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A poetic opening inspired by one Uku Masing's lyrical composition
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We are trumpeters, forgotten,

homeless men with empty hands;

wives and children lost behind us,

only storms and ragged lands.



Only sky above us stretching,

dusty roads beneath our feet;

if the earth is torn from under,

we will set the seas alight with heat.



On our shadows we keep treading,

flags are nothing but our palms;

yet the mountains of the heavens

still are free of earthly qualms.



All our horses bruised and weary,

bones on bones like hollow drums;

rusted swords and in our chests

an ancient song like fire hums.



Stones have beaten raw our footsteps,

bodies turned to single scars;

yet our hearts drown hostile armies,

blood runs red beneath the stars.



Trumpets pierced and dust is choking

every newborn battle-cry;

still we march with broken whistles,

blue and shrill against the sky.



Groves behind us blaze with fury,

meadows burn in ashen breath;

and we feel the demon-kingdom

watching us — the face of Death.



We are last of all defenders,

trumpet-bearers, ragged, proud;

those who break the demon’s border,

never asking wages loud.



Though Your servants, Lord, so seldom

long for wings of angel-white,

still Your grace, unbroken, boundless,

drives us onward through the night.



Sometimes for the White Ship waiting —

yet it never comes to shore;

bridges burn behind our footsteps,

planks and pillars are no more.



Still the road remains beside us,

faithful friend and quiet guide;

those who fled have won their kingdom,

we who stayed have nothing cried.



I care not where death shall find us,

for our blood is soft and pure;

if we make the face of evil

ugly, hope will still endure.



Though we wait through smoke and fury,

Pan behind us blowing flame,

yet our hearts will bloom forever

on the Tree that bears Your name.



We are trumpeters, the limping,

men with neither hearth nor kin;

only sky and — far before us —

White Ship’s mast that draws us in.



Silver clouds above us drifting,

backs like spears against the wind;

and God’s Kingdom in our pupils

flashes through the desert’s rim.



Introduction to Volume 3:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Rooms That Move Through a Man
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“In this part of the world, the past does not stay behind us. It walks beside us, quietly, waiting to be recognized.”

I. A Continent That Remembers in Silence

THERE ARE PLACES IN Europe where history does not unfold — it accumulates.

It gathers in corners, settles into the grain of wood, lingers in the pauses between sentences.

Joker Homeros Salmon moves through such places the way one moves through a house inherited from distant relatives: with curiosity, with caution, with the faint sense that the walls remember more than they reveal.

Budapest is one such house.

A city that listens.

A city that exhales slowly.

Its trams groan through the morning fog like old animals remembering their youth.

The Danube carries reflections older than the façades leaning over it.

Even the embassies — those islands of distant sovereignties — stand like monuments to grievances that have not yet found their final form.

Joker notices these things not because he seeks them, but because he cannot help it.

He watches the little green municipal worker in the lemon-yellow vest sweeping cigarette butts with the devotion of someone tending an invisible shrine.

The man’s movements are slow, deliberate, almost ceremonial.

Joker observes him the way one observes a figure in a dream — aware of the ordinariness, yet sensing the weight beneath it.

This is Joker’s way of being in the world: he listens to what is not said, he sees what is not shown, he feels the pressure of atmospheres others pass through without noticing.

And yet, for all his detachment, he is not untouched.

The rooms he enters — Budapest, Tartu, Zhdanov, the family kitchen, the construction site — leave traces on him, faint at first, then unmistakable.

He carries them the way others carry memories: not as stories, but as climates.

II. Tartu: The First Room of Weather

TARTU IS THE FIRST of Joker’s climates.

A city of slow rivers and long winters, where the intellectual and the provincial coexist in a fragile truce.

Joker grows up here, in a landscape shaped by libraries, student cafés, and the quiet hum of academic life.

It is a place where thought moves at the pace of weather, where silence is not emptiness but preparation.

It is in Tartu that he first encounters the Word of Life prayer meetings — rooms where voices rise in patterns that defy grammar but not emotion.

Glossolalia fills the air like a second atmosphere.

Joker stands at the edge, watching faces change as if lit from within. He does not join them, nor does he mock them.

He simply listens, sensing that something is happening — not to him, but around him — and that this something will follow him long after he leaves the room.

