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Toukola��.Narcotics cop
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Nea Lind��.Defense attorney
Sanna R�mp�tti��.TV crime reporter
Jorma Korpivaara��.Building custodian
Pekka Rautalampi��..Mustache Guy at the Alamo Bar
Heikki Lahtela����.The Quiet Guy at the Alamo
Jaakko Niskala��.Small-time criminal at the Alamo
Rautis��.Two-bit dealer
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PROLOGUE

FALL 2010 HELSINKI PRISON

He lay in the dimly lit prison cell. The only light was the red hue of the street lamp streaming in through the bars in the window. He couldn�t sleep, but the problem wasn�t the bed. He was used to sleeping on prison bunks by now, and the mattress wasn�t bad. The problem was his cell mate in the top bunk.
They had brought the guy in two days ago, and it was obvious from his eyes that he�d been medicated. �Hell,� he said to the guards. �Take him to the hospital. He shouldn�t be here in that condition.�
The guy coughed and wheezed for a minute before his breathing slowed down.
Last night the guard asked him if the upper-bunk guy had taken his medication. What the hell did they think he was, a damn nurse? If the guard was so worried about it, he should watch the guy himself. Or take him to the hospital. The guard snorted and disappeared.
Unlike his cell mate who lay in bed all day, he�d at least kept himself busy in the license plate shop.
He heard mumbling from the top bunk but couldn�t make it out.
He wasn�t scared of the guy; he could take care of himself, no problem. Sometimes, though, hallucinating junkies could get violent if they thought you were someone else.
They�d exchanged a few words earlier in the day and it seemed like the guy was at least aware that he was in prison.
�I killed her.�
The direct statement startled him.
�I killed her, goddammit.�
Was the guy talking in his sleep or was he awake?
�Strangled her. Fuck, I strangled her.�
He wondered if he should say something to the guards, but for now decided against it.
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CHAPTER 1

WEDNESDAY, 11:25 A.M.
NӒYTTELIJӒ STREET, HELSINKI
The apartment complex custodian stood at the door in blue-and-yellow overalls, fiddling with a set of keys. Two uniformed police officers were waiting behind him. They didn�t mind the time he was taking, since this wasn�t an emergency call.
The stairwell of the 1980s apartment building was as dull as the decade: pale gray walls, a landing laid in dark stone, stairs up and down, and four brown doors. Sergeant Tero Partio had seen hundreds of these stairwells. Despite the impression from TV reality shows, Partio sometimes had quiet nights at work, and on one of these he had wondered if there was an apartment complex left in Helsinki he hadn�t visited.
Intrigued, he had looked up a website which gave the number of apartment buildings in the city as forty-five thousand. Over his career the total number of shifts he had worked amounted to about a tenth of that number, and he had never had as many as ten calls during a shift. So Partio concluded that he hadn�t even been to every block in the city, especially since the calls always seemed to concern the same few areas and buildings. This city-owned apartment complex in North Haaga was one of them.
The last time he was in this building was back in August, when police had been called to an apartment on the first floor. Two men had shared a cab and ended up in a knife fight. A man who lived in the building had shared a ride with a thirty-year-old guy he had just met in a bar, and had offered to let him crash in his apartment. The police were called at ten o�clock after the men dug out their knives to settle an argument. With their wounds treated, they both ended up spending the night in the T��l� jail.
That apartment was two floors below. Partio had glanced at the name on the mailbox and thought it was different from before. Maybe the hospitable gentleman had been evicted.
�Okay, good,� Partio said when the maintenance man finally managed to unlock the door. He had a bandage on his index finger, which might have been why it took him so long. Perhaps he expected thanks, but Partio didn�t see the point, especially since the man smelled like booze, and it wasn�t even noon yet.
�Stay here,� Partio said to the guy.
The apartment was quiet, but the lights were on. At first glance the place looked clean-no piled-up mail behind the door or empty bottles rolling around to trip over. A piercing, sickly-sweet smell of iron hit him, which was never good news.
�Anybody home?� Partio asked loudly. �It�s the police.�
No answer. As he walked down the hall he saw a coat rack and a small closet on the right. A beige rug covered the floor, and Partio noticed a rusty stain on it. Not a good sign.
�Don�t step on the rug,� Partio warned his colleague Esa Nieminen, who was behind him.
Tall, square mirror tiles divided the left wall in half, and he noticed that one of the squares was broken. He carefully opened the door on the right to what he correctly assumed was the bathroom. It was empty.
Partio continued along the mirrored wall to the end of the hall. Past the bathroom, the door leading to a bedroom was cracked. Partio told Nieminen to check it out.
�Anybody here? Police!� Partio yelled again. Finding someone passed out on the sofa wouldn�t be a first.
