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He knew he was dying. The damp had already penetrated 
his thin clothes hours ago. Liquor, lack of sleep, and the 
blows to his head had dulled his senses. He continued to 
wait in vain for the salvation of nothingness, a place that 
he wouldn’t have to wake up from.
 The brief lucid moments were diminishing. Only 
the pounding agony in his head, the taste of blood in his 
mouth, and the occasional fits of shuddering in the back 
of his neck kept him connected to reality. His lower body 
was numb. He couldn’t even call for help any longer.
 He was sitting in the sand, buried up to his neck. 
The wet sand was tight and heavy around him. It pressed 
his limbs so closely to his sides that he couldn’t move. 
The hole was only ten meters from the water’s edge. An 
ideal spot for sunbathing, but for him the sand had be-
come a nightmare that was turning blood red.
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The moments in the morning when the sun rises and dis-
pels the dew were Mrs. Nilsson’s favorite time of the day. 
She had a habit of walking her dachshund at that time on 
the uninhabited beaches of Hanko.
 Each time she thought that there was no place so 
peaceful and beautiful.
 Summer was at its best. It was still a few days until 
Midsummer and the tourists hadn’t arrived yet. Midsum-
mer is the starting gun for the short, busy period when 
Hanko has too many people.
 Mrs. Nilsson had lived in Hanko all her life. She 
had never learned to like tourists, especially not the sum-
mer residents who owned houses left empty all winter. 
In the summer they debauched themselves like nouveau 
riche Russians. The locals, for their part, had to get by 
in town through the windy autumn and the quiet, chilly 
winter, too. Mrs. Nilsson also didn’t like it that all the 
Finnish-speaking millionaire stock traders and advertis-
ing executives in the world had bought the handsomest 

of the local gingerbread villas and the nicest houses. Her 
daughter insisted she was just jealous that she had to live 
in an ordinary-looking traditional Hanko house. But she 
held stubbornly to the belief that Hanko belonged to the 
Swedish-speakers. You never heard Finnish spoken in 
Hanko when she was young.
 At Gunnarinranta – Gunnar’s Beach – Mrs. Nils-
son let her dog run free. But he didn’t get far. The place 
was familiar to the old woman and the dog. The dog 
sniffed at all of the fisherman’s sheds, overturned boats, 
crumpled cigarette packs, beer bottles and traces of noc-
turnal love. Mrs. Nilsson walked at a leisurely pace along 
the well-beaten path toward the small boulder whose 
other side opened onto Tulliranta.
 She and the dog descended from the boulder to 
the beach and headed toward the water line at the tip 
of the peninsula. They decided to walk to the fence at 
the coast guard station a short kilometer away. The dog 
couldn’t go any farther than that, and neither could she.
 The dog had stopped and was sniffing a bundle of 
something on the ground.
 Somebody’s been lighting fires on the beach again 
– another one of those drinking parties, Mrs. Nilsson 
thought. Sometimes the sea carried the strangest things 
onto the beach. Her best find had been a few years ago 
when she found a painting in the sand. She took no plea-
sure in the torn canvas, but it had a good-looking, ornate 
wooden frame, which she had carefully cleaned. There 
was no telling what you might find.
 The dog tore a hairy clump of something from 
the bundle, growled, and gave a shrill bark. He sniffed 
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it, nibbled at it, and jumped about in a strange manner, 
giddy with excitement.
 “Let go! Ugh!” she said, striving for a command-
ing tone, but the words stuck in her throat. She stared at 
the dark mound in the sand, and gradually it dawned on 
her what she was looking at. It looked familiar somehow. 
She stepped closer and bent down. It had hair, blood, 
and... a face. It was a human head.
 The man’s face was grayish and splotchy. One half 
was a mass of blood. It looked like part of the scalp was 
gone. Blood had flowed from the mouth and the expres-
sion was frozen in a bizarre grimace. One ear was miss-
ing. Where the outer ear should have been, there was 
only a shred of skin and a black, bloody hole.
 With difficulty, Mrs. Nilsson tore her gaze away 
from the head and picked her dog up in her arms. She 
pressed the animal’s mouth open with her thumb and 
forefinger and shook the detritus out of its mouth onto 
the ground.
 The dog started eagerly licking her. Mrs. Nils-
son retched. She knelt on a hummock of sand, pressed 
her dog to her chest convulsively and vomited. The dog 
whimpered. Mrs. Nilsson took a deep breath and yelled.



10 11

3

Ruben Waara was enjoying the drive, because he had re-
cently acquired a silver-grey SUV. He thought the four-
wheel-drive Honda had just the right measure of power 
and youthfulness for a businessman overtaking middle-
age like himself. “It has plenty of power,” was the phrase 
the salesman used that finally sold him on the car. Waara 
knew even at the time that he was being childish and even 
vain. But he thought he had earned it for a profitable year 
in business. Or if not for that, for the years of hard work, 
failure, and trouble.
 Waara had left early that morning. At home in Es-
poo, the morning had felt cool and the sky was cloudy. 
But the weather report the evening before had called for 
a heat wave. The trip to Hanko was only a little more 
than a hundred kilometers. He was driving way over the 
speed limit. He was deep in thought, running his hands 
through his dark, wavy hair. He had let it grow a little 
longer, trying to make a younger impression. He was a 
bachelor, and he was aware that he was doing a lot for 

the sake of his appearance. He lit a cigarillo with a match, 
as was his habit. It was extremely difficult to do while 
he was driving, but it felt like the car rolled along all by 
itself. OK, that was a silly thought, but so be it. Waara 
laughed, although he could see characteristics in himself 
that he didn’t like. The match flame flared in front of his 
eyes and took his attention away from the road for a mo-
ment. The taste of sulphur was pungent in his mouth.
 Waara was actually content with himself, with his 
situation. It had been a long time since he’d had a vaca-
tion, and he had no intention of letting the work he’d left 
unfinished disturb his thoughts. Just yesterday he had 
had to lead a difficult negotiation with a client, and he’d 
thrown a small party for the staff to thank his underlings 
for the good work over the past spring and to wish them 
a happy Midsummer. Almost everyone received a toast, 
until the end, when the office quieted as everyone hur-
ried their separate ways.
 Waara groped in the glove box with his right 
hand, found the cassette he was looking for, and fed it 
into the stereo. Pepe Willberg sang and Waara fumbled 
for the words: To make a big man cry is easy to do, just tell 
him you’re through, and then... watch him cry...
 After he’d passed Tammisaari, the road narrowed 
and became more winding, but only momentarily, be-
cause the new road to Hanko had had all the curves tak-
en out of it. But it was close to the sea, which pleased 
Waara. The straight, level, blackish road wasn’t exactly 
pretty, but he knew the people of Hanko had been wait-
ing for it for years. In his memories, the highway was still 
a winding, narrow, homey old road.
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 Hanko was almost a new acquaintance for him. It 
had been more than ten years since he last visited. There 
had been a more or less frosty feeling on that trip. He’d 
come on a tour bus to see the southernmost tip of Fin-
land. He remembered the Casino, the handsome railway 
station, the water tower, and a restaurant in an old ware-
house with an impressive seafood menu. He remembered 
the landscape well – the boulders on the shore, the long, 
sandy beaches and old wooden houses. He noticed that 
he was looking forward to arriving so that he could see 
how accurate his memories were.
 A few kilometers from Tammisaari, he passed 
a blue and white police car. As he overtook the car, the 
lights and siren came on, signaling him to pull over.
 Darn! They’re clocking speeds! How fast was I go-
ing? Waara glanced in the rear-view mirror and saw the 
police car make a u-turn in the narrow road and start 
after him. He slowed down and stopped at the next bus-
stop. Then he turned off the motor, got out of the car to 
stretch, and waited for the police. He had lost sight of 
them a little way back.
 The police car made a dignified turn – no use hur-
rying. The siren went quiet and the lights stopped flash-
ing. Both officers got out of the car, the second one just 
to stretch his legs. The younger of the two approached 
Waara.
 “Do you know how fast you were going?”
 Waara had already thought about what tactics he 
would use to defend himself: he intended to accept the 
fine without grumbling. Come up with the money and be 
humble, that was one of his rules for life.

 “I might have been going a little too fast. I was lost 
in thought. I’ve already driven four hundred kilometers 
and wasn’t noticing my speed,” he lied, without suffering 
from much of a bad conscience.
 “A long trip doesn’t give you a right to speed – 
quite the opposite,” the cop pointed out in a friendly tone. 
“The road’s straight and quiet from here on, but that’s no 
excuse, either. There are a lot of elk here, which is anoth-
er reason to be careful. We’re going to have to give you a 
little welcoming gift from Hanko. The fine is...”
 He stopped mid-sentence when his partner yelled 
from the car:
 “Let it go, Reijo, we have an emergency!”
 “OK. Take it easy from now on. We don’t want 
any joy-riders in Hanko. It’s for your own safety. Lucky 
for you, I’m not going to have time to ticket you.”
 The Police left for Hanko with their sirens blar-
ing.
 Waara was more than satisfied with the turn of 
events. He was soon in a holiday mood again. He thought 
about his daughter and grandchildren, who he was going 
to visit, and tried to imagine himself playing on the beach 
with the two wild little kids. He instinctively searched 
the boys’ faces, expressions, and way of talking for simi-
larities with himself. He didn’t succeed in his grandfather 
fantasy, didn’t feel like he was suited for the role. For one 
thing, he didn’t feel old enough to be a grandfather. But 
if you start young there’s a lot you can get done.
 The twenty-eight years since his daughter Vera 
was born had gone by in a flash. Her marriage and preg-
nancy, and the birth of twin boys, had come as a com-
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plete surprise to Waara. When he realized that he didn’t 
really remember anything about Vera’s childhood, not to 
mention being a grandfather, he had decided to let up on 
his work a little and live a more peaceful life. He’d made 
that decision five years ago, but there was still no change 
in sight.
 Waara thought his daughter should have been 
named Terhi. He remembered well the fight over the 
name. His wife had refused to back down. It didn’t help 
to explain that nobody should be named Vera Waara, 
that Terhi Waara was much better. The verdict was that 
a daughter’s name should be decided by her mother – it 
was better that way. When she married, Vera had taken 
her husband’s name – she was Vera Beck now.
 Looking back, Waara’s marriage had taken a turn 
for the worse ever since that fight about the name. It was 
filled with similar disputes – some larger, some smaller. 
All those little differences of opinion that grew into ques-
tions of larger principles. Ruben Waara and his wife Nina 
had begun their marriage in a fevered rush and it had 
trickled quickly away to nothing.
 Was Vera’s marriage a happier one? Hopefully. 
Vera’s husband was born in Hanko, a native Swedish 
speaker. Waara wondered which language they spoke at 
home with the boys. Probably Finnish. He knew that Ve-
ra’s Swedish was a bit iffy. Anyway, her pet name for her 
husband was the Finnish Janne, although his real name 
was Jan-Erik.
 At the beginning of the summer, Vera had sur-
prised him by calling and inviting him for a visit to Han-
ko. She had also somewhat embarrassedly made him to 

understand that all was not quite well between her and 
Janne. The nature and seriousness of the problems were 
left unspoken.
 Vera had bought a house with Janne three years 
earlier in Hangonkylä, the residential area north of the 
town, on Östergård street. Waara hadn’t yet had time 
to visit. But the situation was different now. He had two 
weeks of vacation and a good reason to go on a trip: he 
wanted to meet her twin sons, Aleksi and Niklas. It would 
also be nice to get to know his son-in-law better. Maybe 
Janne would take him to Estonia on his sailboat.
 Waara worried that he hadn’t managed to es-
tablish a good relationship with Janne over the last few 
years. They had had some pleasant times, but their ac-
quaintance hadn’t deepened. Was Janne just shy around 
him, or had he himself acted like the typical father-in-
law? Waara knew he wasn’t an easy person to get to know 
– he could sometimes be opinionated and even difficult.
 Vera and Janne had lived in Helsinki before, but 
even though Espoo was close by, their visits had always 
been brief and hurried. Besides, for the past few years 
Waara had concentrated on streamlining his business. 
It took a lot of time and energy after the recession. He 
didn’t really have any contacts outside the world of work, 
even though he thought of himself as a sociable person. 
Waara felt like when it came right down to it, he didn’t 
know anyone, and no one knew him. Don’t most men 
have a few friends from their youth, even as the decades 
go by?
 He didn’t drive straight to Östergård Street, in-
stead deciding to stop off at the place where he would be 
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staying. His daughter had surprised him by suggesting 
that he spend nights at a charming boarding-house in 
downtown Hanko. It seemed strange to him – he thought 
there must be some little corner for him in their large 
villa on Östergård Street. Vera had justified it saying that 
this way he could easily get to know Hanko’s attractions 
and immerse himself in the traditional life of the coastal 
Swedes, the life of an old-fashioned inn. Upon further 
thought, it was better this way – clearly they were both 
tense about the visit.
 Waara’s thoughts pressed back over twenty years 
of memories of Vera’s childhood, when he had always 
been away somewhere, at work or traveling, meeting cli-
ents, at evening meetings and, in the last few years be-
fore his divorce, at his lover’s house. He and Nina had 
divorced when Vera was ten years old.
 In the last years of the marriage their daughter 
had ended up in the role of intermediary in arguments 
that grew ever more hostile. The divorce and the enmity 
between husband and wife had without a doubt cooled 
the relationship between father and daughter as well. 
Everyone but Waara thought it would be best for Vera 
to live with her mother, so he had simply moved out of 
the house. Waara only had contact with Nina through a 
lawyer. In the beginning he had followed the schedule of 
meeting his daughter every other weekend, but the visits 
had gradually diminished and finally stopped altogether. 
He had justified this to himself as part of the natural part 
of a child’s development – he didn’t want to impose on 
her. How the girl herself experienced all this, he hadn’t 
the slightest idea.

 There was no mistaking that the final impetus 
for the break-up of Waara’s marriage was the break-in, 
when they had been assaulted by two men working to-
gether. That autumn night, Waara had awoken in their 
townhouse when he heard a noise from downstairs. The 
family was upstairs, Nina sound asleep on the other side 
of the double bed, Vera in her own small bed in the next 
room.
 What were his options? If he yelled, the burglars 
might be startled and make their escape. If, on the oth-
er hand, he tiptoed downstairs and started a fight, his 
chances weren’t good. There would be at least two of 
them against him. He didn’t have any kind of weapon. 
What if he just waited? Maybe they would leave once 
they’d emptied everything from the cabinets. His wallet 
on the table in the entryway, for one thing. Maybe the 
credit cards would satisfy them.
 They clattered around downstairs, growing ever 
more loud and careless – apparently they thought the 
house was empty.
 Then there were heavy footsteps on the stairs 
leading to the second floor. In less than a moment the 
burglars would invade their bedroom. Waara jumped 
up and strode the few steps to the bedroom door and 
into the hallway. At the top of the stairs, he crashed into 
a dark figure in front of him. Waara pushed against the 
man’s chest with both hands. The man staggered heavily 
and cursed, fell, and tumbled backwards down the stairs. 
Suddenly the apartment was full of voices. Nina was 
screaming upstairs, the men were yelling downstairs, 
and someone had turned a light on.



18 19

 Waara rushed after the man who had fallen, 
grabbed him by the front of his shirt, and struck him in 
the face. At the same moment, Waara felt a kick to his 
ribcage. He groaned and fell on top of the man on the 
floor. The man shoved him off onto the wooden floor of 
the living room. Waara had time to see Nina running 
down the stairs, and the other man striking her face with 
an open hand. Nina shrieked with pain and shock and 
fell to the floor. Waara saw the man raise his hand, which 
held a short, thick iron bar. After that he lost conscious-
ness.
 He didn’t wake up again until he was in the hospi-
tal. He had received a bad concussion. The police stopped 
two young men on that same night for driving without 
headlights. The observant cop noticed items that looked 
stolen in the back seat and asked nonchalantly where 
they came from. They found Waara’s stereo and credit 
cards in the men’s possession. According to the police, 
it was an unremarkable case of burglary. The two young 
men had believed that there was no one in the house. 
They always made a lot of noise when they broke in, to be 
sure the house was empty. The tactic hadn’t worked this 
time. Waara’s decision to wait quietly had been a mis-
take.
 After the incident, Nina was quiet, angry. They 
never, in fact, spoke of the break-in again, but Waara un-
derstood – he was a sad excuse for a man if he couldn’t 
even protect his family.
 Waara shook the memories from his head. He 
would live only for the future, and make a conscious ef-
fort to forget the past. He usually supplanted bad memo-

ries by concentrating on activity – usually work, some-
times sports. He only wanted to think about positive 
things now. He decided he would confront his daughter 
and their shared past, but not quite yet. 
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The Pensionaatti Helen was surprisingly easy to find. The 
imposing building rose up from the flat top of a large 
boulder in the middle of town, in what was perhaps one 
of its richest neighborhoods. It was easy to find because 
all of the large gingerbread villas were situated on Appel-
gren Road, to be near the famous Hangon Casino.
 The railway and the long Esplanade split the pen-
insula of Hankoniemi into two parts. On one side of the 
tracks was the city centre, the public harbor, and the 
large old villas. On the other side was a strip several ki-
lometers long of private houses built over many decades. 
At the tip of the peninsula was an open harbor and large 
lots for newly imported compact cars, as well as a small 
wildlife refuge.
 Waara turned left off of the large bridge. He re-
membered that the bridge was called Finland’s south-
ernmost wolf – another word for a dud. Waara smiled. 
It was true, the bridge wasn’t a pretty one, but it was 
handy for getting over the railroad tracks that led from 

the harbor. He turned at the water tower onto Bulevardi. 
He still marveled at the names of the streets. They were 
all the same names as in Helsinki, the same boulevards 
and esplanades. The open sea glimmered at the end of 
the straight, tree-lined road. He slowed down at the ice 
cream stand and the Liberty Monument and glanced at 
the driving instructions he had written on a slip of paper. 
One more left turn and he would be there.
 Pensionaatti Helen was a villa almost a hundred 
years old. It had countless tiny windows – and as many 
needed repairs, no doubt. It also had a handsome tower, 
the purpose of which was unclear to Waara. The villa 
was painted a yellow-orange, with white trim around 
the doors and windows. On the same lot was another, 
smaller house, apparently a private dwelling or storage 
building.
 Waara looked for the parking lot, but saw that 
there wasn’t one, and parked the car on the rock near the 
front entrance.
 I should move it somewhere else later, he thought, 
got out of the car, took out his leather suitcase, and walked 
toward the porch.
 He decided that Pensionaatti Helen must have 
served as a guest house for the old spa at the turn of the 
century. The wide wooden steps of the porch creaked un-
der the weight of his steps. The lobby, which served as a 
reception area and café in one, was empty. A breakfast 
tray was left on a cane chair near a round marble table. 
On the tray were coffee cups, a dried piece of toast, and 
half a glass of apple juice. Waara had half a mind to swig 
it down.
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 A thoroughly gnawed dog’s bone was lying in the 
middle of the floor. An old vacuum tube radio was play-
ing Finnish hits. Around the room were knickknacks, 
newspapers, and flower vases without any flowers in 
them. On the wall were several old Hanko-themed travel 
posters. A calendar of events was taped to the glass door. 
At the Donna restaurant there was going to be a karaoke 
night on Friday, the Tahvanainen Trio was playing this 
weekend, and there was a happy hour every day from five 
to eight. The name of the orchestra didn’t mean a thing 
to Waara, but anyway the full schedule gave him a good 
feeling. At the Casino on Midsummer, Topi Sorsakoski 
and his orchestra would be appearing. Don’t miss that 
one!
  Waara peeked into the next room, went around 
the counter, and glanced into the little nook in back. 
There was no one there.
 “A person could steal all the cash,” Waara said to 
himself. “It’s very thoughtless.” He glanced behind him 
instinctively and saw a beautiful, red-haired woman ap-
pear in the doorway.
 Waara’s heart skipped a beat and he even felt his 
hands trembling. Hell, I’m like a fifteen-year-old Finn-
face.
 “God dag,” the woman said. “We should definitely 
trade places. May I come behind the counter, sir?”
 “Of course.”
 The woman stepped toward him and held out her 
hand.
 “Welcome. I’m Helen Åberg.”
 For a moment Waara couldn’t say anything. He 

looked straight into her eyes, took hold of her outstretched 
hand, and managed to mutter his own name. He stepped 
aside to let her behind the counter. Her breasts brushed 
lightly against his arm. Then he noticed her smell, some-
thing light, like an apple, fresh and youthful.
 “I surmised who you are,” the woman said crisply. 
“We don’t have very many reservations. We’re completely 
full. Here’s yours – or your daughter’s, according to the 
reservation. Guests usually stay here for several days, so 
we get to know them.”
 She spoke haltingly, a little too quickly, trying to 
be relaxed.
 Waara couldn’t think of any way to continue the 
conversation. He thanked her for the key she gave him, 
went up the narrow, blue wooden stairs to the second 
floor of the inn and found his little room, which barely fit 
a bed and table. He let his gaze wander around the room. 
There were some brochures on the windowsill, and an 
ashtray with a sticker in the bottom that read: No smok-
ing. There was nothing on the pale blue walls except for 
two large cracks.
 The small room felt oppressive. He automatically 
opened the window and poked his head out. If he needed 
to, he could drop out of the window to the first floor roof 
and get to the ground by way of the large birch tree in the 
yard. He examined the lock on the door, too. He wanted 
to be sure that no one could sneak into his room. These 
were rituals he had learned after the break-in. His fixed 
habits made him smile, but you could never be too care-
ful.
 When he had emptied his suitcase, he changed 
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into a clean shirt. Then he sat on the edge of the bed and 
listened to the sounds of the house. The silence was bro-
ken only by the noise of cars on the street and the squeak 
of the bed-frame under his weight. The sound of a door 
closing. Brisk footsteps. Voices outside, a car door’s slam. 
A bird sang in the tree outside the window. Waara didn’t 
recognize it. He thought about how many people had 
spent the night in that room over the years. What kind of 
people were they, and what did they do there? Made love, 
deceived, abandoned one another?
 He left his room, went down the other staircase 
to the ground floor, and realized he was in the kitchen. 
There was a jumble of dishes and foodstuffs left on the ta-
ble. He slipped into the lobby, popped a free tourist map 
into his pocket, and stepped outside. It was going to be a 
hot day.
 An angry-looking bull terrier on the terrace 
stared at him with a baleful gaze, showed all its teeth, 
and growled low in its throat. The dog had the oversized 
head and small body typical of its breed. Its muscular 
legs were planted firmly in a combative stance. Its jaws 
were large and its teeth were sharp. Choosing a beast like 
that for a pet took character.
 The dog obviously didn’t like him. It approached 
with a watchful look. Waara got ready to kick if it at-
tacked him. They measured each other up, the terrier lost 
interest, turned around, and sauntered back into the cor-
ner. Waara had won the staring contest.
 “He doesn’t bite,” a woman’s voice said from the 
stairway. “although he does have a killer’s reputation, and 
he looks mean. He’s decided to leave biting to the other 

dogs.”
 Waara recognized the voice behind him, the 
throaty alto of the owner of the inn.
 “It’s best to be wary of strange dogs,” Waara an-
swered, thankful that he hadn’t kicked the creature. “Is it 
a long walk to Östergård Street?” he said, trying to take 
charge of the situation.
 “A couple kilometers, at most. Go through down-
town, then over the big bridge that crosses the railroad 
tracks, from there it’s about half a kilometer toward the 
point. Nothing’s very far away in Hanko, although you’d 
get there quicker by car.”
 “I thought I’d walk – don’t know if my daughter 
will offer me a drink or two later in the day.”
 “In that case I can drop you off in my car.” the 
woman said, like they were old friends. “There’s nothing 
I have to do here.”
 Waara noticed that her language had become in-
formal very naturally. He was surprised at her offer. And 
he didn’t let the opportunity slip by.
 “Why not – if it’s no trouble.”
 A light blue VW Beetle was parked under the 
birch tree. It was in unusually good condition, for its age. 
It shone like a new car, and it had more chrome than 
most VWs – a special edition.
 “It came with the property,” she said, sensing his 
interest. “The former owner thought that it was an essen-
tial part of the furniture of the inn, that it sort of gave the 
place personality. He wanted me to take good care of it.”
 “The perfect summer car,” Waara said, sitting 
down in the front seat.
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 He usually felt uncomfortable riding with a wom-
an driving, but not this time. The situation allowed him 
to examine his new acquaintance. Helen had pulled her 
red hair back into a ponytail. She had a lovely profile. 
Her face was unusually freckled. He became embar-
rassed again and turned to look at something else. From 
her smile, he knew that she had noticed he was watching 
her.
 It really wasn’t very far to Östergård Street. As 
they crossed the bridge over the railroad tracks, they 
could see the large sheds of the harbor area to the left, 
the crisscrossing tracks and asphalt lots full of new cars. 
Waara glanced at his little map of Hanko, reading the 
names of places and streets half aloud.
 “There’s water on all sides. Hanko is surrounded.” 
He turned the map around.
 “Which beach is that?” he asked, pointing out the 
nearest long, empty-looking bit of shoreline on the map. 
“It seems like there’s a good swimming beach everywhere 
you look.”
 “That’s Gunnarinranta – or actually, right there it 
may be Tulliniemenranta – or is it called Tulliranta? The 
beach starts past those apartments,” she said, pointing at 
the map as she spoke. “There’s a large shore boulder be-
tween them. Past that the beach continues all the way to 
the tip of the peninsula. Only locals go there. Luckily, the 
tourists don’t know about that beach. They rarely cross 
this bridge. We’re in the original residential area now. 
But there are some equally wonderful beaches all around 
the peninsula.” She shifted in her seat, looking slightly 
perturbed.

 Waara wondered at the change in her mood.
 “They say in Hanko that when you’re headed to 
the beach, you should check which way the wind is blow-
ing and choose the side of the point that’s most sheltered. 
The water temperature can vary by ten degrees depend-
ing on the direction of the wind, this far into the outer 
islands.”
 “Could we stop and take a look at the beaches?” 
Waara suggested, but she didn’t answer.
 He was starting to feel an interest in the Hanko 
seascape and small town life. Hanko was once an isolat-
ed fishing village, and apparently it wanted to stay that 
way, luckily. Tammisaari and Naantali, on the other hand 
were full of Moomin theme parks and tourists in shorts, 
so much so that they had never interested him.
 When Vera had decided to move to her husband 
Janne’s hometown permanently, Waara had thought it 
was an excellent choice. Not everybody has to be jammed 
into the capitol region. For the price of a small apartment 
in Helsinki, you could get a whole house in Hanko.
 “We’re on Östergård Street. What’s the house 
number?”
 “Let’s go to the beach first, though,” Waara sug-
gested, hoping to spend a few more moments with her. 
“Since we’re already in the car. Unless you have to be 
somewhere?”
 She shot him a glance and smiled, but didn’t say 
anything. Then she swung the car neatly around and 
drove to the nearest beach.
 The top of the ridge opened onto a seemingly end-
less beach, and the open sea. They were at the southern-
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most point in Finland. A unique place, Waara thought. 
Too bad such a large part of the peninsula was taken up 
with the port. On the other hand, Hanko probably lives 
off the proceeds of the port, and money talks.
 “If you left from here in a rowboat, pretty soon 
you’d be in Brazil,” Waara said, feeling unburdened.
 “That’d be quite a lot of work.”
 They got out of the car and stood side by side 
next to it, like a married couple. They weren’t alone on 
the beach. A few hundred meters away there was a small 
group of people busy with something. Some others were 
observing from farther away. There were three police cars, 
an ambulance, and a couple of unmarked cars parked at 
the edge of the road under the pine trees. Somebody ran 
to a car, another yelled something, but Waara couldn’t 
hear what they were saying.
 “Something’s happened here,” he said thought-
fully. “A boating accident maybe?”
 There were a couple dozen police and onlookers 
on the beach. The cops that had stopped him on his way 
to Hanko were apparently right here.
 Waara and Helen walked along the beach toward 
the police. Helen resisted, but he didn’t give her a chance 
to stay at the car – he took her by the elbow and led her 
along with him. An area was cordoned off with sticks and 
yellow plastic tape. Officials fussed about nervously, the 
curious crowd wanted information.
 “What happened,” Waara asked a young man who, 
like them, had come to see what was up. He was visibly 
excited. From his appearance and the way he swayed as 
he walked, you could see that he was very drunk.

 “Somebody taking their dog out for a crap found 
a man’s head on the beach,” the man explained, in a 
voice that was too loud, clearly elated by the whole situ-
ation. “For once, there’s something happening in Hanko. 
Yessss!”
 “Just a head?”
 “The head was all you could see,” he said, flailing 
his arms and leaning on the back of his heels. “Everything 
else was covered with sand. So the woman that found it 
thought that it was just a head. That old lady yelled her 
lungs out. That’s why I came here.”
 “Did you know that people from Hanko have their 
own way of communicating across the language barrier?” 
the man said playfully. “It’s like this: Aaaoooooh, aaaooh, 
aaaooh,” he yelled, his voice was loud and pleading. He 
was clearly having fun, and everyone else on the beach 
turned to look at him. Even the police stopped what they 
were doing and stared at him with shocked expressions.
 “Look,” he bubbled, excited at the attention he 
was getting, “I’m not the Howling Miller. I’m the Howl-
ing Hankolainen, performing the lonely, bitter mating 
cry of the male. “Aaaoooh...  aaooh, aaaooh!” 
 Waara smiled just to be polite and to get the man 
to be quiet. Everyone was staring at them. The Howling 
Hankolainen found someone he knew farther off and 
shifted his attention there. “Aaaoooh...  aaooh, aaaooh!” 
he yelled, hopping peculiarly as he went.
 The body hadn’t yet been removed. It was lying 
on the beach covered by a tarp at the centre of the crime 
scene. Figures moved around it, bent over, peering at the 
sand. The police were investigating the scene.
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 “Widen the cordon,” an older plainclothes cop 
yelled. “The tracks are getting ruined, damn it!... Where 
the hell is the photographer? Damn it all to hell!”
 His voice was deep and loud.
 “Damn it, get those extra people out of here!” The 
cop knew what should be done, but he didn’t know in 
what order. He turned around where he stood, his brow 
furrowed. “There must be tracks in the area. The sand’s 
wet. Get plaster casts of all these footprints and tire 
tracks! Gather up the litter. Now! Let’s go, let’s go! Damn 
it all to hell!”
 What a wide vocabulary he has, Waara thought, 
smiling to himself. He had recognized the man after a 
couple of damn-its. The sound of the voice and the fa-
miliar refrain had stayed in his mind over the years. They 
had spent several weeks together in a smelly tent in Ni-
inisalo at rifle camp. Juha Puska, from the Panzer battal-
ion company. Puskajussi, they used to call him.
 “Hey, Juha! Hey, Puska, is that you?” Waara yelled. 
Nearby onlookers turned to see who was yelling – except 
for Waara’s companion, who started when he shouted 
and turned around nervously, as if ashamed, with her 
back to the police. Puska heard the shout and stepped 
toward them.
 “Well, if it isn’t Ruupertti, from out of the past. 
What are you doing here? It must be thirty years since I 
last saw you. You look just the same, only fatter. I’d rec-
ognize you anywhere.”
 The two of them quickly shook hands in a sub-
dued, businesslike manner, though they had, at one time, 
been best friends. Waara gave a quick summary of what 

he had been doing. He was intending to introduce Helen, 
as well, but she had withdrawn a couple of steps without 
him noticing, and turned her back to them to look at the 
sea.
 “Is that your wife?” Puska inquired, nodding to-
ward her. “Nice looking dame.”
 “No, no. I’m divorced. She’s an acquaintance.”
 “I see, I see. Damn it, Ruupertti,” Puska said, slap-
ping him on the shoulder.
 “So you became a cop?”
 “Yeah. I’m commissioner of the Helsinki violent 
crime unit. But let’s not talk about that now. Damn it all 
to hell, we can’t seem to do the first thing right. Quite a 
mess, but what else is new.”
 He gave Waara his business card, asked him to 
call, giving orders to the other authorities all the while.
 “Move the crowd farther back, damn it!”
 The atmosphere had become tense, and the police 
were tossing angry looks at the rubbernecks. They were 
answered with mute immobility.
 “Maybe we should leave,” Helen’s quiet, careful 
voice said from behind Waara’s back. At the same mo-
ment, he felt her touch his arm. He flinched and trem-
bled, realizing he had forgotten her for a moment. He 
looked at her and saw that her face was pale. It looked 
like she didn’t feel well.
 Waara felt a sudden empathy for her and was 
ashamed that he had insisted on coming to the beach, 
and worse yet, coming as close as he could to the scene 
of a crime. A grown man messing around like a kid, or 
more like an idiot. One of those numerous fools who 



32 33

gather whenever something unfortunate happens.
 But Waara was a hopelessly curious person, he 
had to admit. He was interested in everything that had to 
do with other people’s behavior, other people’s fates. Cu-
riosity was his forte, and his weakness. It had helped him 
succeed tolerably well in business – and with women.
 “Everybody move back as far as that tree,” the po-
lice ordered.
 Waara walked away holding his companion firm-
ly but gently by the arm.
 “I’m sorry I brought you here, but my curiosity got 
the best of me. Besides, there’s something very strange 
about this. Not about finding a body on the beach, but 
the fact that it was buried up to the neck in the sand. Was 
that done before the death or afterward, and who or what 
killed him? It has to have been a crime. Nobody buries 
himself in the sand, only to die afterward.” Waara imme-
diately regretted talking about it.
 Helen extricated herself from his grasp, lurched 
to the side a couple of meters, braced herself unsteadi-
ly against a pine tree, and pressed her head against the 
trunk. She had turned even paler, and obviously felt faint. 
Waara bent over her and held her by the waist. He felt her 
slim frame tremble under his hands. He would have liked 
to scoop her up in his arms and carry her away.
 “Let’s go,” Waara said decisively. “Give me the keys 
and I’ll drive you home.”
 Helen didn’t say a word on the trip back to the 
inn. She stared straight ahead, pale. Waara cast sideways 
glances at her face. When she lifted her hand to arrange 
some loose hairs back into her pony tail, Waara was flus-

tered. The sexiest gesture he knew of. He watched her, 
trying to decide something about her essence. Sensitive 
but purposeful? Waara regretted the turn their good be-
ginning had taken, and was relieved when they drove 
into the yard at the inn.
 “Sorry,” Helen said in a strained voice. “I’m going 
to go take something for a headache. You can take the 
car. You’re already terribly late.”
 “I have my own car,” Waara protested, but he 
didn’t even have time to get out before she was on her 
way into the house.
 He felt like a spell had been broken. He backed 
the beetle from the gate into the road without saying 
anything. It was pleasant to drive his new acquaintance’s 
car – it brought them closer together, somehow. The 
woman’s scent lingered in the car – or Waara imagined it 
did, anyway.
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Vera and Janne’s house was a mansard-roofed log house 
with board siding built in the early 1920s.  It was a very 
well-proportioned and beautiful building. There was a 
large balcony on the roof of the windowed veranda that 
commanded a view of the entire yard. The house was 
painted pink with white trim. A bold choice, but Waara 
had to admit that it couldn’t have been any other color. 
What did it say about his daughter – did it show her gen-
tler side, or her boldness?
 The house was situated tightly in the corner of 
the lot. You could have jumped from a window onto the 
asphalt of the road below. The other side of the house 
opened onto a large expanse of garden. An old yellow 
outbuilding stood on the opposite corner of the lot. There 
was a pink play house built in the style of the main house. 
Gosh, they’ve built the boys a playhouse, Waara mused.
 The flower beds and shrubs were well-tended. The 
large strawberry patch was carefully covered with net-
ting. The lawn was mowed and edged. There was some 

phase of work ongoing in the garden – there was a shovel 
stuck in a mound of soil, and a wheelbarrow stood alone 
in the middle of the yard. A garden hose wound across 
the lawn like a long, slender snake. A small fountain in 
the middle of the yard gave the place a peaceful atmo-
sphere.
 I wonder which one of them takes care of the gar-
den, Waara thought as he sat for a moment in the beetle, 
viewing his daughter’s domain. If it’s Vera, then she got 
her interest in gardening from her grandmother. Waara’s 
mother had always been puttering around with some-
thing – you never knew what bush she might jump out 
of.
 He was charmed by his daughter’s precision and 
thoroughness. He approved of those characteristics be-
cause he knew that she also knew how to be relaxed and 
boisterous when she needed to. The conflicting traits 
warmed him, because he recognized them in himself. 
There was a lot going on in her character. Poor Janne.
 Waara got out of the car, went to the house and 
greeted the twin boys, who had come to the door. Five-
year-old Aleksi and Niklas were slightly-built and dark-
haired, like mirror images of each other. They batted their 
brown eyes and didn’t say a word. Waara started to laugh 
and he couldn’t resist tussling their hair. They drew back 
from him. They take after their mother, he thought.
 Vera and Janne appeared in the doorway.
 The games he had brought as a present for them 
had been forgotten at his room in the inn. To make up 
for it they agreed that they would all go to Leijona Park to 
buy some ice cream and feed waffles to the birds. Waara 
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informed the boys that the ice cream cones at Leijona 
Park were the largest, most famous in the world.
 “We know that,” one of the boys said, bristling. 
“We live here.” He looked his grandfather grimly in the 
eye.
 They sat down at the large kitchen table. The salm-
on chowder simmering on the stove had already thick-
ened, and was partially burnt on the bottom. The twins 
sat frozen to their chairs and stared at their grandfather, 
who they found both scary and immensely interesting.
 “Boo!” Waara said, and laughed out loud. The 
boys startled, and one of them grinned broadly. Waara 
wasn’t sure if he was Aleksi or Niklas.
 Vera asked him about his work and his trip – he 
gave occasional answers and inquired about gardening. 
Vera said happily that she was in competition with the 
couple next door over who could grow the tallest sun-
flower. 
 “Who’s winning?” Waara asked.
 “The neighbors’ flowers aren’t doing very well. 
They’re digging in the garden morning and night – al-
ways moving shrubs from one place to another.”
 “Just like you,” Janne interjected.
 “Shrubs won’t grow if you move them. They do 
best left in one place in peace,” Waara said.
 “That’s right. But they have some secret knowl-
edge about sunflowers, and about growing roses, too. It 
may be that their yard is actually in a better spot than 
ours is, it’s so lush.”
 “Horse manure,” Waara said, surprising them. 
One of the little boys laughed and smiled even wider 

than before.
 “The secret is horse manure,” Waara said matter-
of-factly. “Don’t flowers grow like crazy when you put 
plenty of manure on them? You’ve got lots of horse sta-
bles here in Hanko where you could get manure.”
 “Doesn’t it smell?” Janne said.
 “Not once it’s rotted – putting fresh manure on 
flowers isn’t recommended.”
 “So old rotten shit is a good thing. Like me,” Janne 
said. “Didja hear that, Vera?”
 The boys laughed at hearing their father and 
grandfather swearing. Vera also broke into a happy 
laugh and looked at her garden, her head resting on her 
hand. Vera had grown beautiful, ripened into woman-
hood. Her nearly black hair, trimmed short, and thick 
eyebrows, were similar to Waara’s. Her slim, graceful fig-
ure, and long, beautiful legs and neck she got from her 
grandmother. Her large mouth, directly from her moth-
er. There’s no mistaking your kin. Waara was proud of 
what he saw.
 As he looked at his daughter, he thought that she 
hadn’t chosen her husband to resemble her father. Janne 
was as big as Waara, but fair-haired and round-faced.  He 
seemed to have put on some weight, too. Waara remem-
bered him as the young, skinny kid that Vera had intro-
duced to him as her boyfriend, years ago.
 As if by mutual agreement, they stuck to safe sub-
jects of conversation. Janne talked about the repairs to his 
sailboat and the trips he’d taken and the ones he hoped to 
have time to take this summer.
 “We should do some sailing as a group,” Janne 
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said. “So Vera can get some airing-out.”
 “I could use it, obviously.”
 They ended up talking about the weather and the 
sort of things that can’t cause disagreement and won’t be 
remembered later. Janne was mostly quiet.
 “Hellooo! Anybody home?” Vera said loudly, 
bending forward to try to catch her husband’s eye. Janne 
didn’t say anything – he snorted and looked the other 
way.
 The conversation petered out and the brief mo-
ments of silence became unpleasant. Waara had always 
had difficulty opening up, even among family, and the 
distance from his daughter troubled him. The important 
particulars had been exchanged in a couple of hours, just 
as Waara had predicted. Silence fell over the kitchen.
 After the meal, they moved to the adjoining living 
room, to more comfortable chairs. Waara made small-
talk with Janne and told him the latest dumb blonde 
jokes he had heard.
 These IT professionals seem to always have good 
liquor on hand, Waara thought, noticing a half-drunk 
bottle of calvados on the side table. He himself had of-
ten praised the subtle apple flavor of the amber-colored 
drink, and, with Vera’s encouragement, he poured him-
self a small glass.
 The house was decorated with both older and 
modern furniture. The pictures hanging on the old walls 
of the house were in exactly the right places. The girl had 
taste. The contrasting styles didn’t clash – on the con-
trary, they gave the room its own distinctive look.
 The twins ran around the room, trying to think 

up something to do. One of the boys asked his father to 
play the guitar and after persistent insistence, he picked 
up the guitar and played a children’s song of his own 
composition that wasn’t half bad. New aspects of his son-
in-law. He must have charmed Vera with that guitar at 
one time. Women always love musicians, Waara thought, 
slightly jealous. He had nothing to brag about in the mu-
sic department.
 “Do you remember when we played basketball, 
Janne?” Waara asked, bringing up a subject that came 
into his head from who knows where.
 “Yeah, but we weren’t exactly playing basketball, 
since we just shot baskets, and didn’t play a game. Why 
were we practicing shooting so much, anyway?”
 “Almost just to pass the time, while Vera was 
having the twins. Maybe we just wanted to think about 
something else. She spent several weeks in the Women’s 
Clinic. Besides, basketball’s a great sport – you never 
know what skills you’re going to need when.”
 “I always wondered where you two were when 
you should have been with me,” Vera said.
 That topic of discussion petered out, too. Both 
men stared at the wall for a long time, lost in their own 
thoughts.
 Vera gave some orders to the twins, who were 
running in circles around the house. They were five years 
old, and their energy was inexhaustible. And grandpa 
wasn’t as scary as he had been at first. One of the boys 
had even come to show him his toys.
 “Look, grandpa. This is Robot. It catches tour-
ists and kills them all,” the boy explained, fiddling with a 
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plastic action figure.
 The other boy was playing with a little dark-
skinned rubber doll. The doll was bungee-jumping from 
the chest of drawers, with a rubber band to catch her. 
The boy was investigating the distance she could jump 
without hitting her head on the floor. Waara had given 
the doll to Vera years ago, and it appeared she’d handed 
it down to her kids. He hoped the doll wasn’t the only 
memento she had of him.
 When the boys left and went upstairs, Waara 
brought up the events of that morning.
 “There was a brutal murder on Tulliranta. I 
stopped by to look and there was a lot of hubbub going 
on.”
 “What?” Vera said, straightening up. “You’ve been 
here for three hours, and you just now bring it up? That 
must be why you were late. Whose VW is that, by the 
way?”
 Waara didn’t answer. Janne didn’t seem to have 
any reaction to what he had said. He moved over to sit 
by the fireplace, turned his gaze to the fire, and put some 
more wood on.
 “Haven’t you heard about it? The police got an 
emergency call about it this morning, and didn’t have 
time to fine me for speeding. They just welcomed me 
to Hanko. And then I went to the beach, and there they 
were, and the investigation was in full swing. There were 
a lot of cops and cars. Everybody was running back and 
forth – a very tense scene. The VW is one I borrowed 
from the inn when they insisted on it.”
 “What did you just say?” Vera asked him. “A bru-