Tartu teaches him that identity is not a fixed point but a negotiation between the places one inhabits and the places one carries within.

It teaches him that silence can be as expressive as speech, that belief can take forms one does not recognize, that the world is larger — and stranger — than he once assumed.

III. Zhdanov: The Room Without Windows

ZHDANOV IS A DIFFERENT kind of room.

A room without windows.

A room where the air tastes of metal and resignation.

The Soviet army does not shape men; it erodes them.

It teaches obedience without purpose, endurance without meaning, ritual without belief.

Joker enters this world as a radio-location operator, a corporal in name but a conscript in truth.

He watches the sky for aircraft that never come, while the real battles unfold in the barracks: the Moldavian who believes in omens, the Chechen who believes in honor, the officers who believe in fear.

The dembel uniform — velvet, gold, forbidden — becomes a symbol of everything the system cannot control.

Joker accepts it without wanting it, accepts the promise to return it without believing in promises.

He shows the Moldavian a photograph of Delilah Esmeralda, and something shifts — not in the room, but in the Moldavian’s gaze.

A seed is planted.

Joker does not notice.

The Moldavian does.

When Joker returns home, he does not send the uniform back.

He drinks instead — days dissolving into nights, nights dissolving into silence.

The promise fades.

The world narrows.

And then comes the morning beside Delilah — a moment that feels less like a decision than like the echo of decisions made long before.

Joker does not believe in curses.

But he feels something begin.

A crack widening.

A thread tightening.

A quiet rearrangement of the inner weather.

IV. The Family Kitchen as Tribunal

IF ZHDANOV IS THE PLACE where Joker learns how the world can break a man from the outside, then his family home is where he learns how a man can be broken from within.

The kitchen becomes a courtroom where silence is the judge.

His father’s disappointment is a kind of gravity.

His mother’s mercy is a kind of fog — soft, enveloping, but unable to change the temperature of the room.

His brother’s loyalty is fierce but misdirected, a shield that protects by obscuring.

They do not judge him out of cruelty.

They judge him because they know no other language.

Forgiveness is not part of their vocabulary.

Not because they reject it, but because they have never learned its syntax.

V. The Construction Brigade: A Room of Noise and Forgetting

The construction brigade is a world of noise after so much silence.

TOOLS CLATTER, SHOVELS scrape, laughter erupts too quickly, curses fall too easily.

Vodka becomes the punctuation of the day.

Joker fits into this world with unsettling ease.

He is porous, absorbing moods the way walls absorb smoke.

He drinks not to escape, but to dissolve — to become indistinguishable from the men beside him.

And yet, even here, he remains a witness.

He notices the tremor in the foreman’s hands, the worker who arrives early to avoid being alone, the jokes that grow louder as the day grows darker.

He notices the fragile tenderness that emerges among men who have learned to survive by not speaking too much.

VI. Rooms That Form a Weather System

WHEN ONE STEPS BACK from all these rooms — Tartu, Zhdanov, the family kitchen, the construction site, the tram-lined streets of Budapest — a pattern emerges.

Not a pattern of cause and effect, but of atmosphere.

Joker’s life is not a sequence of events but a sequence of climates.

He is shaped not by what he chooses, but by what he breathes.

And yet he remains in motion.

He is not a figure frozen in amber.

He is a man moving through a continent that is itself shifting — a continent where the past has not settled, where the present is provisional, where the future is a negotiation between memory and possibility.

VII. The Door That Opens Toward Hungary and the East

THE STORY THAT FOLLOWS does not return to the Baltic or the barracks.

Those rooms have done their work.

The next rooms belong to Hungary, to the Carpathian Basin, to the uneasy, shimmering terrain of Eastern Europe.

Here the air is different.

Here the past reenacts itself in new costumes.

Here nostalgia and disillusionment walk side by side.

Joker will encounter new climates: the bureaucratic labyrinths of post-transition institutions, the ideological crosswinds of Budapest cafés, the slow, stubborn rhythms of provincial towns, the quiet tremors of nations remembering and forgetting at the same time.

He will drift into stories that do not belong to him, yet somehow claim him.

He will sense the shifts in the air before others notice them.