On the right was the living room. A couch set against the wall was facing a TV, and a low coffee table was between them. Partio noticed a pool of blood on the floor. He walked closer, keeping to the wall, and saw a pair of feet. It didn�t seem like this call would have a happy ending-there was a lot of blood. He needed to check the victim without destroying any evidence. Walking along the wall, he stopped ten feet short of the body. A young woman, wearing shorts and a T-shirt, was lying on her back. Partio�s eyes fixed on her throat; it was slashed, leaving her head barely attached.
Partio thought he had seen it all in his line of work, but this was almost too much. He swallowed hard.
�There�s a body over here,� he told Nieminen. �Don�t touch anything.�
Partio glanced at his young, baby-faced colleague and watched him slowly push the bedroom door open with a pen. Nicely done, he thought.
It was critical to keep from touching anything so the Forensics team could extract as much uncontaminated evidence as possible. Nonetheless, Partio and Nieminen had to check the rest of the apartment in case the perpetrator was still there. In the kitchen, Partio half expected to see a man who had committed suicide.
The officer�s eyes stayed fixed on the woman. If he had suspected that she might still be alive, he would have acted to save her life, not caring about preserving evidence. But there was no doubt she was dead: her gray shirt had dark-red stains on it, and had folded over a bit to reveal some of her abdomen. Her blonde hair was covered in blood.
Partio noticed three teddy bears on the couch. A �mother� bear held a small, black teddy bear with a bow on its ear in her lap, while a �father� bear was propped up to hold hands with the �mother.� Above the couch was an unframed poster: the setting sun over a beach with palm trees. Partio wondered if that was what the woman had dreamed about. He sighed, and imagined that a beach vacation was exactly what he needed.
�Nobody in the bedroom,� Nieminen said.
�Okay,� Partio barked. �Go back to the front door and don�t touch anything.�
�Got it,� his colleague said, frustrated by Partio�s orders.
Partio walked from the couch to the other side of the room, staying close to the TV to preserve any possible footprints. The door to the balcony was in front of him. He peered out between the curtains and saw only a pile of junk on the balcony floor. It was still sleeting.
He glanced at the woman again. She looked grotesque amidst the partially dried blood. Her heart, in panic, had pumped out a lot of blood onto the floor, so Partio concluded that she had been alive for some time after the slashing. Otherwise the apartment looked clean and undisturbed. The coffee table still had a bottle of wine and two glasses. He could see no signs of struggle-no items strewn about, no upturned furniture, nothing broken.
Partio peeked around the corner into the kitchen and saw a counter, a refrigerator, and a small white table with two wooden chairs. He noticed a pungent smell and saw that the coffeemaker was on. The coffeepot was half full, and two empty cups sat on the table. Did someone have coffee here before the bloodbath? It definitely seemed like the killer and the victim knew each other. Partio touched nothing and left the coffeemaker on.
He pulled his phone out of his pocket and called Dispatch. On-duty lieutenant Helmikoski answered quickly.
�Patrol 281,� the sergeant said grimly. �The call at Nӓyttelijӓ Street in North Haaga.�
�What about it?� Helmikoski asked tersely. Partio wondered if he was interrupting the guy�s coffee break. Instinctively, he glanced at the coffeemaker again.
�We�ll need the guys from Violent Crimes over here. There�s a body.�
�Homicide or natural cause?� Dispatch asked.
�Homicide.�
�Is it fresh?� Helmikoski asked calmly.
�I�d say it�s from this morning. A young woman�s throat was slashed from ear to ear.�
�Shit. Any sign of the killer?�
�No, nobody�s here.�
�Alright, don�t touch anything. I�ll alert Homicide. I think Takam�ki�s crew is on duty; they like this kind of thing.�
�Well, let them like it, I don�t,� Partio said and hung up. He pulled out a pad of paper and a pen and drew a sketch of the crime scene and the position of the corpse. It wasn�t a great picture, but it provided the basic facts. He always drew a sketch in homicide cases, just in case the body got moved before VCU or Forensics arrived. Of course there was no risk of that this time.
Partio returned to the hallway, avoiding the blood-stained rug. He stopped to examine it and could see a couple of small dried-up drops of blood. He wondered if they belonged to the victim or the murderer. Sometimes killers accidentally cut themselves in the process of stabbing or slashing their victims. But it wasn�t his job; the homicide detectives would take care of it. The sergeant�s task list was simple: to do a preliminary check of the crime scene and then secure the premises to make sure no one touches anything.
The sergeant pulled his notepad back out of his pocket and glanced at his watch. He wrote down the time: 11:33 A.M. He also wrote down his other observations, including the coffeemaker. He knew the guys from VCU would ask.
Next Partio would find the person who called the police. Nieminen could guard the door.
