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  PART I


  AM


  


  THE HOUSE


  The neighbor sticks his head up over the hedge and asks who I am and what Im doing here.


  *


  Welcome. Have a seat. Relax. Theres nothing to worry about, I promise. One click of the panic button and theyll be here in thirty seconds.


  *


  The neighbor says hes sorry; he explains that after everything that happened they cant be blamed for being suspicious of anyone they dont recognize.


  *


  I had definitely pictured what it would be like in here, too. You know, more like in the movies. Thick iron bars, a disgusting toilet in the corner, bunk beds, and steamy
  showers where you have to be careful not to drop the soap. I thought I would have to walk around with a razor blade in my mouth twenty-four-seven to be prepared. But you can see for yourself. This
  is more like a hostel. The people here are chill. The toilets are clean. Theres even a workshop where you can make stuff out of wood. I was lucky to end up here.


  *


  The neighbor invites me in for coffee; we walk up the gravel slope together; he closes the door to the study and turns on the coffeemaker in the kitchen. Tragic, he says,
  shaking his head. Its so incredibly tragic, what happened.


  *


  Two months and three days left. But its okay. I dont think about it too much. Im pretty happy here. Okay. Its a long time. But then again, I
  dont have to worry about how Ill make rent. What do you want to know? Should I start with how I met Samuel? Do you want the long version or the short one? You decide. I have all the
  time in the world.


  *


  The neighbor sets out small white cups and places Ballerina cookies on a saucer. Who else have you talked to? he asks. So many rumors are going around the neighborhood. Some
  people say that Samuel was depressed and had been planning it for a long time. Others say that it was just an accident. Some people blame that girl he was dating, what was her name? Laida? Saida?
  Thats right, Laide. Others say that it was Samuels big friends fault, that guy whos in jail, the one who would do anything for money.


  *


  The first time we met was in February, two thousand nine. I was making rounds with Hamza. He had received a tip that a certain person was at a house party in Liljeholmen. We
  went over there and rang the doorbell; Hamza stuck his foot in the door before the girl who had opened it had time to close it, and he did his spiel about how we knew someone who knew someone and
  we were here to celebrate her new apartment. At last she let us in from the cold.


  *


  The neighbor pours coffee into the cups, holds out the saucer of cookies, and says that he didnt know Samuel particularly well. His grandmother, though, I knew her. When
  youve been neighbors for over twenty years, you get to know each other, its inevitable. We used to say hi when we ran into each other down by the mailboxes. We asked how things were
  going; we remarked upon the weather. One time, we had a longer conversation about the pros and cons of installing geothermal heating. She was a great woman. Honest and straightforward, stubborn and
  strong-willed. Its really too bad everything ended the way it did.


  *


  I followed Hamza into the fancy apartment. We walked from room to room, we nodded at people who looked down at the parquet instead of saying hello. I wondered what we were doing
  there, because the people at the party didnt look like people who would have business with Hamza. The guys were wearing suit jackets and the girls were wearing special indoor shoes; the
  fridge had a digital display and an icemaker. I thought, this will be quick, Hamza just has to find the right person, do what needs to be done, and Ill stand there next to him to make it
  clear that this is no time for discussion.


  *


  The neighbor takes a sip of coffee and turns his face toward the ceiling to swallow it. The last time I saw Samuel? It was when he was here to pick up the car. I remember it
  like it was yesterday. It was a Thursday morning, it had rained overnight but the weather had cleared. I was sitting here listening to the radio when I saw someone sneaking around down by the
  mailboxes. I stood up and went over to the window to get a better look.


  *


  There was music in the living room. People were dancing politely, like shop mannequins. They had these smiles on them like Lego men. But in there among them was Samuel. And my
  first thought was that he was having an epileptic fit. He was, like, vibrating in time with the low-volume music. Then he got down on his knees and bounced like a guitar player. Then he shook his
  head side to side like he was pretending to be a church bell. It was two hours before midnight and Samuel was dancing like it was the worlds last-slash-best song.


