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“How concrete everything becomes in the world of  the spirit when an object, a 
mere door, can give images of  hesitation, temptation, desire, security, welcome 
and respect. If  one were to give an account of  all the doors one has closed and 
opened, of  all the doors one would like to re-open, one would have to tell the 
story of  one's entire life.”  
― Gaston Bachelard



“It's funny about love', Sophia said. 'The more you love someone, the less 
they like you back.' 
'That's very true,' Grandmother observed. 'And so what do you do?' 
'You go on loving,' said Sophia threateningly. 'You love harder and harder.”  
― Tove Jansson

To Erkki, the poet who makes dreams come true. 

“I am longing to be with you, and by the sea, 
where we can talk together freely and build our 
castles in the air.”  
― Bram Stoker
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Sami always left doors open. This had irritated his wife Saga enormously. In the beginning he 

had tried to close them. He opened cupboard doors, drawers, car doors, front doors and the 

doors wanted to stay open; some  wide open, some ajar. Sometimes he managed to shut them, but 

Saga always managed to find something to close. Every night she would tiptoe around the house to 

check that each door was firmly locked.  

Windows had to be fastened, cat doors, drawers – all shut except for her bedroom window – that 

window was always open at night. 

When she retired for the evening, she would lock her bedroom door.  

Sometimes he would stand on the other side of  her door but he never tried to open it.  

Sami knew that it was important to let others be free. If  it was true that there was only one life to live 

for each and everyone, they at least deserved the freedom to select their prison of  choice. 

All sorts of  things could take place secretly behind closed doors he thought. Someone could be held 

captive in a room, like a genie in a bottle. Maybe Saga was the genie, or maybe she was fay like her 

truly capricious nature suggested.  

Sami
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Saga kept all doors closed because she was afraid that she might one day disappear through an 

unlatched window or step through an open door to another world. Doors were portals, and they 

called to her.  

Many new things can come about when opening a door. Sometimes there might be a new room, or a 

big hall leading to several new rooms. At night she dreamt of  houses and rooms. Endless doors 

opening and leading to new spaces. Sometimes in the houses that were familiar to her, Saga would 

discover a new door and her hair would curl and swirl wildly as she sang high and clear to unlock it.  

Saga
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Young Saga’s grandmother Svea often told her, that she was named after Svea’s 

and Sally’s little sister who was away with the fairies. Saga’s betrothed Walter had 

tragically passed away during the war, and she had never recovered from the loss of  the 

only man she had ever loved. Saga spent her whole life behind locked doors. She was 

not spoken of. She was not present in the family album. 

She used to laugh and cry at the same time young Saga’s aunt would tell her ominously.  

Every so often Svea and Sally would watch young Saga intently and exclaim in wonder: 

‘You have our sisters eyes, with the same faraway look’.  

Young Saga always felt a shiver when she heard those words - she felt uneasy; a spell had 

been cast upon her – an omen.  



Every morning Sami watched his mother leave for work. She cleaned houses to have money to 

have a roof  over their heads. Once Sami had asked her to get money from the bank – banks 

had a lot of  money in them – but his mother had told him that money does not grow on trees.  

He felt the cold glass under his palms and on the tip of  his nose as he pressed against the window. 

When his mother's figure disappeared into the distance he drew a heart on the glass still misty from 

his breath. 

Sami didn’t like to be alone but he had to stay inside and be mum’s good little boy.  

The door was locked and he wasn’t allowed to open it.  

He crawled back into the warmth of  his mother's bed, underneath the quilts and pillows. 

In his dreams doors and windows opened and roofs went flying in the wind. 

Little Sami 
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“You will hear thunder and remember me, 

And think: ‘she wanted storms.‘ ‘’ 

- Anna Akhmatova
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The Storm 
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It was a calm Maundy Thursday afternoon when the storm came in.  The sound of  

Tschaikovsky’s Dance of  the Sugar Plum Fairy filled the space with childhood dreams. 

Saga pursed her lips in concentration as her fingers flew over the keyboard. Sami, a bear of  

a man, danced on his toes to the music, swirling a blanket driving the cat mad with joy.  

It was a cheerful day – still Saga locked the doors and closed the windows. She knew that 

the perils of  the outside preyed on happiness. 
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The doorbell rung. Sami opened the door and the Angel of  Death stood on the 

threshold.  

He knew – at that moment Sami knew that his Matias – his son – had been taken away from 

him;  he had been called to the Armies of  Heaven. 

And so the tranquil Thursday of  Mysteries flared into an inferno of  broken hearts.  

13

“  “Now that you're there, where everything is 
known tell me:What else lived in that house 
besides us?”- Anna Akhmatov”
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‘’I have a lot of  work to do today;  

I need to slaughter memory,  

Turn my living soul to stone  

Then teach myself  to live again. . .  

But how. The hot summer rustles  

Like a carnival outside my window;  

I have long had this premonition  

Of  a bright day and a deserted house. ”  

― Anna Akhmatova 
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The End

21


	To Erkki, the poet who makes dreams come true.
	Little Sami



