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		INTRODUCTION

		I first went to America in 1979. I had to buy another holdall to bring home the books. Discovering dedicated mystery booksellers was a bit like going to heaven without having to die first. There were so many crime writers whose books were available in the U.S. only—ironically, some of them British—and in those pre-Internet days, the only apparent way to acquire them was to physically go there and buy them. Which I did. In industrial quantities.

		Among the books in the holdall were ten paperbacks in the black livery of Vintage Press. They comprised a decalogue of crime novels written by the Swedish husband-and-wife team Maj Sjöwall and Per Wahlöö. They’d been on my must-read list since I’d read about them in Julian Symonds’s definitive overview of the genre, Bloody Murder. He said, “They might come under the heading of ‘Police Novels’ except that the authors are more interested in the philosophical implications of crime than in straightforward police routine … [They] are markedly individual and very good.” I suppose it was a bit of a gamble to buy all ten on the recommendation alone. But it’s a gamble I’ve never regretted.

		Reading the Martin Beck series with twenty-first-century eyes, it’s almost impossible to grasp how revolutionary they felt when they first appeared almost forty years ago. So many of the elements that have become integral to the point of cliché in the police procedural subgenre started life in these ten novels. So many of the features we take for granted and sigh over in a world-weary way have their roots in the work of a couple of journalists turned crime writers.

		In the mid-sixties, when Sjöwall and Wahlöö started writing, there were plenty of examples of the police procedural novel around. Going back to the golden age of the 1930s, Ngaio Marsh’s Inspector Alleyn and Freeman Wills Crofts’s Inspector French were among those who led the way, but they were followed in a steady stream by the likes of J.J. Marric’s Gideon and, on the other side of the Atlantic, Ed McBain.

		What these examples of roman policier have in common is that they are wedded to the status quo. Their world is divided into black and white, good and evil, right and wrong, with no uncomfortable intervening gray area. Bad men—and very occasionally bad women—do bad things and thus are bound to come to a bad end. Their police officers are honorable, upstanding family men who believe in the rule of law and the delivery of justice by their own hands. A bent cop is almost unthinkable; an incompetent one only a little less so.

		And while the star of the series may have a sidekick, invariably less gifted and often more brawny, little more than lip service is paid to the rest of the squad, whose legwork goes mostly unrecognized. (McBain later became an exception to this, but in the earlier 87th Precinct novels Steve Carella is invariably center-stage.) The police procedural was home to a singular hero. There was no room to share the limelight.

		The books of Sjöwall and Wahlöö are different. Although they are generally referred to as the Martin Beck novels, they’re not really about an individual. They’re ensemble pieces.

		Beck is not some solo maverick who operates with flagrant disregard for the rules and thinly disguised contempt for the lesser mortals who surround him. Nor is he a phenomenal genius blessed with so extraordinary a talent that mere mortals can only stand back in amazement as he leads them unerringly to the solution to the baffling mystery. He’s not glamorous either. Not the scion of some high-society family, not the husband of an acclaimed portrait painter, nor the flamboyant solver of baffling mysteries with an upward flick of a single eyebrow.

		No, Martin Beck is none of these things. He’s a driven, middle-aged dyspeptic whose marriage slowly disintegrates during the series. Not because of some cataclysmic infidelity or clash of belief systems, but rather because of the quiet desperation that builds between two people who once loved each other but now have nothing in common but their children and their address.

		He’s also something of an idealist whose job forces him to confront the gulf between what should exist in an ideal world and what exists in actuality. His awareness of that gap colors his life, making him depressed and sometimes fatalistic about whether what he does can ever make a difference.

		But more than this, he is part of a team, each member of which is a fully realized character. His strengths and weaknesses are balanced by those of his colleagues. He relies on them as they rely on him. This is a world where ideas are kicked around, where no individual has the monopoly on shafts of brilliant insight. Nor are the repetitive tedious tasks carried out offstage by minor minions. Both action and routine are shared between Beck and his underlings. Friendships and enmities are equally tested in the course of the ten books, and everyone is portrayed as an individual who has virtues and vices in distinct measure.