  *


  The neighbor rises and goes to stand by the window. This is where I was standing. Right here. It was twenty minutes to nine. I stared at the mailboxes. I was holding the phone.
  I had a certain number to call in the event it was someone I didnt recognize. But I quickly realized that it was Samuel. He was coming up the slope with the local paper and a few advertising
  flyers in his hand. He was wearing a shirt and jacket under his unbuttoned coat. He was walking slowly, looking at the ground.


  *


  Hamza kept going. I followed him. We found the right person, we had a short conversation, bills changed hands, everything went nice and smooth. When we were done, Hamza was
  thirsty and wanted a drink. We went to the kitchen. Hamza poured two drinks for himself and one for me. He chugged the first drink and did this big cartoon shudder. Then we stood there in silence.
  No one talked to us. We didnt say anything to anyone. Now and then the girl whose party it was peeked into the kitchen to make sure we didnt swipe anything.


  *


  The neighbor extends a crooked index finger. Do you see that birch? Thats where he stopped. He stared up at the charred treetops and the burned house. I remember thinking
  that he looked paler than usual. He raised one hand and patted himself on the cheek, as if he wanted to wake himself up or maybe comfort himself.


  *


  After a few minutes, Samuel and a girl with a downy mustache came into the kitchen. Samuel had dark circles under the arms of his T-shirt; the girl was wearing a red blanket
  without holes for her arms. She was talking evening plans, there was a club night at Reisen and a DJ had put them on the guest list at Grodan and later someone called Horny Hanna was
  having a party in Midsommarkransen. Samuel nodded and filled up his glass. I was thinking that he was about as muscular as a bow and arrow. Hamza went to the bathroom. I stayed put. This was a good
  time to say something. At this point you could stick out your hand and introduce yourself the way people do when they meet at parties. Hows it going? I could say. Whats up? How do you
  know the girl whose party this is? Which DJ is playing at Reisen? What is Horny Hannas exact address? But I didnt say anything. I just stood there thinking that I should say
  something. Because there and then I wasnt as used to hearing my own voice as I am now.


  *


  The neighbor sits down again and pours more coffee. Then about fifteen minutes must have passed. When Samuel came out of the house he was carrying a plastic bag that was so full
  it looked like the handles would break. He stuffed the bag in the backseat and was just about to get behind the wheel when he caught sight of me. He raised his hand to wave.


  *


  Samuels friend went out for a smoke. Samuel started opening and closing the kitchen drawers.


  You dont happen to know where I can find a knife, do you? he asked me.


  I pointed at the knife block.


  Thanks.


  Samuel took a watermelon from the fruit bowl, split it in half, and asked if I wanted a piece. I nodded. Then he cruised through the kitchen, handing out pieces of watermelon to anyone who
  wanted one.


  Lame party, he said when he came back.


  I nodded.


  Are you guys going somewhere else later?


  I shrugged.


  Do you want to try something cool? Herestick your hand in here.


  Samuel held out the watermelon half. I wondered if he was entirely sane.


  Seriouslydo it.


  Why? I asked.


  It will be memorable.


  And without really knowing why, I put out my hand and stuck it into the melon.


  How does it feel? Weird, right? Awesome? Now its my turn.


  It didnt feel like anything special. Wet. And crisp. I pulled my hand out of the watermelon and Samuel stuck his own in. The other people in the kitchen looked at us like we were pissing
  in the sink. But Samuel just smiled and asked if they wanted to try it.


  Youll regret it, he said when they shook their heads.


  *


  The neighbor sighs. He stood there. Next to his grandmas Opel. With his hand raised in greeting. And I was close to waving back. But then I saw the soot-covered yard,
  the remains of what had been his grandmas attic, the black burn marks on the roof of my garage. I remembered how badly it might have ended if the wind had been blowing in a different
  direction. I looked away. But it was harder than I would have expected. I nearly had to do this so my hand wouldnt wave all on its own [pushing his right hand down with his left]. Some
  things are so deeply ingrained that its impossible to stop yourself. Youve done them all your life and theyre just automatic. Its like with sexuality.