tal murder? Why a murder? How do you know that it 
was brutal and it was a murder?”
 “Because the person had been covered with sand 
with only the head visible. There was blood all around, 
and footprints, empty bottles, a burnt-out campfire, ciga-
rette wrappers, a backpack, all the signs of a party. And 
when the police are running around all nervous, it’s ob-
vious that you’re talking about something other than a 
heart attack. The police were in such a hurry when they 
got the call in the morning that it must have been about 
something out of the ordinary. When I left the beach the 
body was still there, so they were probably waiting for 
more criminal investigators from Helsinki or Turku.”
 Janne sat silently. He didn’t even seem to be lis-
tening to Waara’s somewhat overly eager account.
 “Janne has a hangover,” Vera stated, and mussed 
his hair. “Or do you have a bad conscience?”
 Janne snorted and pulled his head away. A mo-
ment of silence followed. Waara took a sip from his 
glass.
 “I saw an old acquaintance of mine there, too,” he 
said. “Juha Puska. I don’t know how he managed to get 
there so fast.”
 “You managed to get a lot done, too. Do you 
know who it was who was murdered?” Vera asked, as if 
he would have the answer ready.
 Vera turned to her husband.
 “Janne, you were at a party last night with the 
“old Hanko gang”. Don’t you guys usually sit and drink 
around a campfire, in a civilized manner?”
 Waara could almost detect some irony in her 
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voice.
 “We weren’t there. We were at Märssaninranta,” 
Janne answered. “It’s a couple of kilometers in the other 
direction, on the other side of the point. We didn’t have a 
fire. We just sat on the diving dock and watched the sun 
set.”
 “The sun doesn’t set in Finland in summer,” Vera 
said, and snorted with annoyance. “Anyway, you were 
there until morning, so you must have been having fun.”
 “It’s interesting that a man was killed at the same 
time on the other shore,” Janne said.
 “How do you know it was a man?” Waara asked, 
grinning.
 “I don’t” Janne answered quickly. “It’s just a figure 
of speech. It’s usually a man. Bodies found on the beach 
usually are, anyway.”
 “There’s never been much space for equal rights 
in this family,” Vera said, and smiled at her father.
 She got up and fetched some Karelian pies form 
the kitchen, to make up for the spoiled chowder. They 
talked a little more about the body on the beach. Janne 
joined in with brief grunts. Then the conversation ceased 
completely.
 Waara got up, thanked them for the pies, and 
said he was going to see if he could find where the boys 
were squirreled away. He went upstairs and looked in 
the twins’ bedroom. The large room was filled with toys 
– there wasn’t an empty space on the floor to take a step. 
He smiled at the pictures the boys had hung on the walls. 
They were held up with masking tape and had various 
drawings on them. Waara bent over to look more close-

ly. In a lot of them there was a primitive figure shooting 
some kind of weapon.
 Aleksi and Niklas were not in their kingdom, 
however. Waara peeked into their parents’ room next 
door. It was clean and empty. It looked like it hadn’t been 
slept in at all.
 Waara knew that his daughter was an avid clean-
er, and guessed that she had cleaned particularly well the 
day before because he was coming to visit. But the bed-
room was too clean, there was no flavor of life in it. He 
would have like to see it at least a little disorganized – the 
twins’ room was more to his liking.
 Vera and Janne’s beds were pulled away from each 
other. What kind of married life could they possibly have 
- if they had any at all? There wasn’t a single picture in the 
house of the family doing things together, and Vera was 
no more likely than Janne to use the word “we”. Janne 
in particular talked mostly about his own goings-on, but 
that’s a habit most men have. Did Vera and Janne have 
anything in common any more? It was clear that every-
thing was not all right in his daughter’s marriage. Waara 
knew from experience that relationships usually became 
stale after several years, and having kids especially chang-
es things. Vera must have a lot to do with twins to take 
care of. Did Janne know how to help well enough? I sure 
didn’t, Waara mused, remembering his own marriage.
 Vera and Janne had met when they were studying 
at the university. Their relationship had been a passion-
ate one, and they had seemed well suited to each other. 
Vera had become pregnant before she graduated, and 
for several years before Janne graduated, they had had 
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a hard time financially. But the situation had gradually 
improved – apparently Janne’s parents had helped them 
out. When Janne was offered a job in Hanko three years 
ago, the thought of moving had seemed like a good idea 
in every way. Janne’s family lived in Hanko, and they 
would be able to help the young couple out.
 Waara leaned against the antique dresser and let 
his gaze rest on the room. He could hear faint music from 
downstairs, but the house was otherwise silent.
 Next to the bed, partly shoved underneath it, was 
a plastic grocery bag from a place called Stigu’s. It looked 
as if someone had tried to hide it in a hurry.
 That’s not like Vera, Waara thought, shoving the 
bag with his foot. He opened it absent-mindedly and 
peeked inside. In the bag was a pair of worn blue jeans 
and a brown sweater. They smelled like smoke and the 
pant-legs were heavy with moisture.
 Waara remembered Janne saying that he had been 
at a party on the beach. Then he heard someone walk 
into the room.
 “What are you doing in here?” Janne asked irrita-
bly. “The twins aren’t here.”
 Waara felt like he had been caught snooping.
 “I was just lost in thought,” he managed to say, ex-
iting past Janne and heading toward the stairs. “Let’s go 
back downstairs,” he said over his shoulder, not stopping 
to wait for him. “Maybe Vera will make us some coffee.”
 As they waited for coffee, Waara went to look for 
the boys outside. He found them in the playhouse on the 
other side of the yard. They were in the middle of putting 
together a Donald Duck yearbook. There were pages ly-

ing everywhere. Waara watched them for a while.
 “Which one of you is Aleksi and which one is 
Niklas?
 The two boys stared at their grandfather with 
their big, brown eyes.
 “Neither one,” one of them said. “We’re exact cop-
ies of each other.”
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When he got back to the inn, Waara wasn’t particularly 
upset not to see Helen, his morning companion. There 
was a young, light-haired girl on duty in the lobby who 
told him she was the neighbor, Sini. She helped out every 
summer, and sometimes in the off-season if they needed 
her. She seemed friendly, talkative, and endlessly curi-
ous.
 Waara went to his room and made sure no one 
had meddled with his belongings. Of course things aren’t 
usually stolen from hotel rooms in Finland, particularly 
not in Hanko, he reminded himself, remembering how 
Vera had said that she left her doors unlocked. She had 
said that it wasn’t until she moved to Hanko that she was 
able to break away from her debilitating fear and start 
to trust people. Waara took his time finding the shower 
room at the end of the hall, dressing, and looking out 
the window at the landscape for a moment, breathing the 
outdoor scents. Then he decided to go downstairs and 
chat with Sini to pass the time.

 The lobby was empty, and Waara went out onto 
the terrace. Cane chairs arranged in pairs were waiting for 
someone to sit in them. The hint of a colonial flavor, plus 
a large dose of sleepy summer progressing at a leisurely 
pace made Waara thirsty. The sun was already setting. It 
had been a hot day. It was only a few days until Midsum-
mer, and people were happy and excited. The biggest day 
of the summer was charged with so many expectations 
that hardly anyone’s wishes would be fulfilled.
 Waara sat on the terrace and watched the traffic 
on the street next to the inn. There were surprisingly few 
tourists about. He watched a couple walking by sedately. 
They had their arms firmly around each other and were 
talking about the appearance of the houses. Waara felt 
envy creep up on him, and turned his gaze to the surface 
of the table.
 “A beer would be nice,” he muttered half aloud.
 “I’ll bring you one,” Sini said from the doorway.
 Waara gave a start. He hadn’t seen her there. He 
wondered how long she had been watching him.
 “Where did you come from?” he said, smiling.
 “I work here,” she answered, smiling back at him, 
and went to the cooler to get him a bottle of Sol, without 
asking what he’d like. She cut a sliver of lemon, shoved it 
into the mouth of the bottle, and offered it to Waara.
 “Here you go.”
 “How am I supposed to drink it? Without a 
glass?”
 “You’re supposed to drink it straight from the 
bottle. The lemon gives it a crisp, pleasant flavor.”
 “I’ll give it a try,” Waara said, intrigued.



48 49

 “Did you hear the news?’ she said abruptly. “They 
said on the radio that a dead body has been found in our 
idyllic Hanko.”
 He told her that he had been on the beach and 
seen the investigation.
 According to Sini, all they had said on the radio 
was that a man’s body had been found on the beach, and 
that it was connected to a violent crime. They said the 
investigation was ongoing, and they hadn’t yet arrested 
anyone. The police were asking for tips from the public.
 “Everybody feels like they know something about 
it,” Sini said. “There are all kinds of wild rumors going 
around town.” She was excited, as if the whole thing were 
a fun parlor game.
 “My brother drives an ambulance. He said that the 
victim was the manager of the old Savings Bank – it’s Ak-
tia Bank now – Ari Nikander,” she bubbled. “There had 
been some partyers or some other people on the beach, 
too. They had a campfire, and they had been drinking. 
The man was buried up to his neck in the sand like in 
some old western where the Apaches bury their enemies 
on the prairie and the termites eat them alive.”
 She got him another beer, went to answer the 
phone, turned a youngish person carrying a backpack 
away at the door in a friendly way, and went back to the 
porch.
 “Is it customary in Hanko to drink around a 
campfire on a public beach?” Waara asked.
 “Well, the beach is open to the public for dozens 
of kilometers. There’s plenty of public waterfront and a 
few less public beaches for swimming. There isn’t really 

any private shoreline at all. Young people especially go to 
the beach at night – and older people, too, to reminisce 
about days gone by. Some people skinny dip and others 
relax there after work,” she chirped, tossing him a sweet 
smile. She had a dimple in one cheek, and she held her 
head a little to one side as she spoke.
 Waara was enjoying the change from warm day-
time to evening. People were walking to the East Harbor 
to watch the sailboats and many were on their way to 
the waterfront restaurants. Waara felt that he ought to 
have a proper evening out, too. A beautiful, rather young 
woman stepped onto the terrace. He watched her as she 
disappeared toward the centre of town with eager steps, 
then sighed, and continued chatting with Sini.
 “What else did your brother say?”
 “There had been a lot of people there. There were 
cuts on the victim’s face, and one ear was completely 
missing.”
 “Did this Nikander die before or after he was bur-
ied in the sand?”
 “Probably before. Nobody would let someone 
bury them alive so deep that they couldn’t get out by 
themselves,” she said sensibly.
 “Maybe they didn’t ask him.” Waara countered. 
“Maybe they just put him in the hole. Or he could have 
been passed out drunk, or unconscious for some other 
reason.”
 “The dead don’t talk,” the girl said, nodding with 
mock seriousness. 
 I wish I was twenty years younger, Waara thought, 
and said “What I mean is that if there were a lot of people 
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there they could have put him in the hole by force. Or 
maybe it was just a game. Isn’t that a game people play at 
the beach?”
 “Sure, but you just bury the person lightly, then 
they get up and rinse the sand off. Otherwise there’s no 
point to it.”
 “There hasn’t been anything about Hanko in the 
papers in a long time,” Waara said, keeping the conversa-
tion light. “Now there’s a murder mystery.”
 “Hey, watch it. We’ve had a couple of drug ar-
rests in the past few years, and a few weeks ago there was 
something in the paper about money laundering. That 
was even on the TV news.”
 “That’s right. I vaguely recall reading about it in 
the paper. I look out for news about Hanko, since I have 
relatives here.”
 “Oh yeah? Who?” she asked bluntly.
 “My daughter lives here. Her name is Vera Beck. 
Do you know her?”
 “No, but I do know Janne. I think he knows the 
owner here, because he pops in once in a while. But do 
you know what’s really a fascinating coincidence?”
 “No. Do tell.”
 “This banker Nikander was some kind of hero. He 
uncovered the money laundering scheme. And now he’s 
dead. He shouldn’t have got mixed up in criminal activi-
ties.”
 “These things rarely have any connection.”
 “Sini, don’t disturb the customers,” a stern voice 
interrupted. “And there’s still work to do in the kitchen 
before your shift is over!” Helen stood grimly in the 

doorway. Sini gave a start, blushed, and dashed off to the 
kitchen.
 “She wasn’t disturbing me at all. I was having a 
couple of beers and we were talking about what hap-
pened this morning.”
 “What’s the point in jabbering on about the death 
of that wino?” Helen said with a snort. She snatched an 
ashtray that had been left on a table and threw it angrily 
into a squat shrub, turned away, and disappeared into the 
back room without saying another word.
 Waara was bewildered by her behavior. What was 
that all about? The woman’s nerves were really on edge. 
How peculiar. It bothered him enough that he decided 
to apologize for dragging her to the beach that morning. 
He should at least thank her for loaning him the car. He 
hadn’t even bothered to ask if she was feeling any better 
since the morning.
 He went into the lobby and peeked into the kitch-
en, where Sini was arranging coffee cups on a rack.
 “Where did your boss go?” Waara said. “I wanted 
to ask her about something.”
 “She’s probably in the office,” Sini said smiling. 
“That blue door on the left.” She seemed to have recov-
ered from her employer’s sudden appearance.
 No one answered Waara’s knock, but he opened 
the door anyway and peeked inside. Helen was talking 
on the phone. She nodded to him almost imperceptibly.
 It was a largish office, the size of a bedroom. It 
was sparsely filled with old furnishings – a large desk, a 
bookshelf filled with books and magazines, an old leather 
chair, and a couple of pictures on the wall. Little knick-
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knacks here and there gave the room a confused feel-
ing. It didn’t look like a room belonging to an organized 
person, and didn’t match his first impression of Helen. 
The room gave a picture of someone hurried or careless. 
Helen finished her call.
 “Pardon me. I just wanted to ask how you were 
feeling. That was very tactless of me this morning,” he 
stammered. Placating women wasn’t his strong suit. “I’m 
sorry. Would it be possible, since the day is almost over, 
that you could come with me and show me a good res-
taurant? I’d like to buy you dinner.”
 “You’re my customer,” Helen said, interrupting 
his rush of words and raising her eyes unsympathetically. 
“You don’t need to offer me dinner. I still have a lot to do, 
anyway. Thanks, but not tonight.”
 “Maybe some other time,” Waara managed to say. 
He was embarrassed and stood for a moment at the door 
with a lost look on his face. His neck felt hot. He had 
never got used to rejection, even though he had received 
plenty of it.
 He withdrew from the room, stood for a mo-
ment in the lobby like someone who’d lost his sense of 
direction, then stepped onto the porch. He thought for a 
moment about which direction he should walk. Then he 
heard several steps behind him.
 “Hey. Wait a minute. I’m sorry. Now I was the rude 
one. This hasn’t been a very good day. Of course I’ll go 
with you to dinner. I rarely get invited out anywhere.”
 They both laughed. The tenseness dropped away. 
She looked straight into his eyes and smiled. A row of 
white teeth showed between her full lips. Waara was sold. 

The reconciliation seemed comfortable and certain, but 
just to be sure, he took hold of her elbow and led her out 
to the street.
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The evening with Helen was going swimmingly. They 
walked to the East Harbor to eat at Origo seafood restau-
rant. The restaurant was right on the waterfront in an old 
red warehouse with a stone foundation which formed 
the restaurant’s interior walls. There were no windows at 
all, and it took Waara a moment to adjust to the dark-
ness. They chose a place inside because Waara wanted 
to be left alone with his companion rather than having 
everyone ogle at them at a terrace table near the street.
 As they drank a glass of white wine, Helen told 
him about how hard it was to get started running an inn 
without any proper capital. She had bought the old inn 
with her own savings, but the building was more than a 
hundred years old and was in worse condition than she 
had assumed. She was swamped with repair bills, and 
would continue to be swamped – it took a lot of mon-
ey and energy. It cost more to make repairs on an old 
building than on a new one. She constantly needed more 
funds. She didn’t say anything about a husband or family. 

She seemed to be avoiding the subject, and Waara didn’t 
press her. Maybe she had a divorce in her past or some 
other painful matter that you don’t talk about right away 
with a complete stranger. As it was, Waara wasn’t that in-
terested in her past. He was more interested in the pres-
ent – and perhaps the future.
 As they enjoyed a second bottle of wine, Helen 
felt bolder, and talked about herself and her childhood. 
When she had left her previous job in Helsinki and moved 
to Hanko, she had few social contacts at first. Running an 
inn was a continual slog for a single woman. The busi-
est season was at vacation time in June and July – that’s 
when you had to pull in all your revenues. It was expen-
sive to pay staff, and it wasn’t easy finding good people.
 When autumn came , the summer guests disap-
peared like ashes in the wind, and even the locals seemed 
to become less social and curl up in their nests. On fall 
evenings, nothing was hopping except the frogs. Helen’s 
description of lonely winter afternoons made Waara 
laugh. Once she had gone for a walk in town and on the 
way home she saw footprints in the snow, which made 
her think there must be someone else out and about. 
Then she realized that they were her own footprints from 
when she left the house.
 Her conversation was a mixture of happiness 
and positivity on the one hand, and on the other hand 
darker ruminations. Sometimes she told a story with en-
thusiasm, sometimes she just seemed uncommunicative. 
Waara felt like she wanted to tell him something that was 
hard to say out loud. He decided that she must not have 
any girlfriends to thresh out her problems with.
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 Waara talked about himself, too, about his daugh-
ter and her husband Janne. He also talked about life in 
the capital and about his work. When there was sufficient 
wine in their blood-streams, he softened up and told her 
about his dreams and wishes, too.
 Helen conceded she knew Janne, not well but by 
sight, like most people do in Hanko.
 “In a town of this size, with about 10,000 people 
in it, it’s pretty hard to remain anonymous,” Helen dead-
panned. “Everybody knows everybody else and every-
body’s screwing everybody else.”
 She remembered that when he was in school 
Janne had had some kind of run-in with the bank man-
ager, Nikander. Nikander had been a substitute teacher 
when Janne was in school. She didn’t know what the dif-
ference of opinion had been about. Waara had the feel-
ing that Helen would have liked to know more about it. 
He couldn’t provide her any more information. She had 
made a mistake talking about it, and wanted to change 
the subject.
 As the evening wore on, he tried to go back to 
talking about it, but Helen didn’t take the bait. She kept 
changing the subject to something safer, more general. 
Waara thought there were inconsistencies in her story. 
She said she only knew Janne by sight, but she knew 
about some sensitive matter from his youth. Or was it 
that she had known Nikander, the bank manager?
 After a long evening and too many drinks, the two 
of them took a quick walk to the public harbor. They com-
pared the differences among the sailboats and watched as 
a few late-arriving crews came in at the dock.

 “I wonder which one of these is Janne’s boat,” 
Waara said, sincerely curious, but he got no answer.
 They had a nice evening, and Waara felt happy 
and relaxed. He enjoyed being with her. She was a bun-
dle of contradictions – fun, with a good sense of humor, 
and at the same time sad and susceptible to gloominess. 
He would have liked to ask her what was troubling her, 
but there was no sense in ending a pleasant evening that 
way.
 As they went through the park on their way home, 
a considerably inebriated man stopped them. They tried 
to go around him, but he stood swaying in front of them, 
blocking their way.
 “Your old boyfriend’s dead body was found on 
the beach today with its head cut off,” the man said in a 
mossy voice. Then he got his breath and told them he had 
been at the Casino dancing with women. “I got plenty of 
women, you know. There must be at leas... at least ten of 
‘em there right now would gladly dan... dance with me 
even... even if you wouldn’t.”
 “Leave us alone,” Waara said, but the man only 
became more excited.
 “What are you?” he said, his words becoming 
clearer as he warmed to his subject, “Some kind of fuck-
in’ casanova, you old prig? What’re you doing out with 
this old codger, Helly? Come with me – it’ll be like old 
times, let’s get something hap... happening.”
 The drunk shoved against Waara’s chest and took 
Helen’s arm.
 Waara staggered backwards, but quickly regained 
his balance and took a step forward. He took hold of the 
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man’s right arm, gave a tug, and twisted it behind his 
back. The man groaned, more from surprise than dis-
tress, and bent forward involuntarily. Waara let go of his 
hand, pushing his face into the grass.
 They could still hear his god damn fucking hells 
as Waara took Helen’s arm decisively and led her back 
toward the inn.
 He turned to look behind him and got a glimpse 
of the drunk trying to get back on his feet, losing his bal-
ance and falling into a trash can that came loose from 
the pole it was attached to and spilled out onto Bulevardi 
with a loud noise. He seemed to have injured his knee, 
but was otherwise unharmed.
 “Come... come back here you big galoot,” he 
yelled. “You’ll get one right in the schnoz... Helly, I know 
who killed Nikander.”
 “I’m sure he’ll be all right,” Helen said quickly, 
over his yells. “Let’s go. There’s no point in fighting with 
a drunk – he’s talking complete nonsense. This was sup-
posed to be a romantic evening.”
 “Oho!” Waara said. What did she mean? Did she 
use the word romantic accidentally? Did she just mean 
it in the more impersonal sense? He weighed the possi-
bilities, at the same time smiling at something the drunk 
had said.
 “In his opinion, I am a big galoot,” he chuckled, 
making Helen smile as they arrived at the inn.
 They were both tired. Helen wanted to be alone, 
and they parted in the lobby, wishing each other good 
night a little too formally. But they didn’t shake hands, 
thank goodness. Waara couldn’t think of anything origi-

nal to say, and Helen was already on her way and gone.
 “These things go slowly sometimes,” he muttered 
to himself, and went, quite drunk, and even more upset, 
to his room.
 He sprawled on the bed and listened to the creak-
ing of the old house. He left the window open and let the 
sea air creep into the room. As he lay on the bed, he tried 
to gather his thoughts. Someone had said something that 
troubled him, but he couldn’t quite remember what. Why 
did the drunk in the park call the dead man Helen’s old 
boyfriend? Just how well did Helen know Janne and the 
bank manager? If he had only asked...
 His train of thought broke off as he fell asleep.
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In the breakfast room, a few early risers were already eat-
ing oatmeal. It was still very early and it was going to be 
another hot day. That suited Waara just fine.
 “Good morning,” he said politely, nodding to ev-
eryone.
 In return he got vague murmurs and evasive 
looks. The only person noticeably older than him, a wom-
an wearing a white jogging suit, seemed pleased by his 
greeting, and wished him a good morning. The man sit-
ting with her looked at Waara from under his eyebrows. 
The others who had already come down for breakfast 
were a younger couple, a lone older man reading a novel, 
and a youngish, dark-haired woman – the same wom-
an Waara had seen yesterday leaving the inn. She didn’t 
even look up when Waara came into the room. For a mo-
ment he considered sitting at her table, but something in 
her manner prevented him. She was wearing tight black 
jeans and a see-through blouse with an unusual pattern. 
Her short, black hair was quite mussed – Waara decided 

that it was styled that way on purpose.
 He fetched a copy of today’s Helsingin Sanomat, 
sat at a table in the corner, and searched for news of the 
Hanko murder. There was a short piece about it under 
the headline DEAD MAN FOUND ON BEACH.
 The article said that the event might be connected 
to a crime. The man’s name wasn’t mentioned, nor were 
there any details about the cause of death, or anything 
else that would be new information to him.
 “Why are you interested in that?” Helen asked, 
having crept up behind him unnoticed. She touched his 
shoulder lightly and smiled. She had a coffee pot in her 
hand.
 
 Waara smiled and wished her good morning.
 “Good morning to you,” she sad. “Tea? Coffee? I 
feel like a stewardess when I do this.”
 Someone continued the stewardess joke, and the 
stiff atmosphere in the breakfast room dissipated into the 
aroma of coffee.
 “You haven’t said what it is about that story that 
interests you. I noticed that was the  news item you were 
looking for. Didn’t you say you work in freight transport? 
You’re not with the police, like your friend, or an insur-
ance investigator, are you?”
 She looked as if she really wanted an answer. She 
stared at him in that way of hers, right in the eye. He 
couldn’t tell whether the look was friendly or hostile, 
whether the question was serious or teasing.
 “It mostly interests me because it was the rea-
son I got out of a traffic ticket, and because we stumbled 
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on the crime scene yesterday,” Waara explained, mostly 
to himself. “Besides, I have a bottomless curiosity and 
I don’t have anything else to do. Any change of pace is 
welcome.”
 He didn’t say that he was also curious about what 
Janne might have to do with the affair. Why had he 
been out drinking there on that very night? Why did his 
clothes smell of smoke, when he had claimed that they 
hadn’t built a fire that night? But somebody had an open 
fire at the place where the murder occurred. On top of 
all that, Janne had known Nikander, the murdered man. 
What did Vera and Janne remember about the money-
laundering dispute? Was it somehow connected to the 
more recent events?
 “Sure, we’re interested, too,” the man at the next 
table said, and looked at his wife, who stared coldly back 
at him. “Yesterday evening at the restaurant I heard that 
the murdered man was missing an ear. Supposedly they’re 
looking everywhere for it.”
 “Not just for that,” Waara added. “They must still 
be looking for everything else, too. The story in the pa-
per was old news before it was even printed. Maybe we’ll 
hear more about it today.”
 The man was on a roll, and continued, “I also 
heard that they figure there was some kind of party there 
because of the liquor and beer bottles. They’ve already 
asked at the liquor store about who might have recently 
bought some calvados. It’s rare for such expensive liquor 
to find its way to the beach. But I suppose at a party with 
a bank manager you have to have proper drinks, plain 
old red wine won’t do. On the other hand, even in Hanko 

they probably sell quite a few bottles of calvados around 
Midsummer, so that may be a weak lead.”
 “There were fingerprints on the bottle,” the wom-
an said. “They could compare them to the fingerprints of 
people who live in Hanko.”
 Her husband slurped his coffee and looked at 
her.
 “Right. Everybody can line up at the school audi-
torium to be fingerprinted. The elections board can ver-
ify their identities and compile the prints. Hanko could 
be the first city in the world with a complete record of the 
fingerprints of every inhabitant. And then the man who 
murdered him will turn out to be somebody from out 
of town. Like for instance Tammisaari – they don’t like 
Hanko over there.”
 The woman looked hurt, but Helen shook her 
head and laughed.
 “Why do you say the ‘man’ who murdered him?’ 
the lone dark-haired woman said, a hearty helping of 
ridicule in her voice. “It could just as well have been a 
woman.”
 “Yes, of course,” Waara stammered. He smiled at 
her, but she had already turned back to her magazine. 
Waara was glad that Helen was in a good mood. When 
the other diners had left, he remained sitting for a mo-
ment to talk with her undisturbed. He wasn’t in a hurry 
to get anywhere.
 Helen was positively beaming. The strain of yes-
terday was gone. Waara watched her going about her 
chores, gathering up the breakfast dishes. She had tied 
her hair in a pony tail again, almost as if she had divined 
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that Waara was partial to it. Her embroidered jeans and 
body-hugging, open-throated shirt made her seem to 
Waara like a girl of twenty, although he guessed that she 
was past forty.
 He realized he wanted her.
 “That was an unpleasant incident in the park yes-
terday,” he said. “Is the man someone you know well?”
 “Hardly,” Helen answered, apparently not wanting 
to say anything more on the subject. She seemed to have 
a fiery nature, with moods that swung violently from one 
extreme to the other. Best to proceed cautiously. They 
talked about this and that, but whenever he brought up 
the murder, the flow of conversation ceased. 
 It’s best not to disturb people when they’re work-
ing, Waara thought, and left her to take care of her busi-
ness. As for him, he would spend some time getting to 
know the neighborhood.

He left Pensionaatti Helen and walked over to the nearby 
Casino. The swimming area in front of the building was 
empty if you didn’t count the Midsummer pole erected in 
the middle of the beach, and a few people who happened 
to be passing by. The building, which had seen better 
days, stood on the flat stretch of sand like an old movie 
star. It was at once delicate and massive, beautiful and 
ugly. There was no telling who had danced on its parquet 
floor, or who had raised a glass at its bar, or why. For 
many reasons, surely. Waara walked around the build-
ing unhurriedly, and looked at the large blue fountain in 
the courtyard for a moment, tossing in a coin from his 
pocket. A treasure for little boys to find – they can fish 

them out.
 Behind the Casino, a few people were working up 
a sweat and injuring their elbows on the outdoor tennis 
courts. Waara had no interest in tennis, or in golf – they 
seemed like a waste of time to him, for some reason. He 
approved of sailing, though.
 He was particularly fond of swimming, which 
was his secret for keeping in shape. His upright posture 
was due to the sport of his youth, wrestling. When he 
was at his peak, he’d reached bronze medal level in the 
Finnish youth championships. He’d picked up his agility 
from badminton. He didn’t consider dancing a sport, but 
he was an avid interpreter of the tango. He knew that he 
was in good mental and physical condition. It showed in 
yesterday’s run-in with the drunk in the park. Waara felt 
he had handled the situation in an exemplary fashion. He 
had avoided violence, because there was always a chance 
that someone could be seriously injured, and he didn’t 
want that on his conscience. He had some experience 
with violence, and it wasn’t pleasant.
 Waara watched the tennis players for a moment, 
focused on the woman, deep in thought. Then he con-
tinued his walk to the popular Plage beach, undressed in 
a swimming hut and put on the trunks he had brought 
in his pocket, and walked into the water. He waded for a 
long time in the shallow water, then finally dove in and 
swam to the diving platform. He sat on the edge of the 
floating dock and let the sun dry him. The thought of 
that man sitting buried in the cold, wet sand made him 
shiver.
 He watched the people passing on the beach and 
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thought about luck – how quickly everything can be lost. 
When a person finds himself the focus of violence, what 
is his contribution as the victim?
 He started to feel chilled, jumped in the water, 
and swam back to the beach with his customary quick 
strokes. He spent several hours at the beach. He wasn’t in 
a hurry to be anywhere. No one knew where he was, so 
no one could disturb him. After a dinner at the Plage Res-
taurant he rinsed the flavor of bland grill food out of his 
mouth with a cold Heineken, then walked to Östergård 
Street.
 Vera and the boys were home. The twins were 
playing upstairs, and a surprise visit from Grandpa 
wasn’t enough to interrupt their activity. Waara didn’t 
mind. Janne had gone to work, although it was Sunday.
 “It’s one of the perks of white-collar proletariat,” 
Vera said. “He even goes to work on holidays sometimes 
– it’s part of the job. Arbeit macht frei.” There was a pinch 
of sarcasm in her voice.
 “He was home yesterday, though.”
 “Yesterday was a hangover day, from partying 
with his buddies the night before.”
 “Are hangover days one of the perks in the white-
collar proletariat’s contract?” Waara asked, smiling.
 “Probably,” she said glumly. “Janne always comes 
and goes as he pleases. And I haven’t done much to stop 
him, although maybe I should have.”
 Waara could see that she wanted to say something 
more. He was quiet, letting her begin.
 “Listen, Dad,” she said falteringly, “I wanted to tell 
you something about us – me and Janne, I mean.”

 Waara didn’t say anything, but he nodded to indi-
cate that he wanted to hear.
 “It feels to me like everything’s not alright with 
Janne, and hasn’t been for many years. I’m starting to 
reach my breaking point, because a don’t know what’s 
going on. I can’t keep pretending – I have to have some 
explanation. Janne has been so strange these past few 
years. Sometimes everything’s perfectly cool, but now 
and then he just seems to disappear into the distance 
somewhere.”
 “Do you mean physically or mentally?”
 “Don’t make fun. I’ve been wondering if he has 
another woman. Could you possibly ask him about it? 
You’re a man.” She took a deep breath – she’d said what 
she wanted to say.
 So that’s why she wanted me to come here, Waara 
thought.
 “Maybe there’s no cause for worry,” he said. “May-
be Janne’s just busy at work.”
 “He really isn’t. There’s never been such a relaxed 
job. Janne does take care of the data server and the web 
pages and things like that, but it’s not the same here in 
Hanko as it was in Helsinki. He’s free to shape his job de-
scription for himself. I’m not at all sure that he’s always at 
work when he says he is. But I’m not talking about work. 
Our problems are a totally separate thing.”
 “Like what, for instance?”
 “Well, the fact that sometimes he’s a ray of sun-
shine, and sometimes he’s like a storm warning, for no 
apparent reason.”
 “Well, doesn’t that description fit all of us,” Waara 
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said. “Men, too, but especially women.” He smiled.
 “This is serious. Janne doesn’t give a shit about 
me any more. He’s gone much too often. He has some se-
cret that I don’t know anything about – and besides that, 
I haven’t got to know his friends in Hanko at all. They 
avoid me. They don’t come over, and they don’t look me 
in the eye when I see them in town. I don’t even know 
who he’s spending time with, or where.”
 She was clearly angry now.
 “Does Janne have a lot of friends?”
 “Of course,” she said. “He was born here, he went 
to school here, his family lives here. He has nobody here 
but people he knows. All the men are former schoolmates 
of his and all the women are former this or former that. I 
can’t stand the look the women here get in their eye when 
they ask, What’s Jan-Erik been up to? Have you seen Jan-
Erik lately? Jan-Erik this and Jan-Erik that. He’s always 
spoken Finnish with me, and he’s always been plain old 
Janne.”
 “Well, if that’s all it is...” Waara said soothingly. 
“They’re his old friends from childhood. You came into 
the picture later on, so you’re a little bit of a stranger here 
in Hanko. Besides, if his friends are all Swedish speakers, 
of course they behave a little differently. They don’t mean 
any harm – it’s just their style.”
 “Maybe you’re right. I don’t seem to know any-
thing about anything. Shit, here come the kids...”
 The conversation ended when the twins burst 
into the kitchen and demanded something to eat, sooner 
rather than later.
 “We shoulda already ate,” one of them said.

 Waara scooped the boys up by their armpits and 
hauled them howling from the room, leaving Vera sitting 
by the stove. He saw her wipe a secret tear away.
 He let Vera feed the boys and then make some cof-
fee. Waara was doing his best to help. There was a noise 
from the front door, the twins recognized it and dashed 
out of the kitchen to meet their father in the foyer. One 
of the boys fell and hurt himself on the slippery floor. 
Waara picked him up and comforted him.
 Janne muttered greetings and sat down at the cof-
fee table. Waara was still holding the child on his lap, and 
felt he was playing the wrong role. As if he lived here 
with Vera. He sent the boy on his way and focused his 
attention on Janne. He asked him about work and Janne 
answered briefly. Waara turned the conversation to the 
events of yesterday.
 “I tried to reach Juha Puska today – the police-
man I ran into yesterday. I thought it would be nice to get 
together since we’re both here in Hanko. But I didn’t get 
hold of him.”
 “No fucking way.” Janne snarled.
 “What?”
 “Nothing.”
 “You said yesterday that you had been on the 
beach partying,” Waara continued. “Did any of you see 
anything unusual?” 
 “Nothing too strange. We got a little wild, I 
guess.”
 “Who were you with?” Waara asked, striving for 
a neutral tone of voice and pouring himself some more 
coffee.
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 “Old friends from Hanko – old schoolmates. 
Mostly people who stayed on here when we left school, 
and a few people who came back when they finished col-
lege. The old gang from the 80s.”
 “Was the bank manager, Nikander, part of the 80s 
gang?” Waara asked, looking his son-in-law in the eye.
 Janne flinched, glanced nervously at Vera, as if 
looking for assistance, collected himself quickly, and 
said, “Ah, so you heard that it was Nikander’s body that 
was found. Yes, I knew him, but he wasn’t part of my 
group of friends.”
 “Ari Nikander! Gosh!” Vera put her hand over her 
mouth.
 “A young man. The cream of Hanko.” Janne con-
tinued sarcastically. “The playboy banker, every moth-
er’s dream son-in-law, good-looking, with a good job, at 
home in two different cultures.”
 “By the way, the body wasn’t from yesterday,” 
Waara added. “It was from the day before, unless he 
wasn’t killed until morning.”
 “For breakfast,” Vera said, trying awkwardly to 
lighten the mood. She paused for a moment, then contin-
ued. “What about your other friends? I know Nikander 
has been known to spend time with you and your bud-
dies.” She sounded like she was trying to start a fight.
 “What about them?” Janne said.
 “Who else was there?” she demanded. “I think I 
should know what kind of company the boys’ father is 
keeping when he’s out drinking on the same night that 
someone is killed.”
 “Yeah... yeah. There were a lot of people I know 

there,” he said, seeming to frame his sentence carefully.
 “Like who? And where were you?”
 “On the beach, of course...”
 “Can’t you even say which beach it was?” Vera 
was becoming tense.
 Waara was feeling very uncomfortable, but he was 
the one who led the conversation in this direction, after 
all. Janne was also getting nervous – he didn’t seem to 
know where to put his hand. He got up, paced the room, 
stopped to stand in front of the old antique dresser, took 
a bottle from it and poured himself a full glass of calva-
dos. He still hadn’t said anything. The others waited.
 “What is this, some kind of interrogation? What 
does it matter to you, or even to me, if Nikander was 
killed?”
 “Janne,” Waara began, in a soothing voice, “you 
have wet clothes that smell of smoke in your bedroom. 
You were on the beach, near a campfire. An empty cal-
vados bottle was found at the scene of the murder – and 
you have calvados here in the house. Are you sure that 
the bottle found on the beach doesn’t have your finger-
prints on it? They don’t sell a lot of that in Hanko. You 
knew Nikander – you’d been out drinking together be-
fore. Is something crazy going on? Tell us first. You’re go-
ing to have to talk to the police sooner or later, anyway. 
Of course we believe that you didn’t have anything to do 
with it, but we want to know everything, so we have an 
overview of what happened, every little thing that might 
have something to do with it, and the police are certainly 
going to want to know, too. The story’s spreading very 
quickly around town, and I’m sure everyone who knew 
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Nikander is going to be questioned.”
 “They’ll have to question ten thousand people, 
then – that shit-head knew everybody!” Janne was al-
most yelling. He finished his drink and took a step as if 
to leave the room.
 Waara was on his feet surprisingly quickly. He 
blocked Janne’s path and put both his hands down force-
fully on his shoulders.
 “Janne, the three of us have to discuss this thing 
before it gets out of hand. Now tell us the truth.” Waara 
felt silly talking to a grown man as if he were a little boy.
 Janne wrenched himself free, cursed, and, for a 
moment, was at a loss. He slumped, hunched forward, 
and looked as if he might burst into tears, but then pulled 
himself together. Waara poured him another drink, and 
got one for himself as well.
 “Tell us!” he said.
 “Fucking hell,” Janne sputtered. “I was there on 
the beach – on Tulliranta, where Ari Nikander was, I 
mean. But I didn’t kill him, and neither did anyone else 
who was with us.”
 “Who else was there?” Vera asked pointedly. 
“It’s pretty strange when a guy says no, no, no, and then 
when you ask him again you find out all sorts of things. 
Couldn’t you have told us all this in the first place?”
 Janne glared at her.
 “Kenneth Andersson was there, and Risto Lipas-
ti, and a chick that I didn’t know. I think her name was 
Eve.”
 “What, no Adam?” Vera said drily.
 “Don’t joke around. We were at the beach, we had 

a fire, and we drank a lot. If a calvados bottle was found 
there, then I’m sure it was mine. It’s not like every fuck-
wit and bum around here can afford decent liquor.”
 Vera let fly. “Were you screwing, too?” 
 “Give me a fucking break. We played the guitar, 
sang some songs, and reminisced. Childhood friends. We 
went to school together. What did you think – we were 
having orgies, running around naked, smoking hash and 
having group sex? Make love, not war, baby.” He held his 
hand up in a peace sign.
 Waara decided to keep quiet. He could see that 
Janne and Vera had had arguments about his night-time 
activities before. They weren’t just talking about the night 
before last – they were talking about all their old issues.
 “And who exactly is this Eve?” Vera asked. She 
was quizzing him like a little boy caught smoking.
 “Listen, there’s no need to lay into me like some 
kind of counsel for the prosecution. So I go out with my 
friends sometimes – there’s nothing strange about that.”
 “I don’t like it when you lie to me. If you have 
someone else, go ahead and tell me. It’s better that way.”
 “Ah, so that’s what you’re driving at?”
 “Yes, it is. So I’m asking you again, perfectly 
calmly, and I think you can understand me if I say it very 
slowly and clearly – Who is Eve?”
 “Eve is Nikander’s woman – his girlfriend from 
Helsinki,” Janne said. “Ari drags a woman along every-
where he goes – there’s no stopping him. You always 
thought he was a good-looking, successful man, didn’t 
you? Kenneth is my old schoolmate. So is Risto. We stud-
ied data processing together at the university. You know 
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them as well as I do – or you’ve met them many times, 
anyway.”
 “I know them, but I’ve never liked them,” Vera 
said truthfully.
 “Listen, now,” Janne said, trying to calm her. “You 
can’t make my friends out to be murderers. I have no idea 
what’s going on. We didn’t kill anyone. I did fall asleep for 
part of the time. When I woke up, everyone had left, and 
I went home.”
 “When did you come home? And tell the truth 
this time!” Vera had taken on the role of interrogator.
 “About five in the morning, you know that.”
 “Why don’t we let the matter drop for now,” Waara 
said. “This is between the two of you. I think I should 
go.”
 “Don’t leave. Janne can tell us the whole story. It’ll 
be good if you know what your son-in-law’s been up to.”
 Waara smiled at his daughter’s fieriness. She was 
definitely turning into her mother.
 Janne didn’t make a move to open his mouth.
 “These might seem like stupid questions to you,” 
Waara said, ‘but these little bits of information will add 
up, to give us a better picture of the whole thing. Besides, 
it’s very likely that you’ll have to explain all of this to the 
police, so don’t you think it’d be a good idea to go through 
everything once? You can practice being questioned.”
 “Yeah, interrogations are pretty much the norm 
in this house,” Janne snorted. But he continued more 
calmly. “First we were at the HSF, drinking shots on the 
terrace – we always do when we haven’t seen each other 
in a long time. That’s the our usual downtown bar. Then 

we decided to go down to the beach. Nikander didn’t 
want to be seen in public with his girlfriend, because he 
was afraid his wife would find out.”
 “She’ll find out soon enough,” Vera snapped. “Her 
husband was beaten to death and they’ll definitely be 
looking for his mistress. His wife will be overjoyed, I’m 
sure. What a bunch of shits you are. That’s what happens 
when you sleep around. You’re always found out, sooner 
or later.”
 “Let’s let Janne continue,” Waara said. He was 
curious to hear Janne’s version of what happened. The 
whole thing was becoming more interesting than he had 
expected.
 “When we left HSF, we were pretty shit-faced, 
to be blunt about it,” Janne said. “We walked as far as 
Tulliranta, even though it’s more than a kilometer from 
town.”
 “Really?” Vera said. “You walked a whole kilome-
ter? But you probably stopped to refuel on the way, I sup-
pose.”
 Janne ignored her sarcasm.
 “I stopped off at home on the way to get the bottle 
of calvados that has since become famous,” he said. “You 
were upstairs with the kids, and I didn’t want to make a 
big production out of it, so I just grabbed it quietly out 
of the cabinet. Then we went to Tulliranta and we were 
there all evening – I mean all night.”
 “You lied and said you were at Märssaninranta,” 
Vera grilled him.
 “Yeah, I did, but what I just told you is the truth 
– we were on the beach. Risto went home a couple of 
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times to get more drinks, and his guitar.”
 “Janne, did you know that someone beat Ni-
kander up horribly?” Waara spoke smoothly and calmly. 
“It couldn’t have been an accident. Done in a moment of 
passion, maybe, but we’re not talking about one punch or 
one kick – it was a brutal beating and dismemberment. 
I’ve heard that Nikander’s ear was missing.”
 Vera gasped and stared at Janne, her eyes wide. 
Janne gaped at Waara. It was impossible to read his ex-
pression.
 “We made a fire as soon as we got there, and built 
it up till it was pretty big,” he continued. “Then we sat 
around and knocked back a few. I’m sure about a hun-
dred people saw us, or at least heard us – there was noth-
ing secretive about it.”
 “But you tried to keep it a secret,” Vera said. “ And 
in the morning one of you was found murdered, with his 
ear in somebody’s frying pan, probably. Your buddy gets 
killed and the rest of you go home to bed, and then you 
all act like nothing happened. You guys really are stupid.” 
She was raging now.
 “How did you find out about the body, by the way, 
and how did you know it was Nikander?” Waara asked. 
“I heard about it from a girl at the inn whose brother is 
an ambulance driver. I’m sure it couldn’t have spread to 
everyone in town in just a couple of hours.”
 “Risto called me. He heard about it from his dad 
– he drives a cab. The jungle drums are fast here in the 
south. Taxi drivers and ambulance drivers know every-
thing, and the butler did it.” Janne was trying to lighten 
the mood.