* * *
Detective Mikko Kulta was driving an unmarked Volkswagen Golf, heading north on Nӓyttelijӓ Street. It was a gray Wednesday in December, and the wipers were lazily clearing the sleet off the windshield. A couple of inches of slushy snow covered the asphalt. The start of this winter didn�t seem to promise the idyllic snow banks seen on postcards-more like the typical Helsinki weather of 32 degrees and wet shoes.
The car�s heater didn�t work properly, and the windshield kept fogging up. The Golf was a little worse for the wear anyway. The tires crunched against the pavement. A couple of Coke cans and a crushed Styrofoam coffee cup rolled on the floor in the foot well of the passenger seat. The undercover unit had used the car the night before to cover the President�s Independence Day Ball. Apparently guys called in from out of town had used it; they hadn�t even bothered picking up the trash. The smell of farmer�s sweat confirmed the husky blond detective�s suspicion.
The drive from the station at Pasila to the crime scene took only five minutes. The North Haaga neighborhood sat at the intersection of the H�meenlinna Freeway and the Ring One Beltway. Most of the box-like structures built in the 1950s had a stucco or brick finish.
Sergeant Anna Joutsamo sat next to Kulta. She was about ten years his senior, and he had noticed a few wrinkles appear on her face. He wasn�t sure if they were due to her age or profession.
The two didn�t talk much, but not because they didn�t get along; they were both focusing on the job at hand. The preliminary report didn�t give them much to go on. Twenty-six-year-old Laura Vatanen had been murdered in cold blood in her apartment. She was unmarried, had no children, and no criminal record.
Despite the fact that there was no husband, their starting point was clear: in the majority of cases with a female victim, the perpetrator could be found among family or friends. Clues for possible boyfriends might be in the woman�s cell phone records, email, or calendar. Her whereabouts the night before would be investigated. Maybe she had met someone at a bar.
Kulta drove past a strip mall at the corner of Nӓyttelijӓ Street and Ida Ahlberg Street. A blue city bus pulled into a stop right in front of them, blocking the lane. Kulta leaned forward to wipe condensation off the windshield and waited for the bus to pull out. It slowly chugged up the slight hill and veered to the left.
�We�re headed to one of the city-owned public housing buildings, right?� Kulta asked.
�Yup,� Joutsamo replied. �Not the most peaceful neighborhood.�
Joutsamo lived in a studio apartment in T��l�, an upscale neighborhood in the city. She knew that a few months ago Kulta had moved to Kannelmӓki, a mile north of here.
�So, is your apartment city owned?� she asked.
�Actually no, privately owned. My girlfriend thought it�d be nice to get some uninterrupted sleep and not have to listen to the brawls from the bar across the street. Other than that, our old place was nice�so close to the local pub.�
�So your new place is near that old strip mall?�
�Just a few hundred feet away. No shortage of drunks in Kannelmӓki, either.�
Joutsamo seized on Kulta�s mention of a girlfriend. �You two planning on getting hitched?�
Caught off guard, Kulta�s head snapped right to look at his colleague. Joutsamo had a hard-line approach that often showed on her face; she didn�t talk about her own life and usually didn�t pry into others� affairs, either. Anna went to the homicide unit�s parties and happy hours, but was always a little reserved.
�Why you asking?�
�No reason, just wondering.�
As far as Kulta knew, Joutsamo lived alone. He turned his eyes back on the road. The bus was inching along slowly and Kulta thought about digging the siren out of the glove box.
�I don�t know. But I�ll send you an invite if it comes to that.�
Kulta slowed the car down at the first seven-story brick building. Behind it towered two more buildings, and beyond them spread a thicket of woods. Two or three smaller structures were on the other side of the street.
�It�s the middle one,� Joutsamo said.
Kulta drove slowly past the first building and turned right down the driveway.
A few cars sat in the parking lot. One of them, a rusty old Opel Kadett without a license plate, looked like it would fall apart at the turn of the ignition. Behind the parking lot was a covered dumpster, into which a teenage girl was tossing a trash bag.
Kulta spotted a blue-and-white police Ford Mondeo by the front door and pulled into a parking space. He looked around, but couldn�t see a Forensics van. In a routine cause-of-death investigation, Kulta and Joutsamo would�ve handled it on their own; but since this was an obvious homicide, Kulta had called in the Forensics team. Kannas, head of Forensics, had told him that his investigators would be there shortly.
Grabbing their kits, the pair got out of the car and half ran through the slush to the door. A rolled-up newspaper was wedged between the door and the jamb to keep the door from locking, so they didn�t need a code or a key. Kulta closed the door carefully, leaving the newspaper in place.
�Did you know that it�s a myth that men engage in more domestic violence than women?� Kulta asked Joutsamo in the stairwell.