		Of itself, that would be enough to mark these books out as different from the run of the mill. But Sjöwall and Wahlöö add other elements to the mix which demonstrate the uniqueness of their vision.

		Their plots, for example, are second to none, both in terms of structure and subject. Sometimes it’s the starting point which is surprising, a seemingly eccentric moment that leads cunningly to the heart of something much darker. Sometimes it’s the choice of the underlying issue which confounds us; lulled into thinking we’re getting one kind of story, we suddenly find ourselves in a very different place. Wherever their stories take us, Sjöwall and Wahlöö find ways to catch the reader on the back foot, making us reassess our take on the world.

		Then there is that aspect that Julian Symonds picked on so astutely—their interest in the philosophical aspects of crime. These days, it is a given that the crime novel is capable of shining a light on society, of illuminating us to ourselves. At its best, the contemporary crime novel tells us how our society works, revealing its social strata and its patterns. It can strip away the surfaces, leaving the malign and the benign exposed, and it can use both characters and story lines to excoriate us for our sins.

		But back when Sjöwall and Wahlöö started writing, those jobs were left to literary novelists. Crime writers were only supposed to entertain. The Swedish duo demonstrated that there was a different way to write about murder. Through the eyes of Martin Beck and his colleagues, they held a mirror up to Swedish society at a time when the ideals of the welfare state were beginning to buckle under the realities of everyday life. They write unsparingly and unswervingly about social ills and problems, but they never forget that they are writing novels, not polemics. They dress up their social concerns in fast-moving storytelling, never losing sight of the need to keep their readers engaged.

		The end product, though serious in intent, is far from gloomy. Sjöwall and Wahlöö are blessed with the gift of humor. It manifests itself in the sly, dark wit of Beck, but also in the knock-about farce that erupts from time to time, generally through the characters of Kristiansson and Kvant, a pair of patrol cops who are as stupid as they are unlucky. Their slapstick interludes are as funny to the reader as they are frustrating to the detectives. Before Sjöwall and Wahlöö, such a pair of Keystone Kops would have been unthinkable, undermining as they do the seriousness of police investigation and bringing it squarely into the realm of normal human behavior.

		In many respects, however, The Man Who Went Up in Smoke is an exception to the rest of the novels. It takes place mostly outside Sweden, in Budapest, at a time when the cold war was still an unnerving backdrop to everyday life. For much of the book, Beck is on his own in a strange land, without back-up and without any visceral understanding of the society he’s trying to operate in. His investigation into the disappearance of a Swedish journalist seems to run into brick walls at every turn, growing more and more baffling with each successive revelation.

		Soon we come to understand that Beck can’t crack the case on his own. He has to draw on help from both his colleagues at home and from unexpected sources in Budapest before the pieces can finally fall into place, revealing a truth that manages to be both banal and original.

		Sjöwall and Wahlöö won the Mystery Writers of America’s Edgar Award for Best Novel in 1971 with The Laughing Policeman. It remains the only novel in translation ever to have won the award. To me, that’s not particularly surprising. I guarantee if you read their books, you’ll end up agreeing with me. And with all the other crime writers who know only too well how much we owe to that pair of Swedish journalists turned novelists.

		—Val McDermid

	
		1

		The room was small and shabby. There were no curtains and the view outside consisted of a gray fire wall, a few rusty armatures and a faded advertisement for margarine. The center pane of glass in the left half of the window was gone and had been replaced by a roughly cut piece of cardboard. The wallpaper was floral, but so discolored by soot and seeping moisture that the pattern was scarcely visible. Here and there it had come away from the crumbling plaster, and in several places there had been attempts to repair it with adhesive strips and wrapping paper.