  *


  Samuel wiped his hand and introduced himself. I didnt know which name I should use because when I was out doing rounds with Hamza I never gave my real name. One time I
  called myself rjan. Another time I introduced myself as Travolta. Once when we slipped into a private party in Jakobsberg, on the hunt for twin sisters who had
  borrowed money to keep their hair salon afloat, I called myself Hoobastank. I could say anything I wanted, because when you look a certain way no one would dare to tell you that your
  name is not your name. But when Samuel introduced himself I told him my real name. I braced myself for the inevitable questions. What did you say? Vamdad? Vanbab? Van Damme? Oh, Vandad. What
  kind of name is that? What does it mean? Where are your parents from? Did they come here as political refugees? Were you born here? Are you whole or half? Do you feel Swedish? How Swedish do you
  feel? Do you eat pork? By the way, do you feel Swedish? Can you go back? Have you gone back? How does it feel to go back? Do you maybe feel foreign when youre here and Swedish when
  youre there? When people realized I didnt want to talk origins they would ask about working out, whether I liked protein drinks, or what I thought about MMA.


  *


  The neighbor pushes away his coffee cup and clears his throat. In retrospect, I think I might as well have waved back. What difference could it have made? Maybe none at all.
  Samuels day would have started out a bit more pleasantly. He would have been in a slightly better mood when he pulled out into traffic. But there was no way I could know that it would be the
  last time I saw him.


  *


  Samuel was different. Samuel didnt try to talk origins or working out. Samuel just said:


  Vandad? Like the shah who battled Genghis Khan? Rad.


  Then he devoted ten minutes to talking about Mongols. He said that point-five percent of the men in the world share DNA with Genghis Khan solely because he had sex with-slash-raped so many
  girls. He said that Genghis Khans empire was the largest in world history and that the Mongols killed like forty million people. He said that the Mongols punished cheapskate village
  chieftains by pouring freshly melted, red-hot gold into their bodily orifices until they were fried. I had no clue why this scrawny little dude was talking to me about Mongols, and I had no clue
  why I was listening. But there was something different about the way we were chatting. We never brought up jobs, addresses, or backgrounds. We only talked about Mongol weaponry, their battle
  techniques, their loyalty, their horses. Or. Mostly Samuel was the one doing the talking, and I listened. But when the girl whose party it was came into the kitchen and saw us standing there, super
  deep in conversation, it was as if she started seeing me in a different light. I liked the way she was looking at me.


  How do you know all of this? I asked, thinking that maybe he was a history teacher.


  I dont know, Samuel said, and smiled. I think it comes from some computer game. My memory is fucking weird. Some things just stick.


  But mostly they just vanish, said his red-blanket-clad friend, as she came back in from the balcony in a cloud of smoke.


  *


  The neighbor brushes a few crumbs from the vinyl tablecloth and says that he certainly isnt like some people in the neighborhood. I dont have any prejudices
  against people from other countries. I have never understood the point of different cultures isolating themselves from each other. I love to travel. Ever since I retired Ive spent the winter
  abroad. Indian food is very good. Theres a guy who works at the fish counter at Konsum whos from Eritrea and he is very nice. I had no problem at all when new people started moving
  into Samuels grandmothers house. It didnt bother me that some of the women had veils. On the other hand, I didnt like it that they used the grill out on the roof terrace
  and threw their garbage bags in my garbage can. But that had nothing to do with their background.


  *


  When Hamza came back, the mood in the kitchen was transformed. People held their glasses closer to their bodies.


  Ready? I asked.


  Do fags fuck in the woods? he said.


  Why do fags fuck in the woods? Samuel asked.


  Aw, its a fucking figure of speech, Hamza said. Read a book and maybe you wont have to broadcast your ignorance.