�Is that right?�
�In the 1980s men still owned the majority, but these days almost half of the perpetrators are women,� Kulta continued.
�And where did you get this information?� Joutsamo asked.
�From Takam�ki.�
�Well, then it must be true.�
The stairwell smelled of cleansers, but looked dirty and shabby. The walls were all scratched up and dented from furniture being carried in and out during the frequent moves. Two baby strollers were corralled at the bottom of the stairs. From the tenant directory on the wall Joutsamo saw that Vatanen�s apartment was on the third floor. She proceeded slowly, looking for things that didn�t belong in the stairwell: blood, paper, trash, clothing, or anything that the killer might have tossed or dropped while leaving the building.
�Take the elevator,� Joutsamo said to Kulta, continuing to the stairs. She climbed up at a deliberate pace, and didn�t notice anything out of the ordinary, like a trail of blood leading to one of the other apartments.
Kulta waited for her upstairs, talking with a uniformed officer. Joutsamo recognized the veteran, Tero Partio.
�That�s the apartment,� Kulta said, though Joutsamo figured as much since another officer was guarding the door.
�You guys got here fast,� Partio said.
�Short drive,� Joutsamo replied.
She saw a fourth man, in overalls, standing on the landing. He was taller than she was, but much shorter than Kulta. It was hard to tell exactly under the blue-and-yellow overalls, but Joutsamo estimated the man to be five foot nine and stocky. His face was stern and angular, and something about him made her take a second look.
�This is the building custodian,� Partio said. �He unlocked the door for us.�
�Sergeant Joutsamo from Helsinki PD Violent Crimes,� Joutsamo said. �And you are?�
�Jorma Korpivaara,� the man said, extending his hand.
Joutsamo noticed a bandage wrapped around the man�s left index finger. Korpivaara had short hair, a stubbly beard, and a couple of scars on his face. The man�s soft handshake didn�t match his gruff exterior. Joutsamo also sensed something vulnerable about him.
�So you�re the custodian?�
�Sort of. The city takes care of most things here, but I�ve agreed to be on call in case a drunk forgets their keys�or if the police need help.�
The next question would�ve been better addressed to the guy�s wife, but since there wasn�t one, he had to do.
�Do you know this Laura Vatanen?�
�Laura� Yeah, I know her. A nice girl, though she didn�t always play with a full deck of cards.�
�What do you mean?�
�Well, I�m no doctor, but I think she was handicapped somehow. Not like the ones in a wheelchair, but sometimes she sounded weird when she talked, and she had some involuntary movements. Just a bit off. I don�t understand much about those things, though.�
�How did you know?�
�She told me once. But I could see it for myself.�
�Did you see anyone going into the apartment today? Anyone other than the police,� Joutsamo asked.
�No, I didn�t. Today�s my day off, so I had a beer in the morning and was watching a movie when the phone rang.�
�So you have no idea who could�ve killed Laura?� Joutsamo asked, fixing her eye on the man. She didn�t detect any signs of nervousness.
�No,� he replied, shaking his head.
�Where�d you hurt your hand, by the way?�
Korpivaara glanced at his hand, embarrassed.
�I was drunk, tried to cut a loaf of stale bread, and missed. It�s not too bad.�
�Okay. We�ll talk more later,� Joutsamo said and turned to Partio.
�Can I go now?� the custodian asked.
�Go ahead,� Joutsamo replied.
He stepped into the waiting elevator.
�Strange creep. Doesn�t seem to have all the Indians in the canoe,� Kulta remarked.
Joutsamo glanced at her colleague.
�Funny, that�s what they say about you. And probably about me too,� she smirked.
Partio pulled out his notepad and went over his notes: the times of day, his observations of the body�s position in the middle of the living room floor, and how the victim�s throat was slashed from ear to ear. Joutsamo asked him to write up a report.
�Who called the police?�
Partio pointed to the apartment across the hall.
�A woman in her seventies lives there. Name�s Iina Ridanpӓӓ. When I talked with her she told me she heard noise from the neighbor�s apartment around ten o�clock this morning, but didn�t think much of it. She said all sorts of people came and went there.�
�All sorts? At ten in the morning?�
�That�s what I thought, too. She called them creeps and hooligans, who don�t own a watch.�
�But this Ridanpӓӓ didn�t call the police at that time?�
�No. She�s physically handicapped, and can�t really get around, and I�d say it�s probably due to alcoholism. Anyway, Laura Vatanen did the shopping for Ridanpӓӓ at the Kannelmӓki Prisma, half a mile away. Today at eleven o�clock, Laura was supposed to run to the grocery store and the liquor store, and I got the idea that liquor was the higher priority.�
Joutsamo let Partio continue after he glanced at his notes.