		There were a heating stove, six pieces of furniture and a picture in the room. In front of the stove stood a cardboard box of ashes and a dented aluminum coffee pot. The end of the bed faced the stove and the bedclothes consisted of a thick layer of old newspapers, a ragged quilt and a striped pillow. The picture was of a naked blonde standing beside a marble balustrade, and it was hanging to the right of the stove so that the person lying in the bed could see it before he fell asleep and immediately when he woke up. Someone appeared to have enlarged the woman’s nipples and genitals with a pencil.

		In the other part of the room, nearest to the window, stood a round table and two wooden chairs, of which one had lost its back. On the table were three empty vermouth bottles, a soft-drink bottle and two coffee cups, among other things. The ash tray had been turned upside down and among the cigarette butts, bottle tops and dead matches lay a few dirty sugar lumps, a small penknife with its blades open, and a piece of sausage. A third coffee cup had fallen to the floor and had broken. Face down on the worn linoleum, between the table and the bed, lay a dead body.

		In all probability this was the same person who had improved upon the picture and tried to mend the wallpaper with strips of adhesive and wrapping paper. It was a man and he was lying with his legs close together, his elbows pressed against his ribs and his hands drawn up toward his head, as if in an effort to protect himself. The man was wearing a woolen vest and frayed trousers. On his feet were ragged woolen socks. A large sideboard had been tipped over him, obscuring his head and half the top part of his body. The third wooden chair had been thrown down beside the corpse. Its seat was bloodstained and on the top of the back handprints were clearly visible. The floor was covered with pieces of glass. Some of them had come from the glass doors of the sideboard, others from a half-shattered wine bottle which had been thrown onto a heap of dirty underclothes by the wall. What was left of the bottle was covered with a thin skin of dried blood. Someone had drawn a white circle around it.

		Of its kind, the picture was almost perfect, taken by the best wide-angle lens the police possessed and in an artificial light that gave an etched sharpness to every detail.

		Martin Beck put down the photograph and magnifying glass, got up and went across to the window. Outside it was full Swedish summer. And more than that. It was hot. On the grass of Kristineberg Park a couple of girls were sunbathing in bikinis. They were lying flat on their backs with their legs apart and their arms stretched outward away from their bodies. They were young and thin, or slim as they say, and they could do this with a certain grace. When he focused sharply, he even recognized them as two office girls from his own department. So it was already past twelve. In the morning they put on their bathing suits, cotton dresses and sandals and went to work. In the lunch hour they took off their dresses and went out and lay in the park. Practical.

		Dejectedly, he recalled that soon he would have to leave all this and move over to the south police headquarters in the rowdy neighborhood around Västberga Allé.

		Behind him he heard someone fling open the door and come into the room. He did not need to turn around to know who it was. Stenström. Stenström was still the youngest in the department and after him there would presumably be a whole generation of detectives who did not knock on doors.

		“How’s it going?” he said.

		“Not so well,” said Stenström. “When I was there fifteen minutes ago he was still flatly denying everything.”

		Martin Beck turned around, went back to his desk and once again looked at the photo of the scene of the crime. On the ceiling above the newspaper mattress, the ragged quilt and the striped pillow, there was an old patch of dampness. It looked like a sea horse. With a little good will it could have been a mermaid. He wondered if the man on the floor had had that much imagination.

		“It doesn’t matter,” said Stenström officiously. “We’ll get him on the technical evidence.”

		Martin Beck made no reply. Instead he pointed at the thick report Stenström had put down on his desk and said, “What’s that?”

		“The record of the interrogation from Sundbyberg.”

		“Take the miserable thing away. Starting tomorrow I’m on my holiday. Give it to Kollberg. Or to anybody you damn please.”

		Martin Beck took the photograph and went up one flight of stairs, opened a door and found himself with Kollberg and Melander.