  Hamza and I took off; I noticed that he was in a mood, something had gotten into him, it was going to be a long night. I was right, before the night was over some stuff had happened, I
  cant get into exactly what, but I backed him up, I didnt let him down, Id said that I would be with him all the way and I was, I had his back, loyal as a Mongol. But on the way
  home I promised myself Id scale back and try to find a new way to pay the rent.


  *


  The neighbor shakes my hand and wishes me good luck in reconstructing Samuels last day. If I were to give you one piece of advice, it would be to keep it simple. Just
  tell what happenedno frills. Ive read parts of your other books, and it seemed like you were making things unnecessarily difficult for yourself.


  


  THE HOME


  The nurses aide on the first floor says that she doesnt want her real name to appear in the book. Call me Mikaela instead. Ive always wanted
  to be Mikaela. I had a friend in daycare with that name, and I was always so jealous that she could say it and no one would ask her any questions about where she was from and what her
  name meant. She looked pretty much like me but because of her name she was treated differently. Put that I didnt really know Samuel. I had only met him a few times at work; all I did was
  open the door for him when he visited his grandma. The last time he was here I heard a rapping sound at the door, a sharp noise that hurt my ears, and when I came out Samuel was standing there
  knocking on the glass with a car key. I had given him the code before and once I had even given him my mnemonic, the one I used to remember the code at first, but now there he was again, knocking
  and looking kind of ashamed when he saw me. He looked like hed just woken up. He was holding a plastic bag that was full to bursting and a round ring of vapor had formed in front of his
  mouth and I recall wondering how long he had been standing there trying to remember the code.


  *


  Nothing in particular. Believe me. If it was crucial to the story I would tell you. Some crap. Shenanigans. Hamza was meeting a guy who owed him money, and the guy and Hamza
  were not in complete agreement about how big the loan was. We had to take him to the bathroom and remind him of the amount. Nothing serious, I dont think he even reported it. It was just a
  normal night that ended with us calling our taxi-driver contact, who took us home nice and quick with no receipt. Hamza was giggling in the backseat, he was happy with the nights profits, he
  counted out bills for me and as usual he said that we ought to join forces, strike out on our own, not just slave for other people. But I had decided I was done with all that.


  *


  Mikaela smiles when I ask about her mnemonic. I mean, it sounds super nerdy when you say it, but thats the thing about mnemonics, the nerdier they are the
  better they work, and back then the code was fourteen seventy-two and I always thought that the job was like a mix between entering a world warfourteenand being kidnapped by
  terrorists in an Olympic villageseventy-two. I shared my rule with Samuel twice because I was tired of opening the door for him, and here I had to do it again, I opened it and said hi and
  asked him, didnt he remember the mnemonic?


  Mnemonic? he said.


  And I thought: Okay, its one thing not to remember the code, and another to not remember the mnemonic. But it is pretty weird if you cant even remember that you ever heard a
  mnemonic. I might even have been thinking: Okay, its a family trait, see you here in a few years.


  *


  Later that same week I contacted a moving company. I knew some people who had gotten jobs there on short notice. Blomberg was sitting there with his yellow baseball cap and his
  headset and his binders and when I came in and introduced myself his eyes wandered from one of my shoulders to the other.


  Do you have a drivers license?


  I nodded.


  Are you a Swedish citizen?


  I nodded.


  When can you start?


  *


  The nurses aide on the second floor has no problem at all having his real name in the book. My name is Gurpal but everyone calls me Guppe. Do you want my last name too?
  Write that Im thirty-eight years young and single, I like long walks, space movies, and R. Kelly, but not his dirtiest songs. Ive been working here for two years, almost three, but
  its just temporary, Im actually a musician, I have a small studio at home, built it myself, a converted closet where I record my own songs, its modern soul but in Swedish, lots
  of strings and a piano, seasoned with bhangra influences, hip-hop beats, and melodic refrains. A buddy described it as up-tempo trip-hop pressed through a filter of jazzy soul, its urban pop
  music marinated in classic bebop, with a jungle streak. Oh, it sounds wack when I describe it but Id be happy to send you a few songs if you want to take a listen?