�The woman said Laura never skipped the errands. Ridanpӓӓ paid her well and Laura was allowed to get a few things for herself, too. When Laura didn�t show up, Ridanpӓӓ went over and rang the doorbell. As there was no answer, she called the police.�
Kulta interrupted, �And they claim that folks in Helsinki don�t care about their neighbors.�
�Go on,� Joutsamo urged Partio, ignoring Kulta�s comment.
�Well, we got the call from Dispatch for a wellness check. We called the custodian, and Korpivaara was waiting at the door when we arrived. We went inside.�
�Just you two, not him?�
�Just us two. What caught my attention was that nothing implied a struggle.�
�No overturned chairs, magazines on the floor, or broken bottles?�
�Nothing. Oddly, the coffeemaker was on.�
�Did the cups have coffee in them?� Joutsamo asked.
Partio shook his head. �No. I checked; they were empty. But we only did a preliminary investigation. We saw the body and looked around to see if the perpetrator was still in the apartment.�
�Did Vatanen live alone?�
�I think so,� Partio said and looked at Nieminen for confirmation.
�Esa, did you get the impression that someone else was bunking here?�
Nieminen was still guarding the door at a wide stance.
�My impression was that she lived alone,� he said. �The apartment looked clean, not like a drug nest or anything.�
�Remember seeing a weapon?�
�Nope, didn�t see one. I didn�t get close to the body because I could tell right away that she was dead. But go see for yourselves,� Partio suggested.
Joutsamo had brought along white paper coveralls and blue plastic shoe covers. But based on what Partio said, she figured they would let Forensics go in first.
�We�ll let Forensics take care of the apartment and we can come back later. We�ll chat up the neighbors first. Mikko, you start with Ridanpӓӓ, and I�ll talk to the others on this floor. Then I�ll head down and you go up.�
Joutsamo glanced at Partio, �You guys guard the door until Forensics gets here.�
While Joutsamo gave orders, Kulta went to Ridanpӓӓ�s door and rang the bell. The woman took a while to answer. Joutsamo could only hear some mumbled rasps; then, with gusto, the woman slammed the door in Kulta�s face.
�What now?� Joutsamo asked.
�If I understood correctly, Mrs. Ridanpӓӓ won�t talk to me until I get her two bottles of red wine,� Kulta replied.
�Good grief,� Joutsamo sighed. �She�s a witness and under legal obligation to answer your questions. Tell her if she doesn�t cooperate, we�ll take her to the station for questioning.�
Kulta glanced at the door and shrugged.
�Think I�ll make a quick run to the liquor store. It won�t take long, and we�ll get more out of her that way.�






CHAPTER 2

WEDNESDAY, 2:55 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Kulta was sipping his coffee in the VCU meeting room. It was strong enough this time, because he made it himself. �Not all the Indians in the canoe�,� he mused.
The meeting was to start at three o�clock, which was in a few minutes. Joutsamo and Takam�ki weren�t there yet. Kulta was joined by Undercover Officer Suhonen and a petite redhead, Kirsi Kohonen, both long-time detectives on Detective Lieutenant Takamӓki�s team. The fourth person in the room was Leif Nystr�m, who had recently joined the team from the East Uusimaa Police Department.
Several veteran detectives from the Violent Crimes Unit had recently retired, and VCU had been able to fill the positions with qualified applicants like Nystr�m. He was a forty-year-old veteran cop, with plenty of experience investigating various violent crimes in the eastern Helsinki metropolitan area.
�Not all the Indians in the canoe,� Nystr�m said in a squeaky voice. �That�s such a worn-out phrase. Kind of like �dumber than a box of rocks.� Try �slow on the uptake� or something.�
Kohonen, whose hobbies included horses, added, �Didn�t have all their horses shoed.�
Kulta joined in. �You�re not using your imagination. How about, �not all the Nazis in the bunker� or �all the idiots in the village���
Suhonen, wearing his usual leather jacket, his black hair pulled into a ponytail, chuckled and said, �Fitting for this case, �not the sharpest knife in the drawer.��
Takam�ki walked in just as Suhonen was making his comment.
�What about a knife?� the thin-faced lieutenant in a gray cardigan asked. His short, dark hair showed a hint of silver.
Suhonen explained the pun and Takam�ki chuckled. �I�m glad my detectives have an imagination. I�ll throw one out, too.�
�What?� Kulta asked.
�Well,� Takam�ki began, molding the idea. �This one is the other way around, but I�m confident you esteemed sleuths will get it. In this case, the guy actually �has all the administrators in the building.��
Suhonen laughed and the others joined in. The newly-restructured police administration had increased bureaucracy, and Takam�ki wasn�t a fan.