VIII. And So the Story Continues

THE ROOMS AHEAD WILL test him in ways the earlier ones only prepared him for.

They will demand not obedience, nor confession, but recognition.

And so the story continues.


Not with an ending, but with a door opening onto another room. 
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Human nature has changed only slightly over the millennia.

Beneath the polished surface of modernity he remains the same Cro-Magnon creature, proud above all that he is not a Neanderthal. Anyone who thinks differently is, by his definition, a fool.

And in the eyes of a more skeptical observer, social media has raised homo sapiens into something even more grotesque — a being whose greatest dream is to dance drunkenly on the graves of his virtual and flesh-and-blood enemies, to spit on them, stomp in a trance, and, fist raised in triumph, gleefully urinate on the resting places of those he hates most.

At the same time, his mental development has remained so stunted that he rarely reaches the level of a five-year-old child — or of my four-year-old St. Bernard dog.

Estonia, the homeland of Joker Homeros Salmon de Stella, is also spinning in this whirlwind of change.

At the moment when I, Joker, lay writhing in a shamanic fever in my bed in Vilnius, the capital of Lithuania, the self-proclaimed victor of the Second World War — the Soviet Union — sent tanks and armored vehicles to crush peaceful Lithuanians protesting against the occupation.

In those clashes, Russian soldiers killed a beautiful young woman, and with her death the veil finally fell from the eyes of the masses who had been raised in the communist spirit. They saw, perhaps for the first time, the barbaric, demonic nature of the soldiers who had long been called “liberators.”

One of the two great powers of the 20th century — Bolshevism — collapsed almost overnight. Proud communists, war veterans with kilograms of medals clinking on their chests, mourned bitterly. They lamented that everything they had achieved with weapons and with the “truth” of Marxism-Leninism had been undone by Boris Yeltsin and Mikhail Gorbachev with a single stroke of a pen in the primeval forest of Belovezhskaya Pushcha.

They cried that the Russians had been reduced to nothing, and some even muttered that, in the end, Hitler had won the war.

Skeptics, however, say there is no point in dreaming of change for the better. Progress and development are empty words — self-deception. While some still naively believe in a bright future, others believe more firmly in the imminent end of the world.

Both are right, because the end of one world is also the beginning of the next. Everything will be like this until the last, final end of the world, which will be either a nuclear war or the second coming of Jesus Christ.

Although there has never been such a period in the history of mankind as now, when there are so many people on planet Earth who believe in science and at the same time in the real world and in vitally important situations, almost always guided by emotions, that the question arises: is there any benefit to a person from knowledge and science at all?

Is it worth emphasizing knowledge and science in a world that, despite all intellectual efforts, threatens to blow up any minute? Or rather, several external signs indicate that it may be blown up by politicians of several leading countries of the world due to geopolitical ambitions.

However, many citizens have another question in connection with the above:

"Quo vadis, Estonia?"

And since Estonia is in the world:

"Quo vadis, the World?"

I, Joker, settled down on my ruby-red couch, just as the apostle John did on the wooden bunk of the smoky cave on the island of Patmos only a few thousand years ago.

I dreamed that I had entered the year 2037.

The dream was so realistic that I could not distinguish it from real life.

Between the events of 2026 and the events of the dream world, there was a gaping void that had to be filled with events.

The Eesti 200 party, of course, would no longer answer the question of where Estonia was going.

Not to mention the world, about which the vast majority of its politicians had no idea.

By the early thirties, after the party was finally liquidated due to lack of supporters, it had finally become clear that their policies would not bring happiness to the courtyards of Estonia in two hundred years, but only surreal chaos, gender confusion and a whole galaxy of Pharisaical money-hungry politicians who were ready to parcel out their country's assets to American corporations for the price of a sandwich.

Kristina Kallas's admonitions a few decades ago that Estonians should stick to their zithers and their rustic tied shoes and never try to compare themselves with larger cultural nations, such as the Russians, have not made wearing tied shoes and folk costumes fashionable again among the rural population.

Unlike the Ukrainians, among whom the long-term successful resistance to the Russian occupiers has noticeably increased patriotism among the people, which is also expressed in the growth of the popularity of folk clothing and their own folklore and a deeper respect for national culture, which emphasizes the difference from the Russians.