 “Why did you try to hide your clothes in a bag 
under the bed?”
 “Jeez. I wasn’t trying to hide them. I just threw the 
bag on the floor when I went to bed.”
 “Do you have even the slightest, tiniest inkling of 
what this means?” Vera interrupted, trying to look Janne 
in the eye.
 Janne didn’t say anything. She stood in front of 
him with her hands on her hips.
 “At any moment a police car is going to drive up 
in front of this house and two men are going to get out 
of it and they’re going to arrest you. You’re going to be 
suspected of murder or homicide or who knows what. 
You’ll end up in jail, lose your job – we’ll lose the house, 
which we still owe a hell of a lot of money on. We’re going 
to lose everything and you’re trying to be funny. What 
bullshit! I’d like to smack you with something, like a fry-
ing pan. There’d be another murder. God fucking damn 
it.”
 Her voice had risen, and she spit the last words 
out. Janne made a move, as if experience had made him 
ready for Vera to attack. A Finnish pop tune played qui-
etly on the radio. Waara looked away instinctively. The 
twins were standing in the doorway, holding hands. They 
stared at their mother without saying anything. Waara 
wondered how long they had been listening. They were 
pale, watching their mother as she raged. The leg of one 
of the boys’ pants slowly darkened with wet and a trickle 
of yellow slithered out onto the floor.
 Vera turned around, saw the children, and quick-
ly subdued her anger. She picked them up and went up-
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stairs to begin a more thorough than usual reading, play-
ing, and soothing treatment.
 Janne was going to the waterfront, to his boat. 
That was where he always went when he wanted peace, 
when he wanted to get away from people. The boat was 
everything to him. The sea meant freedom – carefree, 
self-sufficient bliss. He promised Waara he would go to 
the police station first thing in the morning to tell them 
everything he knew. Waara thought he should make an 
appearance sooner than that – a call to the police would be 
a significant improvement in Janne’s situation. But Janne 
clammed up and stubbornly repeated that he would go in 
the morning – he had to gather his thoughts and prepare 
psychologically. Waara told him to call Commissioner 
Juha Puska direct, and to give him Waara’s greetings. His 
third bit of advice was to let the others take care of their 
own mess, and to simply stick to the truth, if at all pos-
sible. It might hurt, but it was for the best.
 Waara sat on the swing in the yard, thinking. He’d 
made himself another cup of their extraordinarily strong 
coffee. He was holding the coffee cup in his hand, but 
he wasn’t drinking it. He needed someone to talk to, to 
explain everything to himself. But there wasn’t anyone. 
Vera had locked herself up with the boys upstairs.
 It’s like this, Waara thought, My son-in-law has 
participated in a murder, or homicide, or assault in one 
way or another. At the very least he was right nearby 
when it happened and was surely one of the last people 
to see the victim alive. But he hardly could have partici-
pated in the attack. It could also be that Janne knew more 
about what happened than he had told them. He might 

have another woman – there was nothing unusual in that. 
Like this Eve, for instance. It would explain his discom-
fort and his attempts at concealment in the beginning. 
He must know more that he was saying, Maybe he didn’t 
dare talk about it with Vera there. I should talk with him 
alone. And who buried the banker in the sand?
 There were too many questions coming too fast. 
Waara didn’t have enough information. In fact, he didn’t 
know much of anything, and the little he did know was 
all mixed up in his head. The only remedy for ignorance 
is to find things out, Waara thought. You just have to 
start somewhere and proceed resolutely step by step. He 
decided to look for answers about what Janne’s friends 
knew about the case. He wanted to solve this puzzle for 
the sake of Vera and the children, not for Janne, or to 
satisfy his own curiosity. That’s how he explained it to 
himself, although he knew that the impetus behind what 
he was doing was exactly that – curiosity. Waara wasn’t 
good at living with unfinished business. He got up from 
the swing, shook out his limbs like an old boxer, and 
went inside to get his car keys. Now that he had a plan of 
action, he felt his old energy returning.
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He found Kappelisatama Road easily with the help of the 
map. According to the phonebook, a Kenneth Anders-
son lived there, but Waara didn’t know if it was the right 
Kenneth. But he could find out easily enough by asking. 
Kappelisatama Road was a long, straight street several 
kilometers long lined with bungalows built in various 
decades. Many of them were alike, and among the row 
of houses there were none to compare with Vera’s villa. 
Waara watched the house numbers and finally found the 
one he was looking for. He parked the car in front and 
went through the gate into the yard.
 Waara walked up the porch steps without hesita-
tion, but he couldn’t find a doorbell, so he knocked loud-
ly. The man who opened the door could be the right Ken-
neth – he was the right age. Waara introduced himself 
and explained why he had come. The man wasn’t very 
enthusiastic about answering questions, but when Waara 
told him that he was Janne’s father-in-law, and that Janne 
had told him most of what had happened, Kenneth’s at-

titude changed. Maybe he thought that Waara would be 
on his side.
 The two of them went to the badly run-down ga-
zebo in the yard. Afternoon was turning to evening. They 
sat quietly for a moment. Kenneth looked like a tired 
forty-year-old, although Waara knew that he was only 
a little over thirty. From his face Waara could see that 
he had smoked and drank heavily for years. He was tall, 
thin, and light-haired. Kenneth lit a cigarette, then re-
membered to offer one to Waara. Waara turned it down, 
but lit a cigarillo for himself. They sat silently for a mo-
ment, smoking and sizing each other up. Waara didn’t 
want to get in any hurry.
 Kenneth’s house was an old wooden one that had 
been stuccoed, the kind that was common in Hanko. In 
the 1970s it was fashionable to put siding and stucco even 
over the beautiful painted wood houses to make them 
look like masonry. Better that than the 1980s phenome-
non of covering log houses with metal siding. There were 
houses like that in Hanko, too. Kenneth’s lawn was uncut 
and scattered with things no one had found a place for. 
There was a newish green Land Rover at the far edge of 
the lot, and behind it a large motor boat on a trailer. Ex-
pensive machines. Either he’s well off or his parents are, 
Waara thought.
 “Rich grandparents, if that’s what you’re wonder-
ing,” Kenneth said, reading his mind.
 “I was just looking at your house, and especially 
that boat, and wondering what you do for a living,” Waara 
said bluntly.
 “They don’t have anything to do with my job,” 
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Kenneth said, “because I don’t have a job.  And although 
it may look like I’m wealthy, I’m not. But that’s what you 
were thinking. No, I’m a drop-out – a loser. If I manage 
to get my hands on anything, it’s my grandparents’ doing. 
They were – still are – staunch advocates of thriftiness, 
and I’m the unfortunate grown grandson in the attic. My 
parents don’t live in Hanko. They’re in Karjaa. I didn’t go 
with them when they left. I stayed with the old folks here 
in this shack.”
 “You and Janne went to college together in Hel-
sinki.”
 “Yeah. All three of us were in college together 
– Jan-Erik, Risto, and me – but nothing came of it in my 
case. I spent all my time having fun.”
 “I’d like to know more about what happened on 
the beach,” Waara said, changing the subject. “I can’t seem 
to get the events of that evening and that night straight in 
my mind. That’s why I came to talk to you.”
 “What does it have to do with you?”
 “Nothing. But what if I could help Janne? The po-
lice are going to pick him up anyway, and probably the 
rest of you, too. Janne’s going to talk to the police tomor-
row morning at the latest.”
 “We were at the beach. But I don’t know anything 
about Nikander’s death. I left around two in the morn-
ing, and everybody was still alive at the time. Nikander’s 
death is a complete mystery to me.”
 “Why did you bury him in the sand?”
 “Did Janne say we buried him in the sand?” Ken-
neth said. “Did he say we killed him, too? Of course he 
didn’t. I get the feeling you’re trying to draw me out.” He 

didn’t look terribly eager to comply.
 “Was there a fight? Were there any outsiders 
there?”
 “There was no fight, and no outsiders, for all I 
know, anyway – somebody may have come after I left. 
Everybody in the world was out for a walk or taking their 
dog for a piss, early in the evening, at least. It’s not like it’s 
out in the woods – it’s right where people are going about 
their business.”
 “Were you alone when you left the beach?” Waara 
pressed him. He couldn’t form more indirect or polite 
sentences – he was too eager and curious.
 “I was,” Kenneth answered, slightly uncertainly, 
as if he were taking a quiz and wasn’t sure whether he’d 
given the right answer. One wrong answer and the game 
was lost. Waara felt like Kenneth was alert, testing how 
much he knew and what his intentions were.
 “Did anything unusual happen that night?”
 “Just the usual – making a drunken racket. We 
sang a lot, or more like yelled a few songs. We have these 
sorts of rituals. We had a lot of fun, in fact, drank quite a 
lot, and then the program got rolling on its own.”
 “What kinds of rituals?”
 “They’re more like games than rituals, really. 
Whenever we get together, we have a sort of program 
where we play a game or have some kind of competi-
tion.”
 “Like what, for instance?”
 “Like who can dive the farthest, or who can sur-
vive the rain of stones.”
 “I don’t understand.” Waara was genuinely per-
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plexed.
 “The rain of stones is when one person stays on 
the beach and the rest go in the water. The person on the 
beach throws rocks up in the air so they come slamming 
down at the heads of the people swimming.”
 “That doesn’t make any sense.”
 “No, but it’s pretty exciting. The rocks make a nice 
slap when they go in the water. You have to be on the 
look-out while you’re swimming so you can avoid them. 
A rock the size of your fist could knock you out if it hit 
you.”
 “Or it could kill you.”
 “That’s why the game’s called ‘still not dead, a rock 
to the head’.”
 “Are you really serious?”
 “Absolutely. I know it doesn’t make any sense to 
you, but the excitement adds to the fun.”
 “Do you have any other games like that?”
 “Sure. Once we went to the airport to see how fast 
we could drive with someone tied to the roof rack.”
 “Are you out of your minds?” Waara couldn’t hide 
his shock.
 “It’s not that crazy – we did it together, and the 
point is to trust your friends. If you’re sitting on the roof 
of the car going at high speed, you learn to be able to 
trust that the driver will eventually stop the car.”
 “Was burying Nikander one of these rituals?”
 “We didn’t bury him.”
 The atmosphere had changed. It was obvious that 
Kenneth realized he had said more than he intended to. 
Waara was unsure how to continue the conversation.

 “How did Eve behave?”
 “How did you know about Eve?” Kenneth asked, 
surprised, then continued, without waiting for an answer. 
“Eve was pretty drunk. First she was in a party mood, 
then she was tired. Same as always – just like a kid at a 
birthday party.”
 “What kind of a woman is she?”
 “Good-looking. I’m sure you’d like her.” He 
grinned.
 “Where can I get in touch with in her?”
 “Are you going after her, too? Just mention Eve’s 
name and all the men stand at attention. You’ll have to 
ask at the Hotel Regata or Pensionaatti Helen – but I seri-
ously doubt she’s still in town. As I recall she was pretty 
keen on getting back to Helsinki. Hasn’t Janne told you 
about all this?” He was becoming unsure of himself.
 “Was Eve going out with this dead bank manag-
er?”
 “Yeah. Pretty sick, dating a corpse.”
 Waara had the feeling the conversation was mov-
ing into dangerous, uncharted territory.
 “What order did you leave the beach in?”
 “We left it in good order,” Kenneth answered 
quickly “What are you, some kind of cop? This little chat 
is more like an interrogation. Why should I tell you about 
it if Janne hasn’t told you anything?”
 “Janne did tell me. But I want to hear your ver-
sion.”
 “Why do you think my version would be differ-
ent than Janne’s? Which one of us do you think is lying? 
Shouldn’t you trust Janne, a member of your own family? 
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Janne’s my friend, and I’m not very comfortable with his 
father-in-law coming around playing secret agent. Where 
is he, anyway? Why isn’t he here helping you if you have 
such worthy intentions? I’m going to call him.”
 He dug his cellphone out of his pocket, pressed 
some buttons, and waited. Waara didn’t know if Janne 
had his cellphone with him. In any case, he didn’t seem 
to be answering.
 “No answer. But he’ll see that I called him. This 
little meeting of minds is over.” Kenneth stood up.
 Waara realized his opportunity had passed and 
knew that any more of this interrogation approach wasn’t 
worth the effort. Kenneth was glaring at him angrily, not 
saying anything.
 Waara tried to get something more out of him by 
changing the subject, chatting about this and that, but it 
was no use.
 The two men shook hands, Waara urged him to go 
to the police station and tell what he knew. For a moment 
Kenneth looked like he wanted to ask him something, 
or say something more, but he didn’t open his mouth. 
He and his friends were probably getting jumpy, Waara 
thought, or maybe they hadn’t agreed yet on what they 
would say.
 As he left, he noticed an old couple on the porch, 
looking at him. They must be Kenneth’s grandparents. 
He nodded and smiled, but got no response. They stood 
on the open porch holding hands. Mute anxiety and fear 
shown in their faces. They didn’t know why he was there. 
A stranger who had come to talk to Kenneth. What were 
they afraid of, exactly? Did they know something?

 The old man took a couple of surprisingly brisk 
steps toward him from the porch and stood in front of 
him on the gravel path. The two of them looked at each 
other, neither one speaking. Waara didn’t know what it 
was about, or what he should do. Should he go around 
the man, through the grass? 
 “Hello,” he managed to say.
 “Vad i helvete gör du med min pojke?” the man 
said in an old person’s brittle voice. “Har du något att 
säga?”1 Kenneth’s grandmother put her hand up to her 
mouth and sobbed. Her arms and shoulders trembled. 
She looked at Waara with damp, hate-filled eyes.
 “Du har ingenting att göra här, Kenneth har inte 
något sånt at du måste vara här, satans kriminal.”2

 The old man’s hand was squeezed in a fist. He had 
guts. The woman just wept and stared. Waara felt sorry 
for him. He didn’t know what the scene was about, and 
couldn’t think of anything sensible to say. Apparently 
they thought he was somebody else.
 “Tack tack,”3 he said, coughing.
 He stepped forward, went around the man at a safe 
distance, jumped over a rose bush, and skittered onto the 
sidewalk. He didn’t look behind him, but he could feel 
the old man’s gaze drilling into the back of his head.
Sini was in the lobby of the inn, just as he had thought 
she would be. They exchanged a little friendly small-talk, 
then Waara went up to his room, since she seemed to 
1 What the hell business do you have with our boy? Do you have 
something to say?
2 You have no business here. Kenneth hasn’t done anything that you 
should be here, you damn criminal.
3 Thanks a lot.
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have a lot of work to do.
 He felt tired of playing secret agent, and upset 
about the scene with Kenneth’s grandparents. He de-
cided to start acting like he was on vacation. He chose 
a slim detective novel from the bookshelf in the inn and 
tried to read, but he couldn’t concentrate – the book was 
too wordy, or he was too edgy. His mind was a swirl of 
suspicion – he couldn’t stop thinking about Janne and 
Kenneth’s story.
 Half an hour later he’d had enough of summer 
reading, his little room was starting to feel cramped, and 
the stuffy air made it hard to breathe. He was restless. He 
felt there was something essential that would remain un-
known or unseen if he shut himself up there. He decided 
to go out. The evening was still young – there was still 
time to see Risto Lipasti and perhaps the other one of the 
group, Eve X, although he wasn’t at all sure about that. 
He had a feeling she was the key to figuring out what had 
happened. He should find her and get some more infor-
mation, but he hadn’t thought to ask what her last name 
was.
 In the lobby, Sini was putting birch branches 
around the window frames. 
 “Some Midsummer spirit. And they smell nice, 
too,” she said. “It feels a bit provincial, but I think they’re 
pretty.”
 “Have you heard anything more about what hap-
pened at the beach?” Waara asked.
 “No. Except that the rumors just keep getting cra-
zier. If you believe them, everybody’s guilty. Some peo-
ple around here really want to get into the act – I’m sure 

some of them will come forward to confess.”
 “Have you seen the manager?”
 “Helen, you mean. Now you see her, now you 
don’t. I don’t know where she is now.”
 “Keep an eye on her,” Waara said. They smiled at 
each other.
 “Anyway, the two of you would make a nice cou-
ple,” Sini said, as if it were the most natural thing in the 
world.
 Waara responded with a mere snort and went 
over to the telephone. He called his old friend in Hanko, 
a journalist named Pekka Silvast. 
 “You’re sure easy to find,” Waara said , laughing at 
his friend’s surprise, and not bothering to identify him-
self. “All I had to do was look in the phone book. Ev-
erybody’s listed in Hanko.” Silvast recognized his voice 
immediately.
 “It’s only been about ten years since I last talked to 
you,” Silvast said. “A lot has happened since then. I’m not 
working for the Hangon Lehti any more. I’m more like a 
freelancer.”
 Waara told him briefly what he had been doing 
over the years, then changed the subject and asked what 
Silvast knew about Ari Nikander and his activities at the 
bank.
 “Let’s talk about it over drinks. It’s such a bizarre 
subject that you can’t think about it on the phone. Come 
over to our house – we’re just a stone’s throw from your 
daughter’s place.”
 Pekka Silvast lived with his family in a two-story 
wooden house painted green. Waara found it with Pekka’s 
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directions – the dense hedge of spruce in front of the 
house was easy to spot. Silvast greeted him warmly. His 
relaxed manner, thick beard, and stout figure put Waara 
in a good mood.
 They sat in the yard and exchanged a few stray 
comments before coming to the point. Waara didn’t want 
to dilly dally – he quickly steered the conversation to-
ward recent events in Hanko.
 Silvast knew Ari Nikander well and was amazed at 
what had happened. He knew that the bank manager had 
a lot of enemies – he was a paradoxical enough character 
– but he couldn’t believe that anyone from Hanko was 
responsible for the killing. Silvast had written an article 
about the bank and the suspicions of money-laundering 
for the paper, and followed up on later events in his col-
umn. He had asked questions and given the matter some 
thought.
 “You came to the right guy,” he said ruefully.
 They discussed the case. Silvast said that the bank 
had been suspected in money-laundering. There were in-
sinuations that someone working as a bookkeeper for a 
business in Hanko was involved, and that some person 
or persons had funneled money gained through crimi-
nal activity into the normal flow of currency by means 
of falsified receipts. He didn’t know what person or busi-
ness it was, because they hadn’t been mentioned publicly. 
The police investigation was still partly incomplete. Sup-
posedly, Nikander was being blackmailed over some old 
pornographic pictures that had been taken of him. His 
job was to look the other way when the money trans-
fer took place. He worked as an auditor for several small 

firms and would have been in a key position to clean up 
the books.
 “Why do you say ‘supposedly’ blackmailed?”
 “Nikander’s a sly one – he was trying to save him-
self by claiming he had been blackmailed. I don’t really 
believe him. The blackmail photos were so amateurish.”
 “How do you know all this?”
 “Hanko’s a small town, you know. Nothing’s kept 
secret if you’re curious enough. There’s always an official 
version of the story, but there’s always a lot of specula-
tion, too.”
 “Tell me about the speculation – it’s probably 
more interesting.”
 “Nikander talked openly about the case. He was 
acting like some kind of hero.  It’s not like he was pure as 
the driven snow. He was pleasant company, but he was 
also a complete shit-head, to put it bluntly. A kind of so-
phisticated rat who was always trying to put one over on 
you. I wouldn’t put anything past him. And his stories 
were in a class of their own.”
 “So what about the blackmail?”
 “I think he made it up. He was proud of those pho-
tos. He was showing them around himself, in a restaurant. 
He probably thought word would get around among the 
women in town – and the men, too. He thought they’d 
get one look at his dick, and they’d want to see it again.”
 “That’s pretty flimsy, isn’t it? I don’t get it – why 
would he talk openly about being blackmailed, and even 
brag about it. He must have known his life was in dan-
ger.”
 “There wasn’t necessarily any danger, if he was 
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the guilty party. I think the blackmail story was just an 
unsophisticated attempt to weasel his way out of it and 
rescue his reputation. But in reality his career as a banker 
was automatically over. I don’t think he would have had 
a chance to clear his record after the investigation so that 
he could work as an accountant or something like that. 
He was a very controversial person. He had a lot of en-
emies, because he drank like a fish. He was an impulsive 
guy, always making a scene and blowing up at people, 
even strangers. But there was always some woman in 
heat running after him. There was more than one or two 
marriages that Nikander split up by screwing his neigh-
bor’s wife. It’s just talk, of course, but apparently he had a 
dark past. I don’t know. He could definitely be a lot of fun 
sometimes, too. I saw those pictures, and I wished I had 
pictures like that of myself.” Silvast laughed.
 Waara thought for a moment. There was all kinds 
of motivation. Somebody had exposed the money-laun-
dering. Something had happened that caused someone 
to kill Nikander.
 “Is it possible that Janne, my son-in-law, could 
have had anything to do with all of this? He knew Ni-
kander well and he was drinking with him at a party be-
fore he died.”
 “Really?” Silvast looked at Waara for a moment, 
as if weighing how he would respond to rumors and in-
nuendo. 
 “Of course everybody knows that Nikander and 
Janne were friends. That doesn’t necessarily mean any-
thing – people have more to do with each other in a small 
town than they do in the capital, for instance. I couldn’t 

say what Janne’s part was in it, but my guess is that they 
had some business with each other. Ari Nikander did the 
bookkeeping for a lot of local businesses and Janne did a 
lot of computer work for them. He took care of their ac-
counting software, installed it, and trained the users. Ap-
parently it was a system where Nikander recommended 
the software and Janne took care of keeping it working.”
 “Really? I didn’t know anything about that.”
 “I’m sure it was a fairly small amount of activity, 
almost a pastime or a hobby. They both had regular jobs 
somewhere else, after all.”
 “And it probably doesn’t have anything to do with 
Nikander’s death.”
 “I don’t know. Like I said, Nikander was a shit-
head. It wouldn’t surprise me at all if he was the main 
culprit in the whole scheme to falsify receipts, or if he 
was mixed up in some other questionable activity. It 
irked me when he acted like he was some kind of upright 
citizen hero, when we all knew that he was something 
completely different.”
 “Then Janne must know something,” Waara said.
 “No case has got more attention in Hanko than 
this one,” Silvast said. “I’m sure they’ll dig deeper, and 
suspicion must have fallen on the people in the bank re-
sponsible for auditing, but I don’t have any information 
about it.”
 Waara let him continue, contenting himself with 
an occasional affirmative murmur.
 “Besides, Nikander was a hero, and this porno 
blackmail thing wasn’t ever made public. Nobody want-
ed to make a public mockery of someone they knew be-
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cause of an old affair. Neither did I. We don’t have a habit 
of making headlines out of people’s sexual predilections 
here like they do in Helsinki. But one thing I’m sure of is 
that Nikander’s death was connected to what happened 
at the bank. But how? Could it have been revenge? Why 
don’t you find out – since you’ve already been looking 
into it – and tell me what you find.”
 Waara promised to at least try. They joked about 
whether Silvast should go ahead and buy the interna-
tional film rights to the story. Waara was ready to end 
the conversation when Silvast returned to the crux of the 
matter.
 “I’m sure the police are investigating all this for 
us. This money-laundering case is still quite fresh, and 
there aren’t any suspects yet. Don’t you think we should 
let the police take care of it for the time being? Of course, 
we’re not the first people they’ll come to to report what 
they’ve found, so maybe we should ask a few questions of 
our own.”
 They talked for a few more minutes, Waara 
thanked him for the information and the new leads. He 
promised to call and come visit again in ten years.
 “And bring porno,” Silvast said, and grinned.
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Risto Lipasti’s house was just a kilometer away. Waara 
found the cube-shaped, gray stucco house  easily with 
Silvast’s directions. He parked in front, walked to the 
porch, and rang the doorbell. He listened for sounds 
from inside the house, but didn’t hear anything. He rang 
the bell again, longer this time. The house was quiet, only 
the muffled electric buzz of the doorbell echoed within. 
Waara was turning to leave when he heard the cellar door 
open and saw a man’s head poke out.
 “Hi. Are you Risto?” Waara asked.
 “Yes. How can I help you?”
 “I’m Ruben Waara, Vera’s father. A relative of 
Janne’s, that is. I’d like to chat with you for a moment, if 
that’s alright.”
 “What about?”
 “About your party the other night – particularly 
about what happened when your companion Ari Ni-
kander was killed.”
 “Shit.” He recoiled, pulling his head quickly back 

inside the door. Waara wondered if the conversation had 
ended as soon as it had begun. He went down the stairs 
and stood for a moment on the path in the yard. Risto 
appeared at the front door. He was wearing a bath robe 
and a pair of old sandals.
 “I was starting to wonder where you had disap-
peared to,” Waara said.
 “I was in the sauna when you rang the doorbell, 
so I didn’t hear it at first. But it’s no problem – I can talk 
with you.” They shook hands and sat down next to the 
wall of the house on a bench evidently meant for cooling 
off after a sauna.
 “You have a nice house,” Waara began. “Do you 
live alone here?”
 “I do have a cat.”
 “What do you do for a living?”
 “I work for the city. I move municipal real estate 
records from one pile to another.”
 “I’ve already chatted with Kenneth,” Waara said, 
wanting to get straight to the point. “Janne told me quite 
a lot about what happened that night, and gave me some 
background information. I think you boys are in quite a 
bind. I might even say you’re in deep shit.”
 “How so?” Risto said, startled. “We didn’t do any-
thing.”
 “How did Nikander die?”
 “Don’t ask me – I left there some time during the 
night, and he was still alive.”
 “Did you bury Nikander alive in that hole?”
 “It’s not that simple,” Risto began, but he didn’t 
quite know how to continue. “We were all at the beach 
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and we did bury Ari in the hole. But we didn’t kill him.”
 “Tell me what happened exactly, so I can under-
stand. I know that you have some pretty bizarre games 
that you play.”
 “We were drinking and at some point somebody 
got the idea it was time to do the murder dance.”
 “Whose idea was it?”
 “I don’t remember – Janne, maybe.”
 “What’s the murder dance?”
 “Whoever’s turn it is to be ‘it’ gets buried sitting 
in a hole so that only their head shows – this time it was 
Ari’s turn. Then we sing in a circle around him and play 
Indian. After a while we help the one who’s ‘it’ out of the 
hole. But this time we didn’t. Ari got left there.”
 “That’s so stupid and childish.”
 “It’s our gang’s test of courage. You have to trust 
your mates enough to get into the hole, knowing they’ll 
let you out. There’s other stuff we do, too. I think the best 
one is the one called ‘pants off party on’.”
 “What’s that?”
 “That’s where the one who’s ‘it’ is dropped off on 
Mannerheim Street without any clothes on. Mannerheim 
Street in Helsinki, I mean. There’s one in Hanko, too. So 
you’re standing there buck naked wondering what to 
do.”
 “And?”
 “You don’t have to stand there more than a one 
change of the stoplight before a truck comes along for 
you to jump into. Your reward is that you get any kind of 
sex you want with the driver. It’s somebody who’s been 
hired.”

 “That sounds worse than the pranks the Tech 
students used to do,” Waara said, dumbfounded. Could 
adults be this stupid? He refrained from giving his opin-
ion – he was lucky Risto had told him even this much.
 “Did you play these kinds of ‘games’ often?”
 “Of course not. We did it more when we were 
younger, always trying to think up new ones. Some of 
them survived, like the murder dance.”
 “But Nikander didn’t survive. He died.”
 “Yeah, but we didn’t have anything to do with it,” 
Risto insisted.
 Waara didn’t know how to proceed – he was still 
digesting what he’d heard. He looked at Risto, and Risto 
looked at him.
 “What are you staring at?” Risto asked.
 “What’s that tattoo?” Waara asked, pointing to a 
small sun tattooed on Risto’s arm – a little, radiating cir-
cle with the English words ‘Hang On’ written inside it.
 “It’s the mark of our gang – the Hanko sun. In 
English it means to wait a minute, that help is on the 
way.”
 “Can’t it mean something about a hanging, too?”
 Their conversation was interrupted when a police 
car stopped in front of the house, next to Waara’s car. Two 
officers got out. They saw Waara and Risto and walked 
toward them with unhurried steps.
 “Shit,” Risto hissed, looking like he was going to 
get up. Waara pushed him back down onto the bench.
 “Take it easy – let’s listen to what they have to 
say.”
 Waara got up and greeted the two policemen.
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 “Is one of you Risto Lipasti?”
 “I am,” Risto said, barely getting the words out.
 “We need you to come with us to the department 
for a little while and give us a statement about what hap-
pened the other night. I can come inside with you while 
you get dressed.”
 They weren’t interested in Waara, and he didn’t 
have any interest in chewing the fat with them, either. He 
told the other officer he should be leaving, and when the 
cop didn’t have anything to say about it, he waved, got in 
his car, and left the scene as quietly as possible.
 Had they already picked up Janne? Should he 
go and look in on Vera and the boys? He decided that a 
phone-call was enough, gave Vera a brief account of what 
he’d been doing, and told her he was going downtown to 
explore the life of Hanko. On the way he stopped off on 
Esplanadi to have coffee at a bakery. The shop was closed, 
but the owner was still on the premises, and gracious-
ly offered Waara a cup of coffee and a donut made that 
morning. Waara sat for a moment on the terrace in the 
back of the bakery, under a birch tree. A large St. Bernard 
lolled under the tree next to the wall. The dog panted in 
the heat and watched Waara with moist eyes as he got 
into his car and drove straight to the inn.
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HSF restaurant was a good choice. Waara picked it purely 
for its appearance from the outside and its central loca-
tion. The authentic functionalist building was pleasing to 
look at. The restaurant had seen its share of life, and you 
could smell it. The surrounding view of the sea through 
the large, curved wall of windows was impressive. There 
were white tablecloths – rare nowadays. Waara stood in 
the doorway and took a moment to soak up the atmo-
sphere of an old-fashioned restaurant. This is just the sort 
of place I like, he thought, as the waitress spoke to him 
in Swedish. She directed him to a window seat and he 
ordered a glass of Campari to fortify himself for making 
decisions. When he had ordered his meal, he became ab-
sorbed in looking out the window at the expansive view. 
The docks of the public harbor were almost attached to 
the building, and he had a front row seat for watching the 
boats come and go.
 The restaurant’s pyttipannu – an old-fashioned 
potato and egg hash – was famous, and it was good, al-

though a little over-spiced. Waara tried to avoid spicy 
foods because they made his sleep restless. He didn’t have 
trouble falling asleep no matter what the circumstances, 
but he was troubled by overly energetic dreams. He often 
had to get up in the middle of the night to escape them.
 He ate his meal with relish, digesting it and the 
day’s events at the same time. He ordered a schnapps af-
ter he’d eaten, then another one. Then he went upstairs 
to the outdoor terrace. It was about half full. He ordered 
another Campari, neat. It was, in his opinion, the perfect 
summer drink, and he didn’t want to spoil it by thinning 
it down or even putting ice in it. At most, a small slice of 
lemon was all it needed to give it an extra kick.
 As he savored his drink, he once again was lost in 
looking at the beautiful seascape. Boulder-strewn beach-
es meandered along the point and into the water to form 
tiny islands and skerries. The open sea showed between 
them. The water gleamed invitingly in the light of the 
setting sun, warm and pure. A large blue sailboat slipped 
skillfully into the harbor, another was departing, more 
arriving. The pleasure boat traffic in the East harbor 
opening out next to the restaurant terrace would soon 
become livelier. You could see the increase in the num-
ber of boats in just one day. Waara leaned on an elbow 
and stared at the sea with an unlit cigarillo in his hand. 
There must be something else I should be doing besides 
staring at the horizon, he thought.
 “You need a light, you big galoot?” a man’s voice 
said from close by, “Or are you pondering other things?” 
The boozer from yesterday evening was sitting at the next 
table looking contented, with a sly grin on his face and a 
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half-drunk glass of cider in front of him. “Remember me? 
We met yesterday, in the park. I’d had a little to drink. A 
lot, actually. I was smashed. Amigos?” He looked Waara 
straight in the eye. Waara deliberated a moment about 
how to proceed, but his sociable self won out.
 “Can I offer you a drink?” he said. He had a bad 
conscience about yesterday – the man could have been 
hurt when he fell.
 “Why not? I’ll have a Koskenkorva and soda.”
 Waara went and fetched it from the bar. He got 
one for himself, too, to be sociable.
 “I’m Ruben Waara. Like the famous thief, Ruben 
Auervaara – but just plain Waara, without the auer.”
 “OK, just plain Waara. I knew that. I found out. 
Your car is parked in front of Pensionaatti Helen. I 
guessed that the Honda was your kind of car. I called the 
auto registry service and asked who it belonged to.”
 “Why was it so important to you?”
 The man looked at Waara, smiling calmly. He had 
a broad smile and a boyish look – lively restless eyes. In 
different circumstances and with less liquor in him, he 
would have served very well as the love interest in an 
old Finnish movie. But the years had done their work on 
him. His body had lost its spring long ago. He was con-
siderably overweight and you could see in his face and 
smell on his breath that he was a chain smoker.
 “Know your enemy,” he said. “My name’s Kärk-
käinen. Jussi Kärkkäinen. I’m a foreigner here in Hanko. 
From Savo.” He held out his hand.
 “Good to know you,” Waara said, and gave his 
hand a firm shake.

 After a few kossu and sodas, Jussi’s speech began 
to crumble. Underneath there was probably more hon-
esty than before.
 Jussi told his story. He had come to Hanko look-
ing for work when he got out of the army, and got to 
know a Swedish-speaking Hanko girl on this very dance 
floor.
 “That’s the way it goes. I don’t have a wife any 
more, and there’s no going back to Kiuruvesi. Welding 
work is hit or miss around here. Right now I’m assem-
bling air conditioning ducts for the harbor expansion.”
 The conversation wandered here and there. 
Waara bought him drinks and tried to steer the talk to 
Nikander’s death.
 Nikander had been well known in Hanko, but he 
was an ambivalent figure. There was talk going around 
everywhere about what happened on the beach – in 
shops and restaurants, at the gas station, in the parks. 
People were calling each other and exchanging informa-
tion.
 “Did you know Nikander was a fag?” Jussi asked. 
“Or more like a multipurpose kind of man – he went for 
both sexes. He had a lot of women going at once, but 
his fag reputation came from when he was teaching at 
the school. He used to give the boys dick inspections. 
They had to stand up against the wall and not move while 
he looked at them. The seniors knocked him once in the 
mouth, the whole class, and I guess he settled down a 
little after that.”
 “Is that true, or just a local legend?”
 “Of course it’s true.” Jussi grinned. “One of the 
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parents tried to put up a fuss once, but nothing came of 
it for some reason. Then it was quiet for several years. Ni-
kander lived in Helsinki for a while, and when he came 
back he started working at the bank. His wife’s oblivious, 
she doesn’t know anything about anything. Nikander 
socks her once in a while to keep her quiet. Not sock-
ing anybody any more now, though. Somebody smacked 
him dead as a doornail. Wham bam.”
 “I heard that women thought Nikander was a 
handsome man.”
 “Ha. Not really. Not compared to me, for instance. 
Ha ha ha.” Jussi puffed up his chest.
 “What do you know about Risto Lipasti and Ken-
neth Andersson?” Waara asked.
 “Chip and Dale. They’re always together, them and 
Janne Beck. They’ve known each other since they were 
in school. Nice guys, except for Kenneth. He’s a Swedish 
speaker, a rich fuck-head. They worked at the factory in 
the summer putting stoves together the same time I was 
there.”
 “What kind of a man is Janne?” Waara asked, 
hoping not reveal his connection.
 “He’s not the kind of man he says he is. You can’t 
trust him. Other than that, he’s one of those closed-mouth 
types – eccentric is more like it. Although he’s talkative 
compared to his buddies, Risto and Kenneth.”
 “What do you mean, he’s not what he says he is?”
 “He acts like he’s a peaceful guy, but he’s always 
planning some kind of prank. Maybe it’s just that Ken-
neth and Risto are upfront – they are what they seem 
to be – but Janne’s slippery. Why do you want to know? 

