Leena Välikangas

Unprofiled

I’M LYING HERE and my eyes are still open. The eyes are at work and I can see. You wouldn’t think so, I’m just staring. My mouth is slightly open and I can feel a little trail of drool going down my chin. Mascara is burning in my eyes. I’m on my side, with my left cheek pressed against the floor. Just a moment ago, I still felt my legs and my prickly left arm, bent under my body. Now they’re gone. All that’s left is the brain, a heavy clump inside the skull.

It’s totally quiet here.

Game over. Colourful fireworks are going off on the computer screen. You have won! Would you like to play again? 

This is a game you cannot replay. It’s over for good. The result’s not exactly what we hoped for, but there’s nothing more that I can do about it.

I don’t even get it. Here I am, just thinking. Going over the whole thing and thinking. I have a damn big hole in my stomach and I thought I was gonna die. But I’m just thinking. Don’t feel a thing, but my brain is going in circles. Weird. Am I alive or not?

Someone starts wailing quietly.

I can see the others around me. One of them is lying really close to me and horror is glaring from his eyes. I’m not sure if he’s alive. One of his eyes is trembling in a strange sorta way. Maybe he’s living. Well, whatever. I really don’t care give a damn what these people are doing. They had no idea what was going on in my world and they shat themselves. 

This was hardcore. I know that you won’t understand me and what I did, but I don’t give a shit about that, cause I know that some do understand.  It’s so damn exciting when everyone’s thinking about why and why. How could someone do this and so on. This should be such a clear-cut case. Anyone with half a brain can see it. The whole fucking human kind is gonna die cause of its own shit and foolery anyway. Doesn’t matter when you leave, might as well be now. I could of course try and make you get it. I don’t see why I should bother, though, but I do have some kinda need to explain this whole project. At least that way you won’t blame my parents. You can just leave them out of this mess right away. This was my decision and I don’t regret it for a second. 

So, I wanna explain it somehow, not to defend what I’ve done but to give a logical explanation to what happened. To tell you, how my logic works...

---

Tuesday January 13th
# Fucking Wonderland

[ 18:46 ] <Lisa> hello all you mohicans and cutie faces. i’m asking if anyone’s here 

[ 18:47 ] <DD> i’m over here. hey lisa, how are you?

[ 18:48 ] <Lisa> same old shit. had to go to school but ended up down the beach again…it pisses me off that mom’s at home all smiley and being so happy that I’m at school again. fuck yeah, she has no idea about me. I’m practically building a bomb at my place upstairs and mom’s calling me to have a cup of hot cocoa downstairs. talk about everyday irony right

[ 18:48 ] <DD> are you honestly making a bomb at home?!

[ 18:49 ] <Lisa> well haha, whaddya think

[ 18:49 ] <DD> course not

[ 18:49 ] <Lisa> how are you?

[ 18:50 ] <DD> i’d have use for one bomb right here. I really hate all of them at school

[ 18:50 ] <Lisa> what have they done this time?

[ 18:50 ] <DD> all the bitches are empty pieces of shit, all they care about is if max factor is best at giving them full eyelashes

[ 18:50 ] <Lisa> well is it?

[ 18:50 ] <DD> screw you

[ 18:51 ] <Lisa> half the population are imbeciles. they never think about anything real but the only things for them are food, money and sex

[ 18:51 ] <DD> once again i feel like might as well jump down from the nearest bridge. no one speaks anything, says anything. nobody listens and if they do, they understand nothing.

[ 18:51 ] <Lisa> i know what you’re talking about

[ 18:52 ] <DD> i’m full of rage

[ 18:52 ] <Lisa> i know the feeling

[ 18:52 ] <DD> i’d like to create chaos and havoc

[ 18:52 ] <Lisa> you know what DD, what’s stopping you?
[ 18:53 ] <DD> gotta go. mom’s found a “delightful”
porcelain thing from last century from a second hand store. fuck do I care

[ 18:53 ] <Lisa> how cute. talk to you soon. anyone here? DD had to leave to look at some fucking porcelain

[ 19:03 ] <SW> hey lisa, what’s up girl

[ 19:03 ] <Lisa> oh hi, same old. how bout you?