Just as the policies of the party founded and led by a certain female politician — in alliance with the Reform Party — had not made Estonia more successful or prosperous over the past decade.

Quite the opposite.

Their inability to reach any meaningful agreement with Isamaa or the national conservatives had driven Estonia into a division unseen for at least two centuries.

The last time Estonia had been administratively split was under the Russian Tsarist Empire, when the land was divided into the provinces of Estonia and Livonia. Yet even then, people moved freely, traded freely, married freely. Northern and Southern Estonia belonged to the same empire, and the peasants made little distinction between “Estonians” and “Livonians,” for they all spoke a similar vernacular — unless one happened to be a German or one of the so-called Juniper Germans.

Now, however, the short-sighted policies of Eesti 200, the Reform Party, and their tiny vassal parties — all obedient to foreign dictates — had created a catastrophe with far-reaching consequences. Historical Estonia had been torn in two, separated by a new iron curtain.

Even Virumaa, one of Estonia’s most important historical counties, was cut in half. Its eastern half had long been resettled by newcomers from various corners of the Soviet Union — people who preferred the Russian language and mindset, and who had begun arriving during the dark years of Soviet stagnation. They came from distant republics of the vast empire, speaking different languages, carrying different memories, and hoping for a better life.

To them, the local Estonians were “Germans” and “fascists,” the same enemies their fathers or grandfathers had fought during the Second World War. And even if these natives — who called themselves Estonians and babbled in an incomprehensible tongue — had not fought in that war at all, it made no difference in the eyes of the newcomers. A Fritz was a Fritz, and a Nazi was a Nazi.

A better life meant better wages in the oil-shale mines of Kohtla-Järve and its surroundings. It meant mouth-watering smoked sausages in local shops and butcher windows — delicacies many of the newcomers had never even dreamed of in the context of their previous lives and identities.

The local people worked conscientiously, even if much of what they produced did not remain in their own hands.

Soviet Estonia’s economic indicators were usually better than those of the other Soviet republics, and although most of its labor and resources were siphoned off to Russia, a relatively larger share of quality goods still appeared on store shelves — sometimes openly, sometimes under the counter.

And wonder of wonders, the newcomer was delighted.

Look — bananas and pineapples from Cuba!

Such treasures, which in his homeland appeared only on the tables of party officials, were suddenly within reach.

No wonder he felt good.

No wonder he multiplied.

And no wonder he flooded Ida-Viru County — which by 2037 would be known as the People’s Republic of Poluvernia — without ever bothering to learn the local language.

By 2037, the Republic of Estonia had shrunk even further. Tallinn remained the capital, and Toompea still governed what was left of the country.

Around that time, the media reported a bizarre court case: a dog owner accused of insulting his Doberman Pinscher with the nationalist slur “Nazi.”

It was even claimed that the man had bitten the docile dog in a fit of rage.

This flat-earth believer of “Neanderthal” origin had allegedly kicked the animal because it had torn the trouser leg of a citizen who had been righteously attempting to free Estonia from the slavery of wind turbines.

The man then cursed the dog’s owner, calling him an animal torturer — a remark that, according to the prosecution, had caused emotional trauma to the dog and its entire family.

The case was presided over by transgender judge Nikolai Perverssin, a former resident of Narva who had received a free state apartment in Lasnamäe.

Officially, he was a citizen of the Poluvernian People’s Republic — though he also held Estonian citizenship.

It was impossible to say with any certainty whether he was a feminine man with painted lips or a masculine woman.

During the trial, he presented an accusation based on a peculiar interpretation of the Russian language: the dog, he argued, must be good because its breed name contained the syllable dober, which he claimed derived from the Russian adjective dobraya — “good.”

The accused, on the other hand — a deeply religious man — must be evil, because he had kicked the dog.

For this, he was sentenced to five years in prison, so that he might sit and reflect on whether it was truly worth following teachings and religions that so disgustingly emphasized the sinful nature and evil heart of man.

That this interpretation contained logical errors did not occur to anyone in the courtroom.

For this, he was sentenced to five years in prison, so that he might sit and reflect on whether it was truly worth following teachings and religions that so disgustingly emphasized the sinful nature and evil heart of man.