Where do you know them from? Are they acquaintances 
of yours?”
 Waara didn’t answer. Fatigue and testiness had 
crept into Jussi’s voice. The lighthearted conversation 
had turned serious, and Waara’s inquisitive style didn’t 
sit well with him. Evening had turned to night. They de-
cided to leave and head to the Donna bar.
 “I wore my shorty underwear, just in case,” Jussi 
said with a leer. “Just in case an opportunity arises. Get 
it?” He slapped Waara on the shoulder familiarly.
 The bar was only a couple of hundred meters 
away. They had no trouble getting in, even though one of 
them was already extremely drunk. The bar’s job was to 
sell liquor, after all, so it didn’t make much sense to turn 
away a regular customer.
 The place was full of people and cigarette smoke 
and the people were full of drink. Waara  felt full up with 
everything, but he knew that his new friend still had 
things to tell him.
 There was no point in looking for a place to sit 
down, so they stood leaning against the bar. Waara 
bought the drinks again. He figured it was a small price 
to pay for the information he was getting. He steered the 
conversation once again to the events of the other night.
 “How well do you know Helen?” he asked.
 “We went out together for a while several years 
ago. She dropped me like an old mitten. For Nikander. 
Hard luck for her – she picked a dead man, when she 
could have had a man at the height of his powers right 
here. Not to mention the fact that Nikander had a wife 
that he had no intention of leaving the whole time. That 
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guy always used women. Cruising around with his neck-
tie on like he was some kind of city stud.”
 “Did Nikander and Helen have a serious relation-
ship?”
 “That’s a stupid question. Maybe women are al-
ways more serious than men. But it lasted quite a while. 
And it wasn’t Nikander’s old lady who put an end to it.”
 “Did you go out with Helen for a long time?”
 “We went dancing a couple of times at the Casino. 
Helen was never really interested in guys like me. But I, 
on the other hand, still have the hots for her. She’s a mag-
nificent woman.”
 “What do you think about Nikander being killed?” 
Waara still believed that Jussi had the kind of informa-
tion that he was looking for. He ought to at least clear up 
Janne’s part in what happened.
 “How should I know? I don’t have the faintest 
idea what happened there. If I had been there, I probably 
would have killed him myself.”
 “But did you know everybody who was at the 
drinking party pretty well?”
 “I don’t know anything about any drinking party. 
Do you mean Janne and his friends were out drinking 
with Nikander? Ah, so that’s why you’re asking all these 
questions.” Jussi’s powers of observation were still in 
working order. “I don’t know who all was there or what 
happened. But I do know the people you’re talking about. 
Of course I do – everybody knows each other around 
here.”
 “Who could be the murderer?”
 “Any one of them or all of them together. Hell, I 

don’t know,” he groaned. “Ask the butler.”
 Waara made a concerted effort to keep the con-
versation going, asking a couple of precisely aimed ques-
tions, but Jussi was too boozed up to concentrate, and 
responded with mere grunts. He was more interested in 
the women in the bar than the questions Waara was ask-
ing.
 “Why’re you grilling me like my ex-wife? You’re a 
little too serious. Don’t you even dance, you big galoot?”
 “I used to only dance when I was good and drunk, 
but then I took dance lessons. Now I don’t dance at all.”
 Jussi wasn’t listening. He seemed to be mustering 
all his charm until he got some woman onto the dance 
floor. Waara watched as he mucked about among the 
dancers, coaxing and prying himself and his partner 
back and forth at his own pace, oblivious to the music.
 “This is a stud’s dirty dance,” he yelled as he 
passed within Waara’s hearing. “Ass to ass – bump, bump, 
bump.” He laughed loudly and got approving looks from 
the women and judging looks from the men. He was in 
fine form. “You could shake your butt a little. Join the 
fray, you big galoot!” he hollered. Then he came closer 
to whisper something important. “The women always 
say that if you’ve got plans for the evening, you better 
vacuum during the day. But since we haven’t done any 
cleaning today, why don’t we just suck up some liquor 
and then we might still get some action.”
 Waara didn’t laugh. He was getting tired of it. Fa-
tigued. Upset. He had a bad conscience about treating 
the man to drinks until he was drunk just to try and dig 
a little information out of him about things that weren’t 
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even any of his business. Why do I always have to stick 
my nose in  everywhere? Is either one of us having any 
fun? I know I’m not, anyway, even if I am on vacation.
 A heavy hand came down on Waara’s shoulder 
from among the crowd and turned him around.
 “Listen, galoot,” Jussi stammered in a voice heavy 
with drink, his face red and sweaty. “I know who the 
murderer is. I saw it happen.”
 Then he sailed away again into his own world. 
What did he mean? Was he just trying to keep Waara 
interested? Waara couldn’t decide what to do for a mo-
ment, but then he pushed his way through the crowd to 
the door and stood in the yard, filling his lungs with fresh 
sea air, leaving Jussi with his partner, making noise on 
the Donna dance floor.
 He walked along, looking at the rows of sleeping 
boats in the East Harbor. The waves rocked the masts at 
different tempos. Waara thought that the sailboats looked 
so much alike that people wouldn’t be able to find their 
own. Which one of these was Janne’s? Or was it not in 
this harbor at all? I should ask if there’s going to be any 
time for a sailing trip. Once I get the boy out of the slam-
mer. For some reason, this thought made Waara smile.
 Night was turning to morning and the air was 
gentle and cool, just like it should be at Midsummer. 
There would be a lot going on here this evening. The 
public harbor was already quite full. It was a two-day trip 
from Helsinki to Hanko. From here, it was easy to con-
tinue on to the islands and the open sea. Some sailed on 
as far as Estonia or Sweden. Midsummer wasn’t a holiday 
for solitary, quiet little islands – their time came after the 

festivities.
 Waara decided to go to bed – the ambiguity of 
things was weighing on him. Better to leave solving mur-
ders to the experts.
 And why am I thinking about murder all the 
time, Waara thought, Nikander might have been killed, 
or it might have been an accident, some kind of negli-
gent homicide – you never know. Janne’s role in the mat-
ter would become clear eventually – they were all being 
questioned by the police, after all. I’ll call Puska tomor-
row and see where things are at.
 He decided to go to Vera and Janne’s house for 
Midsummer Eve morning. He’d promised the twins that 
he would bring them to the beach at the Casino to see the 
bonfire and the parachute jumpers. He wanted to hear 
the dance band playing on the stage, buy a grilled sau-
sage, relax and watch people having fun.
 The pensionaatti was silent in the wee hours. The 
front door was open, however. Waara stepped warily into 
the dark lobby. He stood there for a moment, but heard 
no sound. He went to Helen’s office – it was open, too, 
and empty. Only in Finland would people leave all their 
doors wide open like this – such a trusting bunch. Open 
doors annoyed Waara. He was used to multiple locks.
 He knew Helen lived in the little house on the 
other side of the yard. Maybe he could knock on her door 
and suggest a late night drink. The idea was a tempting 
but stupid one. He climbed carefully up the stairs and 
went to his own room. When he had undressed, he 
peeked out the window, but he didn’t see anyone stirring 
at Helen’s house. He longed for someone to talk to, and 
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for something else, too, a little, but it seemed a futile wish 
for now.
 The days events whirled in his head. He tried to 
organize everything he’d heard into some kind of pat-
tern. Risto Lipasti and Pekka Silvast’s stories had shed 
some light – he’d have to ask Janne some more questions 
tomorrow. There was one little detail about Risto that still 
troubled him. It was four in the morning when he finally 
fell asleep. Waara slept in the nude, and had too many 
too restless dreams.
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In the morning, Waara’s head ached and his mouth was 
dry. It irked him to be alone. He had an erection and was 
in the mood for sex, but his only option was a cold show-
er. The shower in the hall was taken, a moan was gargling 
loudly and singing the old tango Satumaa. Waara hoped 
he got water in his lungs.
 When the second-rate crooner had finished his 
concert, Waara took a shower, dried himself, dressed, 
and went to the lobby for breakfast.
 “Good morning,” he said to Sini, who was setting 
out the dishes and swaying to the music she was listening 
to. She couldn’t hear him, but she saw him and took the 
headphone out of one ear.
 “Good morning,” she said, waving.
 “So you’ve moved to the morning shift. Is that a 
promotion or a demotion?”
 “It’s a lateral move,” she said. “We’re a flexible, 
one-dimensional organization. I’m the manager for inter-
nal material logistics, which means that I do everything 

from housekeeping to dishwashing. I even get to change 
the toilet paper. To be honest, it’s Midsummer Eve and I 
want to leave early – that’s why I’m here already. I’m let-
ting Helen sleep in – she wished for it yesterday evening. 
Besides which, I’m going out with friends tonight. Going 
out to sea, to some island, to dance.”
 She seemed to be in fine form.
 “Have you seen the morning papers?” Waara 
asked, looking for them as he dished himself a generous 
bowl of oatmeal.
 “They’re over there on the counter.”
 He looked through the list of news items quickly, 
searching for their story, but Sini was already giving him 
a brief summary – “Several people from Hanko were 
questioned about Nikander’s death, and there are a lot 
of suspects. So the police have got a little farther in the 
investigation. Nobody’s been arrested yet, though.”
 “They’re probably waiting for the forensic evi-
dence,” Waara said.
 “But I know something else, too,” she blurted. 
“Another body was found.”
 Waara sharpened up. 
 “You must be joking,” he said.
 “My brother, the one who drives an ambulance, 
was sent to get it a couple of hours ago. He just called me 
– he knows I’m interested in harsh things like that.” She 
was standing in front of Waara like an actor on a stage. 
She knew that this was her show.
 “Well, tell me about it.”
 “Someone who has their sailboat moored at East 
Harbor got up this morning, went on deck, and saw a 
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man’s body in the water next to his boat. Just floating 
there, quite dead. It took quite a while for the police to 
come and get it dried out.”
 “Well well,” Waara said.
 “Yep. Another day, another body,” she drawled 
comically. “This one’s a murder, too. Hanko’s pretty in-
teresting after all, isn’t it?”
 “How do you know it’s murder?”
 “Because the man had a plastic bag on his head, 
held on with a dog’s leash tied around his neck. My bro 
said it was awful to look at, even though he’s seen all kinds 
of things. The plastic bag was bloody, too, like somebody 
clocked him with something, put the bag on his head, 
and then pushed him in the water.”
 “Do they know yet who he is?” Waara asked, over-
come with curiosity.
 “Who – the murderer or the victim?”
 “The victim, of course.”
 “You bet they do. It was easy to identify him. He’s 
a local, everybody knows him – Jussi Kärkkäinen, Han-
ko’s only Hollywood star.”
 Waara spit his oatmeal out onto the table.
 “Holy shit!”
 He wasn’t sure if he’d heard right. Was it the same 
man that he’d got drunk the night before, when he was 
trying to get some information about Janne, Nikander, 
and the others? What time had he left Jussi? What was 
the last thing that Jussi had said? He said he knew who 
the murderer was, but with all the noise, it had gone right 
past and Waara hadn’t taken it seriously or asked for any 
explanation. Jussi had just gone on his way across the 

dance floor. Waara had been worn out, had let it drop, 
thinking that if Jussi really knew, he would have told him 
who it was. Now he’d never be able to find out if he really 
had known. Who else had been at the bar? The evening’s 
events buzzed in his brain.
 “I’m sorry,” Sini said. “I didn’t mean to be crude. 
I was just telling you what happened.” She wiped up the 
oatmeal fussily.
 “I’m just surprised,” Waara said, leaving out any 
more specific information.
 He decided not to talk about the fact that the case 
was coming too close to him for comfort. He was sure 
that someone would report that he had been out drink-
ing with Jussi all evening. And someone might report 
that he’d been quizzing the murder victim hour after 
hour. And of course someone would report that Waara 
had pushed Jussi down in the park rather violently the 
other evening.
 Luckily, some more people came into the break-
fast room, and their discussion of the case came to an 
end. He wished everyone good morning and went out 
to the porch to drink his coffee alone. He sliced open a 
croissant and spread jam over it with exaggerated calm. 
He buried himself in the newspaper so that he’d be left in 
peace. Sini became busy with the other customers.
 Waara called Vera on the lobby phone – she said 
that Janne had been at the police station for several hours 
the evening before, and so had Kenneth and Risto, but 
they’d all been allowed to go home for the night. Janne 
couldn’t leave the greater Hanko area, because they 
wanted to be able to call him in for questioning when-
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ever they needed to. No one had been arrested and no 
one was a suspect in the death of the banker – at least not 
officially.
 Vera would have had more to tell him, but Waara 
ended the call. He didn’t want to talk about it over the 
phone, especially not where at least six pairs of sharp 
eyes and ears could see and hear him.
 He smiled at the other guests of the inn. They 
were the same faces that had been there the day before, 
even the lone, beautiful girl with the dark hair was there. 
She looked straight at him, smiled cryptically, and didn’t 
look away even when Waara looked her right in the eye 
for a long time. A strange feeling went through him, and 
he didn’t know how to respond to her gaze. He asked 
Sini if she had seen Helen, and, receiving an answer in 
the negative, decided to go to Vera, Janne, and the boys’ 
house on Östergård Street.
 Waara glanced at the dog lolling in a corner of the 
lobby lazily working its jaw. It didn’t take any notice of 
him. The dog was used to his movements. Good, Waara 
thought, and left the inn.
 He was lost in thought and was about to get into 
the beetle when he remembered that he didn’t have the 
keys, and that the car wasn’t even his.
 When he turned around and headed toward his 
own car, Helen’s image arose in his mind. She must be 
at her most beautiful now, sleeping in her own bed. He 
had several other images stored up, too. He decided to 
ask her later if she’d like to go out with him this evening. 
It was Midsummer Eve, after all, and it would be nice to 
spend it with an attractive woman.

 Vera and Janne had just gotten up – it wasn’t yet 
nine o’clock. They were sitting in the blue swing under an 
apple tree drinking their morning coffee, looking decep-
tively idyllic.
 Vera waved happily to him, got up from the swing, 
and went into the house. Janne’s expression didn’t falter. 
He had a coffee cup in one hand and a just-lit Hofnar 
cigar in the other. Waara wasn’t sure if coming here had 
been a good or a bad idea.
 “Good morning,” Waara said. “I thought I’d come 
over in the morning, since I get up so early. I figured you 
did, too, since you have the twins to take care of.”
 “By all means, sit down,” Janne said. “There’s a 
chair for you.”
 Just then Vera came out. She had fetched him a 
mug of coffee. They sat quietly for a moment and enjoyed 
the warming summer morning. The birds began their 
singing all at once, as if on cue. A midsummer concert 
with unlimited seating. A small portable radio was sit-
ting on the branch of one of the apple trees, playing a 
morning show, quietly. Between two of the trees a ham-
mock big enough for two was hung. Vera had brought a 
blanket and a pillow out for it. Waara enjoyed moments 
like these. Janne offered him a cigar, and he didn’t re-
fuse.
 “Are you planning to go to sea?” Waara began. “It 
looks like good sailing weather.”
 “Out on the water. You should say go out on the 
water,” Janne said. “Going to sea means going to work on 
a ship, sailing the seven seas.”
 “Right. I should have said, are you planning to go 
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out on the water?”
 “That depends on what the higher authority de-
cides,” Janne said, nodding toward Vera.
 “How’d things go at the police station?” Waara 
asked in a conciliatory tone. “Have they figured out any-
thing else about the case?”
 “Nothing in particular. By the way, I heard you 
went around asking my friends some questions.”
 Waara didn’t bother to answer.
 “Don’t try to change the subject,” Vera said.
 Vera still hadn’t relented about yesterday. Waara 
knew she could stay angry a long time, like her mother.
 “They questioned me and I told them what I knew, 
which isn’t a lot.” Janne mumbled, dropping his gaze to 
the blades of grass in their various colors. “I don’t know 
who killed Nikander. I’ve thought about it, all right, and 
it’s a complete mystery to me.”
 “So that’s how it is. You haven’t talked to me about 
it at all.”
 “I’m talking all the time.”
 “Do the police suspect any of you?” Waara asked.
 “They suspect all of you,” Vera said. “You’re mass 
murderers. Only one dead body, but lots and lots of kill-
ers.” She laughed.
 “For God’s sake,” Janne snarled. “This is nothing 
to laugh about. I’m accused of murder and my wife just 
fucks around. Nice way to start another lovely day.”
 “Well, I’m a little tense about it, too,” Vera said. 
“Sorry.”
 “Did you know that another body was found this 
morning,” Waara said, aiming his question at Janne. 

 “I see,” he managed to say. “I know even less about 
that than I do about the first body. Who was it?”
 “Jussi Kärkkäinen.”
 “Really?” Janne said, sounding to Waara like he 
was genuinely surprised. “I know who he is, of course. 
But I don’t know how to connect it to anything. How did 
Jussi die?”
 “He was found in the East Harbor drowned, and 
apparently also beaten. I don’t know the details. There 
are rumors about it going around, though.”
 “How horrible,” Vera said. “What else do you 
know about it?”
 “I met Jussi yesterday at a restaurant,” Waara said, 
“and he told me that he knew who murdered Nikander.” 
He watched Janne’s reaction.
 “So? Who is it then?”
 “He didn’t actually tell me who, and the moment 
went by. But there must be some connection.”
 Janne gave a crooked smile, got up, and went into 
the house without saying anything. He tossed his burn-
ing cigar on the lawn as he went.
  “He’s a bit tense, too,” Vera said. “The whole fam-
ily’s a bit sensitive right now. But it’s no wonder, real-
ly. The police put quite a bit of pressure on. They took 
fingerprints, shoe prints – hair samples, too, I’m sure. 
They’re checking everything from top to bottom. They 
even searched our house. They found the smoky clothes 
that Janne tried to hide and took them with them when 
they left – He didn’t get rid of them in time.” She shook 
her head. “But they didn’t find his pistol. He hid it some-
where. It was kind of silly, though, when Janne was in 
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such a hurry to hide it yesterday morning. He was a 
wreck.”
 “He has a pistol? What in the world for?”
 “It just appeared at some point, back when we 
lived in Helsinki and Janne drove a taxi at night. He said 
he bought it for protection, that all the taxi drivers kept a 
pistol somewhere handy. I believe him, too – taxi drivers 
are always getting robbed.”
 “Why did he hide it, if he has a license for it?”
 “I don’t know. Maybe he thought it would look 
strange to the police. But let’s ask Janne himself. Last I saw, 
he put it in the bookshelf, wrapped in a kitchen towel. He 
sometimes plays with it like a little boy, twirling it on his 
finger and pretending to be a cowboy, practicing his fast 
draw. And he does magic tricks with the bullets for the 
boys, making them disappear from his hand and come 
out of his mouth. I don’t like it – we always fight about it.” 
In the next breath she changed the subject. “I feel sorry 
for Jussi Kärkkäinen. A completely needless death.”
 Waara didn’t know what to say. Early death is al-
ways needless, but that’s the way it goes. He didn’t know 
how to feel sorry. He was better at disgust and anger. He 
was more and more determined to find out who was be-
hind it all.
 “Dad, maybe you should talk to Ari Nikander’s 
wife. She must know what’s behind all this.”
 “I’m sure she does, but I’d like to talk with Janne 
first. The thing is, it’s come out that he and his buddies 
did in fact bury Nikander in that hole.”
 “You don’t mean it.”
 “Calm down. It still doesn’t mean that they killed 

him.” He waited a moment before continuing. “Did you 
know about Janne and his friends’ peculiar rituals?”
 “If you’re talking about the crazy things they do 
when they’re wasted, yes. I don’t know everything, I’m 
sure, but they started that stuff when they were still in 
high school, and they kept it up in college. I think it’s 
childish and idiotic.”
 Waara could tell that she didn’t know all of the 
tricks they’d been up to, and he didn’t think there was 
any point in talking about them now.
 “They seem to be a pretty tight group.”
 “Yes, but aren’t men always like that? They’ve even 
all got matching tattooed suns, their gang mark.”
 “Janne has one, too?”
 “Of course. He’s had it for years, on his left shoul-
der. It doesn’t show, even when he’s just wearing a t-shirt.
 “Where did he go?” Waara asked. “I think I’ll go 
and ask him a few questions.”
 “For heaven’s sake, no. He’s in the kind of mood 
when there’s no telling what he’ll do if you disturb him. 
Let him sleep off his exhaustion. You can quiz him later, 
there’s plenty of time. In the meantime, I know who you 
should visit and talk to – I sort of warned her you were 
coming.” 
 “Are you talking about Nikander’s widow?”
 “No. It’s a woman named Iines Jalonen. She’s a 
friend of mine and she knows something that I think you 
should hear about.”
 “It’s a nice name, anyway.”
 “She’s a nice person otherwise, too – and nice-
looking.”
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It was no short walk to Hagan Park. Waara was a little 
late. Hopefully, she would still be there. Vera had ar-
ranged for him to meet Iines with only half an hour’s no-
tice. Iines didn’t think it was at all necessary, but she had 
promised, out of friendship, to meet Vera’s father and tell 
him what she had told Vera. She did it mostly to help 
Vera straighten out her family problems.
 Vera had given her father what she thought was 
sufficient background information. Iines Jalonen lived 
alone in her own house on Raaseporin Street, next to the 
park. It wasn’t as handsome or old as Vera and Janne’s 
house. But it was in good condition and didn’t demand 
constant repairs. And the location was excellent. It was 
only half a kilometer’s walk from downtown. Waara knew 
that the house would be visible from their meeting place 
in the park, and he tried to spot it between the trees. He 
had suggested meeting in the park himself, because he 
didn’t want to go to her house so early in the morning. 
He saw a woman sitting on a park bench and guessed 

that it was Iines.
 “Sorry I’m late,” he said, shaking her hand. “I 
came on foot and walked right by the park – I’ve never 
been here before.”
 “I was starting to think you weren’t coming,” Iines 
said, smiling.
 They sat side by side on the bench and exchanged 
a few observations about the weather. Waara explained 
how he had got lost and Iines told him the best way to get 
there. They chatted as if they’d already known each other 
for a long time.
 Iines was roughly Waara’s age, light-haired and 
slim. She had fashionable eyeglasses and looked like she 
took good care of herself – athletic. Waara no longer re-
gretted Vera arranging the meeting so suddenly that he’d 
had to leave directly from where he stood.
 “You have something to tell me about Nikander’s 
death?”
 “I have nothing to say about that,” she shot back.
 “I don’t understand,” Waara mumbled. “Vera 
said that you had told her something that I should know 
about.”
 “It’s about something completely different. First 
let me tell you a little bit about myself. I’m a professional 
bookkeeper. All of the small businesses here in Hanko 
are customers of mine, as well as some in Tammisaari 
and Karjaa. I have a home office.” She pointed to a white-
painted house with a peaked roof at the edge of the 
park.
 “Nice-looking place.” Waara said.
 “Yes. I wanted to tell you about Nikander. He did 
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bookkeeping in his spare time, too. For him, it was just 
a way to meet people, or get customers for the bank. For 
me it was a job. Some time ago Nikander gave me the ac-
counts from a small business to audit. He was going on 
a trip or couldn’t do it for some reason. They needed the 
books closed to complete a tax return, so Ari asked me to 
sign the auditing statement.”
 “Did you?”
 “No, because I wanted to review all the figures 
first – naturally – and I was particularly careful in this 
case.”
 “Why in this case?”
 “Because Ari was rushing me. He thought I would 
trust his word that everything was in order. But I can’t do 
that – a person should take some pride in her profes-
sion. And there’s no reason to be in a hurry to balance 
an account, at least not for the sake of a tax return. I’m 
always suspicious when people want things in a hurry. 
Besides, he promised he would pay me for it in the flesh. 
I guess I was a little offended by that, although I know 
that’s his style. He thought that every woman was crazy 
about him.”
 “Was the bookkeeping badly done? What was the 
problem?”
 “No, everything was beautifully done. Maybe 
a little too beautifully. A lot of earnings, but also a lot 
of expenses and debt. They showed a small profit, and 
according to the numbers everything was in order, the 
entries were done correctly, and so was the balance. I’m 
sure the tax authorities would have been satisfied with it. 
They always fall in line if a business shows a small profit, 

since there’s something left for the government. It’s when 
there’s a large loss or a large profit that they start asking 
questions.”
 “Yeah. I understand that alright. I don’t know if 
Vera told you, but I run a business myself, and some of 
the account balances were incorrectly recorded – mis-
represented, I mean. But I still don’t understand what 
was wrong with them.”
 “I started to calculate that such a small firm 
couldn’t possibly make that much money. There were too 
many transactions. I knew how many rooms they had, 
and there was no way they could have brought in that 
much money in one year. Especially in Hanko, which is 
quite a sleepy town in the fall and winter.”
 “Rooms? What business are you talking about?”
 “Pensionaatti Helen.”
 Waara snapped to attention. Is this what Vera 
wanted him to know? He thought about it, and couldn’t 
figure out what his daughter was thinking.
 “So what happened then?” he asked.
 “I asked Helen Åberg about it – she’s the owner of 
the place. She said that I shouldn’t interfere in how she 
runs her business. She got angry and threw quite a fit 
and then she threw me out of the place. She said Ari had 
already looked at the accounts and assured her that ev-
erything was in perfect order. She made such a fuss that 
I let the matter drop. I skittered out of there as if I was 
the one in the wrong. She was still yelling at me from the 
porch as I left.”
 Waara couldn’t believe his ears. It was true that 
Helen had a temperament – he’d seen glimpses of it. He 
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noticed that Iines had hesitated. “Well, tell me the rest,” 
he said.
 She got up from the bench and Waara followed 
her. They walked along the sandy path toward the duck 
pond in the middle of the park. The large, meandering 
pond was full of water lilies and other aquatic plants that 
Waara couldn’t identify. They stopped on the little arched 
bridge that crossed the water, leaned on the railing, as if 
by agreement, and looked down at the swimming ducks 
for a moment.
 “Pretty pond,” Waara said, breaking the silence.
 “Yes. I’m very fond of it. But there’s an even pretti-
er park with a somewhat similar pond at the soccer field 
near the Casino. You should see it. It’s surrounded by fine 
old trees and beautiful houses.”
 “Maybe you could take me there.” Waara said, 
aware that he was flirting.
 “I should tell you about the bookkeeping,” she 
said, suddenly focused, but nevertheless touching his 
arm and smiling promisingly. “I spent a sleepless night 
after what happened at the inn. I didn’t know what to 
do.”
 She had become earnest, a blush rising in her 
cheeks.
 “Yes, go on,” Waara said encouragingly.
 “I simply called the tax office and told them about 
my suspicions.”
 “And then what happened?”
 “Apparently the tax office did a special audit, and 
they obviously notified the police, because I had to go to 
Tammisaari and give a statement. Not long after that Ari 

was questioned, too, and the people at the bank started 
examining his activities there. Helen was suspected of 
falsifying receipts and slipping them into her business 
accounts, and they thought Ari had helped, or maybe 
even masterminded the whole thing. He at least had to 
know what was going on, because he and Helen knew 
each other well.”
 “Did it involve a lot of money?”
 “Keep in mind, I’m not supposed to be talking to 
you about this at all. I already feel guilty about telling the 
tax authorities. It’s not my job to meddle in other people’s 
business affairs, no matter how stupid and insupportable 
they are. But in this case I was right to do it, because it 
wasn’t a matter of a small sum of money, and I can’t just 
condone criminal activity. I would estimate that the ex-
cess receipts were in the hundreds of thousands of euros. 
I can’t really know the exact sum, especially since the ex-
penditures where falsified, too. In any case, the amount 
didn’t match the proceeds you would expect from a small 
inn, even one with a restaurant attached.”
 “Thanks for telling me this. It’s all very interest-
ing. But what does it have to do with Janne and Vera?”
 “According to the receipts, Janne had sold Helen 
database software and training for a considerable sum.”
 “What’s so strange about that?” Waara said re-
proachfully. “He’s an enterprising young man.” 
 “Sure. He can sell whatever he likes, for whatev-
er price he likes, but anyone who bought it at that price 
would have to be stupid.”
 Conflicting thoughts buzzed around in Waara’s 
head. So that’s what set the chain of events into motion, 
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leading to Nikander’s death. Janne had been involved the 
whole time, at every step of the way. He knew more than 
he was telling. But what was Helen’s part in it? She gave 
the impression of dishonesty, but people in business are 
often driven to desperate acts. This wasn’t just a matter 
of tax evasion or concealment of income – it was bring-
ing outside money into the accounts of a legitimate busi-
ness. Had Nikander used the accounts at the inn entirely 
for his own purposes? They started walking again, 
and came to a convenience store on the other side of the 
park. Waara felt hungry, although it was only midmorn-
ing.
 “Would you like to get something to eat?” he sug-
gested, and Iines didn’t say no.
 She wanted to go to Neljän Tuulen Tupa – Four 
Winds House. She thought it was the best restaurant in 
Hanko. The location alone, on a rocky beach at the tip 
of the peninsula, was worth seeing, not to mention the 
unique history of the place. Marshall Mannerheim had 
once owned the restaurant.
 “But we’ll have to put off enjoying its beauty for 
some other time,” she said. “It’s not lunchtime yet, and I 
think it’s probably not open. It’s quite a romantic spot.”
 “We’ll have to go there sometime,” Waara said. 
“You want to know what my favorite restaurant in Hanko 
is? It’s the Satamaruokala – the harbor diner. A wonder-
ful lounge feeling and inexpensive menu,” he said, re-
membering his past visits to Hanko.
 “You must have been there a few years back. Sata-
maruokala went out of business a long time ago. It’s called 
Walker’s now.”

 “That’s scandalous,” Waara said with mock indig-
nation. “It’s a crime, plain and simple.”
 In the end they decided to go to Makasiini and en-
joy a relaxed, simple meal. They talked about everything 
except murder. Iines talked about how she had met Vera 
in the park – the same park he had just visited. Vera had 
taken the twins there to play, and Iines had been there 
with her sister’s children. She helped Vera now and then, 
taking care of the twins, and she told Waara some funny 
stories about Niklas and Aleksi’s exploits. He was aware 
that he was once again out with a beautiful woman, and 
strove to be pleasant company. He even told her about his 
fondness for cooking – women are pushovers for a man 
who cooks. They agreed to get together again after Mid-
summer. Waara told her he planned to spend a couple of 
weeks in Hanko. She smiled at him so charmingly that he 
almost let slip a suggestion that they get out of there and 
go someplace more secluded. He pulled himself together, 
however. Somehow he felt at that moment that it was the 
wrong place and the wrong time.
 Vera had insisted on this meeting. He had got 
some significant new information about the course of 
events, but something troubled him. So far there was 
nothing to indicate that Janne was a party to the murder 
or money laundering. He was connected to it, he knew 
the people involved, but he wasn’t yet incriminated in 
anything.
 They left the restaurant and walked to Korkeavuo-
ren Street. Vera had given him Nikander’s address, and 
he decided to pop in and see if his widow was at home. 
Iines thanked him for the company and left.
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 Waara looked at the expensive multi-story build-
ing with its windows and glassed-in balconies. The win-
dow to the apartment on the first floor was open, and he 
could hear a loud fight inside, but listening more closely, 
he realized that it was just one man’s voice. A lone war-
rior, he thought, as he stepped into the stairwell to see if 
he could find the name Nikander in the building direc-
tory.

Lotta Nikander was unwelcoming and taciturn at first. 
When she heard that Waara was Janne’s father-in-law, 
and that he wanted to find out more about the relation-
ship between the two men, and about Ari’s murder, curi-
osity got the best of her and she let him in.
 She led Waara into the living room. There was 
nothing special about the apartment. It looked like a 
thousand other middle class apartments. Two bedrooms, 
a living room, and a small kitchen. It was decorated in 
a conventional, inexpensive way, but vividly flowered 
wallpaper gleamed on the back wall of the living room, 
the only personal touch – a completely tasteless one, but 
it fit the style of the room. Waara assessed the value of 
the furniture and other objects. If Nikander was working 
with large sums of money, it certainly didn’t show in his 
apartment.
 Lotta Nikander was one of those women whose 
age is hard to guess. He decided she must be over forty. 
She had brown hair and an average build, attractive in 
her own way. Obviously she had been quite pretty when 
she was younger. Maybe even slim and beautiful.
 Her appearance wasn’t what he had expected. 

For some reason, he had thought she would  have a dark 
complexion – a true brunette, with the look of a starved 
eagle. This woman was made of entirely different stuff. 
She looked like the prototypical Finnish matron.
 “How may I help you?” she asked, offering him a 
glass of red wine. Her own glass was half empty. They sat 
down beside each other on the sofa. These kind of people 
are always taking a nip, Waara thought, and thanked her 
for the drink.
 “I’m very sorry about your husband’s passing,” he 
said in a funereal voice.
 “I’m not.”
 “I see.”
 “I’m glad he’s gone. When a man cheats on his 
wife year after year, uses physical and psychological vio-
lence against her, and is a pig in every way – a very well-
dressed pig, I grant you – nobody misses a man like that. 
Of course this whole thing has upset me, but I won’t go 
so far as to say I’m sad about it. I’m relieved – even happy. 
Our marriage has been on the skids for a long time. It was 
just a matter of time before it would have gone completely 
under. Even the facade had long ago dropped away. You 
can see it in this apartment – you can see that no one’s 
put anything into it for many years. We had nothing in 
common, we just existed.” She was letting it all out, and 
Waara thought he understood. 
 After this long description she asked “Are you 
married?”
 “I was, but it ended a long time ago,” he answered. 
“We had – or have, rather – one child, who’s an adult 
now. Vera, that is – Janne’s wife.”
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 “Of course. I was just surprised because you look 
so young. I expected an older man.”
 “I’m almost fifty.” Waara said. “We had Vera when 
I was only twenty, so she’s already almost thirty. Nothing 
really unusual about it.”
 “Ari, my husband, was less than forty when he 
died. I’m slightly younger than him.”
 Her thoughts shifted to something in the past, 
and Waara waited to see what she would have to say.
 “I fell in love with his carefree way of being. He 
was quite charmant, but nevertheless, a complete shit.”
 Waara wasn’t sure how to relate to her. It seemed 
that she would say anything at all, praising and denigrat-
ing Nikander several times in a single sentence.
 “Do you know who Eve is?”
 “Of course,” she said coolly. “Ari’s own little 
household whore, his Helsinki prostitute. Her name is 
Eve Lander. By the way, you probably don’t know that 
your son-in-law has had close dealings with her. In fact, 
he’s the one who introduced Eve and Ari. It was the last 
nail in the coffin of our marriage. Ari fell in love with 
that slut and he never got rid of her, although he often 
claimed that the relationship was over. But that’s what 
men always do – they lie whenever they get the chance. 
Not that I wouldn’t’ have been glad to have my own little 
mascot, but you can’t really find anyone in Hanko.”
 Waara listened in silence. Although he had under-
stood that Nikander wasn’t an ideal husband, his widow’s 
attitude was staggering. Still, he admired her style.
 “Ari always wanted to mingle with the rich, with 
people who thought they were better than him. He want-

ed into the inner circles. He was a kind of a sponge, a 
suck-up. He wanted praise, fame. That’s why he tried to 
be a hero, saying that he was the one who exposed the 
money-launderers. But he wouldn’t have got out of that 
one so easily, he would have gone to court, and then to 
jail – if he’d been allowed to live. That was where he really 
screwed up.”
 “I don’t understand. What was where he screwed 
up? His death?”
 “No, the money-laundering. He always thought he 
was cleverer than other people. For instance, he thought 
that I didn’t know anything about anything. He got in 
with the elites here in Hanko – he was even the manager 
of the bank. He was nothing in Helsinki, so he had to 
be satisfied with an elite whore, a good-looking woman 
probably propped up his ego. Ari had some weird habits. 
He used to stand right there in front of the mirror with 
a grin on his face and his package hanging out. He liked 
to look at himself. He even used to brag about his little 
spigot. Did you know, by the way, that Janne was Eve’s 
pimp when he was in college?”
 Waara swallowed, cleared his throat, scratched 
his head, and didn’t know what to say.
 “Didn’t the father-in-law know what the son-in-
law was up to?” she said, smiling and putting her hand 
on his knee.
 “Are you telling the truth?”
 “Ari told me all about it many times, when he 
was feeling penitent after a binge. He would crawl on the 
floor there and weep with regret. How else do you think 
Janne payed for everything when the twins were born 
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– you didn’t help an awful lot, from what I hear. In fact 
Ari said that Janne called you a complete shit – no the 
expression he used was “mediocre halfwit”. But you look 
like a perfectly sensible man. Do you know how to dance, 
by the way? I haven’t danced in ages.”
 She poured herself another glass of wine. Waara 
hadn’t yet touched his own. Her hand was still on his 
knee.
 “I really didn’t know,” Waara said, wondering what 
Janne’s version of the story would be. He had thought 
that Janne’s parents had helped him financially. He had 
sometimes asked Vera how they were getting along, and 
she said everything was fine – Janne was working hard, 
and they didn’t have very many expenses. She had turned 
down Waara’s help, although he had often offered it, and 
given it sometimes.
 “I guess you really didn’t know,” Lotta said. She 
gave him an understanding look and patted his knee. “If 
you had known, you wouldn’t be here.”
 “Do you have any evidence against Janne or the 
other boys?”
 “Evidence, evidence. Ask them yourself. They 
went out drinking together, but one of them never came 
back.”
 “What about Risto Lipasti, what part did he have 
in it? And Kenneth Andersson?”
 “No part. They just did what they were told to do 
by stronger people. They may have been Janne’s friends, 
but they weren’t murderers. A couple of sissy boys. They 
never even got married.”
 “Was Eve with anyone other than Ari?”

 “If you’d ever seen Eve, you’d understand. She’s a 
deluxe whore. A girl like her doesn’t hang around with 
Hanko losers. OK, maybe she gave a little to Janne, but 
not the others, for sure. Your daughter is awfully starry-
eyed, though. Are you sure she doesn’t know anything 
about Janne’s goings-on? A woman always knows if a 
man is cheating on her – always. But apparently Vera 
didn’t know anything about what her husband was up 
to.”
 Waara hadn’t the slightest idea how to answer her 
accusations, or what response to make to her provoca-
tions. He tried to change the subject.
 “Another body was found today.”
 “Really, whose?” she asked, as if it were an every-
day occurrence.
 “Jussi Kärkkäinen was beaten to death and 
drowned. He was found this morning in the East Harbor 
with a plastic bag over his head.”
 Waara watched Lotta Nikander’s reaction. She 
was quiet. Was she thinking about the implications of 
the news, or did she not understand what he’d said at all? 
There were traces of sadness, surprise, and fear on her 
face.
 “So Janne has struck again. Can’t someone arrest 
him?”
 “Watch it,” Waara said. “Think for a moment. 
Why would Janne kill Jussi?”
 “Because Jussi Kärkkäinen knew Janne and he 
knew what kind of a man he is. They worked together 
when they were in school. When Janne had a summer 
job at Saunatec, Jussi was his boss. Maybe Janne saw Jussi 
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as a threat. Jussi might have known something that Janne 
wanted to keep secret. When you’ve committed one mur-
der, it’s easy to commit another. He must have had the 
same reasons that he had when he killed my husband. 
He’s completely flipped out in the worse sort of way. And 
he’s at large – on the loose. Who’ll be next?”
 “How would you know that they knew each other 
more than ten years ago?”
 “Ari told me. And I knew Jussi. He was quite an 
attractive guy when he was young. He had charisma, a 
kind of stage presence that Ari never had. Oh, he was a 
lovely man back then.” She sighed. “I knew Janne when 
he lived in Helsinki. We hung around with the same 
gang. I know all those men backwards and forwards. Ask 
me anything” She was yelling now, waving her glass in a 
wide arch. “I have all the answers.” 
 “Once we were in a restaurant, and Janne tried to 
sell me to some drunk to take to bed with him. I was so 
mad that I hit Janne over the head with a bottle. Ask him 
about it. He remembers that, alright. There was a hor-
rible fuss in the restaurant, and he had a nice bruise for 
quite a while. He might have died there if I didn’t have 
such a bad aim.”
 Waara tried to find some other path to take the 
conversation down, but he couldn’t gather his thoughts. 
What kind of a town was this, anyway? Everybody knew 
each other and they’d all gone out with each other. Every-
body got drunk in the middle of the day, and everybody 
had secrets. He had to figure it all out! He was infuriated, 
but he wanted to figure it out. He hadn’t expected any-
thing like this from his daughter’s husband. A pimp and 

a murderer! It couldn’t be true!
 He didn’t want to hear any more. First he had to 
look into a few details. He could continue the conver-
sation with Lotta later, after he’d cleared things up. She 
was getting out another bottle of wine, suggesting that he 
have another glass and relax with some music.
 “Don’t be tense. Such a handsome man to have 
your brow all furrowed. Kick off your shoes. Turn off 
your cellphone. Let’s talk about pleasant things. Have you 
heard the one about the little girl who told her mother 
that the neighbor boy’s weenie was like a nut?”
 Waara hadn’t heard it, and he didn’t really care 
to hear it at the moment, but he said politely, “No, I 
haven’t.”
 “So the mother asked the daughter ‘What do you 
mean, is it very small? ‘And the little girl said, ‘No, it’s 
very salty.’”
 She laughed exuberantly at her own joke. Waara 
wanted to get out of the apartment and into the fresh sea 
air. He could hear her guffaws even after he’d closed the 
door behind him. There was something sick about her.

At the corner of Bulevardi and the market square, Waara 
was almost run over by a truck. The driver gave him the 
finger, turned his head, and stepped hard on the gas. 
Waara paid no attention. He found an available taxi at 
the square and took it straight to Östergård Street.
 “Look!” one of the twins yelled, “grandpa’s com-
ing in a taxi.”
 “Are you drunk?” the other one asked him.
 Waara didn’t bother to answer, but he mussed 
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the boy’s hair and walked to the swing in the yard. He 
had to calm down and figure things out. Ask outright 
what needed to be asked. Talk to everybody, and to each 
person separately. Thank goodness for the police. Janne 
wasn’t around, but Vera came into view as she came from 
the strawberry patch.
 “Officer Waara arrives by taxi from his investiga-
tive outing,” she said. “Only the siren is missing.”
 “We need to talk.” Waara gave his daughter a res-
olute look, and she knew something serious was up.
 They sat on the swing, which may have been the 
favorite spot for both of them. Vera went and got the cal-
vados and two glasses.
 “No thanks,” Waara said. “I’m fed up with people 
drinking all the time. Where’s Janne?”
 “At the police station. They called and asked him 
to come in and give a statement. He’s been gone an hour. 
I don’t know how long he’ll be there.”
 “It may take a long time,” Waara said. “From the 
heavy stuff I heard about Janne today, I’d guess that the 
interview may take quite a while. If the police have the 
same information, I wouldn’t be surprised if Janne was 
suspected of participating in both murders.”
 Vera put her hand up to her mouth. She glanced 
at the boys playing, then at her father, and finally at the 
glass in her hand. She emptied it in one drink.
 “We’ll get through this together,” Waara said. “At 
least we both know who we are and who we can trust.”
 The thought comforted Vera and she smiled 
sweetly at her father. Waara smiled back and felt that 
something that had lain dormant between them had re-

turned in one fell swoop. Crises bring people together.
 He told her about his conversation with Lotta. 
She nodded in rhythm with his words, listening but not 
commenting, letting him finish.
 “I thought so. I didn’t know, but I feared some-
thing like this. I’m not completely stupid. I knew that 
Janne was up to something, but I never knew what.”
 “There’s no need to jump to conclusions. We only 
have Lotta’s story.”
 “Yes, but I’m going to ask Janne about it directly.”
 “According to his friends, they danced the mur-
der dance – I mean they played the game with Ari buried 
in the sand – but they all categorically deny killing him. 
But why didn’t Nikander call for help?”
 “We don’t know if he called for help or not. May-
be he did and no one heard him. Or maybe he was killed 
before he realized he was in danger.”
 “Almost everyone hated Nikander. He was unusu-
al – there were two sides to the guy. On the one hand he 
was considered a ladies’ man, but on the other hand, he 
was despised. It’s as if he had finally made everyone he 
had anything to do with angry at him. Jussi Kärkkäinen 
said that he would have killed Nikander himself if he had 
been there.”
 “Some men have something wrong with them so 
that they can’t hang on to anything for long,” Vera said. 
“That’s why they try to ruin everything they love.” It 
sounded like psychology from a women’s magazine.
 “Let’s not elaborate too much,” Waara said. “Let’s 
stick to the facts.”
 “Jussi Kärkkäinen can’t be the murderer because 
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if he was he wouldn’t have said that he wanted to kill him. 
And he wouldn’t have told you that he knew who did it.”
 Waara agreed with her completely, until she 
turned the whole thing upside down.
 “Are you sure he wasn’t bluffing?” She said. “What 
if we don’t know enough about him? You had been drink-
ing, too. What if Jussi was trying to lead you in the wrong 
direction?”
 “I wasn’t drunk. But why was the other murder so 
crude and obvious? The killer must have been in a panic 
or very nervous.”
 “Someone who killed two people is still on the 
loose. It could be Janne. Good God!”
 Vera stared over Waara’s shoulder, motionless and 
grave.
 “Do I look like a murderer?” Janne said. He had 
come across the yard so quietly that neither of them had 
heard him.
 “Why did you sneak up like that?” Vera said, flus-
tered. “I didn’t even notice you.”
 “I didn’t sneak up.” Janne said. “This is my yard. 
For now, anyway.”
 Vera went and embraced him and kissed him on 
the cheek in a sudden burst of affection. She obviously 
didn’t want to believe what she’d heard about her hus-
band.
 “I’m glad you’re back. I was starting to worry.”
 “I’ve been at the police station all day, telling them 
about what went on the other night. From the way it 
went, it’s obvious that they suspect me of both murders.”
 “I’ll get you a glass. And there’s coffee in the ther-

mos,” Vera said, and went into the house.
 “What’s the situation?” Waara asked.
 “What situation? What’s the situation supposed 
to be? We’re all guilty until proven innocent. I don’t know 
anything. Not about this new body, at least.”
 “Don’t lie to me,” Waara said sharply. “I know that 
you knew Jussi, and that he knew all of you, ever since 
you were in school.”
 “So? So you know. Fine. What else do you know 
about?”
 “I know – or I’ve heard – that you made money 
off prostitutes when you were in college.” Waara fumed. 
“And I’ve also heard that you and Nikander were in busi-
ness together here in Hanko. And I know that Nikander 
was suspected of money laundering and apparently of 
accounting fraud, too. Furthermore, I know that you 
and your friends buried Nikander in the sand. I’ve heard 
about your secret club and the idiotic games you play.” 
He continued, more calmly, “So I have every reason to 
assume that you’ve done a lot more than you’ve cared to 
tell me.”
 Janne was quiet for a moment and was about to 
say something, but shut his mouth when he saw Vera 
coming back outside.
 She brought everyone a cup of coffee, and Waara 
poured himself a shot of calvados. Vera changed the sub-
ject of conversation. They listened to the Midsummer 
program on the radio and tried to somehow get in a holi-
day mood.
 Waara steered the conversation to sailing. Janne 
was enthusiastic talking about his sailing and his hope 
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of someday getting a larger boat, the kind that he could 
take Vera for a ride in. Vera was noncommittal. She chat-
ted about what the children had been playing. It pleased 
Waara to hear about the things they thought up to make, 
or to take apart. He forgot about the murders for a mo-
ment.
 Iines Jalonen suddenly appeared in the yard on 
her bicycle. Waara was happy to see her and invited her 
to have a cup of coffee. Vera smiled at his eagerness. They 
spent a peaceful afternoon getting ready for Midsummer. 
The murders were no longer discussed, and neither were 
Janne’s secrets. But Waara knew that Vera had buried 
these things in her mind and it was obvious that she was 
waiting for the right moment.
 Waara and Iines went by bicycle to the woods in 
town to steal some birch branches for the stair railing. 
One of the twins demanded to know where they had got 
them and asked if they were allowed to take them. Waara 
gave a grimace and muttered something evasive. Early 
in the evening he went with the twins to the beach at the 
Casino like he had promised, to see the bonfire floating 
on a raft in the sea. Lighting it was a big production. Iines 
had already gone her own way, which was a vexation to 
Waara.
 Lighting the bonfire took a long time and attract-
ed a large crowd. Waara and the twins enjoyed watching 
the two men’s desperate attempts to get the floating raft 
alight from their boat.
 The shore was full of young people, many of 
them drunk. People were shouting instructions to the 
fire lighters. Someone jumped off a rock into the water 

and started swimming out to help them. Someone else 
jumped in to rescue him. He probably escaped drowning 
through sheer luck.
 The weather was beautiful. A perfect Midsummer 
Eve, just right for falling asleep on a hillside.
 Waara watched the couples dancing in the Casino. 
From outside, everyone looked more beautiful than they 
were in reality. He couldn’t hear what music was play-
ing, but he guessed that it was traditional Finnish dance 
music. He would have been glad to be a part of it, but he 
didn’t want to go there alone.
 Vera spent the early evening with Janne in town 
while Waara took care of the twins through the parachute 
jump and the lighting of the bonfire. Now they swapped 
shifts and Vera left to put the boys to bed. Janne had been 
set free “in honor of his release from jail”, as they put 
it, and went to the Park restaurant’s outdoor terrace to 
chat with some friends. Waara was alone again and didn’t 
know where he should go.
 “Shall we dance?”
 He recognized the voice. Helen’s hand rested on 
his shoulder, and she smiled candidly at him.
 “Of course. Let’s go inside. Heavens, I didn’t see 
you there.”
 “I’ve been watching you for a long time,” Helen 
said. “You looked so thoughtful and sad that I didn’t 
know if I should disturb you. I just got all my work done 
and I thought I’d join the crowd, but this bunch looks like 
it’s a couple notches two young for my vintage.”
 “It’s time for all adults to be indoors,” Waara said, 
leading her inside the Casino.
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 They were greeted by Unto Mononen’s classic 
tango, Satumaa. A five-piece band was giving it their all. 
The crowd was still small and there was an abundance of 
empty tables. Waara felt like the Casino was out of step, 
or that people didn’t feel it’s appeal any more. It was a 
shame, because there weren’t many ballrooms like the 
Casino in Finland nowadays. He said so to the doorman, 
who nodded approvingly, but didn’t seem to understand 
what Waara was saying.
 Waara and Helen sat down near the orchestra, 
though it meant the music was playing right in their ears. 
Waara went to get some drinks from the counter.
 “How are you?” he asked when he had returned. 
“I haven’t seen you all day.”
 “Work work, and more work. An entrepeneur’s 
life is one of constant drudgery. But let’s not talk about 
that. Let’s enjoy Midsummer.”
 “Why not? We could even dance, although I 
should tell you right off that it’s a job I’m not very good 
at it. ” Waara always downplayed his dancing skills so 
that the ability he did have would be more impressive.
 “Dancing isn’t a job. Dancing is dancing. You can 
do it well, or not do it well, but that’s not the main thing. 
The main thing is whether you do it with feeling or with-
out feeling.”
 They danced several numbers and drank several 
more shots. Waara lost track of the passage of time. He 
liked being with Helen very much.
 As the evening wore on, numerous acquaintances 
of Helen’s visited their table – she didn’t even remember 
all of their names. Talk turned once again to the murders. 