  *


  Before we get back to what happened then, I want to know a little more about you. How did you come up with this idea? Why do you want to tell Samuels story? Who else have
  you talked to?


  *


  Guppe says it was the end of his shift when Samuel came out of the elevator. It was nine thirty but his grandmother had been up since seven and was asking about him every ten
  minutes. By the time he finally arrived, she had fallen asleep.


  How is she? Samuel asked, stifling a yawn.


  It seems to be a good day today, I said. Are you moving in?


  Samuel smiled and looked down at the plastic bag, which was as full as a trash bag.


  No, no, just a few things from her house. Nostalgia stuff. Thought it might be nice to have.


  For you or for her?


  Both. Have you heard this classic?


  Samuel dug a CD out of the bag. On the cover was a transparent toy piano full of candies.


  Ear Candy Seven?


  Samuel nodded.


  By Lars Roos. Also famous for the masterpieces Ear Candy One through Six. Grandma listened to him all the time when I was little.


  Samuel walked over to his grandma, who was sitting in the TV room and napping. She was wearing white shoes, a thin beige jacket, and a skirt whose color I dont remember. Her suitcase
  stood next to her. I had tried to explain that she didnt need it, that she was only going to the hospital and then she would come back. But she contradicted me; she said she had to bring it
  along and if there was anything Id learned in my time here it was that you couldnt change her mind once she had made it up. Im not stubborn, she liked to say.
  But I never give in.


  *


  Okay. Take it easy. Put your CV away. I dont give a crap which publisher does your books. I dont care what else youve written. Im just curious as to
  what about your personal history makes you the right person to tell this story. What made you want to write about Samuel?


  *


  Guppe says that Samuel stood there looking at his grandma for a minute or two before he woke her up. She was snoring. She was sitting there with her mouth like this [he opens
  his mouth wide as if hes trying to tan the back of his throat by the fluorescent ceiling light]. Her suitcase was beside her and when Samuel opened it, out fell tea-light holders, a cake
  slice, and two remote controls. Samuel patted her cheek [touches his own cheek twice, closes his eyes] and she gave a start and rubbed her eyes. She looked at her grandson. For a second or two, it
  was as if she didnt remember him. Then she smiled and cried [makes his arms into airplane wings]:


  At last!


  And then:


  What a surprise!


  They went to her room. When they came back out, Samuel was wearing this mangy brown fur hat. He had the suitcase and plastic bag in one hand, and he was using his other arm to steady his
  grandmother.


  Were off! she cried with a wave. It was nice running into you.


  She looked happy, happy in a way she never was otherwise [looks sad].


  *


  Okay. I understand. Im sorry. I dont really know what to say.


  *


  Guppe says that the first thing Samuels grandma did when she moved in was accuse all the dark-skinned men who worked at the home of theft. She was convinced that we snuck
  in at night and took her pearl necklaces, no matter how many times her children and grandchildren tried to tell her that her pearl necklaces were safe and sound in the safe deposit box at the bank.
  I dont know if she even had any pearls, but she would hide her jewelry box under her bed and two hours later she would ring the call button and say that she was the victim of another
  robbery. Her family apologized, they said she had never been like this before, they told stories about how shed worked as a teacher in a poverty-stricken area and started a club in her
  congregation to raise hundreds of thousands of kronor to build schools in African countries. She sold things at flea markets and ripped up sheets so they could be used as bandages in Romanian
  hospitals, and once when her contact at an orphanage in Latvia couldnt find a driver to bring over a busload of winter clothes, she got her eldest son to do it and she went along; the two of
  them drove to Latvia and dropped the boxes of clothes at the orphanage.


  After a while it was almost strange to listen to her relatives list all of these facts, I heard the same stories over and over again from different family members, it was as if they wanted to
  compensate for something, as if they didnt understand that we were professionals. We were used to it. We have our routines. Theres a confused old man or woman in every room, and when
  they press the call button and say that theres a scary person in the bathroom, we hang a sheet over the mirror. When they say that an old person is spying on them through the window, we pull
  the curtains. None of the old men are allowed to shave by themselves, because if they do they might show up to morning coffee without eyebrows. We cant leave bottles of rubbing alcohol
  unattended, because someone will drink them up. Samuels grandmother was far from the worst. Although she was one of the ones whose mood was the most changeable.


