felt terribly uneasy when the Chairman was finally finished with his explanation.

“I’m sorry, but … doesn’t this seem excessively cruel?”

I thought of all the executions, mock executions, and kidnappings I had seen in Kyzyl Kum and how they affected the people around them. Experiencing another person’s death inevitably seemed to leave traces, whether or not it later became clear that the victim had survived. The Chairman gazed sagely at a point behind me as if the answer could be read there.

“Anna, I can assure you that it’s not excessive cruelty guiding me here. The members of the RAN group are responsible for important things. Many lives. Placing a person who couldn’t handle it in such a situation would be excessively cruel, both for the person in question and for the security of the Union. But I certainly understand how you feel, and to a certain extent you are right. Cruel, yes; excessively so, no. But I’m glad you are aware of how serious this is, because this is also why your assessment is so crucial. The fact of the matter is, we must know who can handle the pressure. All of the candidates will be offered all the support and help they require in the form of psychological expertise and crisis management. This goes for you as well, of course. And naturally, you will also receive appropriate financial compensation.”

He named an amount that made me lose my footing for a second. I would never get anywhere near that sort of money, not even if I won the Union Lottery several times over.

“And besides the money—why would I want to do this?”

The Chairman gave a friendly smile.

“Well, Anna—be honest, what else would you do?”

Either he was an extremely skilled manipulator, or else he was taking a chance. Whichever it was, it worked. Because that was the thing: my job was meaningless, I couldn’t return to Kyzyl Kum, and I was a stranger in my own family. With the kind of money the Chairman was offering, perhaps I could make a fresh start. Take a year off. Travel somewhere with my daughter, to a place where it was warm and calm and undemanding, try to build up a life again, fix what was broken. Or we could buy a house in one of the bedroom communities outside the city, a house with a garden. Siri could go to a good school; I could work in some local administration office, pick her up at school on time, bake buns, braid hair. I could be someone again. Part of my own life. I suddenly realized how terribly much I had lost in the past few years, and how close I was to losing absolutely everything. My throat tightened and I could feel a burning sensation behind my eyes. I swallowed and looked up at the ceiling to keep myself from crying; to do so there and then would have been disastrous.

The Chairman went on as if he had read my mind. “Anna,” he said in a gentle voice, “I know things have been difficult for you. If you do this for me now, you have my word that you will never need to do anything else in your whole life. Not unless you want to.”

I kept staring up at the molding on the ceiling. It was the exact same color as the wall; only the tiny shadow underneath revealed that it was there at all. The Chairman waited a second or two, as if to see if I was going to say something of my own volition. And then there it was: “And we would also consider forgetting those … unfortunate incidents in Kyzyl Kum. They were never really investigated, if I recall correctly?”

His tone was mild, but his words landed like blows. I should have known this was coming, and yet I was unprepared. I tried to get control of my facial features before I met the Chairman’s eyes. We looked at each other for a few seconds, and then it was settled.

“I need to talk to my family.”

“Of course.”

“How long will the assignment itself take?”

“We leave at the end of the week. Then there will be two or three days max on the island.”

“And after that?”

“Then you hand in your reports.”

“And then I’m free?”

“Then you’re free.”

The Chairman rose. He opened the door for me and we walked into the hallway together.

“I need your answer by lunchtime tomorrow at the latest. My secretary will be in touch.”

He shook my hand, squeezing until my knuckles creaked, and fixed his eyes on me one last time.

“I’m counting on you,” he said.

Then he turned on his heel and vanished down the hallway as I stood there watching the retreat of his large, rectangular back. Just as I stepped into the elevator it occurred to me that I had never been given any coffee.

I MET WITH the secretary of the RAN group a few days later to get the information I needed prior to the assignment. He was a small man, thin and short, with strangely bulging eyes and a large nose. He looked like he might tip over forward with eyes wide open at any moment. It was cold in his office, and it smelled like nicotine and tar, so I could tell that he ignored the no-smoking rule and snuck cigarettes by the window. He gripped my hand with an almost audacious strength when we shook, as if he wanted to yank it free and run off with it. The secretary introduced himself as Arvid Nordquist.

“Oh, like the coffee from the olden days?” I said, mostly to have something to say. He stared at me as if he had no idea what I was talking about. Instead he walked over to the short wall of the rectangular room, where he spent a long moment fiddling with the code to a large gray cabinet and took out a hefty stack of papers and folders, which he then dumped onto the table in front of me with a thud.

“Everything you will see in here is strictly confidential. The information must not leave the room, and you may not write down any notes, at least none that you take with you. If you need to leave the room to use the bathroom, you must lock the documents up again. Anything you remove from this room will be stored only in your mind; we can’t risk any of these documents ‘walking off.’” He made quotation marks in the air with his skinny fingers. His expression was accusatory, as if I were already guilty of unforgivable violations of confidentiality.