There was no way to avoid the subject, so many people 
brought it up. They knew that Helen knew Nikander, just 
like they did. Many of them had also heard rumors of 
Jussi Kärkkäinen’s death.
 They also knew that Helen had dated both men. 
It felt awkward to Waara, although it was  understand-
able, that a forty-year-old single woman had managed to 
date so many men. He wondered how they all felt being 
connected to each other. It must just come from being 
in a small town. There was nothing to be done about it – 
everyone knew each other. He mentioned his thoughts, 
and received this simple reply:
 “We know you, too. And you know us.”
 Eventually it occurred to the others to leave Waara 
and Helen alone. The two of them sat in the farthest cor-
ner of the ballroom, absorbed in each other. They talked 
about their pasts, and their futures. In the wee hours, 
Waara felt tired and drunk, but still was enjoying Helen’s 
company.
 He felt a need to talk, to try in a roundabout way 
to get some confirmation of the accusations he had heard. 
Helen listened, but only faintly, joining in briefly or not 
at all. Waara couldn’t ask directly, and he wasn’t getting 
any real answers. Helen just laughed at his curiosity and 
led him onto the dance floor to give him something else 
to think about.
 He told her he was going to meet his policeman 
friend Juha Puska the next day, even if it was Midsum-
mer, have a sit-down meeting with him, and go through 
all the essential information.
 At some point in the evening Helen left momen-
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tarily. She said she had to go home and make a phone 
call. It was only about three hundred meters from the 
Casino to her house, but still the phone call sounded like 
an excuse. He thought she was saying it just so she could 
get away from him, but he was surprised when she was 
only gone for about twenty minutes.
 “Did you get it taken care of?” he asked.
 “Of course. Aren’t we going to continue our cel-
ebration of Midsummer?”
 They danced themselves ragged. When the ball-
room finally closed, they left to walk to the inn, their 
arms around each other. When they arrived, they went 
around to the little house at the edge of the yard.
 Helen had fixed up a little studio apartment in the 
old timbered storehouse. You couldn’t hear the sounds 
of the inn from there. In her own little house she could 
relax, when she had time to spend there.
 She offered him a glass of koskenkorva flavored 
with salmiakki licorice, which he accepted just to be po-
lite. He felt like he’d drunk too much already, and poured 
the whole glass surreptitiously into a potted ficus. Then 
he took hold of her shoulder and drew her close. They 
sat on the edge of the bed – it was the only place to sit in 
the little room. Helen didn’t object – she pressed closer. 
Their lips touched, and for the first time in a long time 
Waara experienced a warm, moist, passionate kiss.
 He moved his hands to her slim hips, carefully 
took hold of the hem of her shirt, and pulled it off over 
her head. She didn’t resist, and lifted up her arms. This 
revealed the white, lace-trimmed bra that covered her 
full breasts. Waara bent his head and kissed the hollow 

between her breasts, searched for her nipple with his 
mouth, then pressed his lips gently against her stomach.
 He took off her skirt and panties and let his lips 
glide lower. Helen sighed with deep pleasure. Waara let 
his passion carry him, forgot about everything outside, 
and concentrated on Helen alone. His turn would come 
later. He was satisfied with what he gave, and what he felt, 
and a little later on, with his head on her shoulder almost 
furtively, he fell asleep beside her.

Waara dreamed he was climbing up the outer wall of the 
Hanko water tower. He was wearing shorts and holding 
onto a rope that flung him back and forth in the wind 
in a wide arch. He was praising the seaside scenery of 
Hanko to Vera in a loud voice as she peered over the top 
of the tower, frightened. One of the twins was flinging 
himself into the wind, doing flips in the air.
 “Grandpa, we’re idiotical,” he shouted as he flew 
by.
 “No, we’re identical,” Waara corrected him, and 
joined him in the air. Vera laughed and waved at them. 
She looked like a tiny dot high above them. Waara 
laughed and cried at the same time.
 Janne had started to bound down the outer wall. 
He had a plastic bag over his head with a hole for his 
mouth, but no openings for his eyes. Waara could see his 
mouth moving, but couldn’t hear any sound. He struggled 
to get closer, but it was no use – he couldn’t hear Janne’s 
voice. He worked his way back toward where Vera was, 
above him. He got hold of the railing, but Vera wasn’t 
there to meet him. Instead it was Helen, who laughed 
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mockingly. She had many different heads at the same 
time, each one with a different face.
 Waara’s grip on the railing came loose and he fell 
straight into a cloud, and couldn’t see anything. Mist 
floated all around him as dense as smoke.
 He heard a dog barking, but the sound was far 
away. He flailed his arms, trying to figure out where he 
was. He was struggling to grab hold of some kind of han-
dle, but it was always just outside his grasp. He bellowed, 
his voice muffled, and flailed impotently. There was a 
buzzing in his head and sounds were mixed up together.

He opened his eyes and was wide awake in a moment. He 
was lying on the floor next to the bed and he couldn’t see 
anything nearby. He was coughing, it was hard to breath. 
Smoke was flooding into the room from somewhere. He 
got up onto his knees and groped for the light-switch, 
but couldn’t find it.
 For a moment he didn’t know if he was awake or 
still asleep. Then he felt the heat and saw flames flicker-
ing in the doorway, making their way into the room. The 
wallpaper was at the combustion point and the burning 
electrical system was pushing black smoke down from 
the ceiling as if a fan were blowing it. There was a crack-
ling and popping in the entryway. Other than that it was 
quiet. He could hear Helen’s dog barking somewhere 
nearby. Someone was pounding on the window, trying 
to break it with their fist.
 Waara looked around the room, but the smoke 
was so thick that it was hard to see anything. He stood 
up and threw himself on the bed. Was Helen already out-

side? Get out! Get out! The command drummed in his 
head. He was starting to think more clearly now. He felt 
dizzy and it was harder and harder to breathe. He col-
lapsed back onto the floor and breathed the smokeless air 
near the baseboards. It was a matter of seconds. The ceil-
ing was already burning above him, the flames spiraling 
and licking at the bedclothes. The room was thick with 
smoke. The only way out was through the little hallway 
that led to the front door, but it was engulfed in flames – 
like a tunnel of fire.
 He heaved the stinging, smoky air in, filling his 
lungs and pushed himself up to stand against the bed. 
The heat burned and his head was pounding. He got to 
his feet, bracing himself against the burning wall, and 
threw himself sideways against the room’s only win-
dow. It shattered under his weight and sent thousands of 
shards of glass jangling into the yard. He fell with a thud 
on the grass on his other side, rolled a couple of times 
and stopped, lying on the ground on his back. Flames 
came out of the window to strike him from behind, and 
smoke rose thickly into the sky in a gray, whirling mass. 
The fire was advancing explosively, and there was noth-
ing that could be done to stop it now. Waara hacked and 
gasped for breath.
 “Helen, Helen...” he tried to yell but he couldn’t 
make his voice work, he could only cough.
 He tried to stand up, but fell to his knees and then 
onto his face in the grass. He felt splinters of glass on his 
face and under his hands, but the only pain he felt was in 
his lungs and in his side.
 He heard noises around him. people were run-
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ning back and forth and shouting. He could hear the 
approach of the ambulance and fire trucks. Helen was 
sitting five meters away on the lawn with her head be-
tween her knees. Someone grabbed him under the arm 
and dragged him out of the heat. Someone offered him a 
sheet. He realized he was naked.
 He wrapped himself in the sheet and tried to twist 
into a sitting position. He was still hacking when he tried 
to breathe. He coughed. Blood dripped from the wounds 
on his arms and torso, spilling onto the sheet and stick-
ing it to his skin.
 “Helen, are you alright? Is everything OK?”
 “Here I am. Don’t worry,” Helen said, bending 
over and giving him a quick kiss on the cheek.
 She looked at him with a worried, uncertain ex-
pression. Waara didn’t know what to say.
 “I was in the bathroom in the main building 
when I saw that the house in the yard was on fire,” she 
said quickly, breathlessly. “I panicked and ran over here, 
yelled and pounded on the window, because the door 
was already on fire. Then you leapt out of the window. 
They’re going to take you to the hospital now. I’ll stay 
here to explain what happened to the police. I’ll come 
and see you right away.”
 The ambulance doors closed and the van started 
to move. Waara felt relieved – he was alive, and Helen 
was alright. Her shouts, the dog’s barks, and the samlmi-
akkikossu that I didn’t drink saved me, he thought. Just 
barely. 
 Then he lost consciousness.
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In room 6 at the Polyclinic there were four beds, three 
of them empty. The white walls and the light flooding 
through the large windows bothered Waara’s eyes. One 
of his arms was in a sling bound to his chest. His shoul-
der ached and the numerous small wounds on his face 
and body had a nasty sting. He felt like he was completely 
covered in bandages.
 Waara felt old and feeble, and on top of that he 
was hungover.
 A nurse peeked in at the door and then stepped 
into the room.
 “Good morning. We’ve been letting you rest. Sleep 
is the best medicine. How are you feeling?”
 Waara gave her a general description of his condi-
tion, just to say something. He was relieved to be alive. 
The nurse brought him some breakfast and pain medi-
cation that he asked for. They went through the morn-
ing’s events together. It was eleven o’clock – he’d slept for 
five hours. He didn’t remember anything after the am-

bulance, although he had regained consciousness when 
they brought him to the hospital.
 Helen had already been to see him twice and no-
tified Vera of the accident. Vera had also come a couple 
of times to ask about her father’s condition. She was on 
her way there again and would arrive at any moment.
 “The police want to talk to you,” the nurse said 
after answering the phone in the chancellery. “Shall I tell 
them they can come?”
 
The police interrogation, or rather the meandering con-
versation, took almost two hours. The local police offi-
cer began the conversation, but at Waara’s request they 
also called in Juha Puska, and didn’t continue until he 
arrived.
 Waara told him everything he knew, as well as 
everything he guessed and suspected. He tried to be as 
precise and honest as possible.
 Puska told him that he wasn’t exactly handling 
the murder investigation. He was assigned to a different 
unit. Waara was going to have to to tell the same story 
many times. The local police knew Puska well, and had 
called him in at the beginning of the case from his sum-
mer cabin in Tammisaari. He wouldn’t have even been 
obliged to come to the scene of the crime, but curiosity 
got the best of him when they called. The reason he was 
messing about on the beach that day was because he was 
trying to rescue as much material as possible for techni-
cal forensics. As soon as the other men arrived, they had 
taken the lead.
 “I was there in a private capacity,” Puska explained. 
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“I can’t bypass the chain of command. We have a strictly 
organized system of who does what, and deviations from 
it, or private investigations, are not looked kindly upon, 
so I have to be precise about what I discuss with you.”
 Puska told Waara that the police were interested 
in the backgrounds and previous activities of several 
people connected with the case. He didn’t explain what 
he meant, but Waara deduced that he was referring to 
a larger picture than just the ordinary crimes of money 
laundering and pimping, which seemed to be associated 
in some way with almost all criminal activity these days. 
Waara was in the dark as to what person or persons Pus-
ka meant. He had the impression that the police hadn’t 
got very far with the case and they were hoping he could 
shed some light on the backgrounds of some of the peo-
ple involved. But he couldn’t.
 “Be ready for anything,” Puska said as he was leav-
ing. “There may be surprises to come.”
 The cop from the local police had come to hear 
Waara talk about the fire, which they had quickly identi-
fied as arson. The fire had started among the things stored 
in the entryway and had spread too quickly to too wide an 
area to have started accidently. Helen suspected the old 
electrical wiring, which the fire inspector had urged her 
to replace ages ago. Electrical systems usually ignite from 
too much strain, from being overloaded. That couldn’t be 
the case here. Plus the point of ignition – the entryway 
– was such that it couldn’t have been started by smoking 
in bed or a candle near the bed. The entire building had 
been destroyed. Frankly it was a miracle that Waara got 
out alive.

 From the very outset the fire had produced so 
much smoke that the low-ceilinged room had been filled 
in an instant. Luckily there was enough of a draft around 
the baseboards that there was less smoke next to the 
floor and there was a little fresh air there. It’s what saved 
Waara.
 Another stroke of luck during the fire and the 
investigation was an early morning passer-by who had 
made an emergency call on his cell phone and reported 
that he saw flames and smoke coming from the front of 
the house.
 Waara had a restless feeling. He was tired and up-
set, his limbs ached and he had to take more pain pills. He 
was irritable and angry, but he didn’t know who he was 
angry at, or why. He had only narrowly avoided death, 
with a bit of luck and quick action.
 He promised to drop in to the police department 
the next day and give an official statement on paper. For 
now, he just wanted to rest.
 Vera came to visit at the ward. Waara interrupted 
his daughters commiserations immediately, gathered up 
the few things that Helen had brought to the hospital, got 
dressed quickly, and was ready to leave.
 “Hospitals make you sicker. Can we just leave?”
 Vera drove him to Östergård Street. Helen had 
gone back to take care of her customers – one couple 
had already decided to spend the next night in a stone 
house.
 “Janne went sailing with Kenneth and Risto. He 
said he’d had enough of everything and wanted to have 
a little peace and quiet with his friends. He was going to 
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come and see you, but I thought that you wouldn’t want 
people fussing about you, especially since you’d be com-
ing home right away and weren’t seriously injured.”
 “Thanks for thinking of me,” Waara said, only 
slightly hurt. “But you were right. Life goes on. Where 
did they go, by the way?”
 “To an island a few kilometers out to sea. We call 
it Boulder Island, since we don’t know its real name. The 
sailing isn’t the most important thing to them right now 
– it’s such a short trip – they just want to sit around the 
fire, hang out with the guys.”
 “So it’ll just be us and the twins. I did want to ask 
Janne a few things, but there’ll be time for that later.”
 “No, we’re going to the island, too,” Vera said de-
cisively.
 Vera was on a roll. They sat in the parked car 
and Waara listened to what was on her mind. She’d been 
thinking things over, and she had a plan for him.
 “If the three of them are on the island, they’ll be 
doing their one and only thing, which I’m sure you can 
guess. They’ll be drinking. Not a terribly smart idea, in 
my opinion – you never know what they’ll get into their 
heads. I really am a little worried about Janne. We’ll tear 
over there in the boat and see how their evening is going. 
I’ve already left the twins with one of my workmates for 
the night and borrowed a boat from another friend. Here 
are the keys. The boat’s moored at Kappeli Harbor.”
 “Uh-huh. It’s all quite simple, then. My daughter 
the hell-raiser! I just got out of the hospital, so, hey, why 
not just go out to the islands? I had been thinking I might 
take it easy and lay around on your porch for a couple of 

days.”
 “I think this whole thing isn’t going to go any-
where until we’re all together and talk things out. I am 
married to Janne, after all, and Risto and Kenneth aren’t 
a threat to anyone, but I’m sure they have information, so 
we need to talk.”
 Waara had his own views about women’s need 
to talk and talk, rehash, twist and turn everything, but 
luckily he didn’t say so. Vera took a breath and continued 
resolutely.
 “The two of us – you and me, I mean – can follow 
your method and try to give the boys enough to drink 
that they’ll let something slip. I’ll pour the drinks and 
you keep a clear head and handle the prying. See how 
daughters learn from their fathers?”
 Waara didn’t know if Vera was trying to be sarcas-
tic or if she really thought it was a brilliant idea.
 “That kind of interrogation tactic is rather gruel-
ing, but people do talk off the top of their head when 
they’re drunk. Personally, I’ve had quite enough to drink 
lately, and I don’t think I would much enjoy any more. 
Aren’t you afraid to go to an island with those guys? 
They’re already suspected of two murders, and last 
night’s fire was no accident, either. Someone tried to kill 
me and Helen. How do we know the boys weren’t in on 
that, too?”
 “That’s laying it on pretty thick. Or is that what 
the police said?” She thought for a moment. “I’ve been 
married to Janne almost ten years. He can be any kind of 
traitor or thief you like, but he couldn’t have committed 
murder. Janne’s such a sissy that he could possibly kill 
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anyone. His friends are the same way.”
 “Well, I’m glad you have faith in him,” Waara said, 
smiling, unable to think of any pressing reason to oppose 
her plan. “But can we take a couple of hours to breathe 
before we go?”
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Later that afternoon, they were on their way to the is-
land. Vera was driving. She’d had a brief refresher course 
in handling the boat from her friend. It was a Terhi 
brand Big Fun, their largest model. The fifty horsepow-
er Evinrud had so much push that it broke through the 
windy weather easily. Vera didn’t take it slow, she floored 
it as soon as they’d left the harbor. Waara crouched in the 
helm behind the windshield. Luckily there was room to 
move and no one in front of them. Nevertheless she was 
driving at a needlessly high speed. Would they even feel 
it if they hit a shoal?
 The boat skimmed sleekly over the still surface of 
the water. When she’d had her fill of speed, Vera slowed 
down and stopped the boat completely. The landscape 
was as beautiful as any in the outer islands. Rocky sk-
erries, white sailboats that slowly moved forward and 
then disappeared over the shimmering horizon. The sun 
shone from a cloudless sky. They were quiet, listening to 
the sounds of the sea. At that moment it seemed as if 

neither one of them had any problems at all – they were 
almost happy.
 Waara wondered what Vera was really thinking 
about at that moment. He understood that she felt dis-
gust and sympathy for Janne at the same time. But fear, at 
least, she didn’t seem to feel at all. He couldn’t form any 
opinion about how much love was involved.
 Waara thought that if the three men had con-
spired together to kill Nikander, and after that Kärkkäin-
en, it was possible that they had started the fire, as well. 
It seemed impossible, because whoever lit the fire was 
trying to kill him, too, and none of them would have had 
the smallest reason to. But what if they were just trying to 
kill Helen? If she had been in on funneling illegal money 
through her company’s books, it might suffice as a moti-
vation. If Janne was in on it, too, he might have wanted to 
conceal his crime. But a strong motive was still missing, 
and the murderer was still walking free. The idea that 
they were all guilty had seemed unbelievable to Waara 
from the beginning. It was hard to imagine Kenneth and 
Risto as cold-blooded murderers. Apparently, the killer 
was still on the mainland.
 As they approached the island, Waara spotted the 
boys’ boat, and some backpackers farther inland. It was 
a good thing there were other people there. Kenneth was 
the closest to them as they quietly approached the shore. 
Waara didn’t bother to yell, but he waved to Kenneth as if 
to ask if there was room on the island for them, too. Ken-
neth yelled over the sound of the motor that there was a 
place to tie up on the other side of the sailboat.
 The island had a sandy beach about twenty me-
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ters long. Boulders three meters high rose up on either 
side of the beach. The interior was also mostly boulders. 
A few trees clung to the middle of the island. It was an 
excellent spot for a hike because of it’s peacefulness and 
its sheltered cove. The mooring spot was deep and large 
enough for them, and small enough that another boat 
couldn’t quite fit.
 The three men were a bit nonplussed as they came 
to meet their surprise visitors.
 “Can’t you live without us?” Janne asked. He had 
a half-drunk bottle of wine in his hand.
 “No, we missed you terribly. But just say the word 
if you’d rather be by yourselves. I decided to show Dad 
around a little. We brought you some presents, too.” She 
held up a plastic bag with clinking contents. 
 “How are you doing?” Janne asked Waara as he 
helped him tie up the boat.
 “I’ve got little cuts all over me that hurt, and my 
shoulder aches, but other than that I’m fine. Thanks for 
asking.”
 Waara told them a little about his escape from the 
fire, how he woke up and dove through the window. Ev-
eryone looked curious about his story, but no one asked 
any more questions.
 The men gathered some twigs and driftwood for 
the fire, they arranged their spots, and everyone found 
something to do. Chopping wood was deemed a fitting 
activity. All of them sat in a circle on two large pieces of 
driftwood. Vera made coffee and Waara dug out some 
red wine and a bottle of Koskenkorva.
 “Nothing fancy to offer, but plenty for everyone,” 

he said, uncorking the wine.
 “Don’t underrate it – I think this is the epitome 
of luxury,” Vera said. “A beautiful summer evening in the 
world’s most beautiful surroundings.”
 “You mean us. You’re surrounded by the hand-
somest bachelors in Hanko,” Janne said with an ostenta-
tious gesture.
 “Except that you’re not a bachelor. You’re married 
to me,” Vera said, then muttered, “At least for now.”
 Waara took a drink of the wine so that he would 
appear to be taking part in the drinking, then sent the 
bottle around the circle.
 He couldn’t help but notice that there was some-
thing going on between the boys, something that was 
weighing on them. Everyone avoided talking about re-
cent events. Did it mean that they didn’t have a single 
story that they’d agreed to, or that they hadn’t conspired 
in recent events?
 “One person missing,” Vera said. “Nobody’s said 
anything about Eve in a long while.”
 “She isn’t missed,” Janne snorted. “And Ari Ni-
kander’s missing, too, remember?”
 “You should have brought along a big cooler,” 
Vera quipped.
 “Let it be,” Waara said, trying to restore calm.
 “Eve’s in Helsinki,” Risto said. “And I’m sure she 
won’t be coming anywhere near Hanko for a long time.”
 “How do you know what Eve’s been doing?” Janne 
snapped.
 “I don’t,” Risto said. “You’re the one who has a way 
with the ladies.”
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 “Are you fucking with me, you pansy?”
 So far things weren’t going according to plan. 
Waaara decided to change the plan and let things prog-
ress at their own pace. The mood had become explosive. 
Vera sat tense, her back straight. The coffee water boiled, 
but she forgot to put grounds in the pot. Kenneth was 
quiet and looked like he wished he was somewhere else.
 “Lotta Nikander claims that you knew Eve when 
you were in college,” Waara began.
 “That woman will say anything,” Janne huffed. 
“She’s always fucking with things that have nothing to do 
with us.”
 “Do you have a relationship with Eve?” Vera 
asked.
 “No. I mean, I did.”
 “Well, did you or didn’t you?”
 “I’ve screwed her, but it wasn’t a relationship, and 
it happened before we knew each other – you and I, I 
mean.”
 “Well, hell,” Vera snorted.
 “Lotta claims that you procured Eve for other 
men, and that’s how you paid for your studies,” Waara 
said. He had decided to change course and get straight to 
the point. He stared at Janne, watching his reaction.
 “That’s right. Eve is a whore, and I arranged her 
jobs for her. It was easy. All I had to do was sit at the 
bar and ask the guy next to me if he was wanting any.” 
Janne paused significantly, took a swig from the bottle, 
and continued. “How else did you think I was paying for 
college, a wife, and two poopy-pants?”
 Janne was on a roll. He stared Waara straight in 

the eye, his brow furrowed, trying purposely to annoy 
him. Vera looked completely fed up.
 Janne must have been drinking before he came 
here, or else he just wanted to talk it out of his system, to 
get some catharsis, Waara thought. Out loud he said:
 “Let’s have some coffee. Will you put some grounds 
in the water, Vera? And let’s put the sausages on sticks – 
it’s not a real campfire if we don’t roast some sausages.”
 “My goodness, we haven’t sung any songs, either,” 
Janne said, needling him.
 “What are you so peeved about?” Waara asked.
 “Nothing,” he answered, taking a drink from the 
bottle.
 “What do you have to say about the claims that 
you were laundering money with Nikander through Hel-
en’s inn?”
 “Of course we laundered money. We had a laun-
dromat. We were positively bathed in money. Now we’re 
white as the driven snow. Especially Ari, who’s even 
wrapped in white sheets now.”
 Vera jumped up, grabbed a stick, jumped over the 
fire, and swung it at Janne in a wide arch.
 Waara was faster than the others. He rushed 
between them and elbowed Vera in the side. The stick 
fell out of her hand and tumbled into the sand. Father 
and daughter fell on top of each other onto the ground. 
Waara held Vera’s arms against her sides and pressed her 
legs down into the sand. Kenneth and Risto jumped up 
and backed away. Janne didn’t move at all.
 “Next on the program is father-daughter mud 
wrestling,” Janne announced.



168 169

 “You god damn pig. I’m going to kill you,” Vera 
hissed. “You’ve been mixed up in who knows what and I 
wasn’t told anything about it. You can’t have such a cava-
lier attitude toward these kinds of things.”
 “Things like death, you mean? Death, schmeath. 
As long as it’s fun, that’s the main thing.”
 He waved the wine bottle and took a long gulp 
with an exaggerated gesture.
 “Take it easy. This won’t get us anywhere,” Waara 
whispered, rubbing the back of her neck. It was an old 
trick to get her to sleep from twenty years back. He’d used 
it successfully when she was a little girl.
 “What the hell are you pawing and whispering 
about,” Vera snapped at him. “Let me go. Get off me right 
now, before my legs break.”
 “This is a real family drama, just like in a Jussi 
Parviainen play,” Janne said, but the others didn’t agree.
 No one said anything for a moment. Everyone sat 
down in their previous places. Vera glared at her hus-
band, whose expression was hard and defiant.
 He took yet another drink from the bottle, which 
he was keeping completely to himself.
 “What are you throwing a fit about?” he said, 
looking sharply at her. “You’re the one who shoved your 
way in here so you could hear the truth. We’re not stupid. 
Your dad was hoping that we’d let something slip if he got 
us drunk. But we can tell the truth quite deliberately. Of 
course, we can do it drunk, too – it’s more fun. Things 
aren’t as simple as they look. The two of you – or you, at 
least, because you’re a woman – have your own kind of 
logic and truth. But real life isn’t like that. Take, for ex-

ample, that fit you just threw.”
 Now he directed his speech to everyone present. 
No one said anything, they just listened.
 “Women can’t control their tempers, and we just 
about had another dead body around this fire. If Waara 
hadn’t come between us, I’d have been found buried in 
the sand tomorrow morning. Did you see how easily it 
can happen if the conditions are right? The police and 
the press would have been mystified. The evening papers 
would have had headlines that read: ANOTHER SEV-
ERED HEAD FOUND ON HANKO BEACH or HEAD 
MURDERER STILL FREE or LOSING OUR HEADS.”
 No one laughed at this except Janne, who guf-
fawed loudly. Waara smiled a little, but he thought it best 
not to laugh. Vera had quickly pulled herself together 
and smiled a little, too. The situation did have its comical 
side. Could killing someone be a simple matter of one 
person getting angry about something and in an instant 
snatching someone else’s life away? They call it a murder 
of passion, which was, if anything, typical of Finns. First 
they close up all of their feelings, then they explode and 
all the pressure is let out at once.
 “For a woman to sell herself and a man to serve 
as her procurer isn’t as criminal as you think,” Janne said. 
“If men are so stupid that they’re ready to pay for sex 
and women are so smart that they take payment, what 
of it? Men also don’t understand that most of the money 
from the sex business is collected by other men – Russian 
men, to boot, generally speaking. Isn’t it better that the 
money stay here in Finland, for Finnish girls and Finnish 
procurers? Everybody’s ready to judge prostitution, but if 
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somebody marries for money, they don’t call it whoring, 
they call it a wise decision.”
 “The hookers didn’t get that money, you did,” Vera 
said. “You exploited people, made a living from other 
people’s degradation and desperation.”
 “That’s bullshit. All of the women got into my 
business of their own free will. I didn’t particularly exploit 
anyone, we shared the money. They weren’t degraded, 
they had their own interests in mind and I handled the 
part of the business that’s a crime. I was the one who was 
exploited, actually. If a woman goes to bed with a man, 
whether for fun or for money, it’s not prohibited, but I 
could have gone to prison for bringing them together. 
I was just a modern-day Cupid. If anyone was robbed, 
it was me and the girls’ customers. They were basically 
paying quite a lot for an empty, merely illusory, hopeless 
pursuit of happiness. No man is really happy after using 
a whore. On the contrary, they’re all upset that they can’t 
get enough for free.”
 “A typical man’s rationalization. Our little boys’ 
father is a god damn pimp.” Vera picked up her mug 
full of wine and took a long drink. Waara knew that his 
daughter’s temperament was being tested.
 “Just how extensive was this procurement activity, 
and how long were you doing it after we got together?” 
Vera asked. “I thought that your parents were supporting 
you. Hell, I felt guilty every time I asked you for money 
to buy something for our place. I thought we bought the 
sofas with money from your parents.”
 “Get off it,” Janne said. “You would have felt guilt-
ier if you’d known that it came from whores. I always had 

cash for you and the kids. The rent and the car payment 
were always paid. What a terrible crime!”
 “And you didn’t take student loans to pay for the 
house in Hanko, did you? You got it from some woman 
or other. You had plenty of them!”
 “That’s right,” he said. “Different amounts at dif-
ferent times. The job interested you, too, you know. You 
were always wondering about what kind of life a hooker 
had, and I always said I didn’t know. Remember the cos-
tume party at the student club, how half the girls there 
were dressed like hookers, just because they found it in-
teresting and exciting? Nobody was dressed like Sleeping 
Beauty or a fairy, but there were plenty of S & M outfits.” 
He went on jeeringly. “Women want to be a little naughty 
sometimes, but as soon as they do, they’re suddenly good 
girls again, too good to...”
 Janne realized that it was wise to stop there. Vera 
stared at him. Everyone was quiet.
 “I didn’t know any of this,” Risto said at last. Ev-
eryone was startled by his sudden participation in the 
conversation.
 “Of course you didn’t, because I didn’t tell you 
about it. You were always at home waiting for a pizza de-
livery when I went out at night. You were good cover, 
you’re such a pansy.”
 “Knock it off,” Waara said.
 “So he’s gay. It’s no big secret,” Janne said. “We all 
have our secrets, and this isn’t even one of those. How 
could you have known anything about these matters, 
Risto?”
 “I had an idea that you had something going on 
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with those women. But I didn’t know the extent of it. Plus 
I came back to Hanko a year before you did. After that I 
didn’t hear anything more about you until the two of you 
moved here several years later.”
 “Believe me, this hooker thing wasn’t any big 
secret or any big deal. Everything just went badly back 
then, and then it all went to hell in a hand-basket. The 
job just grew all by itself, sort of by accident. It was so 
easy, and lucrative. Everybody involved was at the bar 
anyway, everybody was involved in the sex thing one way 
or another, it just went a little overboard, but so what?” 
He spread out his arms.
 “What was the problem between you and Ni-
kander when you were in school here?” Waara asked, 
mostly talking to Risto, because he thought he could get 
an answer from him.
 “We had a little squabble, a long time ago, but 
what about it?”
 Risto poured himself some wine, and Kenneth 
followed, quiet. Waara put some more wood on the fire. 
The weather was warm, but it was good to stare into the 
fire when they didn’t want to look each other in the eye. 
Waara was reminded of his days in the scouts, when they 
would all tell ghost stories.
 “Nikander had an interest in boys,” Kenneth be-
gan. “We were all in the same grade. Once, or actually 
several times, Nikander made us stand in a line in the 
gym. We were supposed to stretch our arms out in front 
of us, all in a line. We couldn’t move. It was tough – your 
arms would fall down pretty quickly.”
 “Wasn’t Nikander about the same age as you?” 

Vera asked.
 “There was about ten years difference in our ages,” 
Kenneth said. “His first job was at our school, and I guess 
he wasn’t really ready for it.”
 “Tell them what the hell happened,” Janne broke 
in.
 He had gotten awfully drunk and was becoming 
more irritable. It had been a couple of hours since they 
got to the island and the other men were starting to get 
tipsy, too.
 “One time he got it in his head to have a dick 
exam. That meant that we had to take off our gym shorts 
and stand naked in a line. Anyone who didn’t obey was 
thrown against the wall. Some of them were seriously 
injured. There we stood at attention, naked. Nikander 
walked behind us first, looking at our asses, then he went 
in front of us and inspected the line, slowly. He called it a 
prick inspection. He claimed it was for the school health 
program.”
 “Nothing else happened,” Kenneth said.
 “Except that Risto got a stiffy,” Janne said, and 
laughed out loud at having said it. He continued pitiless-
ly, “There we all stood, but one of us really stood up, like 
a horse.”
 “Knock it off, Janne,” Risto said, standing up and 
squeezing his hands into fists. “It’s ancient history.”
 “Do you know what Nikander did?” he contin-
ued, still laughing. “He bent over in front of Risto, right 
next to his dick, and blew on it. That’s all. Then he left 
and when he got to the door he yelled at us to put our 
pants back on. Nobody talked about it after that, but of 
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course word got around to everybody.”
 “Fucking hell,” Risto blurted. He kicked some 
sand into the fire, grabbed the wine bottle, and marched 
off toward the center of the island.
 “Come back,” Vera shouted, but she didn’t do any-
thing to stop him.
 “Let him go,” Janne said. “He’ll be back soon 
enough. He’s heard the same story all his life. He’ll be 
fine. Besides, he got his reward a few days ago. We got rid 
of Nikander.”
 “Did you kill Nikander?” Vera whispered.
 “What do you think?”
 “That’s not the kind of thing that people kill for,” 
Waara said.
 “No, but maybe for everything that happened 
after that day in gym class,” Janne answered. “Nikander 
started to make advances toward Risto. We all noticed 
it, but Nikander thought we didn’t know. He invited Ris-
to over to his apartment. And Risto went there, many 
times.”
 “So did you,” Kenneth said.
 “True, but I went for different reasons. Nikander 
and I hit it off pretty fast. He liked boys, but he liked girls, 
too. He knew people in Helsinki, knew what places to go 
to. He often took me with him, we went to see girls, and 
Nikander went to see boys, too.”
 “I didn’t know that,” Kenneth said.
 “Of course you didn’t. You were always in lan-
guage classes or out sailing. From what I hear, you didn’t 
know much at all about that sort of thing, you were such 
a candy-ass.”

 They all got quiet. The boys were drunk. Waara 
didn’t know how much of the talk was true and how 
much was just drunken boasting. He was still somewhat 
sober, and they had agreed that he would drive the boat 
home.
 They hadn’t listened to the cd player that they’d 
brought along. Waara put in a “Best of the 70s” album, 
just for something to do, and to lighten the oppressive 
mood.
 “What really happened that night?” Vera asked 
defiantly.
 “We did the murder dance,” Janne answered.
 “And that means... ?”
 “It’s a kind of a party game.”
 “It’s when somebody is buried up to their neck in 
the sand and the others dance around his head. We saw 
it in a western when we were kids – the Apaches did it. 
They put a cowboy in a hole up to his neck, and then the 
termites came. It became a sort of a party tradition for 
us.”
 “God, men are stupid and childish!” Vera said, the 
words hissing from her mouth.
 “Men are different from women, dearest wife. 
Women are whores.”
 “Janne, think before you speak,” Waara said 
sharply. “Why would Nikander agree to be buried in the 
sand?”
 “It was his turn.”
 “It was one of our rituals. Whenever we met at 
the beach it was a signal that someone would be the next 
victim, so to speak. It’s a sort of a test of bravery, or a 
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role-playing game. And it was Nikander’s turn. This time 
the game went a bit too far. I guess all of us had a bone 
to pick with Nikander, and we took the game a little too 
seriously. We trampled the sand down so tight that Ari 
couldn’t get out by himself – he was just stuck there like 
a stick in shit. Usually it’s possible to get out – otherwise 
nobody would agree to do it.”
 “I still don’t understand who killed him in the 
end, or why,” Vera said.
 “All of us did, or none of us, or somebody else. 
The question is academic, to be honest,” Janne said teas-
ingly.
 “We’d all been drinking,” Kenneth began. “We 
buried him pretty deep this time – there was already a 
hole in the sand, so it was easy. Then we yelled like cra-
zy and hopped around him doing a rain dance, playing 
Indian. We got out the fire water and made him drink 
it through a straw. He was completely smashed. But the 
sand was pretty wet, and when we were jumping up and 
down, it must have gotten so tight that he couldn’t move 
even if he wanted to. Actually, that was the point. The 
idea was that he should trust us to dig him out.”
 “Then why didn’t you?” Vera said, almost yelling.
 “I guess we forgot,” Janne answered. “I mean, just 
speaking for myself. When I left in the middle of the 
night, he was still in the hole, hollering.”
 “So you left to go and screw Eve,” Vera said.
 “That’s right,” Janne said, with cutting calm.
 Vera looked like she could have killed him on the 
spot.
 “Yeah, they left,” Kenneth confirmed, “at least 

they went away and I went to take a piss. Then I thought, 
that was some party, and I went home.”
 “Just like that. You left a man buried in the sand 
and went home to bed?”
 “Risto stayed behind to take care of him,” Janne 
said. “He could easily have got Nikander out of there. 
And I figured Risto could offer him a shower, since he 
wouldn’t be able to resist.” Janne laughed and shook his 
head as if it were a very good joke.
 “And you didn’t say anything to Risto when you 
left?” Vera asked.
 “Risto wasn’t there when I left,” Kenneth said. “He 
was probably off puking somewhere nearby. Anyway, the 
beach isn’t some desolate place, there were people around 
the whole time. I thought Ari could just yell and ask for 
help if he couldn’t get out.”
 He seemed satisfied with this explanation.
 “It’s quite certain that he couldn’t get out by him-
self, we had pressed his arms so close against his sides. 
But it wasn’t any murder – it was an accident. A party 
game. We did the murder dance,” Janne explained, coolly 
and calmly, “It was involuntary manslaughter, or not even 
that, since we didn’t kill him. Although we did abandon 
him.”
 Kenneth and Janne felt like they were on the same 
wavelength. They clinked their plastic mugs together 
boorishly and offered each other cigars. In their own 
minds, they had come clean by telling their story and 
now they were drinking the communion cup.
 “To the murder dance, brothers,” they yelled in 
unison, laughing drunkenly and taking long swigs from 
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the wine bottle.
 “Hang-On! Hang-On!” they chanted, the hit from 
their school days.
 “What’s your secret society like really?” Waara 
asked.
 “Basically it’s a gentlemen’s club,” Janne said. “The 
name of our group was the Actives, from the word ‘act’, 
as in the sexual act. Later on we started calling ourselves 
the Dead Banker’s Society.”
 Waara stood up. It was impossible to continue 
this conversation. He left Vera grilling sausages for the 
two drunken men and went to look for Risto, who hadn’t 
come back yet.
 The island wasn’t large, and it had an island of trees 
in the middle. The perimeter was nothing but boulders, 
with the exception of their camp site. Risto was sitting on 
the other end of the island at the edge of the water with 
a large stone in his hand. He was staring apathetically at 
the horizon. His shoulders heaved, and Waara heard a 
quiet whimpering sound. Risto was crying.
 Waara coughed. He put his hand on the young 
man’s shoulder, not knowing what to say.
 “I didn’t kill him,” Risto said, almost as if he ex-
pected Waara to ask him.
 “What happened, as you understand it?”
 “We had this sort of survival game...”
 “Never mind that,” Waara interrupted. “I’ve heard 
all about that. But what was your part in events? When 
did you leave the beach, and did you come back with the 
intent to kill him? You had a reason to.”
 “I crashed around midnight. I went off a little way 

to throw up, sat down there, and fell asleep. I’d had too 
much to drink. When I woke up there was nobody there. 
It was dark, I was confused from all the craziness and it 
made me sleepy. I yelled, but nobody answered. Then I 
left. The next day I heard that Ari had been left in the 
hole that we put him in.”
 “And you didn’t go back to where Nikander 
was?”
 “No, I just yelled from where I was, a ways off, and 
the beach looked empty. Maybe the hole was in a sort of 
a hollow, and I was really sloshed – I really don’t know.”
 Risto’s voice was shaking. The police questioning, 
digging up those old stories, the ridicule and shame that 
he couldn’t get away from, they had all done their work. 
And being drunk didn’t help.
 “But I’m not a murderer. Anybody else, but not 
me.”
 “Did you know anything about Janne’s sex busi-
ness or his money laundering?”
 “No. Just what was in the papers. I knew that 
Janne and Ari had something up between them that they 
didn’t talk about to me and Kenneth.”
 “What do you know about Helen, the woman who 
runs the inn?”
 “She was one of Janne’s girls.”
 “What do you mean, one of his girls?”
  “A hooker. A whore. How do you want me 
to put it?”
 Waara didn’t know what to think of this. It shook 
him. He didn’t believe even Risto any more.
 “What kind of relationship did Janne and Lotta 
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Nikander have?”
 “Lotta knew about Janne’s business, and she knew 
that Ari used their services. Janne was the source of all 
evil. Liquor and paid fucks. On the other hand, she al-
ways liked Janne. At least, he was over at their house a 
lot, even when Ari wasn’t home. When Janne arranged 
to have one of his best girls come to Hanko, Ari started 
spending time with her. Lotta flew into a rage – she did 
that from time to time. Nothing ever came of it, except 
a sock in the nose from Ari. Lotta had a lot of reasons to 
hate Janne, and her husband. She had thought that Ari 
had it all, with a good position as a bank manager. They 
were the cream of this small town. But then Janne came 
along, a man from the past, and spoiled everything. Lotta 
didn’t have any education herself. All she had was Ari 
– or rather, Ari’s property. They had quite a bit coming 
to them when Ari’s father died. A large tract of land in 
Täktom.”
 Risto had said more in a couple of sentences than 
he had for the whole previous day. He realized this, and 
clamped his mouth shut.
 Waara was vexed and ashamed for Janne. What 
a strange group of friends, teasing and striking out at 
each other, treating each other worse than dogs. At least 
Janne’s marriage to Vera was over.
 “Let’s go back to the others,” Waara said, taking 
Risto by the arm and leading him, unresisting, back to 
the campfire. The others had switched to drinking cof-
fee.
 The evening continued as if there had been no 
interruption. Janne grabbed a seat next to Risto as if 

he thought he was the best friend, the best guy in the 
world.
 “Hey dude, aren’t you going to have any more?” 
he said to Risto, who was already starting to melt.
 If their story was true and someone else had 
been Nikander’s attacker, they would explain it all soon 
enough. Nikander’s death was more or less an accident, 
the sum of a random collection of unfortunate events. 
Jussi Kärkkäinen’s death still wasn’t explained. Janne and 
Kenneth were in fine form, and after a moment they had 
drawn Risto back into their secret world of inside jokes. 
The old gang was together again.
 Waara drew his daughter aside. They sat on some 
boulders and looked at the luster of the midnight sea.
 “Let’s think this thing through for a moment,” 
Waara said, lighting a cigarillo. It helped him concen-
trate. “Probably none of these guys is the murderer. But 
any one of them could be. They could have agreed on a 
story, which would have been clever, but it doesn’t feel 
that way. We’ll see where the police end up their ques-
tioning, and work on the assumption that Nikander’s 
murderer is an outsider. But who?”
 “It has to be someone he knew, someone who’s 
somehow connected to this group, to Janne’s sex busi-
ness, their time in Helsinki. All of these people know 
each other. Nikander and Janne’s side business could be 
one motive. If Helen’s books were falsified, covering it up 
could be another possible reason for the killing.”
 “The drinking buddies could have caused Ni-
kander’s death, whether on purpose or by accident, even 
if they didn’t commit the other murder,” Waara mused. 
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“Who killed Jussi Kärkkäinen and why?”
 “The body had a plastic bag over its head, which 
makes the murder seem more premeditated, but also 
more senseless. It was done by somebody who was psy-
chologically unbalanced.”
 “Kärkkäinen told me he knew who the culprit 
was,” Waara said. “What if Nikander’s murderer killed 
him because he was an eye witness?”
 “But how would the murderer know that he was 
an eye-witness?” Vera said.
 “And why didn’t Kärkkäinen tell the police what 
he saw?”
 “The answer to both questions is that Jussi knew 
the murderer well. He wasn’t afraid of the person at all so 
he agreed to go with them to an isolated dock.”
 Vera was silent for a moment, then she said:
 “Then there’s still the arson. The arsonist could 
have been Helen. She could have lied about trying to 
wake you, about being a victim.”
 “True, but it’s not very likely, because there’s noth-
ing about me that somebody would want to kill me for.”
 “Or what if the fire was meant to kill Helen?”
 “Jussi said he knew who the murderer was. Did 
he want me to convey that information to Helen? Did he 
think someone was threatening her? Was the murderer 
someone they both knew?”
 “What about Lotta Nikander?”
 “An angry woman can be merciless. Maybe she 
killed her husband, or had him killed, and then Jussi, be-
cause he saw her, or knew something. But why? Out of 
sheer spite? It’s hard to believe.”