The capital’s progressives and members of the LMBQTI community greeted Judge Perverssin’s verdict with ecstatic shrieks, as if justice itself had descended upon Toompea in rainbow-colored sandals. They waved their flags triumphantly, cheering the punishment of the citizen who had dared to kick a dog — and who, even worse, had expressed hostility toward windmills and solar panels.

After the hearing, they spilled into the streets of Tallinn like a jubilant parade, their joy echoing off the stone walls of the Old Town.

A citizen from the early 21st century, watching from the sidelines, would likely have felt nauseous.

And not only him.

The People’s Republic of Poluvernia — though a person from that earlier era would have found the development of this artificial state at least as revolting, if not more — had long observed the moral decay and disastrous consequences of liberal brainwashing in the Republic of Estonia, a country that had surrendered nearly a fifth of its territory without armed resistance.

After the Russians of Ida-Viru County — who had unjustifiably begun using the identity of Poluverniks and calling themselves an indigenous people — announced to Putin their desire to join Russia, and after receiving an ambiguous refusal, they decided to stop pretending.

No more playing at being Estonians.

No more imitating integration.

When the Poluvernian People’s Republic declared its separation from Estonia, the transvestite law student Nikolai Perverssin did not hesitate for a moment to remain in Tallinn.

He feared that if he stayed in Narva, the laws of the Russian Federation — which tolerated no gender orientations resembling his own — would be applied in Poluvernia as well.

He would lose not only his safety, but also the opportunity to practice law in either Poluvernia or Russia.

In truth, by staying in liberal Tallinn, Perverssin also escaped lynching by his own people in Narva, Kohtla-Järve, Ahtme, or Sillamäe.

These so-called new Poluverniks would likely have shot him on sight, for they could not tolerate such a pervert in their midst.

But in the Republic of Estonia — a state that considered liberal values sacred — he was still regarded as a useful citizen.

The Harju County Court session hall was still packed with spectators.

Judge Perverssin slipped quietly toward the back door that opened into the staff corridor, clutching the case files under his arm. Before pushing the handle, he cast an indifferent glance at the convict — the dog-beater — who glared at him with a mixture of hatred and bewilderment.

A strange thought struck him.

What if he became a woman again?

Nikolett Perverssina — the person he had once been born as, but whom he had eventually grown dissatisfied with. He had wanted to become a man, and he had made that desire real: hormone therapy, surgeries, even the reconstruction of male genitals.

And yet he still felt insecure.

Even today he sensed he would never truly be a man.

Never as strong or as effortlessly masculine as those born into manhood.

At best he felt like a crybaby, the kind other men mocked.

He would certainly never become Rambo.

And when he reached the staff exit and saw the dog-beater staring at him, something twisted inside him.

He admired the manliness hidden in the convict — and then, oh, this perversion! — a violent thought flashed through his mind: what would it be like to have sex with him?

He recoiled from the idea in horror.

After all, after his voluntary transition, he no longer possessed the physical ability to be a woman either.

Emotionally, he could not imagine himself as either woman or man.

He was suspended somewhere in between — a place without definition, without comfort.

But none of this stopped Perverssin from judging others.

Whose business was it how he felt inside?

He opened the door and slipped into the personnel corridor, the files pressed tightly under his arm. He passed colleagues’ offices, conference rooms, small lounges, the fire department, and the civil division.

The corridor was quiet; behind the closed doors, work still hummed along briskly.

The air smelled of coffee, paper, and documents — the familiar perfume of bureaucracy.

In the parking lot, he circled his Chinese electric car with suspicion, scanning the shadows as if expecting someone to leap out at him. He had plenty of enemies — people who resented his position as a judge, people he had wronged with his unconventional verdicts, people who would gladly see him disappear.

But he noticed no one paying him any special attention.

He pressed his ring finger against the door. The system recognized him instantly.

The Huawei electric car awakened without a sound.

Lights flickered on.

The vehicle glided toward the exit gate like a ghost on wheels.

The identifier scanned him and opened without hesitation.

Once outside, the car turned onto an almost deserted street. It had barely traveled a few dozen meters when it suddenly braked hard.

Modern cars, as everyone knew, were programmed so that their detectors refused to run people down. Even if the driver commanded it.

This happened mere seconds after Perverssin had ordered the car to accelerate to maximum speed.