The following hours passed slowly and began with a run-through by the secretary. He showed me nautical charts, maps, and drawings of an island by the name of Isola, which was very small and situated all on its own at the very edge of the outer archipelago. The only way to reach it was by private boat. There were only two structures on the island: a boathouse and a main house. But the main house was a very unusual building. On the surface it looked perfectly normal: two stories and a basement that contained a medical station. But the house contained more than met the eye at first. There were small corridors sketched into the walls between every room; they were large enough for a person to stand in, and the secretary explained that there were tiny holes in each wall. A person could observe what was going on in the house through the walls.

“So that’s why I was given this assignment, you couldn’t find anyone else thin enough?”

It was meant to be a joke, but the secretary looked at me blankly and then continued to present the blueprints. A thought struck me:

“Wouldn’t it be easier to use surveillance cameras than to sneak around inside the walls?”

The secretary shook his head. “We prefer not to retain any documentation from these sorts of assessments. Tapes can certainly be erased or locked up, but they can also be forgotten, purposely or not. They can be abused.”

He pointed at a hatched area under the basement.

“And here, under the medical station, there’s a subbasement: the Strategic Level. That’s where you will spend nights and compile your reports when you’re dead. You and the doctor are the only ones who will have access to that part of the house.”

“Who’s the doctor?”

The secretary smiled for the first time.

“Katerina Ivanovitch, medical doctor and an expert in trauma psychology at the College of Defense. I can tell you she is a very trusted person who has worked closely with the RAN project from the start. You are in very good company.” Judging by the secretary’s expression, he had greater faith in her than he did in me.

“The door to the Strategic Level is opened and closed with a code lock. You’ll find the code in this envelope. You and the doctor will be the only ones with access to it. Be sure to memorize it well. Like I said, no notes.” He rose from his chair.

“Now I’ll leave you here with your homework. I’ll come get you in a few hours.” The secretary left the room. I sat down and stared at the nautical charts, the maps, the blueprints in front me and wondered what I’d gotten myself into.



THE BEGINNING




IT’S ACTUALLY QUITE strange what can make us see another person, truly see them. Because to truly see is to acknowledge that you are in love, to suddenly catch sight of that other person there, across a room, as if it is the first time you have really seen this person, any person. When I truly saw Henry Fall for the first time, we had been working in the same unit for some time, and the strange thing was that it was just a tiny gesture that made me notice him.

We had been invited to the home of our boss, a young man with great ambitions who was said to be the right person to “streamline operations.” The whole unit was there, all a little bit uncomfortable with and foreign to one another, a little more dressed up, a little more made up than usual, and with delicate glasses in hand instead of our usual old coffee mugs. Many people were wearing clothes that were brand-new, a little stiff. I noticed a price tag sticking out at the neck of our unit secretary, an older woman with helmet hair. Perhaps she still had the receipt in her wallet and intended to try to return the garment the next day. And get her coupons back. I could picture her at the register, the blouse in a sweaty plastic bag, arguing over the receipt, complaining about the quality, the size, a seam. The tired, heavily made-up face of the clerk. The unit secretary would presumably succeed.

Before dinner itself, which was laid out in a spacious living room with a view of the bay, we were served Rotkäppchen from a chrome serving cart full of bottles. I stood there feeling annoyed at the fact that a little snot like our boss could afford a luxury flat in one of the new buildings way out on Lidingö, with a view of Karlsudd and the military base on Tynningö, with a serving cart and Western-import booze; it probably meant that he had family members high up (which, in turn, would also serve as a welcome explanation for how he got the job). Henry was standing, as he usually did, slightly on the periphery of a conversation. Suddenly I saw him nonchalantly grab a bottle of expensive cognac, pour it into his glass, drain it in big gulps, and then silently set the glass on the cart as if it had never happened. It actually wasn’t a particularly charming action; in another person it might even have been alarming, an indication of alcoholism, nervousness, weakness, poor upbringing. But in a person as controlled as Henry, it turned into something else entirely: a hunger. When I saw Henry gulp down that cognac, it struck me for the first time that he might not be the man I thought he was, and that he might pose a danger to me.

Once I started to observe Henry, I noticed more things. It was like picking mushrooms in the forest. At first I saw nothing, then I saw something, then suddenly the whole ground was full of them. The second thing I noticed about Henry was his laugh. He was a man who laughed. That might not sound so remarkable, but most men don’t. They smile mildly, maybe give a cough, maybe chuckle a little, but they don’t laugh for real. Henry did, in a wide-open, unguarded way that didn’t entirely fit with his subdued image. The longer we worked together, the more often I found myself trying to bring out that laugh, just so I could see him doubled over the desk or leaning back in his office chair with tears running down his face and his even white teeth exposed. That was a third thing: he had unusually lovely teeth.