 Waara felt like they were at a dead end, there were 
too many unanswered questions. He was tired of rehash-
ing it all, spinning his wheels. He had nothing concrete 
to back up his assumptions.
 “Did anything unusual happen before the fire?”
 “Helen left the restaurant for a moment to go to 
the inn and make a phone call.”
 “Why in the world did she do that? She could have 
called from the restaurant – and almost everyone has a 
cell phone. Is it possible she was going to prepare for the 
arson? Was she luring you into a trap?”
 A cell phone rang. Vera searched a while for it in 
the pocket of her shirt, then answered. She shouted hello 
a couple of times, but the call had been disconnected.
 “Let’s see what number it was from,” she said. “I 
think this is the number at Pensionaatti Helen. Dad, I 
think your girlfriend’s trying to call you.”
 Waara felt a chill. Was Helen in trouble? The mur-
derer was relentless. Jussi Kärkkäinen’s murder hadn’t 
been committed in a fit of passion, it was premeditated. 
It took that kind of cold-bloodedness to start a house on 
fire in the middle of a town and try to burn people alive. 
The killer was sick, or desperate, had tried to eliminate 
witnesses to Nikander’s murder twice already, in the 
most brutal manner, and only failed once.
 Waara borrowed Vera’s cell phone and called 
Helen back. The phone rang for a long time. He let it 
ring. Vera stared at him questioningly. Finally someone 
answered.
 “Hello, Helen?”
 Waara heard a vague clatter and a muted sound. 
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Exactly like someone trying to answer the phone but un-
willing or unable to speak for some reason.
 Waara jumped quickly to his feet and hurried to-
ward the boat. Vera was startled by his sudden change in 
attitude, and was speechless. Waara yelled to her and the 
boys around the fire that he was going to town. The boys 
yelled back something or other, but Waara couldn’t make 
out what they were saying.
 “The keys are on the dash. Do you know the way 
back? Don’t forget to let up the clutch under the back 
seat. Be careful, it’s a pretty nice boat and it’s on loan...”
 Waara didn’t answer. He loosened the rope from 
the rock it was tied to, waded in up to his waist, got hold 
of the hull, and climbed in with some difficulty.
 Vera didn’t try to stop him. Janne was cheering 
him on incoherently from where he sat at the campfire. 
“HEP, HEP! Good job, Waara. Go, man. On your way to 
church? Going to get some women?”
 “Come back soon,” Vera said. “Why don’t you 
bring Helen back with you? We’ll pitch the tent while 
you’re gone.”
 “Be careful, Vera,” Waara said. “Don’t let anyone 
get near you, not from behind, anyway. Although I doubt 
there’s any reason to worry. Keep your eye on them, and 
don’t go to sleep until I get back. It’ll take me at least 
an hour, two at the most. I’m going to make sure every-
thing’s alright. I’ve got a bad feeling about it.”
 These last words were muttered toward the bot-
tom of the boat. He tried to remember how to start the 
motor. The main switch was under the seat. The gas tank 
was under the other seat. Three or four firm presses of 

the fuel pump, like so. OK. There were the keys – one 
turn of the key to turn on the power. No, damn it, the 
motor was still up – where was the primer? He found it, 
and got the propeller down and the boat started, put it 
in reverse, and looked at Vera, who was standing in the 
water.
 “I’ll be fine,” she said. “I know these guys. They 
may not be the best company, but I’ll be fine. The bums’ll 
fall over if I so much as sneeze at them.”
 Waara believed she could take care of herself. He 
turned the bow of the boat toward the harbor in down-
town Hanko and pressed the gas as far as it would go.
 The nose of the boat lifted, the motor turned over 
and roared into motion. Waara felt like he was on a bolt-
ing horse. He let up on the gas and steered the boat out 
over the waves. At first he planned to go back to where 
they had come from, then he decided to circle the pen-
insula to the south and go straight to the public docks 
near the inn at East Harbor. They had come over that 
big ridge, but where? After a while he reduced speed, 
looked around, and thought for a moment. The shore-
line looked the same in every direction. Where had they 
come from? Around that point – that’s where the down-
town was. Waara accelerated. He was headed to where 
there were more lights, in the direction other boats were 
coming from. Behind him was the open sea, in front of 
him loomed the Hanko water tower. That way.
 All he knew about the marked routes was that 
there were various channels and some of them were 
called lateral. Hopefully any snags he encountered would 
be deep enough under the water. These white nights were 
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a joke – it was difficult to make out landmarks. The rocky 
shores of the islands all looked the same. At one point 
he noticed the flat, dark, shape of a rock under the sur-
face only a few meters in front of the boat. He narrowly 
missed it.
 “Damn!” Waara’s heart was pounding, he could 
feel his hands shaking, and the sweat rising on his skin.
 “That would have gone right through the hull,” he 
said to himself.
 The water turned calm under the boat. The mo-
tor murmured evenly. Everything else was quiet. Waara 
could hear his own breathing and the quickening beat of 
his heart.
 The weather was misty cool and the sea was calm, 
but frightening in its immensity. He knew that he was 
in no danger of getting lost now. Keep a cool head! he 
repeated to himself, pressing on the gas, first hesitantly, 
soon with a heavier hand. The boat lifted its bow, rose 
and skimmed across the surface of the sea. He wasn’t 
quite sure what his hurry was. He had an idea in the back 
of his head that Helen was in mortal danger at that very 
moment. He hoped he would get there in time.

The rest of the trip went without incident and he even 
found the public harbor easily, although he felt he was 
taking too long. The water tower clock showed that it 
was already two in the morning. It was neither light nor 
dark. Something in between. A limpid, Finnish nightless 
night. There were still people at the harbor and on the 
nearby streets, but no cars to speak of. The restaurants 
were still open – it was the height of the high season now. 

The summer night was giving its best.
 Waara steered the boat toward the dock a little too 
quickly. Other than that, mooring the boat was surpris-
ingly easy, even though he’d never done it before. Never 
mind the little crash into the dock. He tied the boat up as 
well as he knew how, and hurried toward the inn.
 He was worried. It felt like some essential element 
was missing from the equation. He wanted to see Helen 
to be sure that everything was alright. He didn’t want to 
read in the paper that she too had been found dead.
 He wasn’t sure how Helen would feel about him 
arriving unannounced. The murderer was still at large. 
It was a fact that drummed ceaselessy in his mind. Who 
would the next victim be, and when? Who started the 
fire? He himself had been nearer to death than ever be-
fore. He was tense, nervous, but not afraid.
 Waara knew that they were searching for wit-
nesses to the arson, but it was going slowly. There were 
more people than ever in Hanko at Midsummer, not even 
counting those who had come for the weekend regatta.
 He went up the stairs of the inn two at a time. Ev-
erything was quiet. Many of the guests were out celebrat-
ing. Nobody came to Hanko at Midsummer to lie asleep 
in a hotel room.
 He opened the unlocked front door and stepped 
into the lobby. He stopped for a moment to listen. It was 
very quiet. The bull terrier’s head poked out from around 
a corner, then the dog stepped toward him and whipped 
its little tail back and forth. He came over to Waara and 
sniffed his leg. Waara bent over and gave him a scratch. 
 “Where’s Helen?” he asked, getting no answer.
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 The terrier looked at Waara with his head to one 
side as he peeked in the kitchen. It was empty. He pressed 
on the handle of the door to Helen’s office. It was un-
locked.
 He opened the door and stepped into the room. 
He was so tense it was hard to breathe. His heart was 
pounding and the sweat rose on his forehead. The quiet, 
haunted feel of the house had got to him.
 He searched the office for signs of where Helen 
might be. He was sure she must be sleeping in one of the 
empty rooms.
 Helen had lost her clothes and nearly all of her 
personal possessions in the fire. Waara felt guilty about 
leaving her alone afterwards. But he had talked to her on 
the phone, and she had insisted that he go to the island 
and assured him that everything would be fine.
 Waara sat down on a green leather armchair that 
was about a hundred years old. He felt like pouring him-
self a shot of whiskey from the bottle on the bookshelf, 
but didn’t.
 Helen’s papers were all in a jumble on the Billnäs 
desk. There were old newspapers everywhere, and lots 
of books and folders as well. The flowers had dried up in 
the vase without any water. Behind the desk was the dog’s 
basket, padded with a rag rug.
 The dog had followed Waara into the room, and 
sat down in the basket. It had a chew toy in its mouth 
and was starting to gnaw at it lazily. As far as the dog was 
concerned, Waara was in the right place at the right time, 
but Waara wasn’t sure. Then he noticed something: the 
shotgun wasn’t in the corner where he’d seen it the day 

he first came here.
 He had asked Helen why there was a gun in her 
office, and she had told him they’d found the gun in the 
attic. It was old, but in working order. She had it in her of-
fice because she was trying to figure out who it belonged 
to. She had bought the inn with all its furnishings from 
an old history professor, who sold the house, which had 
been passed down in his family, and moved to Helsinki 
to spend his old age. Some people move to Hanko to re-
tire, some move to Helsinki, their paths crisscrossing.
 Why was the shotgun missing? Was Helen afraid 
up in her room and took it with her in case the murderer 
came? Which room was she using? Waara felt his uncer-
tainty growing. He couldn’t go knocking on every door 
– there might be summer guests sleeping in some of the 
rooms.
 The dog had sensed Waara’s nervousness and 
come up beside him. Waara grabbed him by the nape of 
the neck and set him back in the basket, where there was 
also a half-chewed leather belt in pieces. The dog snapped 
a piece of hide up in his mouth and offered it to Waara. 
He took the chunk of chewed leather in his hand.
 He was squatting down next to where the dog 
was, scratching its ears and turning the piece of hide that 
the dog had given him around in his hand, wondering 
what the strange thing was.
 He stared at the lump for quite a while before he 
realized what it was: AN EAR! He was holding in his 
hand Ari Nikander’s ear. The dog had chewed it to shape-
lessness.
 Waara threw the thing on the floor. He swallowed, 
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but his mouth was dry.
 Why did the dog have the murdered man’s ear? 
Was it... at least it looked like it could be a human ear. If 
it was an ear, then it was Nikander’s. Had the dog found 
the ear or had someone given it to him? Or had the dog 
ripped it from the victim’s head? Had Helen’s dog been 
at the murder scene at the same time that Nikander was 
slain?
 Waara searched the room for an answer.
 Think, man, think! Waara’s brain was working fu-
riously.
 What was it that Jussi Kärkkäinen had said to 
them when he and Helen came across him drunk that 
night? He had shouted something at them as they were 
leaving – I saw you on the beach in the morning? No, he 
had yelled – I know who the murderer is. But how could 
that be?
 Helen knew Jussi – they had dated. Maybe Jussi 
had wanted to warn Waara about Helen when he said he 
knew who the murderer was. but he didn’t want to turn a 
woman he admired in to the police right away.
 Waara had told Helen about his conversation with 
Jussi, so she knew that it was only a matter of time before 
Jussi told someone else. He had to be kept quiet.
 On the night he died, Jussi Kärkkäinen was with 
someone he knew, otherwise he wouldn’t have left the 
city center and gone out to the rocky beach. He thought 
he was in safe company.
 Jussi had had a bag over his head, tied on with 
a dog leash. Only a dog owner would have had one on 
hand. Like Helen. Whether or not the leash that was 

around the bag belonged to Helen’s dog should be an 
easy thing for the police forensics team to surmise.
 Helen also had the opportunity to try to burn him 
to death in her house without any collaborator. Waara’s 
thoughts were grim ones.
 He was slowly but surely getting a sense of how 
things stood: Helen wasn’t in danger, and she wasn’t a 
victim. She was the danger. She was the killer.
 Just then Waara heard the faint click of a safety 
catch behind him. He turned his head and found himself 
staring down the barrel of a shotgun from a meter’s dis-
tance. He didn’t dare stand up.
 Behind the gun stood Helen. She stood with legs 
apart, looking powerful and determined. She stared at 
Waara with sad, unmoving eyes. They gazed at each oth-
er, and a small tear appeared in the corner of her left eye. 
The pensionaatti was quiet. It felt as if time had stopped 
– even the clock on the wall wasn’t ticking. The terrier 
was motionless. It knew them both and felt the tension 
between them instinctively. The dog was trying to choose 
a side.
 They stared at each other.
 “I didn’t want it to come to this,” Helen said in a 
strange voice. “Am I going to have to kill you now?”
 “If you shoot me, the whole house will hear it and 
people will come running,” Waara answered, his voice 
rough. “Let’s talk a little bit. All is not lost. I can help you 
with this. Put down the gun. Give it to me.”
 Waara knew that his chance was a small one. Hel-
en was disturbed, or at the very least she was in desperate 
straits.
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 “All is lost. Because of you, it’s possible that I’ll re-
ally lose everything – but I’m not going to let it happen. 
No one will ever know who shot you. Or maybe I’ll claim 
that you broke in here in the middle of the night, and I 
was scared, and so I shot you.”
 She was satisfied with this idea, and a tough de-
termination appeared in her voice.
 Waara took a step closer. Helen aimed the gun at 
him.
 “Cut it out, Helen. Surely you don’t think you’re 
capable of that. Now give me the gun. We can figure this 
thing out together.” Waara spoke authoritatively, stretch-
ing out his hand.
 Helen didn’t know what to do. They stared at each 
other. Waara was afraid the gun would go off – he was 
watching her trigger finger more closely than her eyes, 
waiting to see it bend. The gun’s barrel was only a few 
dozen centimeters away. He felt a cold drop of sweat 
trickle over his temple. Time passed. Finally, almost im-
perceptibly, Helen let her muscles relax. She lowered the 
barrel of the gun, and lowered her head at the same time. 
Waara grabbed hold of the gun, turned the barrel toward 
the floor, and took it from her.
 “It’s not loaded,” she said in a quiet voice. “I didn’t 
even know how to begin to do it.”
 Waara put the gun on the desk, near an in-box. 
A cartridge that was on the desk rolled onto the floor. 
Waara took hold of Helen’s shoulders and led her to a 
chair, took the whiskey bottle from the bureau shelf, 
poured two glasses, and offered one to her.
 “No need to worry any more. Let’s talk for a while. 

We have some things to work out.”
 They sat side by side in the quiet room. Waara 
held Helen’s hand and let the time pass. Neither of them 
felt like drinking.
 “Why did you kill Nikander?” Waara asked.
 “Ari was going to spoil everything. I was mixed 
up in the whole thing pretty badly. Another one of Ari’s 
great ideas. He blamed me for stealing the money and 
threatened to reveal everything to the police if I didn’t 
tell him where the money was.”
 “What money?”
 “A big stack of Eve’s money had disappeared 
– her earnings from turning tricks. I knew it existed, but 
I didn’t know where it was. Eve and Ari never told me 
anything, but they sure needed this place in their money 
laundering. Ari went completely nuts when he couldn’t 
figure out where that money had gone, and Eve had him 
scared.”
 “What was your part in it?”
 “Well I was in on earning the money, for one 
thing. Ari threatened to tell everyone that I had been one 
of Janne’s girls.”
 “Is it true?” Waara said in amazement, and in-
stantly regretted it.
 “Why are you getting all holier-than-thou? Once 
a whore, always a whore. I worked for Janne and I was 
good at it. One of the best. Janne was good at arranging 
things – believable, innocent-looking. Politicians and 
race-car drivers and all kinds of men came to my place 
– like Mr. Bank Manager Ari Nikander. If you want to 
know how sick a person can be, Nikander was at the far-
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thest end of the scale. He had really weird perversions.”
 “That was in the past. It’s no reason to kill some-
one.”
 “I lost all strength and faith when there was no 
one I could tell about it... Even here at the inn, every-
thing wasn’t on the up and up. Ari was running his il-
legal money through here, and I let him do it. In fact the 
whole reason for buying the inn was to launder money. 
It was a good front. But the bookkeeper ratted on us to 
the tax authorities, and it’s only a matter of time till I lose 
everything.”
 She spoke slowly, with a resigned apathy. She had 
lost her dream and messed things up terribly.
 “Did you plan to kill Ari?”
 “No. It really wasn’t part of my plans. I knew very 
well that it wouldn’t do me any good. It was an accident. 
I kicked him, when he was down in that hole, but I didn’t 
know that it would kill him. It was stupid, but I was an-
gry. It was an accident. Do you believe me? But it’s all 
over now anyway.”
 She paused for a moment, looked into Waara’s 
eyes, then dropped her gaze and whispered, barely audi-
bly, “I thought I could have found something. Like love, 
maybe.”
 Waara could just make out some sadness and res-
ignation in her eyes. Other than that she was completely 
expressionless. One of her eyelids twitched. He had a lot 
of questions, but she continued:
 “I paid cash for this place with the money I earned 
with Janne, and Ari arranged a cheap loan from the bank 
for the closing costs. It’s useful to know people.”

 “That’s not enough – it’s unbelievable that that 
could make you hate someone so much, that you would 
kill them.”
 “Damn it, you don’t know what it was like to serve 
as a mattress for smelly old men, and to fear for your life, 
for the first crazy to come along. I really wanted to leave 
it all behind, but Ari brought all that old stuff out again.”
 She got up from her chair slowly – it seemed as if 
all her energy had left her. Her shoulders were hunched 
and her face was a mess from crying. She was looking for 
something on the desk, moving the folders and papers 
around. She found what she was looking for and handed 
it to Waara.
 “Look at these. Do you recognize them?”
 Waara examined the brown envelope. It was ad-
dressed to Helen at the pensionaatti, and the postmark 
was from Hanko. He opened the envelope and took out 
several large black and white photographs.
 “That’s right. Look closely. Those are the pictures 
Ari used to claim he was being blackmailed. He really got 
a lot of mileage out of those.”
 Waara looked at the pictures more closely. Some 
were taken from far away, and showed a place decorated 
to look like a prison. In the close-ups, they had apparent-
ly tried to reveal the identities of the participants. A man 
and woman were naked except for the woman’s leather 
boots, which were brown, and dog collar. Ari was grin-
ning, the woman was expressionless, looking straight 
into the camera. He was standing, she was on her knees. 
Ari held the woman on a leash. On the back of one of the 
photos was written the text “Remember? Shall we take 
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some more? Ari.”
 “You still don’t know,” Helen said. “Look at the 
woman.”
 He looked. The woman in the picture seemed to 
be wearing a wig, unusually thick white make-up, and 
dark lipstick, but he recognized her features.
 “It’s you.”
 It was then that he realized that he hadn’t thought 
to ask who the woman was that Ari brought with him to 
Hanko. Lotta Nikander and Risto Lipasti had mentioned 
her, and hadn’t Jussi, too? Silmast, his journalist friend, 
told him that Ari had been proud of the pictures and 
spread them around. He must have recognized Helen, 
too.
 “How did you know to go to the beach at the same 
time that Nikander was there?” Waara asked.
 “A planned coincidence. An arranged accident. 
Eve said they were going to be there and that I might 
have an opportunity to torment Ari a little. I was sup-
posed to just frighten him, but for some reason the whole 
thing went too far. Now there’s nothing I can do. Nothing 
I can do. It’s all over.”
 “So you know Eve?”
 “That’s a stupid question, Mr. Secret Police. Don’t 
you realize that Eve’s always close by? She’s everywhere. 
She’s like a rash – a scab that you can’t get rid of.”
 “Were the two of you friends?”
 “I don’t have any friends. And Eve couldn’t be 
anyone’s friend anyway. She’s a witch. She uses every-
body, especially men. I don’t know...”
 She sat back down, clasped her hands between 

her thighs, sunk in thought for a moment, then raised 
her eyes and continued her story.
 “We agreed that I would take the dog out during 
the night, which wouldn’t be anything strange, since I’ve 
always kept unusual hours. I saw Ari there – or rather, 
the dog smelled the shit. He was sitting buried in the 
sand, just like Eve had promised. All you could see was 
his head. He looked pretty silly. He was quite worn out – 
hungover, or still drunk. I felt sorry for him, and at first I 
was going to help him out of there, but...”
 She paused for a moment, sighed, got up, then sat 
down just as suddenly on another chair next to the desk. 
She was nervous, wringing her hands. Waara waited.
 “Ari started telling me off. He started calling me 
names, and told me that if I didn’t dig him out of there 
right now he would beat me up, and tell everyone how 
bad I was, fucking people for money. I don’t know what 
came over me, but I kicked him in the face. I heard a 
tooth crack. I had arranged it with Eve so I could just 
scare him a little so he would stop tormenting me. I wasn’t 
supposed to kill him. But I was scared when he sent me 
those pictures. I started to dig him out of the hole when 
he passed out, and I thought he was dead. I broke a fin-
gernail, too.” She showed him the nail on her index fin-
ger. “But he woke up again, swore at me between his bro-
ken teeth, yelled that I would never be good enough for 
anyone, called me names. He was starting to make such a 
lot of noise that people passing by would have heard him. 
So I...”
 “You hit him with something?”
 “No. I ran away, came home and left him there in 
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that hole, yelling. After that I was afraid. The dog got his 
ear – he attacked him at the same time that I kicked him. 
I couldn’t do anything about it – I couldn’t get hold of 
the dog. He’s a hell of a strong dog – there’s no stopping 
him.”
 She paused for a long time and took a deep breath, 
her eyes wandering restlessly around the room. She fur-
rowed her brow and shook her head once as if she were 
trying to clear her thoughts. She was obviously tired and 
out of sorts. 
 “Ari’s death was an accident. I should have dug 
him out of that hole. He died because I ran away. But the 
prick got what he deserved.”
 She had been speaking at times in a monotonous 
voice filled with anger, at other times faltering hopelessly 
and almost whispering. She was staring straight ahead, at 
something far away. Every few moments her face made 
twitching movements.
 “Why didn’t anyone dig him out?” she said, burst-
ing into bitter tears. 
 They were quiet for a moment, looking at each 
other. But it was obvious that only one of them under-
stood what he was seeing.
 “Nikander didn’t die from one kick, or from being 
left sitting there. If you didn’t hit him several times, then 
someone else did, as soon as you left. But what about Jus-
si? Who killed him?”
 “Not me, anyway. I don’t know anything about it. 
Jussi was a good man, fun and carefree, but he drank too 
much. He saw me there on the beach with Nikander. He 
was on his way home from one of his nights out. I didn’t 

know that you could see all the way to the beach from 
those rocks. Do you remember, Jussi told us that night 
that he had seen me there?”
 Waara didn’t remember Jussi saying who he had 
seen.
 “That’s why I had to meet with him and tell him to 
keep quiet about what he saw.”
 Helen stared straight ahead, somewhere into the 
depths of her own thoughts. Waara gave her a moment to 
collect herself.
 “I knew Jussi’s habits, and I knew he wouldn’t 
leave Donna Bar before the last call. I was waiting for 
him around the corner of the building next door. I saw 
you, too, when you left. I was going to yell something to 
you, but I didn’t. I walked up to Jussi. But he didn’t want 
to talk, and I didn’t get a chance to bring it up. He was 
too drunk to be interested in anything but what I wasn’t 
willing to give him. When he started coming on to me, I 
left and went home.”
 “Nothing else?”
 “No.”
 “Why did you leave the Casino when we were 
there together?”
 “I came here to make a call, like I told you.”
 “Who did you call?”
 “Eve. I wanted to know what I should do with 
you, because you were so curious. I was trying to find out 
what I should tell you and what I shouldn’t. This place is 
crawling with all kinds of detectives these days...”
 The dog let out a bark. It lifted its head, pricked 
up its ears, and gave a long growl.
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 “Wait,” Waara said, interrupting Helen with a 
wave of his hand. “That noise. Is there somebody else 
here?”
 He had heard a creaking through the background 
noise of the house. He got up carefully, went to the door 
of the office, and inched it open a crack. He could al-
most hear retreating steps, but he wasn’t sure. He poked 
his head out the door and looked in the lobby and the 
hallway that led out of it. Everything was quiet, the wind 
fluttered the drapes on the door in the hallway. The dog 
was quiet, too, although tense. It was following Waara’s 
movements closely. Then Waara saw that the hallway 
door was closing.
 He ordered Helen to stay where she was and took 
off into the hallway. In two leaps he was at the end of 
the passage. The dog followed behind him. He pushed 
the door open suddenly – the entryway was empty. An 
empty flower vase rattled down the stairs that led to the 
second floor and broke halfway down. He gave a start 
and leapt backward.
 “Hey! Is somebody there?” he yelled, and bounded 
up the stairs. He stopped and craned his head warily up 
over the level of the floor and glanced in both directions. 
Doors opened off the hallway into the guests’ rooms.
 “If there’s anyone there, then show yourself!” he 
yelled. “I have a gun, and I’ll shoot, if you don’t come 
out.”
 He realized that there was no sense in what he 
was saying. His only weapon was his voice, and his bluff 
didn’t sound convincing. The shotgun was still down-
stairs. Waara felt a chill. He listened, glanced at the niches 

and cabinets in the hallway, and imagined someone leap-
ing out from behind them at any moment. Everything 
was silent now. He waited a minute, maybe two, and was 
just about to return the way he came when there was a 
loud bang downstairs. Shotgun fire – a single shot, then 
silence. He backed soundlessly down the stairs. The dog 
circled his feet and whimpered, not quite knowing what 
to do. Waara listen some more, waiting for the sound of 
steps from the second story. Who the hell could it be?
 He crept to Helen’s office with every muscle tense. 
All of his senses were at their sharpest. He let his breath-
ing even out, lowered his hand to the latch, and pushed 
the door open in front of him. The room was empty. Hel-
en was gone, but so were the gun and the bullets that had 
been on the table.
 “Fuck!” Waara said out loud, and quickly put his 
back to the wall. “Damn it! God damn it! What’s going 
on here?”
 He listened and waited. The wind rustled the 
limbs of the birch tree through the open windows of the 
terrace. Then he heard stealthy steps from the direction 
of the kitchen. He rushed out of the room, turned and 
yelled, “Stop! Who’s there?”
 Something heavy fell in the kitchen and sent pots 
and dishes clattering to the floor. The terrier barked ner-
vously. Waara wrenched the kitchen door open – the 
room was empty. The door across the room was ajar. 
From there, the back stairway led upstairs.
 Someone was running on the second floor, clomp-
ing across the floorboards of the old wooden house. The 
ceiling lamp swayed. Waara jumped over the mess in the 
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kitchen and bounded through the entryway toward the 
stairs. He ran up them to the hall then stopped after a 
couple of steps, as if he’d come to a wall. The barrel of the 
shotgun appeared from around a corner. He was stand-
ing in the middle of the hallway, completely exposed. He 
leaned down and grabbed the terrier by its fur and col-
lar and threw the whimpering dog in an arch toward the 
dark figure at the end of the hallway. The gun rumbled 
just a few meters from him. Some of the shot hit the dog 
in the middle of its body while it was still flying through 
the air, some of it snapped into the wall just a few centi-
meters from Waara’s face.
 The dog had saved him. Blood and the dog’s or-
gans splattered his white shirt with red spots, but Waara 
was already moving again. He turned and jumped down 
the stairs in a single leap, falling on his face at the bot-
tom. From upstairs he heard a curse and retreating steps. 
Or were they retreating? Was it a woman’s voice?
 Waara leaned against the doorframe, breathing 
heavily. He was letting his heartbeat level, waiting. Noth-
ing – the building was quiet again.
 “Helen, you don’t have to do this. You haven’t yet 
done anything that you can’t get away with. Come out. 
Put the gun away and we won’t talk about this shooting 
to anyone.” He was yelling as loud as he could.
 He didn’t hear a sound. He knew that the pensio-
naatti had emptied out after the fire, but was there really 
no one there at all? He leaned against the wall and tried 
to keep watch in all directions, especially the back door.
 The phone rang in Helen’s office. Waara listened. 
There were no other sounds. The phone continued to 

ring.
 Then there was a boom – the blast of a shotgun 
from somewhere in the house. Then nothing. Waara 
waited.
 “Helen? What was that? Who’s shooting? Who’s 
there?”
 After a moment he peeked into the kitchen – it 
was empty. He feared he would see the barrel of a gun 
pointed at him. He stepped into the kitchen, skirted the 
dishes lying on the floor as soundlessly as possible, and 
went into the lobby. He stopped at the door. Still quiet, 
empty. Where the hell was everybody? He cautiously 
approached Helen’s office, peeked inside – no one. But 
something was not right. There was a smell of burnt gun-
powder in the room. He hadn’t noticed it earlier. Other 
than that, everything was as it was before. The telephone 
rang again – he didn’t dare to answer it, because it would 
reveal his location.
 He noticed the tip of a shoe poking out from be-
hind the large desk. Someone was lying there. He took a 
couple of steps closer, leaned on the top of the desk, and 
peeked over the other side.
 Helen was dead, from a shotgun blast at close 
range. The shot had hit her in the abdomen. She was ly-
ing on her face in a still-growing pool of blood, with the 
shotgun beside her.
 Waara gave a start and whirled around when the 
front door closed in the lobby. Not loudly, just so you 
could barely hear it. Waara didn’t know if it was someone 
leaving, or the wind. Had he imagined it?
 He snatched the shotgun off the floor, bounded 
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the few steps to the entryway, and smashed the foyer 
door open. He stopped, staring at a woman standing 
just a couple of meters from him. He recognized her – 
the same dark-haired woman he had seen before in the 
breakfast room. They looked at each other, neither of 
them moving or saying anything. It was quiet. Finally 
Waara and the woman sprung into motion at the same 
time. She turned quickly, running toward the front door. 
Waara rushed after her and tried to take hold of her shoul-
der. She broke free, snatched a fire extinguisher from the 
wall of the entryway, and swung it behind her in a wide 
arch. The blow wasn’t a hard one, but it surprised him. 
He was thrown sideways, crashing into the wall. The ex-
tinguisher had slammed against his head – its edge left a 
gash across his eyebrow. The shotgun fell to the floor. The 
woman was already in the yard. Waara clambered to his 
feet and rushed after her. He stopped at the front steps – 
the strange woman had disappeared around the corner.
 He cursed in his mind. Then he heard a car door 
slam behind the house. He dashed in the direction of the 
sound, heard the car start, the whine of the engine turn-
ing over, and the crunching of the wheels over the sand. 
The car, with the woman driving it, surged onto the road, 
taking out one of the cement pillars of the porch. There 
was a screech of metal, but she didn’t slow her speed. 
Night passers-by stopped, those closest backing up to 
make way for the car. Waara was only a few meters away, 
but he couldn’t prevent her escape. Through the car win-
dow he saw her expression, shocked but determined. He 
watched as the car slowed after a little distance, to melt 
naturally into the peaceful early morning Hanko traffic.

 She was in control of her nerves. Waara waved to 
the crowd in the manner of a greeting, and went back 
inside. Blood was flowing down his cheek from above his 
eye. He wiped it on his sleeve. 
 Just then the old black telephone on Helen’s desk 
made itself known again with a ring. Waara was going 
to let it ring. But when the persistent ring continued, he 
picked up the receiver.
 “Yeah.”
 He listened for a moment.
 “Helen can’t come to the phone right now. The 
inn is closed.”
 He put the receiver down on the table, trying 
to place the voice on the phone – it sounded familiar. 
He looked around the room for another moment, then 
called the police.
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The police arrived quickly but gracelessly, in one paddy 
wagon. Not long after that the ambulance came – a little 
more on top of things – and then more police. A few cu-
rious people had gathered in the street looking for any-
thing more interesting than police cars to see.
 Waara gave what he thought was a precise, de-
tailed account of what had occurred. The police notified 
Vera, at Waara’s request, that they were taking him to the 
police station, at least temporarily. They listened when he 
asked them to put up barricades and suggested they act 
quickly to find the woman who had fled the scene, but 
even Waara didn’t believe they would do anything along 
those lines. 
 From their point of view, the situation was mud-
dled. A woman’s body was lying on the floor of the pen-
sionaatti. Waara was the last person to hold the shotgun 
in his hands. It was still on the floor of the entryway, far 
from the body. Waara himself was agitated and covered 
in blood. Someone had left the scene quickly, that was 

clear, but who, and why? The police thought they would 
clear that up when the time came. The car had good dis-
tinguishing marks – the woman still had to be identi-
fied.
 The day leaned into evening before the police de-
cided to believe Waara’s description of the chain of events 
and let him go free. It seemed apparent that someone had 
tried to kill Ruben Waara. The killer had most likely been 
trying to stage Helen’s murder as Waara’s doing. Waara 
himself thought that the murderer had fired three shots 
to mess up the investigation so that Helen’s death would 
look like suicide, and Waara’s would look like Helen had 
murdered him. From the real murderer’s point of view, 
the best case would have been if Helen had first shot 
Waara and then herself. But Waara was still alive, so the 
murderer decided to leave the house. She took the third 
shot just so that Waara would stay where he was and she 
would have a chance to escape. Waara had been too stub-
born to stay hidden, but he hadn’t run away either. In-
stead he went into Helen’s office and thus was near the 
front door – which is where the woman was, trying to 
leave the scene.
 The police pointed out to Waara that there was 
also a possibility that the woman – still unidentified, for 
now – may have come to the house by chance, she was 
after all a guest at the pensionaatti. When Waara had 
appeared before her suddenly in the lobby, covered in 
blood, with a shotgun in his hand, it was only sensible 
and right that she should react by fleeing the scene. They 
praised her quick response and command of the situa-
tion. She would no doubt make herself known to the po-
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lice sooner or later. In any case, it wouldn’t be long before 
the true shape of events would be clear. The police were 
optimistic. Waara, on the other hand, was tired, irritated, 
and angry.
 Waara returned to Vera and the twins on Östergård 
Street at dusk. He filled the bathtub, put on a cd of the 
best of Dean Martin, and sank into the suds, letting the 
bath lick his wounds. His head was pounding. The ten-
sion went away in a little while and the whirl of events 
arranged itself piece by piece in his mind.
 He was depressed and disenchanted by Helen’s 
death. It still made him shudder to think of his own mis-
calculation – he had always thought of himself as a good 
judge of people. He was also ashamed. He thought about 
the dark-haired woman and wasn’t able to determine 
even for himself what it was that made him charge at her 
like that. Maybe it was a situation where he felt, at that 
moment, that there was still some outsider in the build-
ing, someone who had shot Helen and had tried to shoot 
him.
 He had now been near death twice in a very short 
period of time. It looked like it was becoming a habit.
 It stood to reason that Helen had killed Ari Ni-
kander with that kick. It was known that the final blow 
had been made with a rock or some other blunt instru-
ment. A couple of days later, Helen had struck Jussi 
Kärkkäinen unconscious as he left the bar late at night, 
with something she found on the ground or a metal pipe 
she had brought with her. She had tied the plastic bag 
over the unconscious man’s head with a dog’s leash and 
pushed her victim into the sea at East Harbor. Presum-

ably.
 It also stood to reason that the arson was Helen’s 
doing. When she left Waara for a while that evening and 
went to the inn, it was probably for the sole purpose of 
preparing to start the fire. It fit the police theory that 
Waara had been lured into a trap. The facts were against 
Helen.
 They had even found an eyewitness who had seen 
Jussi Kärkkäinen and Helen meet that night. She had 
been seen waiting for him outside the bar and catching 
up with him in the street.
 Waara remembered Helen claiming that she had 
nothing to do with the fire or Jussi’s murder. She had also 
said that she only kicked Nikander once. He believed 
her.
 Waara got up out of the tub, put on the white 
bathrobe that Janne had loaned him, and went out to 
the yard. He enjoyed the unique climate of Hanko, the 
combination of cool sea air and warm days. Now there 
was just a hint of a breeze, the sea mist rolling between 
the houses in a dense blanket as if someone had lit a fire 
somewhere far off. The red sun was setting behind the ra-
dio tower somewhere near Kappeli Harbor. The evening 
sun lit up the wall of the house and made the colors glow. 
Waara smoked a quick cigarillo and went back to to the 
kitchen and his problems.
 Vera had come back from the island on a coast-
guard raft, the boys had come in their own boat. The po-
lice had reached them with the help of the numbers in 
Waara’s cell phone, come to question all of them on the 
island, and advised them all to come back to town. The 
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boys arrived in the harbor at Hangonkylä at the end of 
the day, but Vera had decided to get a quicker ride. She 
had informed Janne matter-of-factly that there was no 
coming home again.
 Waara sat with his daughter at the kitchen table 
and they talked through all of their experiences. They 
shared their thoughts, their sentences moving freely, qui-
etly, without any direction, as if they were hoping that 
some outsider would put everything in order. 
 Vera didn’t believe that Janne was capable of or-
ganizing and maintaining a prostitution ring on his own. 
She thought that such a serious crime didn’t fit who he 
was. He was a jellyfish. She did believe that Janne had 
been mixed up in Nikander’s accounting scam and fal-
sification of receipts, because that’s the kind of thing 
you can do with a computer. It wouldn’t have been any 
great trouble for Janne to set up a bogus business and any 
sort of receipt you like. She thought that Ari Nikander 
could have tempted Janne into anything at all. Waara 
was amazed at her ability to hold the belief that someone 
other than Janne must always be at fault.
 She told him how deeply hurt and bitter she was 
about Eve, her husband’s lover and whore. She had never 
met Eve, but from what she had heard, she knew she was 
beautiful. From what people had told her, Eve had been 
Nikander’s lover, too. She said she’d like to talk to Eve. 
She’d like to know about the part of her life that had been 
hidden from her. But, true to her personality, she didn’t 
want open up issues from the past. 
 Waara calmed her and tried to change her mind, 
but once she decided she wanted to talk to Eve, Waara 

had no choice but go to get Eve’s phone number from 
Lotta Nikander. Ari Nikander’s funeral was in a couple 
of days, and bothering his widow with something like 
that didn’t seem appropriate, but in the end he bent to his 
daughter’s wishes.
 He punched in Nikander’s number, listened to the 
phone ring for a long time on the other end, and was 
surprised when Lotta answered. Waara told her why he 
was calling. She wasn’t at all surprised by the call, and 
promised to help as well as she could. It would suit her 
just fine if he wanted to meet – she thought that their last 
visit had been too short. 
 “And I do have that slut Eve Lander’s phone num-
ber,” she said. “I found it among Ari’s papers. Why do 
you want it?”
 “There are a lot of things that need explaining,” he 
answered honestly.
 “But the whole thing’s been explained, now,” she 
said.
 “We know who the culprit is, but not the context 
or the motives.”
 “So what all do you want to know?”
 “I want to know the truth.”
 “One man’s truth is another man’s lie. Isn’t it 
enough to do what’s best for the common good?”
 “I’m sorry, but I can do without the philosophy. 
Just the facts, thanks.”
 “Very well, grandpa, just the facts. Come to my 
house, and I’ll tell you everything I know.” She laughed. 
“But come before the funeral, because you won’t see me 
around these parts afterwards.”
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 Waara sharpened up. They agreed to meet the 
next day at Lotta’s house.
 “I’ll be there by nine in the morning,” he said, and 
hung up.
 “Good,” Vera said. “Now something’s starting to 
happen. We’re not just cooped up in here, we can get go-
ing. Don’t run from events – chase them down. Bodies 
are buried and life goes on.”
 She smiled sarcastically. Waara noticed, but didn’t 
care. Inside, he was grateful to Vera for always forcing 
things, keeping things going. Now that he had a change 
in activity, his apathy was dropping away.
 They were both quiet for a moment. Vera looked 
at her father. She wanted to say something, but didn’t 
know how to begin. Waara had tuned the radio to the 
classical music station.
 “Do you know how I knew that Helen was guilty?” 
Vera asked.
 “Guilty of Nikander’s murder, you mean? I don’t 
think she was guilty of anything else. I don’t want to hear 
it, but you’re going to tell me anyway.”
 “Well, let’s assume that Helen liked you,” she be-
gan. “She ought to have been worried about you, too, 
then. She let you go with us to the island too easily. Be-
cause she knew that none of the boys was the murderer, 
so there was no threat to us, either. She was perfectly 
calm about the risk of staying in town. Only the actual 
murderer would think like that. On the other hand, if she 
was just pretending to like you, she would have had to 
pretend to be worried about you. Someone had tried to 
burn the two of you alive, but she wasn’t even afraid for 

her own safety. Any normal person would have been cra-
zy with fear after an experience like that. She had dated 
both Ari Nikander and Jussi Kärkkäinen. Ex boyfriends 
and present boyfriends dropping like flies, but the dame 
doesn’t say a word. A murderer, calm as a sleeping sea.”
 “That last bit sounds like Philip Marlow,” Waara 
said. “And you deduced all that purely through women’s 
intuition. You can’t judge a person based on those kinds 
of hunches.”
 “Of course not, judging people is a different mat-
ter. I have my own truth, and it’s enough for me. And 
besides, my deduction was right on the mark.”
 Waara thought she was on thin ice, but she didn’t 
let up.
 “One other thing.”
 “Yes?”
 “I wanted you to get to know Helen. I invited you 
to come to Hanko and I reserved you a room at the inn 
specifically so that you could be there and see what was 
happening.”
 “What did you think would be happening?”
 “I thought – actually, I knew – that Janne had an-
other woman. This gave us – gave you, that is – a good 
chance of finding out who it was.” Vera squirmed.
 “So I was supposed to help you find out about 
Janne’s cheating, is that it?”
 “Don’t be upset, Daddy. I’m sorry. I couldn’t have 
known that something as serious as all this would hap-
pen. I was just worried about the kids, and about Janne 
and me. I had heard Janne talk with his friends about 
Pensionaatti Helen so many times that I thought I could 
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find out about these drinking parties, and about the other 
woman, if I looked there. Helen and Janne were friends 
in Helsinki, after all. That much I already knew. I knew 
Helen – or rather, I knew who she was. Janne helped her 
out when she bought the inn and moved to Hanko. I just 
wouldn’t have had the courage to ask or check up on what 
kinds of things Janne was up to.”
 Waara was hurt by his daughter’s revelation, but 
her honesty and feminine wiliness also made him smile.
 “You know,” she said. “In detective novels, the 
guilty one is always someone who’s slept with the hero, 
isn’t it?” 
 “Hmm,” Waara muttered.
 “Is it really so hard for you to believe that your 
lover is guilty? Men are so strange, they’re always blinded 
by love. Is it possible that there was no one else there 
but you and Helen? That Helen shot you, and then shot 
herself? Do you have any real evidence that there was 
another person in the house?”
 “The dog was growling and barking. That was 
what got my attention.”
 “Well, now the dog’s dead, too – and we couldn’t 
have asked the dog about it anyway. Fido, can you tell us 
who you were barking at in the wee hours that night?”
 Waara’s thoughts returned to the events at the 
inn. For some reason he was upset about the dog’s death. 
He was a nice dog, when you got to know him. So ugly he 
was pretty. Kind of like me, Waara thought. He remem-
ber how Helen had looked – it had been a fearful look, 
not threatening. Resignation. Maybe she really was in 
fear for her life. She had been desperate and despondent, 

but was someone threatening her? I should have stayed 
with her – I might have been able to help.
 As he pondered this, Waara looked out at the 
yard, where at the moment, nothing at all was happen-
ing. Tomorrow he would water the flower beds for Vera 
and mow the lawn. Hell, am I getting the gardening bug, 
too? 
 “Vera, do you remember when I got that phone 
call on the island? You said it came from the inn, but was 
the caller actually Helen?”
 “I don’t know. No one said anything. I just saw the 
number on my display.”
 “Why would Helen have done something like 
that? She could have just asked me to come.”
 He paused for a moment and then continued:
 “Helen doesn’t have to be Ari Nikander or Jus-
si Järkkäinen’s killer. Yes, she was at the beach, and she 
kicked Nikander in the head, but it still wasn’t murder. 
Isn’t it possible that after Helen left, someone else came 
and finished him off? Someone Helen didn’t know any-
thing about, so she thought that she had committed the 
murder? Then she was struck down with guilt. She had 
been lured to the scene of the crime, and her plan was to 
frighten Nikander, but not to kill him.”
 “Who lured Helen there to kick him?”
 “Either the boys or Eve.”
 They were both quiet for a moment. Waara put 
some more wood on the fire. Vera sat on the sofa, gazing 
into the distance. 
 “Helen only had a weak connection to Jussi Kärk-
käinen’s murder – like the dog’s leash,” Waara said. “It 
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will no doubt prove to be Helen’s dog’s leash, but could 
it have been in someone else’s possession? Someone who 
knew Helen and the house well, was there often, was fa-
miliar? Like for instance Janne, Risto, or Kenneth.”
 “Or Eve,” Vera added.
 “If we leave out the least likely suspects, that leaves 
Eve and Janne.”
 “Maybe we’ll get more information tomorrow. 
You have a date with Lotta. I’ll stay home and watch the 
twins.” Vera said, ending the conversation. “By the way, 
I called Mom and told her about what’s been happening 
here.”
 Waara gave a start. He hadn’t had anything to do 
with his ex-wife in a long time. He would have preferred 
not to hear anything about her.
 “She was kind of shook up,” Vera continued. “I 
prettied up the story a little and left out most of what’s 
happened. You have to feed people information a little at 
a time. She was almost hysterical with worry for the kids. 
I’m sure she’s fretting about how they’re doing. I calmed 
her down, of course, and promised to tell her more about 
it later, when I had more time. It’s a good thing she didn’t 
decide to drive here with her new man – they would have 
been in the way.”
 “Nina has a new man?”
 “Yes, a rich used car salesman. The kind with a 
thick gold chain around his neck and one around his 
wrist, curly blonde hair, too long in the back like some-
body from Tampere. A brown fake leather coat, boots, 
and black jeans. Knows country-style dancing and col-
lects jokes.”