  *


  When did it happen? Were you close? Are you still in touch with the family?


  *


  Guppe says that once when Samuels grandma was in an extra bad mood, Samuels mother tried to give him a tip. She held out a hundred-krona bill and said she was
  sorry for all the things I had to listen to. I looked her in the eye and said, in a friendly but firm voice:


  Put that away.


  Because, okay, it was one thing to be called sand-nigger or towelhead, but somehow that felt better than standing there like an idiot and being given charity for a
  job well done. When I came home and told my wife about what had happened she called me an idiot for refusing the money. We had just bought a terrace house and the twins were eighteen months old and
  diapers and pacifiers and wet wipes didnt come free. When I went to bed I lay there for a long time, wondering whether I should have accepted the money. But I would do the same thing today.
  Did I say wife? I meant ex-wife.


  *


  I understand. Im just wondering why youve wasted so much time. Why didnt you come here earlier? Why did you talk to Laide and Panther and Samuels old
  school friends before you met me? How did you expect the staff at Samuels grandmas dementia home to help you understand what happened? What does Samuels grandmas
  neighbor have to do with it? If Im going to be part of this, I want to be there all the way from beginning to end, because no one knew Samuel better than I did.


  *


  Guppe says that he prepared the morning coffee and rang the bell. Then I looked out the window and saw that Samuel and his grandma hadnt left yet. They were walking
  toward the car. She was holding his arm. She hobbled toward the drivers side to get behind the wheel. Samuel led her to the passenger side. Then he helped her buckle herself in and once
  hed closed the door and put the suitcase and the plastic bag in the backseat he stopped to catch his breath in a way I know I sometimes do. He, like, stood there for a second to muster his
  strength for the next half of the game. I would do the same thing after a long day at work. He did it after twenty minutes with his own grandma. Then he took off the fur hat, patted his own cheeks
  lightly, and got behind the wheel.


  *


  Which neighbor was it, by the way? That guy in number thirty-two? He goes to Thailand to fuck whores every winter. I swear it. Young whores, too, like on the verge of being legal. Whores he can pay to say theyre twelve so he can get his sad little retired-guy cock hard. He goes there every winter, he
  boards up his house and puts timers on all the lights and is gone for two or three months and then he comes home with new photos of whores hes fucked and he prints out the photos and puts
  them up on the bulletin board in his office, like postcards. Its true; we saw it through the window. Samuel used to call it his wall of shame. I suspect it was the neighbor who
  set the fire. He hated everyone who lived there. And he didnt seem surprised at all when the fire department showed up.


  *


  Guppe says that the car started and moved back and forth, back and forth. On like the fifth try, Samuel managed to drive out of the parking spot and turn the car around to head
  for the bridge. Then he revved the engine and whizzed down the hill. Going way too fast. Would I remember that if I hadnt heard about what happened the very next day? I dont know. I
  dont think so. It was the last time I saw him [looking oddly upset, given that he hardly knew him]. If you want to talk to Samuels grandma, youll have to come back once
  shes feeling better. But unfortunately, I dont think shell be much help. Shes drifting further and further into the fog.


  


  CORRESPONDENCE


  In her first email, his mom apologizes for taking so long to respond. After careful consideration, in the end, after many buts and what ifs, I have
  decided not to take part. I dont live my life in the public eye. Im not used to being interviewed. I have never liked being documented; in fact, I feel uncomfortable even when my
  daughter pulls out her phone to take videos of me with my grandchild. So I hope you respect our wish not to participate. And I use the word our because this decision goes for both me
  and Samuels sister, whom I know you have contacted. We are trying to move on. We want to put this all behind us. Good luck with the book. Warm wishes.