		It was much warmer in there than in his room, presumably because the windows were closed and the curtains drawn. Kollberg and the suspect were sitting opposite each other at the table, quite still. Melander, a tall man, was standing by the window, his pipe in his mouth and his arms folded. He was looking steadily at the suspect. On a chair by the door sat a police guard in uniform trousers and a light-blue shirt. He was balancing his cap on his right knee. No one said anything and the only moving thing was the reel of the tape recorder. Martin Beck situated himself to one side and just behind Kollberg and joined in the general silence. A wasp could be heard bouncing against the window behind the curtains. Kollberg had taken off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, but even so, his shirt was soaked with sweat between his plump shoulder blades. The wet patch slowly changed shape and spread downward in a line along his spine.

		The man on the other side of the table was small, with thinning hair. He was slovenly dressed and the fingers gripping the arms of his chair were uncared-for, with bitten, dirty nails. His face was thin and sickly, with weak evasive lines around his mouth. His chin was trembling slightly and his eyes seemed cloudy and watery. The man hunched up and two tears fell down his cheeks.

		“Uh-huh,” said Kollberg gloomily. “You hit him on the head with the bottle, then, until it broke?”

		The man nodded.

		“Then you went on hitting him with the chair as he lay on the floor. How many times?”

		“Don’t know. Not many. Quite a lot though.”

		“I can imagine. And then you tipped the sideboard over him and left the room. What did the third one of you do in the meantime? This Ragnar Larsson? Didn’t he try to interfere; I mean, stop you?”

		“No, he didn’t do anything. He just let it go on.”

		“Don’t start lying again now.”

		“He was asleep. He’d passed out.”

		“Try to speak a little louder, all right?”

		“He was lying on the bed, asleep. He didn’t notice anything.”

		“No, not until he came to and then he went to the police. Well, so far it’s clear. But there’s one thing I still don’t really understand. Why did it turn out this way? You’d never even seen each other before you met in that beer hall.”

		“He called me a damned nazi.”

		“Every policeman gets called a damned nazi several times a week. Hundreds of people have called me a nazi and gestapo man and even worse things, but I’ve never killed anyone for it.”

		“He sat there and said it over and over again, damned nazi, damned nazi, damned nazi … It was the only thing he said. And he sang.”

		“Sang?”

		“Yes, to get my goat. Annoy me. About Hitler.”

		“Uh-huh. Well, had you given him any cause to talk like that?”

		“I’d told him my old lady was German. That was before.”

		“Before you began drinking?”

		“Yes. Then he just said it didn’t matter what kind of mother a guy had.”

		“And when he was about to go out into the kitchen, you took the bottle and hit him from behind?”

		“Yes.”

		“Did he fall?”

		“He sort of fell to his knees. And began bleeding. And then he said, ‘You bloody little nazi runt, you, now you’re in for it.’ ”

		“And so you went on hitting him?”

		“I was … afraid. He was bigger than me and … you don’t know what it feels like … everything just goes round and round and goes red … I didn’t seem to know what I was doing.”

		The man’s shoulders were shaking violently.

		“That’s enough,” said Kollberg, switching off the tape recorder. “Give him something to eat and ask the doctor if he can have a sedative.”

		The policeman by the door rose, put his cap on and led the murderer out, holding him loosely by the arm.

		“Bye for now. See you tomorrow,” said Kollberg absently.

		At the same time he was writing mechanically on the paper in front of him, “Confessed in tears.”

		“Quite a character,” he said.

		“Five previous convictions for assault,” said Melander. “In spite of his denying it every time. I remember him very well.”

		“Said the walking card file,” Kollberg commented.

		He rose heavily and stared at Martin Beck.

		“What are you doing here?” he said. “Go take your holiday and let us look after the criminal ways of the lower classes. Where are you going, by the way? To the islands?”

		Martin Beck nodded.

		“Smart,” said Kollberg. “I went to Rumania first and got fried—in Mamaia. Then I come home and get boiled. Great. And you don’t have any telephone out there?”