[ 19:04 ] <SW> i was looking at this awesome gun online. think i’ll order it. it’s this illegal thing i don’t have permit but fuck do I care. who’s gonna ask. cops don’t know bout half of the guns people have. I think everyone has rights to have as many guns they want. guns get you respect what do ya think...

---

Chapter 2

The authorities

Smoke bombs had been exploding over Helsinki or that’s at least what one might have thought. Exhaust gases crawling along the streets and between buildings had blended in with the mist. It was as if nerve gas had been injected with the smog, one that was causing physical symptoms to people: they were grinding their teeth in lines of cars, were quick to give each other the finger, were anxiously drumming their steering wheels and yelling at the children on the back seats, on their way to day care. Crawling along in the morning rush hour was plain hell. January had been prodding the city dwellers with dirty and soaked days and was giving no promise of light and whiteness. Each morning, those gassed citizens in lines of cars went on their way at the same time. Like hamsters they jumped on their running wheels and sped up their days on motion, until the evening, when they returned to their well-earned rest in their cages with unseeing eyes. 

The traffic light at the junction of the streets of Tukholmankatu and Mannerheimintie turned from red to green.

A burgundy Saab 96, old submarine-like model, bolted into movement, showering the windshield of the car that was behind it with dirt. At the helm of this submarine was a thirty-something male. He was on his way to his job at the southern police police precinct of Helsinki. He was Jokinen, Jaakko Jokinen.
The university-level IT-man had become a police officer in order to realize a fixation that had been developing in his mind since his childhood. Bond movies and ‘007’ as the final digits of his identity number had messed up with the mind of the young chap, and night in, night out he had been saving the world from crooks in his adventures. He never got tired of prowling on innocent bystanders with his cap pistol in his hand and his father’s cat bow tie around his neck. But this fantasy of heroism was as far from his current reality as the buxom Bond babes were from his bed. His inner child still kept demanding tasks involving deactivating nuclear bombs as the last minutes are running out on a digital screen and furious car chases on the streets of Nice with Jaws gnawing his dental works at the proximity of Bond’s family jewels while bombs are going off all around him. When he was a little boy, he was indifferent to the beautiful women in the movies, but the innocent wet dreams of his adolescence had left him with fantasies of ample embraces similar to the final romping scenes of the movies.

A complete novice full of enthusiasm, he had begun working as an IT expert in the division of white-collar crimes. He was able to apply things he had learned to his work, but his inner little man was hit by a Pendolino train. Mundane work and putting the pieces together seemed to be a job reserved for a nursing home, with caretakers bringing thousand-piece puzzles to old dears with dementia who can’t even remember their own names. After spending months tracing the movements of criminal money laundering channels back to the Cayman Islands or other tax paradises and finally, after having solved the puzzle, he was able to momentarily enjoy his grog on the rocks before the ice melted, turning the drink watery. 

A transfer taking place on the previous fall found him doing new tasks in the division of juvenile delinquency that kept watch on YouTube and different message boards such as IRC gallery, Facebook and Twitter, and this made his inner Bond quiver.

The department store bomb and the school massacres had made the Finnish idyll take a tumble. What is more, the cuckoos lurking in all the layers of the society had managed to lay dangerous eggs on our nests. It was the job of the police to track down these destructive cuckoos and to prevent new eggs from hatching. The nation had been looking for answers and was hoping to find solutions to the questions that were churning in people’s minds. Different authorities had been looking for causes, responsibilities, those who had been neglecting their duties and what had been done and left undone. Printers had been spitting out standard-size papers, committees had been sitting down negotiating and investigations had been carried out. There had been plenty of justified requirements, but also a lack of an adequate amount of will and resources. Prioritization had been done on such administrative levels where one had no clue whatsoever on the problems occurring at the grass roots level. The media had been industrious as ever and was twisting and turning the nest around in order to increase their number of readers and watchers. At one point, they had been curbed and the tameness that followed had furthered the silence surrounding the issues. The trash had been sucked down a Hoover and a candle had been lit. The police had also had its share in being roasted on the frying pan. The consensus had been reached that it was necessary to monitor what was going on in the Internet. However, everyone had been left pondering whether the egg came before the cuckoo or was it the cuckoo that came before the egg.

Jokinen’s Saab drove in front of the police department. Someone had taken his parking slot and he parked his car on his work buddy Knuuti’s parking space, deciding that he might as well recycle the damage that had been done to him... 