  *


  Then three months went by and I didnt see Samuel in all that time. Id broken off contact with Hamza. Or, well, not broken off, but I had stopped going on rounds
  with him. I avoided his calls. I made up excuses for why I couldnt come. Instead I set the alarm on my phone and went to Blombergs office early on weekday mornings to be paired up
  with someone on the team and spend the day moving dressers and Murphy beds and kitchen benches. The moving boxes first, then secure them behind double beds, and then in with the flowerpots and rugs
  and TVs wrapped up in blankets.


  *


  In her second email, his mom writes that she appreciates my tenacity. Stubbornness is a virtue. We always said that when I was growing up. Everyone but my mom, who stubbornly
  maintained that she was not stubborn at all. But I will tell you once again that I do not wish to be interviewed. Dont take it personally. Its not because Im anxious
  about the memories that might be dredged up. And it has nothing to do with your qualities as an author. Even if the things you write are very different from the sort of literature I enjoy,
  thats not the reason I (once again) choose to decline. It makes no difference that I wouldnt be filmed. Just knowing that someone is going to record my voice is enough to bother me
  and make me stumble over my words. I have always been able to speak much better when no one is listening. Or when someone who knows me is listening. So Im saying no. Again. If there are any
  concrete points of fact you want to double check, perhaps I can help over email. All my best.


  *


  My life went on. I changed up a few habits. I adjusted to my new salary. Instead of going into town I found Spicy House. Instead of buying new clothes I took care of the ones I
  already owned. One day we were sent to Nacka to move everything in one house to another one that was only fifty meters away.


  Why are you moving? Luciano asked.


  Well, its not for tax reasons, anyway, replied the man who signed the hours-worked contract and smiled as if he had just told a joke.


  We emptied the home of someone who had died on Lilla Essingen. We helped a guy who had divorced his wife pack everything that was his and move it to a cramped one-room apartment on
  Thorildsplan.


  *


  In her third email, his mom writes that she has chosen to respond to my questions in list form:


  
    
      1. Twenty-six. He was about to turn twenty-seven.


      2. Pretty often. About once or twice a day. Usually I was the one who called, but sometimes he did.


      3. No, I wouldnt say I knew Vandad. But I knew of him. We met a few times. It was clear that life hadnt been entirely kind to him.


      4. Yes, of course he had other friends too. But they were probably more like acquaintances. Samuel had a tendency to have intense friendships and spend most of his time with
      one or two people at a time. And that made him vulnerable.

    

  


  *


  An old woman wanted to move from stermalm to Sdermalm and she lived in an apartment the size of a museum. She was the sort of customer who wanted double blankets and
  bubble wrap on everything. The dusty mirrors were antiques and the shabby dresser had to be handled as if it was pure gold. At first we did as she said, but after a while it was impossible; if we
  were going to finish before the day turned into a week we had to speed up the process. So we did, we packed everything in boxes but at the same time we tried to do it as fast as possible because
  time was getting away from us and when we got to the new place, the elevator, which had been described as large in the booking, was one meter square max and it had an iron gate, and
  neither the display cabinet nor the bed nor the old-fashioned sofa with carved wooden flowers on the armrests would fit.


  *


  His mom continues:


  
    
      5. Laide was the first girlfriend Samuel ever introduced me to. They were together for about a year. It was a turbulent relationship. They fought a lot. Laide looked for flaws
      in Samuel. Samuel felt suffocated. I think both of them were pretty relieved when it ended.


      6. No, I wouldnt describe him as secretive. Doesnt everyone have secrets? No one tells everyone everything, do they? I would be more inclined to
      describe him as curious. Enthusiastic. And maybe a little restless.


      7. Yes. Without a doubt. Who said otherwise?


      8. No, it started back when he was little. When he was seven he would come home from a birthday party and be absolutely amazed that he couldnt recall what flavor of ice
      cream he had eaten that afternoon. To him, that made it seem like the ice cream was worth less. Maybe now that I write this down it seems rather precocious and more philosophical than it really
      was. At the time
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