		“No.”

		“Excellent. I’m going to take a shower now anyhow. Come on. Run along now.”

		Martin Beck thought it over. The suggestion had its advantages. Among other things, he would get away a day earlier. He shrugged his shoulders.

		“I’m leaving. Bye, boys. See you in a month.”

	
		Maj Sjöwall and Per Wahlöö

		Maj Sjöwall and Per Wahlöö, her husband and coauthor, wrote ten Martin Beck mysteries. Mr Wahlöö, who died in 1975, was a reporter for several Swedish newspapers and magazines and wrote numerous radio and television plays, film scripts, short stories, and novels. Maj Sjöwall is also a poet.
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		ROSEANNA

		On a July afternoon, a young woman’s body is dredged from Sweden’s beautiful Lake Vättern. With no clues, Beck begins an investigation not only to uncover a murderer but also to discover who the victim was. Three months later, all Beck knows is that her name was Roseanna and that she could have been strangled by any one of eighty-five people on a cruise. As the melancholic Beck narrows the list of suspects, he is drawn increasingly to the enigma of the victim, a free-spirited traveler with a penchant for casual sex, and to the psychopathology of a murderer with a distinctive—indeed, terrifying—sense of propriety.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39046-2

		THE MAN WHO WENT UP IN SMOKE

		Inspector Martin Beck of the Stockholm Homicide Squad has his vacation abruptly terminated when the top brass at the foreign office pack him off to Budapest to search for Alf Matsson, who has vanished. Beck investigates viperous Eastern European underworld figures and—at the risk of his life—stumbles upon the international racket in which Matsson was involved. With the coolly efficient local police on his side and a predatory nymphet on his tail, Beck pursues a case whose international implications grow with each new clue.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39048-6

		THE MAN ON THE BALCONY

		In the once peaceful parks of Stockholm, a killer is stalking young girls and disposing of their bodies. The city is on edge, and an undercurrent of fear has gripped its residents. Martin Beck, now a superintendent, has two possible witnesses: a silent, stone-cold mugger and a mute three-year-old boy. With the likelihood of another murder growing as each day passes, the police force works night and day. But their efforts have offered little insight into the methodology of the killer. Then a distant memory resurfaces in Beck’s mind, and he may just have the break he needs.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39047-9

		THE LAUGHING POLICEMAN

		On a cold and rainy Stockholm night, nine bus riders are gunned down by a mysterious assassin. The press portrays it as a freak attack and dubs the killer a madman. But Superintendent Martin Beck thinks otherwise—one of his most ambitious young detectives was among those killed—and he suspects it was more than coincidence. Beck seeks out the girlfriend of the murdered detective, and with her help Beck reconstructs the steps that led to his murder. The police comb the country for the killer, only to find that this attack may be connected to a much older cold-case murder.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39050-9

		THE FIRE ENGINE THAT DISAPPEARED

		The cunning incendiary device that blew the roof off a Stockholm apartment building not only interrupted the small, peaceful orgy underway inside, it nearly took the lives of the eleven occupants. And if one of Martin Beck’s colleagues hadn’t been on the scene, the explosion would have led to a major catastrophe since—for reasons nobody could satisfactorily explain—a regulation fire truck has vanished. Was it terrorism, suicide, or simply a gas leak? And what, if anything, did the explosion have to do with the peculiar death earlier that day of a forty-six-year-old bachelor whose cryptic suicide note consisted of only two words: “Martin Beck”?