 It took Waara a few seconds to realize that Vera 
was giving him a hard time.
 “Did she say anything about me?” he said.
 “Yeah. She said that you’re to blame for every-
thing. She said she always knew that you’d come to noth-
ing.” Vera laughed.
 Then Waara remembered something that had 
been bothering him for quite some time. He also real-
ized a connection. The Hanko sun, the boys’ gang tattoo. 
The woman from the breakfast room at the pensionaatti, 
the one who had hit him in the head with the fire extin-
guisher, an unusually sexy woman, in sexy clothes. She 
had a sun on her shirt, and also a dragon, a heart, and the 
words ‘safe sex forever’. Who was she? She had to be Eve. 
He had met Eve Lander. She’d been in Hanko the whole 
time, right there at Helen’s inn
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It was very early in the morning – the middle of the 
night, really. Waara had slept badly. He was troubled that 
he didn’t know where Janne was, or what he planned to 
do next. He tried to call Kenneth and Risto, but couldn’t 
get hold of them. It was too early to wake anyone up. 
Kenneth’s grandfather slammed the receiver down when 
he called, and for good reason.
 As Waara understood it, the boys were still in 
Hanko, but apparently they didn’t want to answer the 
phone. The police would find them if they needed them.
 Waara noticed himself feeling some pity for 
Janne. He couldn’t figure out why he felt sorry for him. 
He didn’t think of Janne as a criminal, more as a victim. 
He didn’t talk to his daughter about it. Janne was on the 
list of things that shouldn’t be mentioned. He had tried 
again late the night before to get Eve’s address from Com-
missioner Puska, but Puska had ordered him to stop in-
vestigating and let the police take care of the matter.
 Waara wandered around in the large house, went 

in to look at the twins, tiptoed to the refrigerator and 
poured himself a glass of carrot juice, but then put it 
down untasted and returned to bed. He finally fell asleep, 
wrapped up in his sheet and blanket.

In his dream, Waara was sitting in the boys’ sandbox in 
the yard on Östergård street. He had a plastic bag on his 
head. It was full of little holes, and smoke was pouring 
out of them. His head was like a balloon swaying back 
and forth in the wind.
 “Don’t you know who I am?” he yelled, hopping 
around the yard leaving a trail of smoke.
 People had gathered on the street, and one of 
them came toward him. She peeked through a hole in 
the bag and yelled “Don’t you know who I am?”
 He thought that the woman’s face was comical, 
like a funhouse mirror. It was Eve. Waara  didn’t have 
any pants on, and he had a huge erection that the cops 
on the street were staring at jealously. They yelled and 
waved their arms, but he couldn’t hear them.
 He ran behind the woman as she floated away, but 
he couldn’t catch up. She laughed, which made Waara un-
comfortable. Janne and Vera were standing in the ditch 
holding hands, trying to decide where to plant a tree. 
Vera growled like a dog, Janne whined and waved his 
arms. Waara was troubled. He tore the bag off his head. 
He was wet through with sweat. Now everyone stood in 
a circle and yelled:
 “Don’t you know who I am? I’m Emperor Pimp 
the First.”
 Waara didn’t know if he was the one yelling. He 
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forced himself to sit up. He was wide awake, but it took a 
moment before he understood where he was. He felt like 
he was out of oxygen – it was hard to breathe. He was 
bathed in sweat and his stomach was growling loudly.
 “Jeez Louise,” he muttered to himself. “That is ab-
solutely the last time I eat anything other than sausage.”
 Waara opened the window and door of the small 
room to let some air in. He took a shower and hoped that 
the splash of the water wouldn’t wake anyone. He dried 
himself carefully, then got back into bed again. He always 
slept in the nude. He felt like he should talk to some-
one about his dreams if they continued to get worse. He 
knew very well what the best medicine was: he needed a 
woman. He thought of Helen, and then of Iines Jalonen.

Waara gave a start when the alarm went off. Lucky it did 
– he had dozed off and nearly forgotten about his meet-
ing with Lotta. He quickly got dressed and went out into 
the misty morning. The damp grass wet his shoes. Vera 
should put flagstones down on the path. The car windows 
were covered with water drops. He backed the car up into 
the road and almost hit a bicyclist, who swerved sharply 
and nearly fell over. The man muttered something after 
him. Waara recognized him as Vera’s neighbor, Pena, 
who was apparently on his customary trip to get some 
flounder. He wouldn’t get any at this hour, the fish at the 
market would be all sold out – it was nearly nine o’clock. 
One morning he had brought them a present of fresh-
smoked flounder, and Waara had been instantly hooked. 
He would have got some more himself, but he still hadn’t 
figured out where they smoked them. Should he follow 

Pena? The thought made him smile.
 Waara drove sedately through the sleepy morning 
town. Vera could live quite peacefully on the Hangonky-
lä side of town – the tourist area was on the other side of 
the bridge. Waara was on the same bridge he had crossed 
with Helen when he first arrived in Hanko, when they 
were in the Volkswagen on the way to Östergård Street, 
but decided at his suggestion to stop off at the beach, 
where this chain of events had started. He remembered 
how beautiful and alluring he had found her. Now he re-
membered, too, how haunted she had seemed when she 
found herself at the scene of the murder.
 Waara stopped at the market square. He could 
be one little cigar late for his meeting with Lotta. He lit 
a Hofnar with great concentration, ritualistically, then 
wandered sedately among the market stalls listening to 
the mixture of Finnish and Swedish and enjoying the 
warm, humid air of morning. He bought a pair of wool 
socks from an old granny who had knit them herself, 
and a bag of cinnamon rolls. I could use these socks this 
winter, he thought. The cinnamon rolls were a gift for 
the twins. He still had a little time to look at the catch of 
the day and attest that it was interesting. We’ll get back 
to these, he thought, looking at the Baltic herring, then 
went back to his car, starting it with a more serious ex-
pression.

Lotta Nikander greeted Waara like he was her best friend, 
hugging him and kissing him on the cheek. It was revolt-
ing.
 She was already in a cute little drunk after several 
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glasses of red wine. Just getting tipsy, and in an agree-
able, happy mood. He was taken aback to see her drink-
ing alone at nine in the morning. That’s how the vicious 
cycle begins, and in this woman’s case it must have begun 
long ago.
 “Nice of you to come,” she began, holding his 
hand and leading him to the living room, modestly clos-
ing the bedroom door as she passed it, and pouring two 
more glasses of wine. They sipped their wine in silence, 
sinking into large armchairs.
 Waara looked at the framed photos on the table. 
One was obviously a picture of Lotta herself when she 
was young, another was Ari Nikander. He was dressed 
in outdoor gear, somewhere in Lapland. There was a ca-
noe in the picture, and Ari held a paddle in his hand. He 
was looking straight at the camera and smiling broadly, a 
brimmed hat on his head. He looked like Indiana Jones.
 Waara thought it was a good picture – Ari defi-
nitely looked like a man that women find attractive. It 
was no wonder that one or two had fallen for him.
 “Handsome, isn’t he? But look more closely. What 
do you see?”
 Waara picked up the picture and examined it. He 
could see another figure. vague in the background, and a 
smaller, red canoe – a kayak. Then he remembered. The 
picture had probably been taken years ago at the Ivalo 
River, and the person in the background must have been 
Janne. The two men had taken canoe trips to Lapland for 
several years, always in the autumn, just before the frost. 
Janne had often talked about these trips, but Waara had 
never seen any photos of them. Lotta could see he recog-

nized what the photo was.
 “Quite correct, Mr. Searcher, but if Janne is in the 
background, who took the picture?”
 “Could be anyone they met, or maybe Risto or 
Kenneth.”
 “Risto and Kenneth never went along. The photo 
was taken by Eve Lander, their perennial mascot. They al-
ways had a woman with them – they couldn’t go a whole 
week without one. The red kayak in the background is a 
one-person canoe, this other one, the green one, is an In-
dian canoe. It’s meant for two people. There were always 
three of them on those trips. Two men and a woman.”
 Waara hadn’t thought of that.
 “Who’s date was she?” he asked.
 “Nobody’s, if by ‘date’ you mean who was she par-
ticularly attached to. Such a nice, civilized word. But if 
you mean who did she put out for, the answer is both 
of them. They took turns with her on this trip, too, or 
maybe they both did it at once.”
 Lotta laughed at Waara’s embarrassment, turned 
the photo face-down on the table, and seemed very satis-
fied with herself. She smiled and waited for Waara to say 
something. When he didn’t, she decided to lighten the 
mood.
 “Don’t take it too seriously. You men are just that 
way – you don’t have to feel guilty about being a man. 
But have you heard this one? There was a man at the park 
with three children. A woman sitting on a nearby bench 
asked him ‘Are those your children?’, to which the man 
replied, ‘No. I work at a condom factory. These are cus-
tomer complaints.’”
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 Waara didn’t laugh. To make up for it, Lotta gave 
a chesty guffaw. Then, just as quickly, she became serious 
again.
 “I’ve arranged Ari’s papers,” she said, drops of 
wine on her lips, “and in the process I’ve come to the 
conclusion that the man was a shit.”
 “Did you find any surprises?” Waara asked, hesi-
tant but impatient to make some progress. He was burn-
ing with curiosity.
 “Nothing surprises me anymore. Anything was 
possible with Ari.” She paused for a moment, wiped 
her lips with the back of her hand, and continued. “It 
seems to me that someone came here in secret looking 
for something. I can’t be sure – it might just be paranoia. 
The police did come several times and they were looking 
for something, too. Or if they weren’t, they were at least 
going through Ari’s papers carefully to find something 
that they weren’t telling me about.”
 “What do you think they were looking for?”
 “I’m not sure I care to say,” she said with a cryptic 
smile.
 Waara gave a friendly smile and waited.
 “They were searching Ari’s work records for 
evidence of wrongdoing – embezzlement, that sort of 
thing. They took some folders with them, but they gave 
me receipts for all of them. Then there was a man who 
came from Helsinki who said he was a from the bank. 
He wanted to see Ari’s memos, too. And then another 
person who represented some business. But he was such 
a nice man that we ended up having a lovely time in the 
end. We searched all the boxes and papers together, but 

I couldn’t really figure out what for. I think Ari was sus-
pected of accounting fraud. Nobody said what they were 
looking for, but I know what was missing.”
 She paused, as if unsure whether to continue.
 Waara decided to devote himself to listening. He 
bent over the wine bottle and poured two more glasses. 
He decided he ought to make a habit of this tactic. Lately, 
getting people drunk had worked surprisingly well.
 “What were you going to say?” he asked her, when 
she still hesitated.
 “Nothing.”
 She paused again, then continued.
 “Money.”
 “What money?”
 “Apparently Ari had a lot of money stashed away, 
and suddenly it disappeared. Nobody knows where. I 
don’t even know whose money it was.”
 “You don’t say. Where did the money come 
from?”
 “I don’t know,” she said, but Waara thought there 
was a good dose of uncertainty in her voice. “I think it 
had something to do with Ari’s death. I don’t believe that 
Helen killed Ari in a fit of passion or panic. There had to 
be something else behind it, but I don’t know what it is. 
I think Janne might know. Or that trophy of theirs, Eve 
Lander would, anyway. I have a feeling she’s behind all of 
it. I hope you’ll tell me if you find anything out. I could 
pay you, if you like.”
 Lotta spoke eagerly but breathlessly. She was ir-
ritated and obviously drunk.
 “Where did the money come from?” Waara asked 
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again.
 “Prostitutes or drugs. Blackmail or fraud. From 
crime, of course, you old puritan,” she bellowed. “They 
certainly didn’t earn it from child’s play,” 
 She laughed. She was enjoying her moment in the 
limelight. But she quickly became serious again.
 “You remember that Ari was suspected of mon-
ey laundering? That must have something to do with it. 
There was some large amount of cash that they had to 
get into circulation before the end of the year so that it 
wouldn’t be noticed in what they call official circles. It 
could be that somebody thought a bank manager might 
come in handy.”
 “Yes, I’ve heard about those suspicions. I had a 
talk about it with Janne. He and his buddies were pretty 
worked up about it. Janne was questioned about the mat-
ter, too.” Waara gave a quick smile.
 “I don’t know how much Ari was mixed up in it, 
or how much he was in for, but I do know that he was 
very nervous those last few days. Ari was a man of quick 
action – he didn’t always think everything through be-
fore acting. He was such a fraud that he didn’t tell the 
police about the money. He told them that he didn’t have 
anything to do with the illegal transactions, but he sus-
pected that the bank was being used as a tool, and he 
claimed that he had been threatened with blackmail. 
And it was partly true. I’ve even seen the photographs 
that were used to blackmail him.”
 “What kind of photos?”
 “Porno pictures. Ari with two women in bed in 
an S&M get-up. Frankly, I think Ari was proud of the 

pictures – why else would he have revealed them? I’m 
sure he thought it could only improve his reputation. No 
one was blackmailing him, he was just trying to wriggle 
out of being accused of the crime himself, or trying to 
improve his position with the police.”
 Lotta talked about the matter as if the person 
in question were a stranger to her, someone she didn’t 
know. But they were talking about her husband. Waara 
thought her indifference must be her way of protecting 
her feelings.
 “So what happened next at the bank?”
 “Nothing – I don’t know – they just made a big 
fuss about it and everybody questioned everybody else. 
Then somebody started murdering people and burning 
them alive.” She stared into her glass. “I, for one, intend 
to do the right thing and tell everything to the police.”
 “You don’t say. Of course.” He was surprised.
 “You keep saying ‘You don’t say’. It’s a nice expres-
sion. It suits you.” She gave Waara a sweet smile. It didn’t 
hook him – he turned his gaze away.
 “How much do you know about Ari’s affairs?” he 
asked.
 “Listen, when you’re married to a lying thief for 
years, little by little you learn to tell the difference between 
truth and lies. A word here, a word there. Ari told me he 
had got into a tough situation and was planning to do 
something radical to fix it. He probably wanted to warn 
me about what was coming. The day before he died he 
was quite nervous in the morning, and by evening he was 
beside himself. He had to shower constantly because he 
was so awfully covered in sweat. He was certainly afraid 
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of something – he had both the thieves and the police to 
fear now. Once during the night, he was moaning about 
how he’d made one stupid mistake after another. I told 
him that was nothing new.”
 Lotta poured herself another glass of wine. Tip-
siness wasn’t sufficient anymore – she was on her way 
to being sloshed. She got quiet, pausing to collect her 
thoughts.
 “But he was a rather sensitive man, even if he was 
a complete shit,” she said.
 “Why didn’t Ari surrender the money to the po-
lice himself?”
 “To the police? You might as well throw the mon-
ey off that balcony.” She was indignant, then realized her 
jarring tone, and continued quickly, “Ari’s dead and the 
thieves are free, so the game is partly played out.”
 Waara looked Lotta in the eye. He could see that 
she was drunk and tired. A trickle of spit  was shining 
at the corner of her mouth. She was about to say some-
thing, then swallowed her words.
 Her eyes were wet with tears. She rocked back and 
forth, as if in a trance.
 Waara didn’t know what to believe anymore. 
Lotta was dead drunk. The words ran out, Waara got up 
and stretched out his hand in parting. She managed to 
hold out her hand, but didn’t get up from her chair. Sud-
denly she looked old and tired. He left the apartment and 
closed the door quietly behind him.

Waara sat in his car in front of Lotta’s apartment, deep in 
thought. He was nervous and restless. He thought about 

Janne and the money, where it came from, and who it be-
longed to. He also wondered how Lotta knew that Helen 
had confessed to killing Ari. The news seemed to have 
spread quickly. Then he grabbed the cell phone that Vera 
had loaned him and called Eve Lander with the number 
that Lotta had given him.
 He let the phone ring a long, persistent time. He 
almost gave a start when Eve suddenly answered. She 
asked sharply where he had got her phone number – only 
a select few knew it. He told her how he came to have it, 
and the answer satisfied her.
 He interrupted her and said he wanted to talk to 
her and get some more information about Janne.
 “Can I ask you something?” he began.
 The other end of the line was silent. She was wait-
ing.
 “I know what your part was in all that’s happened. 
The police are looking for you and it’s just a matter of 
time before they find you. I think we should meet and 
talk. I believe you can help me better understand what 
happened.”
 He had framed his words as diplomatically as he 
knew how. He had events completely under control, but 
he was afraid she might hang up the phone at any mo-
ment.
 “You don’t really know anything. Not the tiniest 
bit,” she snorted.
 “You could enlighten me.”
 “It’s awkward over the phone.”
 “Tell me the time and place,” Waara said. “I’ll be 
there.”
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 “I’ll call you on your cell later this afternoon,” she 
said, and hung up. Waara listened to the hum for a mo-
ment before he believed that the call was over. Then he 
put the phone in his pocket and smiled to himself.

It was a little past ten o’clock. The day was becoming hot, 
as had all the days he’d spent in Hanko. Waara drove past 
the tower of city hall to Appelgren Road. He thought about 
stopping in at Alan’s Cafe, but immediately changed his 
mind. The statue of the sleeping nude woman in the park 
made him think of corpses. There had been quite enough 
of them that summer. He drove slowly as he passed Pen-
sionaatti Helen. The house stood as stately and defiant as 
it had when he first stepped onto the terrace. Luckily, only 
a small portion of the charred remains of the additional 
building were visible from the road. Helen’s VW beetle sat 
lonely in the stony yard. Waara wondered who actually 
owned the car and house now. He should ask someone. 
Iines Jalonen might know.
 Waara drove to the end of the street, turned onto 
Mannerheim Road at the Bellevue, and continued as far 
as Neljän Tuulen Tupa. The handsome wooden building 
stood on a large boulder. This was the restaurant Iines had 
talked about. Maybe we’ll come eat here sometime, Waara 
thought. He got out of the car, went around the building, 
and walked out to the tip of the point. He looked at the 
open sea spread out before him. The water sparkled blind-
ingly. Two ships moved far off on the horizon, nearby 
there were a few sailboats. Seagulls were feeding. At mo-
ments like these, Waara felt the weight of solitude upon 
him. He shook it off and went back to the car.

 He remembered Janne telling him that just thirty 
meters out from this spot was the wreck of a ship from 
the 1800s. He didn’t know if that was true or not, and 
anyway, the wreck might be here, but where was Janne? 
Waara knew that he hadn’t yet seen the end of the chain 
of events. It troubled him more than the feeling of soli-
tude. He had made a connection with his daughter, but 
he had also seen her marriage ending. There was still so 
much to take care of – he decided to return quickly to 
Vera and the twins.
 Vera was already waiting for him, looking impa-
tient, when he drove into the yard. They sat down to-
gether on the porch. The twins made an appearance, but 
disappeared as quickly as they had come. Vera got a cup 
of coffee for herself and her father.
 “How’s it going?” she said. “You look worn out. 
Was Lotta already drinking? You must have had a little, 
too.”
 “She was drunk enough you’d have thought it was 
her birthday, but she treated me hospitably enough.”
 “You’ve made quite an impression on her. Did you 
find out anything new?”
 Waara told her what Lotta had said – he wanted 
Vera to know about it, too.
 “Sounds like she laid it on a little thick,” she said 
when he had finished. “Sounds a bit ludicrous, even.”
 “No kidding. But I do believe that what she said 
is true. I think we’re talking about a larger sum than we 
would have thought possible. Money may be the motive 
for all of it. I’m sure Eve tried everything she could to 
get what was coming to her, and she couldn’t just leave 
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things unfinished. By the way, I don’t know if anyone has 
told the police about these accusations of pimping.”
 “I’m sure they know about it. You could tell your 
commissioner friend.”
 “If Ari took the money, then this murder was re-
venge, and the blackmail was an attempt to get the money 
back,” Waara said. “Silvast, my journalist friend, said he 
suspected something of that nature. I’m sure the police 
are aware of it. I wonder where the money is. Have you 
seen Janne with any extra lately?”
 Vera snorted.
 “Where is Janne, anyway?” Waara asked.
 “Why are you looking for him? Good riddance, I 
say. I’m not having anything to do with the shithead from 
now on.”
 Her anger hadn’t dissipated. Waara let the matter 
drop and decided not to dredge it up again. He told Vera 
he was going for a walk on the beach. He didn’t mention 
his telephone conversation with Eve. All he could do for 
now was wait for her to call.
 “I still have your cell phone, if you need to get 
ahold of me. I’m going to go down and look at the boats. 
I’m going on foot – I’ll be gone a couple of hours.”
 “I have something I need to do today,” she said. “I 
need you to stay with the boys.”
 “Can’t do it. Take them to your friend’s house. Or 
take them with you.”
 “Is Grandpa planning to take off just like Daddy 
did?” One of the boys had crept up behind them into 
the doorway and stared at his mother, waiting for an an-
swer.

 “Of course not,” he said consolingly.
 “Don’t lie!” the little boy bellowed.
 “Watch your mouth. Nobody’s lying to anyone.” 
Vera said.
 “Mommy, are you on your period?” said the other 
twin, who had also appeared in the doorway.
 “No. What are you two staring at?” she snapped, 
then immediately regretted it. She scooped the two boys 
up in a hug. “Don’t think about such awful things.”
 “You’re the one who was thinking,” one of the 
boys said. “You’re thinking so much, there’s smoke com-
ing outta your ears.” The other boy smiled broadly. Waara 
could almost see something very recognizable in the 
smile.
 A police car stopped in front of the gate. A uni-
formed policeman, who was familiar to them by now, 
had come to ask Janne some questions. Waara told him 
they didn’t know anything about Janne’s recent activities, 
but that he would like to know where he was, too. The 
cop asked them to give Janne his greetings and tell him 
to get in touch as soon as they saw him. Waara said he 
doubted that he would see his son-in-law any time soon, 
but he promised to give him the message if he did.
 As the cop was leaving, the old woman from next 
door ran out to meet him. Waara could see that she was 
gesturing toward the boulders on the edge of Vera’s yard 
and explaining something animatedly. The cop stared at 
the back of the lot. Waara inched closer and heard the 
woman say she wanted to report a prowler. The cop wasn’t 
particularly interested in what she was telling him, but he 
wrote it down and promised to file a report when he got 
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back to the station. A second cop walked with Waara to 
the boulders and they peeked into the bushes, but didn’t 
see anything. The police tried to calm the woman down 
and encouraged her to be on the look out and to call 
them if the man showed up again.
 Waara had the feeling that Janne was nearby.

Waara left to walk toward Hangonkylä Harbor, half a ki-
lometer away. He decided to stop and see if Janne’s boat 
was there – Janne and his friends had moored at the pub-
lic harbor rather than rounding the point to tie up at his 
usual place. There was always the possibility that Janne 
was out on the water.
 Waara passed the venerable school house, quiet 
for the summer. The twins would go to school there in 
a couple of years if Vera decided to stay in the area. He 
continued his walk, noticed a sign advertising summer 
theater, and thought that it had nothing to do with him. 
Finally he saw the small craft pier in front of him, grow-
ing out of a natural harbor. The place was absolutely 
beautiful. He estimated that there were several hundred 
sailboats in the harbor. He checked the public pier with-
out finding Janne’s boat.
 Could Janne have taken the boat out again? Ap-
parently, since it was gone. He must have spent the night 
on the boat, Waara mused. He decided to ask at the café.
 The new red coffee house was built as close to 
the shore as possible. Waara sat down on the terrace and 
chatted with several men who spent their time drinking 
coffee and pondering the different makes of small motor 
boats. Waara didn’t participate much in the conversation, 

since he felt completely ignorant on the subject.
 Hangonkylä Harbor was set aside for local craft. 
Janne was known to the men, even though he kept his 
boat at East Harbor. They hadn’t seen him, but like Waara 
they speculated that he had moved to the other side of 
the peninsula during the night or morning.
 Waara sat with them a while longer and learned 
where the smokehouses were. He was told to ask for Pirjo 
at one and Agnes at the other. He was surprised to hear 
of fishing professionally.
 One of the men on the terrace gave him a ride to 
Esplanadi. From there it was just a stone’s throw to Risto 
Lipasti’s house on Aarniometsä Street. Waara decided to 
try his luck. He still had some time before Eve’s phone 
call.
 Risto was out in his yard. They greeted each other 
and Waara sensed a change in Risto’s attitude. Waara had 
bought a dark loaf of bread like a cannonball at the island 
bakery on his way there. He had intended it for Vera and 
himself, but he handed it to Risto in a sort of conciliatory 
gesture.
 They sat on the same bench they had sat on dur-
ing his previous visit. The sun beat down from so high in 
the sky and the spot was so sheltered from the breeze that 
it gradually became uncomfortable. Waara felt his shirt 
soak through with sweat.
 “Let’s see if the police come to interrupt us this 
time,” Waara said.
 “Probably not. I’m sure they’ve heard quite enough 
from me, I’ve given them so many statements about one 
thing and another. Of course I’ll still have to go to court, 
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and I don’t know yet what the charges will be. We could 
talk about that.”
 “I don’t really know anything about the law,” 
Waara said. “but I recommend telling them everything 
honestly, of course. That’s about all you can do.” He was 
fumbling for words. “Tell me a little bit about Janne and 
your time together in Helsinki. I know about the pros-
titutes and I know you didn’t have anything to do with 
that, but how did the two of you – or Janne, I mean – get 
involved in it?”
 “Accidentally. Janne had it rough when he started 
college. He liked parties, and girls liked spending time 
with him. He told me that there was as much pussy on 
offer as anybody could want, and that it seemed like he 
ought to be able to get some use out of it. From what I 
understand, the girls thought so, too. Their biggest point 
of contention was about what price to ask. Some of them 
wanted a million marks, others would be satisfied with a 
grand. When it came down to it, it was much less than 
that, of course. Some of the girls said that they were go-
ing to leave the restaurant with some man, anyway, and 
if they got paid for it, so much the better. None the worse 
for wear. That was their slogan.”
 “What did you think about all of this?”
 “Nothing. I watched from afar. You couldn’t help 
but watch.”
 “And Vera didn’t seem to know anything about 
it?”
 “She is a woman. Besides, Janne had her pretty 
bamboozled. He had lots of different stories about where 
he had been. He has a limitless imagination. Plus his 

friends – like me – always hid what he was doing from 
Vera. Janne said he drove a taxi at night, when he was 
actually sitting in a bar. Pretty good cover. Sorry.”
 “What’s done is done,” Waara said encouragingly. 
“It doesn’t bother me.”
 “Back then everybody was equal, independent, 
and ruthless. Somebody was sitting at the bar one day 
and said to Janne that he could use a woman, and Janne 
happened to say that he could take care of that. Every-
thing went swimmingly, and Janne always shared the 
proceeds with the girls. That’s how it started.”
 Risto was sunk into memories of ten years before. 
And they weren’t golden memories.
 “The business grew just as easily as it had started. 
Their activities became more organized and the number 
of girls increased, but it was always more on the terms 
the girls set than on Janne’s.”
 “Did Janne make a lot of money at it?”
 “Yeah. Really a lot. It was very lucrative. He could 
have got more, but he was a sort of a benign father figure 
for the girls. He used to joke that he ran an indoor exer-
cise leisure time program for women students.”
 “What about Eve Lander?”
 “She came into the picture at a time when the busi-
ness was growing but Janne’s interest wasn’t. She was an 
engineering student who had just dropped out. I guess 
she ended up erecting a few things, even without a degree. 
Get it? That was a joke.” Risto took a swig from his bot-
tle, pleased with himself. “Eve saw how the situation was 
shaping up and started organizing the management of the 
business just before the whole thing got away from him.”
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 “So how did the business expand?”
 “When demand grew. When the number of reg-
ular customers increased, and Eve brought a couple of 
Estonian girls into the ring. It was their job to take care 
of the fat, dirty customers. Janne got more girls through 
personal ads. He’d place an ad saying that a rich man was 
looking for open-minded, uninhibited female compan-
ionship. Everybody who answered was ready to do it for 
money. Janne spent days interviewing them in a back 
room of the bar. Everything went smooth as silk – the 
police didn’t bother Eve or Janne, and they left the girls 
alone. Back then the Russians hadn’t taken over prostitu-
tion. Now Helsinki’s divided into five Russian-controlled 
areas, and Finnish businesses can’t get in at all.”
 “Do you think you could give me an idea of how 
many people we’re talking about?”
 “Many, many people, all of them interested in 
making some money. Why don’t you ask me how people 
could do such a thing, how they could get along with 
each other, and with themselves? How people came to 
debase themselves to the point of letting others exploit 
them? Why does a person have to pay for a woman? Isn’t 
the old lady putting out at home? It makes me want to 
puke.”
 Waara couldn’t tell if Risto’s indignation was real 
or feigned, but the heat was getting to him – his mouth 
was dry and the temperature had risen to heatwave lev-
els. The two men went into the sauna room in the stone 
foundation of the house. It was much cooler in there. 
Risto dug some beers out of his stash. They sat facing 
each other, staring at each other. Waara was in no hurry. 

He knew he could get more information out of Risto than 
all the others put together.
  “How does the story end? Does it have a happy 
ending?” Waara prodded.
 “There are no happy endings. Just endings – some 
worse than others. Some endings are shittier than most.”
 A veritable philosophy, Waara thought, but he 
didn’t say anything.
 “You asked how big the business was,” Risto con-
tinued. “They had more than ten rented rooms, all of 
them had a couple of girls in them taking turns, several 
dozen customers every day,” he paused for emphasis, 
“That’s every day. After a few years they had accumulated 
quite a pot of cash. I’d call it a large, substantial busi-
ness. And that’s not all. Eve brought in smuggling and 
drug dealing, too. The Estonian girls smuggled stuff in 
their luggage, and sometimes small amounts of heroin in 
condoms in their vaginas. Several times Janne had some 
sketchy packages in storage, which I figured were drugs. 
But he never told me anything about it openly.”
 “Eve was the engine behind all this?” Waara 
asked.
 “It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see that.”
 “So what happened when Janne and Vera moved 
to Hanko? Were Janne and Eve still tight after that?”
 “No – the bird had flown by that time. But she 
was always in the background, in everything. She had 
such a lot of money to lose that she could do whatever 
she wanted – like kill people, for instance.”
 Waara felt they were getting to the crux of things 
now, but he didn’t force things – he decided to let Risto 
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carry the story to the end at his own pace. They drank 
their beers. The outside world seemed far away. It seemed 
as if even Risto’s cat was creeping along more silently than 
usual.
 “Eve didn’t break away when Janne and Vera 
moved to Hanko. Just the opposite – Janne became an 
even more important part of Eve’s plans. I think Janne 
wanted to break it off, but the flesh was weak.”
 “Where does Eve live?”
 “Here and there. She’s even slept here a few times. 
She’s come to Hanko many times as Janne’s guest. They’ve 
spent a few hot nights at the Hotel Regata. Janne always 
told Vera he was going fishing with his buddies on those 
nights. With us, that is. I’m sorry about that – for Vera’s 
sake.”
 Waara absorbed this information. It all made 
sense. He looked Risto in the eye and said:
 “Who killed Nikander?”
 “Eve.”
 “What about Jussi Kärkkäinen?”
 “I’m not sure, but I think it was Eve.”
 “Who burned down Helen’s apartment and tried 
to kill me?”
 “I don’t know – probably Eve. I’m almost sure of 
it.”
 “Who shot me at the inn and killed Helen?”
 “How should I know? I’m not in the know about 
every little thing. But if I had to guess, I’d say Eve.”
 “Why are you so sure?”
 “I’ve known that woman for years. I know every-
body involved in all of this. Only Eve had a reason to kill.”

 “What was the reason?”
 “Money. Janne told me that some money of Eve’s 
was missing – a lot of money. They used Helen’s inn as a 
front to recycle the money that the girls earned. They re-
corded extra profit – more guests than she really had. But 
when they found out they were going to end up showing 
too much profit and unnecessarily paying taxes, they had 
to put some expenses in, too.”
 “How do you know about this?”
 “They needed me in on it, to make up all kinds 
of bills for work that I didn’t really do, supplies that I 
supposedly sold to the pensionaatti, stuff like that. It was 
pretty transparent what we were doing. Too many people 
knew about it.”
 “Why was it done so clumsily, then? They could 
have kept it small, let in a little money at a time.”
 “Time was against us. Eve and Janne’s money was 
all in marks, and Finland was converting to euros at the 
end of the year. Eve thought the money had to be made 
legal quickly and converted to euros so that no one would 
suspect.”
 Waara got himself another beer without prompt-
ing. Risto did the same. They drank them straight from 
the bottle, unhurried. Waara didn’t really feel like anoth-
er, but he didn’t want to break the mood.
 “What was Nikander’s role in all this?”
 “He didn’t really have one. He was the manager 
at the bank, so he was a good front, and he was a reliable 
bookkeeper who would look the other way and sign his 
name.”
 “But why was he killed?”



242 243

 “Eve thought Nikander had hidden the money 
that was missing from her earnings. And the plan wasn’t 
to kill Ari, just to scare him so he’d tell her where the 
money was.”
 “Helen Åberg, the woman who ran the inn...”
 “Yes, I know,” Risto interrupted.
 “Helen said Ari himself was the one who commit-
ted tax fraud.”
 “Pah! That doesn’t mean anything. The point 
is that money was missing – a ton of money. Who else 
could have had it except Nikander, the one who started 
up the whole scam in the first place? Eve was in a hurry 
– in half a year Finland would switch to the euro, and 
they had too much black market money. When the tax 
collector struck, Eve decided to get out of the country, 
but Nikander had grabbed the stash. You can guess what 
a mess that stirred up.”
 “So Helen didn’t kill Nikander.”
 “No. Eve lured Helen to come and twist Ni-
kander’s arm when he was there in that hole. Helen was 
just supposed to scare him. And who can blame her, Ari 
Nikander was such a FUCKHEAD.”
 Risto said this with great emphasis, the spit flying 
out of his mouth.
 “I don’t want to go over this stuff anymore. I’m 
sick of all this shit.”
 “I know this is tough, but help me just a little lon-
ger. How did Nikander die?”
 “Helen kicked him in the head and her dog tore 
his ear off. Then Helen was shocked by what she’d done, 
and she ran away. It was gruesome, you know? It was 

nighttime, dark. I was already in a daze, the others had 
already left. I didn’t realize that the game would get so 
bloody.”
 Risto was almost yelling. He wiped a tear from his 
cheek, about to start crying. But he continued his story, 
his voice shaking only a little. Waara could see that he 
was exhausted, at the breaking point.
 “I saw Ari’s expression and I thought that he un-
derstood what was happening. There was something aw-
ful in his face, maybe he couldn’t believe what was hap-
pening. Not one of his friends helped him out of that 
hole. They just left him sitting there. At night.”
 Risto’s voice broke, he bent over the table, put his 
head in his hands, and wept. His whole body shuddered. 
Waara didn’t know what to do. He let him cry.
 “Risto, how do you know all this?”
 “I was there!” he sobbed. “I was there in the damn 
bushes, maybe a hundred meters away. I woke up and I 
saw Helen. She was awful to look at. I was going to get 
between them, but I was afraid to.”
 Risto paused for a moment, then continued. 
“But that’s not all. When Helen had left, I was still sitting 
there. I didn’t do anything, I just sat there in the dark 
summer night. I was all messed up. Some time passed 
– I don’t know how long it was – and Eve appeared from 
somewhere. She was bending over Ari, as if she were 
chatting with him. But then, all of a sudden , she picked 
up a big rock and hit him with it. It didn’t make any sense 
at all. It was horrible!”
 A shudder went through Risto and his weeping 
became a loud cry.
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 “Are you sure that’s what you saw, even though it 
was dark?” Waara asked, but Risto seemed to have final-
ly curled up inside himself, no longer seeing or hearing 
anything.
 “I don’t know anything anymore...”
 Waara left the man alone. He leaned back, sat in 
silence for a moment, then got up and left Risto in the 
sauna dressing room. Alone. A little like Ari had been 
left alone.
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Waara left Risto’s house in a confused state of mind. He 
blinked in the blazing midday sun. It had been pleasantly 
cool and dark in the sauna dressing room. He had left 
Risto there in his own gloom. Risto had become uncom-
municative and wasn’t saying a word. Waara didn’t know 
how to help. He had a troubled feeling and decided to 
clear his thoughts by taking a little walk. He didn’t re-
ally want to see Vera or the twins at the moment. It felt 
like Vera’s opinions muddled his thoughts – she was too 
close to the events, they touched her personally. Waara 
wanted to protect her – he decided not to tell her about 
everything that had come to light. He wondered why in 
the world Eve hadn’t called yet.
 Walking down Raaseporin Street he came to 
Hagan Park. The same spot where he had talked with 
Iines Jalonen. He remembered her smile and got the idea 
to look for her house. His moments of reflection were 
always cut short if he got a better idea, especially if a 
woman came to mind.