An elderly man — vigorous despite his age, with snow-white hair — had appeared in front of the car as if rising straight out of the asphalt.

The vehicle, equipped with the latest Chinese software, had no choice but to stop.

Otherwise it would have killed him.

The old man stood there with phlegmatic calm, like someone absolutely certain that nothing bad could happen to him.

He faced Perverssin directly, staring at him with an accusing expression that had nothing to do with the fact that he had nearly been run over.

No.

Things like that did not happen.

It must be some fanatical conspiracy theorist — a flat-earth believer or a conservative Jehovah’s Witness who saw blasphemy in people like him.

People like that could be terribly annoying.

And uneducated. Or miseducated. At least in Perverssin’s opinion.

In truth, he did not look like someone from the world of the living. He looked more like a ghost.

Perverssin was reminded of the apparition of Hamlet’s father in Shakespeare’s play.

The old man seemed to have been waiting for him. That was why he stood there — right in front of the car, barely half a meter away. His arms were spread wide, as if inviting judgment or delivering it. He looked straight into Perverssin’s eyes with a gaze that belonged to someone not of this world.

Now the Russian judge born in Narva could no longer understand why the old man refused to move.

Why was he standing there like a wooden idol of some forgotten god, glaring accusingly at the new Poluvernik — at Perverssin — who had just sentenced a native Estonian for a crime that did not exist, in a land where he lived as a stranger, even if as a citizen, and whose people he had never truly taken seriously.

For some reason, the ghostly old man’s appearance dragged these thoughts to the surface.

He could not explain it. He had never allowed himself to think like this before.

Perverssin tried to gather his thoughts. The old man was probably the spirit of some long-dead Estonian who could not find peace in the realm of the dead.

No — impossible.

He was an atheist. He did not believe in any afterlife.

There were no ghosts.

The old man was just a local pensioner who had gone to the corner shop for his daily herring and bread.

Look — there was a plastic bag in his hand.

Maybe he was a drunk, and he had gone to buy vodka.

The accusatory stare was probably just the result of a hangover or a foggy head.

But none of the explanations fit.

Perverssin felt irritation rising.

He tried to signal with his eyes for the old man to move aside. But the old man only made a face as if he did not understand the gesture.

His accusing gaze grew sharper, fiercer. The judge began to fear that the man might leap onto the windshield in a rage.

A man like that was capable of anything. The old man opened his mouth to speak. But inside the car, nothing could be heard. Perverssin ordered the window to open.

He leaned out and shouted:

“What are you doing? Move out of the way!”

The old man looked surprised. Or perhaps bewildered.

The transgender judge began to suspect again that he might not be dealing with a spirit after all. Only a spirit could be so astonished when mortals commanded him.

A terrible thought struck him. Perhaps he was dealing with an angel of the Lord. He remembered the Bible stories he had heard long ago — angels with flaming swords.

The old man put his hand into his pocket.

The judge froze, imagining the man pulling out a sword that would burst into flame in his hand.

Now the old man began waving his hands. Then he said something in a language Perverssin did not understand.

Perhaps Hungarian.

Or Albanian.

He had no idea.

In the meantime, the man standing in the road seemed to gather himself. He switched to Estonian. He probably knew both languages — Estonian and that unknown one. But Perverssin’s ear still couldn’t make out the words.

So he stuck his head out of the window again and shouted:

“Get out of the way already! You’re a fool!”

The old man sensed immediately that the judge was not treating him with the respect he deserved. His expression shifted — first wounded, then enraged.

He shouted in crystal-clear Estonian, so loudly that his voice could probably be heard back in the Harju County Court building:

“Pervert! Pervert against nature! Get out, you alien! You exhaust me and my people! Get out of my country! You have no right to judge the people of Estonia!”

As always in such moments, Perverssin’s eyes began to blink rapidly.

Then his brain stalled.

He could not think.

Suddenly he jerked the steering wheel, turning the car a full one-hundred-and-eighty degrees, and sped off in the opposite direction.

The old man was me — Joker — caught in the whirlwind of events in the year 2037, inside a dream I had while sleeping on my red sofa in August 1992.

I had just turned thirty.

It was a real nightmare.

To meet a judge like that, I mean.

But wait — the dream continues.
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