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39092-9

		MURDER AT THE SAVOY

		When Viktor Palmgren, a powerful Swedish industrialist, is shot during his after-dinner speech in the luxurious Hotel Savoy, it sends a shiver down the spine of the international money markets and terrifies the tiny town of Malmö. No one in the restaurant can identify the gunman, and local police are sheepishly baffled. That’s when Beck takes over the scene and quickly picks through Palmgren’s background. What he finds is a web of vice so despicable that it’s hard for him to imagine who wouldn’t want Palmgren dead, but that doesn’t stop him and his team of dedicated detectives from tackling one of their most intriguing cases yet.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39091-2

		THE ABOMINABLE MAN

		The gruesome murder of a police captain in his hospital room reveals the unsavory history of a man who spent forty years practicing a horrible blend of strong-arm police work and sheer brutality. Beck and his colleagues comb Stockholm for the murderer, a demented and deadly rifleman, who has plans for even more chaos. As the tension builds and a feeling of imminent danger grips Beck, his investigation unearths evidence of police corruption. That’s when an even stronger sense of responsibility and something like shame urge him into taking a series of drastic steps, which lead to a shocking disaster.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39090-5

		THE LOCKED ROOM

		A young blonde in sunglasses robs a bank and kills a hapless citizen. Across town, a corpse with a bullet shot through its heart is found in a locked room—with no gun at the scene. The crimes seem disparate, but to Martin Beck they are two pieces of the same puzzle, and solving it becomes the one way he can escape the pains of his failed marriage and the lingering effects of a near-fatal bullet wound. Exploring the ramifications of egotism and intellect, luck and accident, this tour de force of detection bears the unmistakable substance of real life.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39049-3

		COP KILLER

		In a country town, a woman is brutally murdered and left buried in a swamp. There are two main suspects: her closest neighbor and her ex-husband. Meanwhile, on a quiet suburban street a midnight shootout takes place between three cops and two teenage boys. Dead, one cop and one kid. Wounded, two cops. Escaped, one kid. Martin Beck and his partner Lennart Kollberg are called in to investigate. As Beck digs deeper into the murky waters of the young girl’s murder, Kollberg scours the town for the teenager, and together they are forced to examine the changing face of crime.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39089-9

		THE TERRORISTS

		An American senator is visiting Stockholm and Martin Beck must lead a team to protect him from an international gang of terrorists. In the midst of the fervor created by the diplomatic visit, a young, peace-loving woman is accused of robbing a bank. Beck is determined to prove her innocence, but gets trapped in the maze of police bureaucracy. To complicate matters a millionaire pornographer has been bludgeoned to death in his own bathtub. The Terrorists is the stunning conclusion to the series that changed crime fiction forever.

		Crime Fiction/978-0-307-39088-2









		[image: Vintage Crime/Black Lizard Logo]
VINTAGE CRIME/BLACK LIZARD
Available at your local bookstore, or visit
www.randomhouse.com

	OEBPS/images/9780307744265_title_page.jpg
THE MAN
WHO WENT UP
IN SMOKE

A MARTIN BECK MYSTERY

MAJ SJBWALL and
PER WAHLOO

Translated from the Swedish by JOAN TATE

Vintage Crime/Black Lizard
Vintage Books + A Division of Random House, Inc. * New York





OEBPS/9780307744265_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Other Books by These Authors


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Introduction


						Chapter 1


						Chapter 2


						Chapter 3


						Chapter 4


						Chapter 5


						Chapter 6


						Chapter 7


						Chapter 8


						Chapter 9


						Chapter 10


						Chapter 11


						Chapter 12


						Chapter 13


						Chapter 14


						Chapter 15


						Chapter 16


						Chapter 17


						Chapter 18


						Chapter 19


						Chapter 20


						Chapter 21


						Chapter 22


						Chapter 23


						Chapter 24


						Chapter 25


						Chapter 26


						Chapter 27


						Chapter 28


						Chapter 29


						Chapter 30


						About the Authors


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Start


						Table of Contents


						Cover


						Cover


						Copyright


						Title Page


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						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


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						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


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/Sjow_9780307744265_epub_L01_r1.jpg








OEBPS/images/9780307744265_cover.jpg
Maj Sjowall and
Per Wahlo6

The Man Who
Went Up In
Smoke

A Martin Beck

Police Mystery