Henry was actually a rather ordinary man. He attended to his work duties with zeal but a lack of originality. He didn’t take risks. When it was his week for kitchen duty, the kitchen was immaculate. He wasn’t closed off but nor was he open; he wouldn’t share any personal information unless you asked a direct question. And then his response would be polite but brief. What he had done over the weekend, what he thought of the latest film, where he planned to go on vacation. He gave neither more nor less information than a response to the question required. Instead he often turned the conversation around to the person who had asked, not because he actually seemed very interested but out of politeness or maybe, as I eventually began to suspect, in order to avoid talking about himself. When colleagues sent invitations to birthdays, barbecues, beers after work, he almost always declined, politely and with perfectly plausible excuses. His aunt was having a birthday, he had booked the laundry room, he would be out of town, unfortunately. Next time. He was a man who never bothered anyone, thus no one bothered him back. Everyone at work was in agreement that Henry Fall was a pleasant person, but no one noticed when he wasn’t there. Yet once I had started to observe him, it struck me that this friendly distance, this almost artful humbleness, was probably not a coincidence. It was of his own making, and that was how he wanted it.

His outward self didn’t say much of note about him either. He looked like a small-town boy, one who grew up on a well-tended lawn behind white picket fences. Team sports and trading cards, summer camps with the Pioneers. He was slightly above average height and had angular shoulders, like someone who had played sports as a kid but had later given them up. Not overweight, but not thin either. Friendly eyes, brown hair. He didn’t get his hair cut often enough, but his cheeks were clean shaven every morning. You could see a hint of freckles on the pale bridge of his nose, but it was impossible to determine whether his shoulders turned brown or pink in the summer sun. In the winter he always wore both hat and mittens. Sometimes he wore colorful socks with cartoon characters on them. You could imagine him owning a Santa tie but never wearing it. His voice was restrained and slightly creaky. He seemed like someone’s neighbor, someone’s childhood friend, someone you had met before but couldn’t quite remember where. A man who vanishes into a crowd. If I hadn’t seen him taking those big gulps of cognac, I probably never would have really noticed him.

I BEGAN TO gather information about him, what little there was. He never mentioned any children, no wife or girlfriend, so I assumed he lived alone. One evening I saw him on the platform in the company of a woman who didn’t work in our unit. She was beautiful in a way that brought to mind the old upper class, chocolate-brown hair in an even pageboy and a coat with fur trim, and when she laughed she placed her hand on his arm in a way that made me think they were a couple, or had at least slept together. I tried to imagine them together, having passionate sex among crumpled sheets, but it was hard to picture it. The thought of Henry without his calm demeanor just made me feel embarrassed, but it was like it still got stuck in my






















This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

Epub ISBN: 9781473544512

Version 1.0

Published by Windmill Books 2017

1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2

Copyright © Åsa Avdic 2016

Translation copyright © Rachel Willson-Broyles 2017
Cover photograph © Rob Castro / Arcangel

Åsa Avdic has asserted her right to be identified as the author of this Work in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

This is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Originally published in Swedish as Isola by Natur & Kultur in 2016

First published in the United States by Penguin Books in 2017

First published in Great Britain by Windmill Books in 2017

Published by arrangement with Penguin Books, an imprint of Penguin Publishing Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC

Windmill Books
The Penguin Random House Group Limited
20 Vauxhall Bridge Road, London, SW1V 2SA

www.penguin.co.uk

[image: Penguin logo]

Windmill Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 9781786090218

Designed by Katy Riegel

OPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents





		Cover



		Contents



		About the Book



		About the Author



		Title Page



		Epigraph



		PSUF Protectorate of Sweden under the Union of Friendship



		Stockholm the Protectorate of Sweden March 2037



		Anna









		The Beginning



		Stockholm the Protectorate of Sweden March 2037



		Henry



		Anna



		Henry



		Anna











		Stockholm the Protectorate of Sweden May 2037





		Isola the Protectorate of Sweden March 2037



		Anna



		Henry



		Anna



		Henry



		Anna



		Henry



		Anna











		Stockholm the Protectorate of Sweden May 2037



		The Colonel



		Katja



		The Secretary



		Katja



		Jon Von Post



		The Secretary











		The End (or The Beginning)



		Anna











		Stockholm the Protectorate of Sweden March 2037



		Henry











		Acknowledgments



		Copyright













		i



		iv



		v



		vii



		1



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		149



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		213



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		257



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		271



		273



		274



		275



		277



		278









		Cover



		Contents



		Contents







OPS/images/title.jpg
> WINDMILL BOOKS





OPS/images/logo_prh.png
Penguin
Random House

UK





OPS/images/cover.jpg
ASA Av‘ch