�But let�s get down to business. Anna, please brief us.�
�Okay, enough with the jokes,� said the detective in a black sweater and jeans. �We�re investigating a brutal homicide.�
Everyone settled down.
�So the victim is Laura Janina Vatanen. She was born in Tampere, February 1985, which made her twenty-six years old. She lived alone in her apartment, where she was found with her throat slashed. She has no criminal background. Based on our preliminary findings, Laura Vatanen was diagnosed with a slight mental disability as a young child. She had trouble learning to read and write, and some of her movements were impaired. She retired on disability at the age of twenty.�
Joutsamo glanced at the others. Nobody was smiling or making jokes now. Society should�ve been able to protect her, and now this had happened.
�According to city records, Vatanen lived on Nӓyttelijӓ Street for two years. She had been in therapy since she was a kid, and had been deemed capable of living on her own. She had a trainee-type job at a local grocery store, but the owner fired her because she required too much help to perform her duties.�
�Cold capitalism,� Kulta said. This time Takam�ki didn�t give Kulta his usual reprimand for an unnecessary comment, but nodded in agreement.
Joutsamo continued, �She was on the waiting list for other trainee-type jobs.�
�Anyone from Social Services check on her?�
Joutsamo shook her head. �No. The mother was the designated caregiver and was getting paid for it.�
�Has the mother been told?�
�No,� Joutsamo said, looking at Takam�ki. �You and I will take care of that tonight. Well, that�s the short version of Laura Vatanen�s sad story. If anyone wants to take a closer look into her thoughts, I have a notebook where she scribbled her dreams in what I would call fourth-grade handwriting. I also have a friendship book, but the only notes in it are from her three teddy bears on the couch.�
Joutsamo paused. Kulta wasn�t sure if she was wiping the corners of her eyes or just brushing her dark hair aside.
Joutsamo continued in a normal voice. �I read through all of them, but couldn�t find any clues as to the killer. However, I can say that despite her physical age of twenty-six, mentally Laura Vatanen was at the level of a pre-teen. She was actually just a child.�
�But why in the world was she allowed to live alone?� Leif Nystr�m asked.
�Apparently there are many ways to evaluate someone�s mental age,� Joutsamo said. �And those tests don�t include friendship books. Anyway, that�s the scoop: what the victim was like and what kind of a situation we�re dealing with here.�
Everyone knew that they�d do whatever was necessary to solve the case, especially since the victim was basically a child. Not that the Helsinki PD didn�t do their best to solve every homicide, but after hearing Joutsamo�s briefing nobody was going to be counting their hours.
�Then the report from Forensics. Laura Vatanen�s throat was slashed deep, almost into the vertebrae. We don�t have the full report from the medical examiner, but there was no question as to the cause of death. We didn�t find a weapon in the apartment, and don�t know yet if Laura was drugged. We do know she wasn�t raped, and we found no signs of violence or struggle before her death.�
�Did she have wounds on her hands?� Nystr�m asked. It was common to see wounds on knifing victims� hands from attempts to block the attack.
�No.�
�Surprising-usually there�s something.�
�Not this time,� Joutsamo said.
�The door was intact, and no signs of struggle were found. So it had to be someone she knew,� Nystr�m went on.
Takam�ki joined in. �Never assume, and look at the facts. I agree that the first line of investigation should be looking into people she knew. We just need to keep all options open. It�s unlikely we�re dealing with a serial killer-if one was around, I would�ve heard about it.�
�Um, there might actually be one lurking around,� Nystr�m pointed out. �A serial killer murdered three women in J�rvenp�� in the beginning of the �90s, and a few years ago there was some talk about him making a comeback. We checked a case in Vantaa, but the tips didn�t fit. By the way, what color was Vatanen�s hair?�
�Blonde,� Joutsamo said, passing the victim�s passport picture around.
�Then it�s probably not the J�rvenp�� guy; he went after brunettes, unless his tastes have changed. By the way, he was never caught.�
Kulta looked at the picture. He noticed Laura�s childlike features, now that he knew her background. Otherwise he would�ve just considered her slightly simple. She looked gentle and vulnerable rather than pretty.
�I�ll check with the National Bureau of Investigation about the J�rvenp�� case,� Takam�ki said. �Anna, go on.�
�Did we get any fingerprints or DNA?� Kulta inserted.
�Before we get to that� Mikko, tell us what the neighbor woman said about what happened in the morning.�
Kulta recounted Iina Ridanp��s story. Around ten o�clock she had heard noise from the apartment, and when Laura Vatanen didn�t show up at eleven to run her errands, Ridanp�� called the police.
�How sure was she that it was ten o�clock?� Kohonen asked.