 This was the direction Iines had pointed. That 
must be the house. He stepped through the gate into the 
yard and looked around him. There was on one in the 
yard. He went up the steps and rang the doorbell. Iines 
came to open the door, and seemed genuinely happy to 
see him.
 “I was passing by and thought I’d stop,” he said, 
with difficulty. “Would you like to go for a walk?”
 The waled toward Hankoniemi point first, then 
turned toward Lundmarkin Park, crossed Pitkä Street, 
and headed back toward downtown on the walking path. 
At the old orthodox cemetery, they stopped to look at 
the old grave markers. They leaned against the iron fence 
and enjoyed a moment of silence.
 “What’s got you so serious?” Iines asked.
 “All kinds of things have happened since I last 
talked with you, and I don’t know where it all will end up. 
I’ve figured out that Janne is much more tightly caught 
up in everything that’s been happening here.”
 “That’s not at all surprising. It often happens that 
when there’s a little deceit, there may be a lot. But I’m 
sure it’ll all become clear in a couple of day. Haven’t the 
police been progressing at their normal pace? Let them 
do their job.”
 “I’m afraid something will happen before that. 
The murderer is still free.”
 “Really? Helen wasn’t guilty?”
 “Of course not. My theory was flimsy from the 
outset. She was just made to look like the murder. In fact, 
she even believed it herself.”
 “I don’t believe Helen is guilty, either, although 
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she was rather aggressive toward me. I knew Helen well 
enough to tell you she was more a victim than a perpe-
trator. She was basically a sensitive woman. How she got 
involved in all this rigamarole is another thing. I don’t 
know anything about that.” Iines had a genial way of talk-
ing.
 “A sharp-witted woman, quick to analyze, Waara 
thought, but didn’t say anything. They chatted about oth-
er matters until Waara returned to the subject:
 “I have to find Janne, because these problems are 
about to get out of hand.
 They continued their walk past the tower to Bu-
levardi, discussing Janne and Vera. Waara asked about 
bookkeeping and got what he thought was quite a clear 
picture of how the game with the receipts had been 
played. They stopped at the ice cream stand in Leijona 
Park. Waara looked out at the memorial statue on the 
shore and thought about his shared memories with Janne. 
He was still just as worried as before and it showed in his 
face.
 Iines looked at him solemnly.
 “Something has to be done. Is that what you’re 
thinking?”
 There were a lot of vacationers about, it was af-
ternoon and the sun was beating down. There was a long 
line in front of the kiosk – a good day to sell ice cream. 
According to the people of Hanko, this stand sold the 
largest ice cream cones in Finland.
 They stopped of at the cafe. Waara carried their 
coffee to a table by the window. They exchanged only a 
few words.

 “I should have taken Janne’s picture from Vera’s 
album and shown it tow someone. Hanko’s such a small 
place that somebody might have recognized him. I can’t 
help but feel that I’m just looking for Janne, in the cafes 
and harbors.
 “Those are good places to start. You can’t really 
just stop people on the street, so why not go looking for 
him by boat?”
 They continued to East Harbor. Waara had a 
mental image of Janne’s boat, but all the boats looked the 
same. If it wasn’t in the harbor at Hangonkylä, then it 
obviously had to be here. There. The boat was in its place, 
but the man was missing. They looked for a moment at 
the boat floating peacefully in the water, then Waara 
stepped onto the deck and went to the stern to knock on 
the hatches. No one answered. The middle-aged skipper 
of the neighboring boat, however, remembered seeing a 
young man moving quietly around on the boat earlier.
 Waara suggested to Iines that they walk back to 
Östergård Street. He had already been away a couple of 
hours and he felt bad about refusing to watch the kids. 
Waara understood very well how hard it is to get around 
with two five-year-olds. When they got to Vera’s house 
he would call Juha Puska and tell him all the facts that 
he had learned. He would also ask if the police had made 
any progress, although it was unlikely the commissioner 
would tell him.
 They walked passed the warehouse restaurants. 
There were four or five of them. He had spent a pleasant 
evening with Helen in one of them. Waara looked at the 
people sitting on the terrace eating and drinking cider. 



250 251

Strangers; faces, talking heads, laughing mouths, men 
and women. There were a lot of people there, and from 
the outside they all looked happy and content. But Waara 
knew better. Many of them had skeletons in their closets. 
The thought was slightly comforting.
 “I guess I’m not the best company.”
 “You really aren’t, but I do understand,” Iines said 
soothingly.
 They took the same route back that they had come 
on. At the corner where the tower was they switched to 
the pedestrian path that ran along the edge of the harbor. 
The path ran through undergrowth and was bordered by 
a chain link fence on one side the entire kilometer of its 
length. The barbed wire at the top of the fence reminded 
Waara of a Nazi concentration camp. He had been in the 
national guard. All he needed was a German shepherd 
beside him. Iines didn’t quite look like one.
 “Why are you smiling?”
 He muttered something.
 “What in particular is bothering you?”
 “The fact that I left Risto alone at home in that 
state of mind. He ought to talk to the police as soon as 
possible.”
 “Well, there’s nothing you can do about it now,” 
she said encouragingly. “You can call the police when you 
get home and tell them everything that’s on your mind.”
 Waara and Iines made vague plans to get togeth-
er again at a more opportune time. They parted in the 
park.
 When Waara finally got to Östergård Street, he 
felt that something was not right. The house was quiet. 

He poured himself a shot of calvados from the cupboard 
in the kitchen and waited for the rest of the family. After 
staring at the walls for a while, he started to worry, pac-
ing restlessly back and forth wondering where Vera and 
the boys were. He stood in front of the kitchen window 
and hoped that his daughter would drive into the yard. 
But he didn’t see Vera. Instead, he saw something mov-
ing on the other side of the yard.
 Behind the playhouse, at the foot of some old lilac 
bushes, something stirred, as if there were someone sit-
ting there. There was... it had to be Janne. What the hell 
was he up to, crouching on the opposite corner of the 
property? Waara opened the window to yell at him, but 
then the telephone rang.
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“Waara here.”
 “Dad, it’s me. Listen carefully.”
 “I was wondering where you were. I’ve been wait-
ing...”
 “Let’s not talk about that now.”
 Vera’s voice faded. Waara heard a clatter and 
someone else’s angry voice.
 “Who’s there? Vera?”
 “This is Eve,” a woman’s voice said. “Waara, you 
better come over here to Pensionaatti Helen. We have 
something to tell you.”
 “What exactly is going on? Is Vera there?” he 
yelled.
 “Stop bellowing, I can hear you,” Eve said calm-
ly. “Your daughter and your precious grandchildren are 
here, and you had better come, too. But don’t tell anyone 
where you’re going.” Her voice was cool. “Bring the spare 
key to Janne’s boat with you – I forgot it. Vera says it’s in 
the key cabinet.”

 Waara didn’t answer. He was listening.
 “Are you there?” Eve asked.
 “Yes.”
 “This is important. Don’t talk to anybody. Do you 
understand? The little boys are here. And one other thing 
– bring that prick Janne with you, if you happen to see 
him.”
 “Bloody hell,” Waara said. Now she wants to fix 
everything up. He picked up a pen and paper and wrote 
a few quick sentences, signed it, and left it on the table 
where Janne would be sure to notice it. If he came in-
side.
 Waara went out, looked over at the boulders, but 
couldn’t see Janne anymore. He went back inside, looked 
through the key cabinet for a moment, finally found the 
key he was looking for, and put it in his pocket. He calm-
ly left the house, leaving the front door unlocked.
 As he walked across the yard, he could almost see 
something moving far off in the bushes at the back of the 
garden. Was Janne there watching what was happening? 
Waara gave the march signal familiar from the army and 
pointed toward the house. Janne would understand, if 
that was him in the bushes.
 Waara started the car and backed it through the 
gate in the hawthorn hedge. He did everything with exag-
gerated calm. He knew that a minute here or there didn’t 
matter much at this point. He was sure that Eve would 
wait for him.
 He drove straight through the center of town to 
the pensionaatti, a route familiar to him now. He parked 
the car in front of the main door in a purposely careless 
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manner, hoping someone might notice. He went up the 
stairs and stepped inside.
 He had driven into the yard loudly and conspicu-
ously. He knew that something was wrong – the fastest 
way to find out what it was was to walk straight toward 
the problem. Stupid perhaps, but typical of him.
 He walked in without ringing the doorbell and 
passed Eve on the other side of the door. She slammed 
it shut behind him, grabbed him by the shoulder with 
one hand and shoved something hard into the back of his 
neck with the other.
 “What the hell...”
 “Turn around slowly, and don’t try anything,” she 
said coolly. “Don’t make me shoot you.”
 Waara turned around slowly, the gun was just a 
few centimeters in front of his face. The woman behind 
the gun was a vague, threatening presence. Waara didn’t 
doubt for a moment that she would shoot him if she 
needed to.
 He felt like he had lived through this same mo-
ment before. He was staring at the barrel of a gun twice 
within a very short period of time.
 Vera was sitting on the sofa in the office with the 
twins. She stared at her father. One of the little boys was 
crying.
 “It’s alright,” she whispered. “Mommy’s here.” 

 Eve waved the gun in the direction of the arm-
chair.
 “Sit down,” she said. “Let’s have a chat.”
 Waara still hadn’t said anything. He was watch-

ing, letting the mood settle. He wasn’t sure anymore if he 
should have stepped inside. Eve moved a little to the side. 
She had a small but dangerous sidearm in her hand. She 
was pacing back and forth with short strides and seemed 
very tense. Waara knew that the first few moments would 
be the most dangerous, everyone was nervous and the 
situation hadn’t yet settled. On the other hand, it was an 
opportunity to counter-attack. He weighed the possibili-
ties.
 “Everybody sit over here. No, over here,” she or-
dered, showing him a chair. 
 “We’re already sitting,” Vera hissed.
 Vera and the boys stayed where they were on the 
blue sofa near Waara, who sat in the old leather chair, 
almost in the middle of the room.
 “What do you want?” he asked sharply.
 “This is Eve, Janne and Nikander’s secret girl-
friend,” Vera interrupted. She had swallowed her fear, 
and her voice was full of sarcasm and hatred.
 “I know,” Waara said. “We’ve met a couple of 
times.” 
 Vera stood up and took a defiant step toward Eve, 
who was still pointing the gun at them.
 “If you’re planning to shoot me, do it now, you 
piece of shit!”
 Eve didn’t hesitate for a moment. She stepped to-
ward Vera and backhanded her, swinging the pistol and 
hitting her in the mouth. Vera’s head flew backward and 
she fell on the floor in front of the shocked little boys. 
Her lip was split, and trickled blood. 
 Waara gripped the arms of the leather chair and 
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stood up, but sat back down when he felt the barrel of the 
gun against his temple. Eve had made one quick stride 
over to his chair and shoved the gun painfully against his 
head. We don’t mean a thing to her, he thought.
 “What a stupid bunch you are,” she roared. “Try 
to take it easy if you want to survive this.”
 “Are you the one behind all of this?” Waara 
asked.
 “Stupid question,” she said. “No one’s behind any-
thing. Keep your mouth shut, you’ve done enough dam-
age already.”
 “But I need to know something, maybe under-
stand all this.” He said, playing for time.
 “Ask away.”
 “What are you planning to do after this? Why are 
we here?”
 They were all sitting down now – even Eve had sat 
down in a high-backed chair against the wall. The pistol 
was still in her hand.
 She told them she needed Vera’s identification – a 
valid passport. She would use it to leave the country. The 
twins were probably on Vera’s passport, so it would be 
easy to take them along as insurance. She would release 
them to the police when she was safely there.
 “I need a guarantee that you’ll keep quiet, under-
stand? The twins will be a living guarantee of your si-
lence. I’m just going to borrow Vera’s identity and her 
family until I can get away. After that we’re all on our 
own.”
 “A plan that stupid can’t work,” Vera said.
 “Everything will work fine if you don’t start play-

ing hero. The whole thing will be over in twenty-four 
hours. It’s just a question of getting out of the country, 
with your help. Any idiot can see that. I resemble Vera 
enough to manage it.”
 “As simple as that,” Vera said sarcastically.
 Waara had the feeling that the plan would be Eve’s 
swan song. It was so bold and audacious that it might 
even work. The passport check usually went quickly 
– the officials just glanced at the traveler’s face – but in 
more suspicious circumstances they checked the valid-
ity of the passport more thoroughly. Nobody really looks 
like their old passport photo – you just need to resemble 
it a little. And she would have a real passport, not some 
cheap Russian fake. The twins would be a good subter-
fuge. Whether they would agree to come along with her 
without being forced was another matter.
 Eve went and sat at the little table on the other 
side of the room. She laid the gun down on the table in 
front of her. Waara calculated that she would be able to 
snatch it up in time to stop him if he got up from his 
place. It looked like she was waiting for something. let-
ting the time pass.
 “If you’re planning something,” Eve said, staring 
Waara straight in the eye, “I can assure you that I won’t 
hesitate to use this gun. You’d better let us leave in peace. 
Then nothing will happen to you. Be sensible, for your 
own sake.”
 “Who’s we?”
 “Me, the twins, and Janne. If Janne doesn’t show 
up, then you can come with me.” She nodded toward 
Waara.
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 “The boat. Janne’s sailboat. Is that your wonderful 
plan?” Vera said. “Why not just go in  a rowboat?”
 “We’re taking the sailboat, but it can only make 
short trips on the open sea. We can reach Estonia a lit-
tle faster by boat. We’ll take the boys with us just so you 
don’t get it in your heads to call the police. I’ll only need 
them for a few of hours. I’ll leave them at the terminal in 
Tallinn. There are all kinds of Finnish-speakers there, so 
you don’t have to worry as long as you and your father 
don’t try anything stupid.” She stared Vera straight in the 
eye. Vera stared back.
 “Well, you certainly haven’t chosen the quickest 
method.”
 “No, but it’s the most unexpected one. The Beck 
family, wife and two little boys, leave from the East Har-
bor pier for Estonia, in no great hurry, with everything in 
order at customs.”
 “Aleksi and Niklas aren’t going with you in any 
sailboat,” Vera yelled.
 “Nobody asked you. If anything goes wrong, I 
won’t have any choice but to throw the boys overboard.”
 Vera was so furious that she stayed in her seat 
only with great difficulty.
 Waara didn’t say anything – he didn’t want to add 
any more heat to the situation. He waited, playing for 
time, wanting to see how events would unfold. One of 
the twins was curled up in Vera’s lap. The other gazed at 
Eve with round eyes. She looked away.
 “Grandpa, is that lady a bandit?” one of them 
asked.
 “Yes,” Vera interjected. “She’s the mother of all 

bandits.”
 “What are we waiting for?” Waara asked.
 “We’re waiting until we figure out how to get ahold 
of your son-in-law,” was Eve’s honest reply. “He isn’t an-
swering his cell phone or his home phone. He moved the 
boat to East Harbor last night, and he knows the plan, 
but now he’s disappeared. Damn loser. I sent Risto out to 
look for him.”
 Waara merely gave a quick nod. He understood 
the link better, now. Risto was afraid of Eve.
 “Did you kill Nikander?”
 “What business is it of yours?” Eve answered. “Of 
course not.”
 “Risto was there. He said he saw you.”
 “Of course he saw me, because I was there. But 
murder is another matter. Helen killed Nikander – and 
the boys were a lot of help, since they buried him. Ev-
erything went pretty much as planned. Helen got a little 
over-excited and kicked him to death. All it did was cause 
me trouble. I needed Ari alive, but loyal. What can you 
do with a dead banker?”
 “Why set the whole thing up?”
 “To bring Helen back into the gang, of course. 
She was planning to give up the whole pensionaatti busi-
ness and move away, but I was in the middle of the whole 
thing, and it had taken a lot of time and trouble to put it 
together. Helen had her own personal reasons for want-
ing to silence Ari, of course. They had those porno games 
they’d played together in their past.”
 “Did you arrange for those photos?”
 “Naturally. I arranged to have them taken years 
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ago. Ari wasn’t worried about them getting spread 
around. He was proud of them, the shithead.”
 “But why torment him? I don’t understand.”
 “I’ll spell it out for you,” she snapped. “Nikander 
stole all my money. Everything I worked hard for, for 
years. He had all of it stashed somewhere. He was sup-
posed to use the pensionaatti to make it legal. But then 
that cunt the bookkeeper fouled everything up. The 
game was up, and I knew it. I decided to split and get all 
my money back from Ari, but the little shit was stalling, 
telling me the money had supposedly disappeared. If I 
couldn’t get him to tell me where it was by doing him 
good in bed, then maybe I could get him to talk by doing 
him some bad, in a hole in the ground.”
 “Did he talk?”
 “No, because your girlfriend, or whatever she was, 
gave him the boot too soon. That’s where all my troubles 
began.”
 “But Risto said you hit Nikander in the head with 
a rock,” Waara said, trying to catch her up. “He had fallen 
down in the bushes somewhere, and he saw you with his 
own eyes.”
 Eve was nervous. She got up, walked to the win-
dow, and peeked out.
 “What the hell are you babbling about? There are 
children listening. Haven’t we harped about it enough?” 

 Waara got up stealthily and took a step toward 
Eve.
 “Don’t even think about it,” she said, aiming 
straight at his face. “Do you think I’ve forgotten what I’m 

here for, you moron? Do you think this is some movie, 
where the detective can uncover the whole tangled plot 
in a conversation, with a few clever questions? No – this 
is as real as real can be. You got that, you simpleton? If I 
shoot you, you’ll die.”
 Eve’s voice had risen – she was almost shouting.
 “Why the fuck did you have to come here and 
screw everything up? It was all going nearly painlessly 
until you came here. You got Helen to fall in love with 
you. Was that fun? 
You got a little pussy, anyway, I guess. She was quite the 
professional in her day, then all of a sudden she got so re-
spectable it made me want to puke. She was even calling 
me up about it – Waara did this, Waara said that. For a 
couple of days I heard about nothing except how extraor-
dinary you are, a regular superhero.”
 She shifted the gun from one hand to the other. 
She sat down, but then got up immediately. Waara had 
sat back down in his chair and tried look like he wouldn’t 
bother her anymore. Vera and the twins sat motionless 
on the sofa. She gave the boy in her arms a rub on the 
back of the neck. The other sat a little farther away. They 
were all quiet for a moment. From outside, they could 
hear the sound of traffic in the street. A bird was singing 
just outside the window. The air in the room was starting 
to get heavy, but Waara didn’t dare suggest opening the 
window.
 “Why did you try to shoot me at the inn?”
 Before Eve had time to answer, the doorbell 
rang.
 She jumped up, put her back to the wall, and 
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stepped back to a spot where she could watch both Waara 
and the entryway. She hissed at them to stay where they 
were. 
 The bell rang again. Eve grabbed one of the twins 
by the hand, dragged him with her to the hallway, and 
carefully opened the door. A quiet conversation could 
be heard. The door was closed and locked with the 
chain. Then it was very quiet. Eve came back into the 
living room with the little boy. Then Janne stepped into 
the hallway, looking bewildered and feeble. The tension 
eased. Eve even let the barrel of the gun lower.
 “The ideal son-in-law has come to visit,” Eve an-
nounced, grabbing Janne by the shoulders and giving 
him a kiss on the cheek.
 “Knock it off,” he said quietly, wiping his cheek 
with the back of his hand. He stood next to her and hung 
his head.
 Two days had wreaked havoc on Janne. He hadn’t 
shaved or changed his clothes and he looked tired and 
hurt. Waara felt sorry for him. They looked into each 
other’s eyes. Janne nodded slightly – just enough that 
Waara saw it and understood – and surreptitiously laid a 
crumpled white terry-cloth towel on the little table in the 
entryway. Waara had seen it before. Janne had read his 
note.
 “We were starting to miss you a little. Where were 
you?” Eve demanded. Janne didn’t answer.
 One of the boys dashed over to his father.
 “Daddyyyy!”
 Eve turned toward the boy and said something to 
him. Waara didn’t waste time listening. He jumped quick-

ly out of his chair and took two leaps toward Eve. At the 
same time he grabbed a little bronze statue from the top 
of the cabinet and swung it at her. She shot a disbelieving 
glance at him and shot without aiming. The bullet grazed 
him under the arm and hit the metal trim on the stove 
with a pop, then ricocheted through the window and out 
of the room, leaving a clean little hole in the glass.
 Waara’s blow barely missed the side of her head, 
and the base of the statue ripped a deep, cruel gash in 
her temple. The statue fell onto the table with a bang. Eve 
howled in pain, lost her balance, and collapsed next to 
the table, pulling the chair on top of her as she went. The 
gun flew from her hand and spun across the floor, but 
she was close enough that she quickly grabbed it.
 Everybody was yelling. Loudest of all was Waara, 
who howled just to add to the confusion and disorder, 
and thus gain the upper hand.
 “Out! Out!” he howled, pointing at Vera.
 Eve struggled to get up, her face bloody. Waara 
leapt in front of her. He knew that it was too late to get 
the gun, there wasn’t time. He shoved Eve in the chest 
with both hands. She flew up against the large table and 
fell over it to the other side, and the table fell between her 
and Waara. She still had the pistol in her hand.
 “Damn it all,” Waara said, and turned away from 
her.
 He knew that the front door was locked with a 
chain and he wouldn’t have time to get it open. An un-
expected escape route would give them a few seconds’ 
head start. They had to get out of that room and get the 
children to safety.
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 Vera immediately understood his intentions and 
his message. She was already on her way to the stairs, 
dragging the boys with her. They felt like they’d be-
come larger and heavier than before. Waara jumped 
past Janne, who was bent over, and into the entryway, 
snatched the bundle of towel from the table, changed di-
rection, and caught up with Vera and the boys in a few 
steps. He slammed the door to the entryway shut behind 
him and tipped the bureau over against the front door. 
At that same moment, Eve fired two shots that broke the 
window of the door between them and slammed into the 
wallpaper. Waara strode quickly up the stairs to the sec-
ond floor.
 “Go to the balcony at the end of the hall. Right 
now. There’s a ladder leading down from there. She won’t 
dare to shoot out in the yard.” Waara shoved Vera and the 
boys roughly toward the door to the balcony, but turned 
back himself. He heard a groan and a curse from the first 
floor – someone was forcing the entryway door open. 
Waara knew what to do. He grabbed the floor lamp that 
stood by the wall with both hands, tugged the chord free, 
and threw the shade on the floor. He could hear noises on 
the stairs. He quickly positioned himself with his back to 
the wall around the corner from the staircase. The heavy 
wooden lamp stand made a wide arch and smashed into 
the baluster just centimeters from Eve’s forehead. She 
stopped running, however. Her legs failed her, and she 
staggered several steps backward down the stairs. He 
could hear her cursing vociferously.
 Waara bent over to pick up the bundle beside him 
on the floor. Janne’s pistol lay wrapped in the terry towel 

at his feet. He grabbed the gun and threw the towel to 
the side. Damn it, Janne, I hope this gun is loaded and 
in working order. He undid the safety, spun around, and 
shot at the figure behind him as she came to the top of 
the stairs. She ducked her head quickly.
 Vera and the twins were already on the balcony, 
but they were afraid to jump or climb down the ladder. 
The balcony was only about four meters off the ground, 
but it was too far to jump with two five-year-olds onto 
the pavement.
 Waara stepped onto the balcony and climbed over 
the railing. He stood on the eaves and told Vera to come 
over to where he was with the boys. He helped her and 
one of the boys onto the ladder. Then he grabbed hold of 
the other boy. He was about to drop him into Vera’s arms 
below when he heard a shot, and felt a bullet go through 
his left shoulder. Waara howled with pain and fell onto 
the floor of the balcony with the boy still in his arms. He 
lost consciousness.

He woke up in pain. When he opened his eyes, he didn’t 
understand for a moment where he was and what had 
happened. He was on the balcony, alone. The traffic and 
noise on the street went on unchanged, as if nothing had 
happened. The sun was shining. His right arm didn’t 
work, he couldn’t move it. He got to his knees slowly and 
then stood up, holding onto the balcony railing with his 
right hand. The pain wasn’t too bad – mostly he felt tired. 
His shoulder and arm were numb. A warm wet stain was 
spreading across his shirt.
 Waara went down the stairs to listen. The house 
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was completely quiet. He felt dizzy and had a queasy feel-
ing. The bureau in the entryway was lying upside-down, 
its glass doors had been smashed when he toppled it over 
in front of the door. Where was everybody? What had 
happened to Vera and the boys? His mind rang with the 
suspicion that the worst thing possible had happened. 
But apparently everyone’s still alive, because there’s no 
one here. Shards of glass crunched under his shoes. He 
peeked out the window and saw Janne’s old Opel and his 
own SUV in the yard. There had been a Nissan in the 
back yard, too – it was gone. So they had left in one car. 
Who was driving? Vera or Janne. He didn’t remember 
seeing Vera’s car when he arrived. It was still at Östergård 
Street. She had probably come to the inn with Eve. It was 
strange that no one had heard the shots. Maybe from 
outside of the house they were so muffled that no one 
noticed.
 Waara dialed the general emergency number. He 
asked them to send help to the inn, but didn’t have time 
to explain things because there was an insistent knock at 
the door. He hung up the phone, went to the door, and 
pushed it open. An unknown old woman stood on the 
porch.
 “What’s going on here? Why are people climbing 
down the ladder from the balcony?” she stared at Waara 
as if he were a ghost. “Is everything alright? I thought 
maybe you were having another fire drill. What was 
that banging? I don’t want any more buildings burning 
down around here, the way you people live.” Then she 
noticed Waara’s bloody shirt and the pistol in his hand. 
She opened her mouth and gasped.

 “What happened to you? What’s going on here?”
 “I fell off the balcony and injured my shoulder on 
a nail. No big deal, everything’s fine.”
 The woman looked dubiously at him, and he grew 
nervous.
 “Call the police and tell them to go to East Har-
bor!” he shouted.
 He shoved the woman to the side and stumbled 
to his car. His immobilized arm hung from his side. He 
jammed the gun into his back pocket. It weighed on him 
there, but he couldn’t think of any better place to put it. 
Janne had given him the gun, and given him a chance. 
Had Eve noticed the whole thing? Whose side was Janne 
really on? He probably wasn’t sure himself. If Eve knew 
he had betrayed her, she wouldn’t have taken him with 
her.
 The old woman stood dumbfounded, watching 
him leave.
 “Call the police!” He said, turning to shout the 
command at her as she stood on the steps. When she 
didn’t make a move, he shouted:
 “Make the damn call! Right now! God damn it!”
 Perhaps Waara didn’t know the best way to make 
this request, but the woman dodged away, went into 
her house, and closed the door behind her. He got the 
Honda started and backed into the street. It was a little 
more difficult with one hand, but he managed it. Then he 
switched straight to second gear and managed to kill the 
motor. He started it up again and got it moving. He drove 
to East Harbor as fast as he dared.
 Eve had to have taken them in the Nissan to the 
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pier at the yacht club. Waara knew where Janne’s boat 
was. With any luck, he’d get there in time. He didn’t know 
exactly how long he had been unconscious, but the only 
thing he could do was to go and see for himself what 
the situation was. If he had the best possible luck, the 
police would get there at the same time that he did. Then 
he could tell them what was going on, and the police at 
Tammisaari or Karjaa could put out the alarm to put the 
Hanko-Helsinki roads under surveillance. It was true 
that the Hanko police could be anywhere at all, and if the 
old lady messed up in alerting them, it might take them 
some time to arrive.
 Waara turned off of Bulevardi and almost couldn’t 
straighten the car out again. Steering with one hand was 
laborious. The pain was raising the sweat on his forehead. 
He was rough on the motor, and ignoring traffic laws. He 
was attracting the attention of passers-by, and for good 
reason. Just one more intersection and then a tight left 
turn. Now he could see the pier and the sea. He slammed 
on the brakes and the car was so jostled by the sudden 
stop that he hit his head against the steering wheel. He 
swore at it.
 He left the car at a slant in the middle of the street. 
The white HSF restaurant was in front of him, behind it 
was the glistening sea and innumerable boats. The driver 
behind him had crashed into his car – his horn was blar-
ing. He didn’t let it bother him – he was staring at the row 
of boats. The fifth or sixth one from there, a white sail-
boat with a blue stripe. Hell. All the boats were white and 
they all had a blue stripe. There were a lot of boats, their 
masts swaying like flagpoles. They all looked the same. 

Waara squinted. Janne’s berth was empty.
 They had already left. How long ago had it been?
 Then he saw them, Janne’s boat was in the middle 
of the harbor. Its motor was running and it was turning 
just then to leave the harbor for the open sea. It was go-
ing that way, it would have to exit through that channel. 
Come on police, customs, somebody! Now!
 “No luck, damn it. The boys are on board and ap-
parently Vera, too. Eve’s desperate. She has nothing left 
to lose. Where’s Janne? Why isn’t he doing anything?” 
Waara stood cursing and muttering next to his car, in the 
middle of the street.
 “Hey old man,” a bald-headed driver shouted, his 
head poking out of his car window. “Why the heck don’t 
you move over? This isn’t a scenic viewpoint.”
 “Call the police!” Waara bellowed, and the man 
quickly pulled his head back into the car. Waara took off 
running toward the ramp that ran along the edge of the 
harbor. The docks and the  main part of the harbor were 
off to his left, the military warehouses on the right. The 
road ended in a turn-around at an outcropping about 
two hundred meters away. The deep water channel went 
through a narrow inlet there – all of the boats had to 
pass through it if they wanted to go in this direction. Eve 
would go that way, too – she would be just five meters 
from the shore.
 Waara ran faster. Less than a hundred meters left. 
His left shoulder was stabbed with pain with each limp 
swing of his arm. The shore was craggy – it was the same 
spot where Jussi Kärkkäinen had been found in the water 
with a bag on his head.
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 Waara and the boat would cross paths right at the 
narrows. It was possible that Eve wouldn’t even notice 
him before he got close to the boat. He could see her 
clearly now, standing  in the stern, at the rudder. Then 
she saw him, too, and obviously couldn’t believe her 
eyes. She yelled something into the cabin. Janne came 
out, looking bewildered, and stared at Waara. Vera came 
on deck, too, with the twins. Luckily the little boys were 
wearing life jackets. One of them yelled and waved at his 
grandpa. The boat was quite near now. Waara could see 
the pistol in Eve’s hand – she meant him to see it, as a 
warning. Waara had a pistol, too.
 The boat slipped through the water toward him 
majestically, smoothly. It was about ten meters away. 
Waara stood with legs wide apart. He and Janne’s eyes 
met. For a fraction of a second they stared at each other. 
Janne nodded almost imperceptibly, and Waara yelled as 
loud as he could “Vera, throw the twins overboard!”
 He swung his arms in pantomime. He could see 
the disbelieving look on Eve’s face. She couldn’t let go of 
the rudder. Vera quickly grabbed one of the boys by his 
life jacket and whipped him into the sea in a great arch. 
Before there was a splash, she threw the other one, and as 
Waara yelled instructions, Vera herself was on the edge 
of the boat, about to jump into the water.
 “JANNE!” Waara yelled, hoping he would under-
stand. He just had to trust him. Waara threw his pistol 
underhand and it arched upward toward where Janne 
stood on the deck of the boat. The gun tumbled in the air 
for what seemed an interminable length of time. Janne 
stretched out toward it and caught it, grabbing it out of 

the air. In the same motion he fell onto one knee and 
fired. 
 Everything happened quickly. The panicky shot 
hit Eve in the kneecap. She yelled in pain and collapsed 
in a sitting position in the stern, the pistol still in her 
hand.
 Janne got up and took two steps toward her. He 
grabbed the rudder to keep the boat from crashing into 
the rocks. Then he calmly aimed again, from just a meter 
away. She curled up in a ball. Janne braced his arm, and 
fired the weapon. The three shots that followed struck 
the bench next to Eve loudly. He had missed her on pur-
pose.
 She was bent double, in agony. Janne stepped to-
ward her. Waara saw him slip his hand under her arm 
and lift her up. He steered the boat with one hand and 
supported her with the other. Waara watched the boat, 
and Janne’s back, straighten out. He saw Janne and Eve 
standing side by side on the rear deck. Suddenly, without 
warning, Janne pushed Eve in the water, calmly, expres-
sionlessly. She thrashed and yelled, sometimes sinking 
below the surface, then rising into view again. A small 
motorboat had left the shore and was headed toward her 
as she tried to keep her head above the water. Janne was 
alone, headed straight for the open sea.
 “Come back! Turn around!” Waara yelled, but the 
distance was too great. Janne couldn’t, or wouldn’t, hear 
him. The white sailboat continued out to sea. Waara col-
lapsed. He was weak. Vera was sputtering on the beach. 
Several boats had come to help the boys. The shore had 
sprung into action.
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 Waara looked out to sea. What was Janne thinking? 
Surely he didn’t think he could escape? Waara waited for 
the sound of a gunshot, the last act of a man driven into 
a dead end – but he didn’t hear anything. Janne had got 
the sails up and turned off the engine. The wind swelled 
them and they tipped the boat at a slant as it picked up 
speed.
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20

A couple of weeks later, Ruben Waara was lighting the 
fire in the house on Östergård Street.
 The biggest fire comes from the littlest sticks, he 
thought, as he gathered up the chips of birch from under 
the woodpile. It was a pleasure to watch it ignite.
 He turned on the old vacuum tube radio and 
waited a moment. Soon the soft sound of music filled the 
speakers, the room, the entire first story of the house. He 
picked up a glass of calvados from the sideboard.
 The twins were asleep in their room upstairs. Vera 
was sitting at the kitchen table with a half-empty glass of 
red wine in front of her. She was worried and uneasy.
 She looked out at the yard and thought about 
Janne. He had disappeared. The coast guard had found 
the sailboat on the other side of the peninsula, just a 
short kilometer away, next to the old fisherman’s wharf. 
No one knew anything about Janne. In the end he had 
decided to do them some good by bringing them the pis-
tol. Vera was grateful to him for that. She no longer had 

any other feelings for him.
 Vera shifted her position, troubled, pondering how 
to tell her father about the small, tightly knotted plastic 
bag that she had hurriedly hidden in the strawberry patch 
just a few days before. The nighttime operation had only 
taken a moment, but had cost her much sleep.
 The bag had laid in their coat closet for several 
days until its presence there became unbearable. Janne 
had left it, and it could only be one thing – that same 
money that Ari Nikander had stolen from Eve. Fifty-
thousand, mostly in hundred-mark bills. How Janne got 
them, or how they ended up in the coat closet, she had no 
idea. But what did it matter, really? If the money didn’t 
have a home, she might as well keep it – sort of like pay-
ment for damages.
 Vera didn’t know if anyone had seen what she was 
up to. And what if the kids found the bag picking straw-
berries? She also didn’t know if the damp would pene-
trate the bag, whether the bills would hold up. Should 
she stop watering the strawberries?
 Waara listened to the music and looked at her sit-
ting in the kitchen.
 The radio forecast predicted another hot day.
 Vera fetched the day’s mail from the postbox. The 
Hanko paper – Västra Nyland – some bills, an ad for 
Säästö Pörssi, and a small yellow envelope addressed to 
Mr. Ruben Waara. A little heart was drawn next to the 
name in ballpoint pen.
 She gave the letter to her father, who opened it 
with interest as he sat by the fire.
Dear Ruben,
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I am writing to you because it may be that you are won-
dering right now where Janne is and how everything has 
been going.
 I knew as soon as I met you that things were going 
to become complicated. You are such a curious man – and 
so damned lucky, too.
 This letter will be posted from Stockholm, but we’re 
not there any more. For unforeseen reasons, I don’t want 
to tell you exactly where we are. But it doesn’t matter. As 
a free and merry widow I can go where I like, but your 
son-in-law wants to let some time go by before he declares 
himself. Don’t worry, he’ll do it sooner or later.
 Once you interrupted Eve’s escape (if only Janne 
had only managed to shoot her without missing) Janne 
just sailed to the other side of the peninsula and walked 
from there to my house. I was ready and waiting. We had 
agreed to leave together. After you came to visit me, I 
called Janne and suggested it. If I can’t have you, I’ll take 
your son-in-law. He is a little younger, after all. The main 
thing is that I need a man with me. Traveling with money 
is much better as a couple than as a single woman.
 Now we’re here lying in the sun and thinking about 
everything that’s happened the last few weeks. Janne asked 
me to tell you that he’s fine and he hopes you’ll take care of 
Vera and the kids. He’s so sweet, isn’t he?
 I’d like to tell you personally what really happened, 
but it’s a long story, and I don’t completely trust you. You’re 
too dutiful, too good and honest – for all I know you’ll 
rush off to the police. That’s why I’m not going to sign this 
letter and I’m writing it on a borrowed typewriter. The 
police will consider it a product of your imagination.

 I took Eve’s money. I’m sure you guessed that al-
ready. The money was in Ari’s possession – it was in our 
basement. A million and a half marks. Eve may still think 
that Ari took it. Far from it. I put the money under my 
bed. Ari didn’t notice because we shared that bed so infre-
quently. I would have shown it to you if I’d managed to get 
you in the bedroom.
 Janne’s a completely different kind of man than you 
are – he wants money, and he wants me.
 When the money disappeared, Ari was in quite a 
pinch, and he knew it. After the money laundering plan 
was out, Eve decided to just take her money and get out 
of the country. I was amazed at how horribly afraid of 
her Ari was. But it couldn’t have worked out any more 
perfectly for me. It gave me a brilliant idea for how to get 
rid of Ari and how to give the little shit the end that he 
deserved.
 I called Eve and said I wanted to make up with her 
and help her find the money that Ari had hidden. I said I 
knew that he had it stashed somewhere and was trying to 
pull some trick. She was immediately interested, and had 
no idea that I had anything to do with the money disap-
pearing. She promised me a share. But I took all of it. I 
knew very well that she wouldn’t give me anything once 
she got her hands on it. So I didn’t let her.
 When Ari told me he was going with Janne and his 
buddies to spend the night on the beach, I knew that this 
was my opportunity. He said that they planned to do the 
murder dance, and I encouraged him.
 I killed Ari. Or actually, I just finished him off. The 
plan was for Helen to come and frighten him, and also try 
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to find out where he had hidden the money. At least she 
would get some revenge. If Ari didn’t tell her, then she was 
to call Eve, who would take over, and was sure to find out 
where the stash was, and then dig him out. They didn’t 
want to kill him, of course – he had helped them make a 
living, and they still needed him, even though the money 
laundering scheme had been uncovered. But I wanted to 
get rid of him, and I already had the money.
 Helen was shocked at the blood, and at her own 
rage, but the dog did a pretty good job. A little kick like 
that wasn’t going to kill him, though. I came right after 
Helen did, took a big rock and slammed it on his head. A 
couple of times. Simple, don’t you think? Eve must have 
been pretty confused when she found him dead. Of course 
she blamed the murder on Helen. Even Helen herself 
thought she had killed him.
 I heard from Janne that Risto Lipasti had been 
in the bushes nearby the whole time. He saw me, but he 
thought I was Eve. A happy accident. That’s why he was 
so eager to testify that Eve was the killer. He was waking 
up from a drunken stupor, it was dark, and from far away 
I suppose I looked like Eve. I was even a little flattered, 
since I am quite a bit older than Eve. You lost quite a dame 
when you lost me, Ruben.
 All this surely didn’t escape your penetrating intel-
lect, did it?
 It was all the same to me who ended up in jail, 
Eve or Helen – both of them deserved it. The two of them 
together ruined my life. When Helen showed up in Hanko, 
I knew that Eve would come after her and everything that 
went on in Helsinki would start all over again. And that’s 

exactly what happened.
 Ari didn’t know how to get away from women. Hel-
en had a long relationship with him. It hurt me tremen-
dously. So I decided to get my revenge. Not just because of 
their relationship, of course, but because of all the other 
crap they were up to, going back for years. You’ll probably 
believe me when I tell you that no one is as invisible as a 
middle-aged woman. A woman with no other friend but 
a husband who betrayed her in every way he could think 
of.
 Eve was the source of all evil and Helen was in her 
power. Ari, on the other hand, was in the power of any-
thing in a skirt, letting himself be led around by his dick.
 I’m not bitter – not anymore. I’ve got my revenge, 
and my freedom. Pretty clever of me, don’t you think?
 I killed Jussi Kärkkäinen. It was easy – he was 
drunk, and so hot for some sex that it was easy to get him 
to tango. Perhaps I could have done it more gracefully, but 
I don’t have any experience with this sort of thing.
 I wouldn’t have needed to kill Jussi if he hadn’t seen 
me that night. He called me from the restaurant the same 
evening that I met you, sputtering on about something, 
trying some kind of primitive form of blackmail, probably. 
I’m sure he would have been satisfied if I had just screwed 
him.
 I had to make a quick decision – in his drunken 
state he was saying all kinds of things, and I didn’t want 
him to tell anyone what he’d seen, so I decided to kill him 
after he left the bar. I almost got into trouble when I saw 
Helen hiding out around the corner from the restaurant. 
I decided to wait, and I got my chance on Kuningattaren 
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Hill. Helen and Jussi did meet on the street, but he left her 
standing there. My, but he was in a hurry to meet me. He 
thought he was going to get some pussy. He didn’t get any, 
but he did get a thump on the head with a steel pipe. It’s 
too bad, really – he was a cutie.
 The problem was that Jussi may have told Helen 
and you what he knew, my dear secret policeman. He 
knew what was going on between you. I managed to make 
it look like Helen had killed him. Quite a few people saw 
them together. The dog leash was a good idea, too, don’t 
you think?
 I may have fallen a little bit in love with you. But 
you were smitten by Helen – she was always taking men 
away from me. So I thought it would be best for the two 
of you to die together. It was a stroke of luck for you that 
Helen got up a little early. I had just lit the fire and I very 
nearly ran into her at the front door. 
 Hopefully the two of you at least had some fun. 
You and I would have had even more fun. After the fire, 
I hated you. Why did you have to come and mess every-
thing up?
 I’m the one who called you on the island from the 
inn. Wasn’t that rather clever?  Helen was already in quite 
a tizzy. She was shocked by Jussi’s death, and by the fire. 
She understood that someone wanted her dead, too.
 I went there to tell her that you were on your way 
there to turn her in to the police. Pretty thick, huh? But 
Helen didn’t know who to believe at that point – the poor 
girl was a wreck. I lied to her, said I was coming to protect 
her, but I called you to get you to come there. It would 
have been best if Helen had shot you, but she didn’t even 

know how to load the gun.
 You behaved in a rather manly fashion there in the 
inn. Unfortunately, when I shot at you, I missed. I guess 
it was just due to my inexperience. If not for that, you’d 
be dead now. I also invited Eve there, so I could shoot her, 
too. I would have framed Helen for all of it – made it look 
like she shot everybody, and then herself.
 Do you remember when Eve ran inside, and you 
let her get away? You should have shot her. 
 Maybe my plan got a little too complicated, but 
there was a woman’s logic in it.
 Your son-in-law is rather sweet, by the way, spend-
ing all this time with an older woman. There’s not much 
else he can do, it’s true, with no means to support himself 
and the police on his tail. Give him time to recover – he’ll 
come back to Finland to face the judge. After all, he hasn’t 
actually been charged with anything very serious.
 Our plans got so convoluted that Janne forgot some 
of the money in the closet at home. If you haven’t seen it, 
you may want to ask your daughter about it. 
 All the best to you, my dear Ruben.

Sincerely,
Lotta