�I asked her that and she wasn�t entirely sure. I would say give or take thirty minutes. She said she was listening to the news on the radio, and that�s how she figured the time.�
�The radio news is broadcast every thirty minutes.�
�That�s right. So I figured between nine-thirty and ten-thirty. The woman told her story to Partio, but wouldn�t talk to me unless I got her red wine from the liquor store.�
�Did you?� Kohonen asked.
�Of course he did,� Suhonen replied.
Kulta nodded.
�As long as she doesn�t demand a wine bottle on the witness stand,� Nystr�m joked.
Kulta chuckled. �No worries. We can get her high-security status, so she can hide behind the black glass and sip her wine.�
�Back to business,� Takam�ki said firmly.
�Yeah, sorry,� Kulta responded sincerely. Humor wouldn�t fly right now, especially with a mentally immature murder victim. But in this business you couldn�t let the details of the case get to you or let your feelings interfere with the investigation. It was just a job, nothing more.
Joutsamo continued. �Forensics took DNA samples, but it�ll take a few days to get the results. They found plenty of fingerprints, of course, but none near the victim. The coffee table had been wiped clean recently.�
�Wonder if the killer cleaned up the place,� Nystr�m said. �That would mean they had time, and that the murder was premeditated. But she wasn�t raped, so it�s hard to say. In any case, this is no contract hit for unpaid debts or the revenge killing of a snitch.�
Takam�ki liked the way Nystr�m thought. He was glad the guy was assigned to his unit.
�Hard to say,� Joutsamo added. �Let�s first find the killer and then ask about the motive.�
�Yeah, I was just trying to think of the motive so we could narrow down the potential perpetrators.�
Takam�ki nodded. �Good, let�s go on.�
�No winners yet among the fingerprints,� Joutsamo said. �For example, the front door had prints from at least seven different people, and we�ve identified three so far: Laura Vatanen�s own and the two officers who responded to the call.�
�One set of prints might be the custodian�s, who unlocked the door,� Kulta pointed out. �He fiddled with the lock.�
�That�s what I was thinking. We�ll talk to him again and get his prints,� Joutsamo said. �Interestingly, one set of the prints matches the ones found on the coffeemaker and more specifically the on-switch. So it�s evident that someone who recently entered the apartment started the coffeemaker. Note that it was still on when the body was found.�
�What about a phone and a computer?� Takam�ki asked.
Joutsamo looked at her notes. �No computer in the apartment. Maybe the killer removed it from the apartment, or she never had one. No internet cable or wireless network either. She had a hundred twenty euros in her purse, so the motive probably wasn�t money. We found one noteworthy call in her phone-an answered call at 8:50 A.M. from a number listed as �Mom.��
�A possible suspect, since the motive wasn�t sex, money, or gang-related,� Kulta said. �The mother had easy access to the apartment and could�ve even surprised her daughter, who wouldn�t have been expecting the slash.�
�Sure,� Joutsamo said. �The previous phone call was the night before to a number on a prepaid SIM card. By the way, Laura�s was prepaid, too.�
Joutsamo looked at Takam�ki. �That�s what we know so far.�
�Nice work, Anna, and quick. The coffeemaker is an interesting point. Seems likely at this stage that the killer was someone Laura Vatanen knew.�
Takam�ki was interrupted when Kannas from Forensics popped into the room, his large frame towering in the doorway. Takam�ki knew Kannas from their patrol days.
�Well, we�ve got something anyway,� Kannas said in his gruff voice.
�What is it?� Takam�ki asked.
�The prints matched a guy with a criminal record; a guy named Jaakko Niskala was in the apartment at some point. He�s not a big-time gangster, but he does have a couple of thefts and assaults to his name.�
�You mean the prints on the coffeemaker?� Takam�ki asked hopefully.
�Unfortunately, no; his were on the front door and the fridge.�
Kannas handed Joutsamo the printout and said, �His address is only a few hundred feet from the victim�s apartment, so you might want to talk to him.�
Kulta was the first to speak, though they all thought the same thing.
�What was a small-time thief doing in a mentally disabled woman�s apartment?�
No one had an answer.
�We�ve got our work cut out. Mikko, Kirsi, and Leif, keep interviewing the tenants in the Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartment complex. Someone might�ve seen something. And ask the people if they know anything about her.�
�Okay,� Kulta agreed. �We�ll get fingerprints off what�s-his-name, the custodian. Jorma Korpivaara, was it?�
Joutsamo nodded.
�Yep, we�ll get his prints, and talk to him some more.�
�Find out about this Jaakko Niskala,� Takam�ki told Suhonen. �What kind of a guy he is and what circles he runs in.�
�Check,� Suhonen replied.
�Anna and I will go break the news to the mother and check on that end. It�s three thirty, so we�ll meet back here at nine,� Takam�ki decided.






CHAPTER 3

WEDNESDAY, 5:30 P.M.
OLARI, ESPOO

Takam�ki rang the doorbell with Joutsamo at his side. They were the only people in the dark yard of the unlit townhouse. The December sun had set a few hours ago. A high hedge cast a drab shadow onto the walkway from the dim street lamp. The temperature had dropped below freezing, and a thin layer of snow covered the ground. The roads would be slick after the slush froze.
Takam�ki wore a dark blue, waist-length zippered jacket, a white dress shirt, and a dark blue tie he had added just for this visit. Joutsamo�s small black shoulder bag was draped over her black trench coat. Takam�ki shot her a grim glance.
They could tell someone was at home by the faint noises from the house. The door had no mail slot; apparently mail here is delivered to the boxes by the road.
The townhouse was in the Olari district of Espoo, about nine miles west from downtown Helsinki. The neighborhood�s crisscrossing walkways made the layout confusing. The units were crammed together and took up every square inch of land. Takam�ki wondered if a 1930s-built single family house with a large yard and apple orchard had once stood here until a greedy developer had turned it all into a densely-built townhouse-and-apartment-building hell.
They heard scratching behind the door.
�It�s a dog,� Joutsamo said. The dog wasn�t barking.
Takam�ki let out a heavy sigh. This was one of the toughest parts of his job.
A fifty-something plump woman answered the door. She looked more like a grandmother than her age should have allowed. The woman�s short, curly hair had turned gray, and she was wearing a brown cardigan. A quizzical look crossed her face. Behind her a small poodle cowered.
�Evening, I�m Detective Lieutenant Kari Takam�ki from the Helsinki PD Violent Crimes Unit� I�m afraid we have some bad news.� The woman�s hand flew to her mouth as she exclaimed, �What�s happened to Martin?�
Takam�ki was confused. Martin? Who was Martin? According to the records, Laura Vatanen had no siblings and her father had died ten years ago.
�Are you Marjaana Vatanen?�
The woman shook her head. �No, I�m Elisa Rauhala� Elli.�
Takam�ki closed his eyes and cursed silently.
�Is this Planeetta Street?�
�No, no, it�s Olari Street. The houses on Planeetta Street are back that way. But what�s happened?�
With a meek look on his face, Takam�ki said, �I apologize. We�ve come to the wrong address.�
�The wrong address?� the woman asked.
�I thought this was Planeetta Street.�
�No, it�s Olari Street.�
�Yes, unfortunately, sometimes even the police get it wrong.�
�But,� the woman looked at the officers confused. �Is Martin alright?�
�I�m sure he is.�
�You think so?� Rauhala kept on, in shock.
�I�m quite sure,� Takam�ki reassured, and watched the woman pull a cell phone from her pocket. A horrid scenario of Martin�s car sliding on the icy road and hitting a semi head-on flashed in Takam�ki�s mind. �I�m so sorry to have disturbed you.�
Takam�ki closed the door, and he and Joutsamo walked back to the intersection of Olari and Planeetta Streets. He stuck his hands in his pockets. They had to take short steps on the icy sidewalk.
�Damn. The house numbers matched, but the street name didn�t.�
The officers walked on. Takam�ki found a street sign at the intersection and took a left. It was presumably a short walk, so they didn�t have to move their car.
�This reminds me of the time in the Espoo drug unit when we followed a junkie to one of the apartment buildings in Matinkylӓ,� Joutsamo recounted. �We knew he had thirty grams of amphetamines on him, and more in the apartment, but we didn�t know exactly where the apartment was. He slipped into the stairwell and we followed close behind. The elevator went up to the fourth floor and there was a door with a name on it that fit.�
Cars lined the other side of the street. Joutsamo thought the correct building was the one in front of them, but continued her story. �We had a master key made ahead of time, so we decided to go right in. Three big guys went in first and I followed. We had our weapons drawn. We didn�t ring the doorbell, but burst in, yelling, �Police! Don�t move!� I remember the scene: a twelve-year-old girl at the table eating her tuna sandwich froze on the spot with the sandwich in her mouth. All we could do was apologize profusely. We found the dealer one floor up; he was smart to get off the elevator before his floor.�
�That shouldn�t happen, and neither should what we did just now.�
It might be funny later, but at the moment Takam�ki was not amused.
�I agree, but mistakes happen. Sometimes ambulances get sent to the right address but in the wrong town.�
The building turned out to be the right place. Takam�ki confirmed the address with a man who was out walking his dog. The officers walked to the door and saw the name Vatanen on the mail slot.
�This is it,� Takam�ki said and rang the doorbell. �I hope��
A woman opened the door. She was much skinnier than the last one and had a thin face with prominent cheekbones. She was wearing a white long-sleeved blouse and dark slacks and looked to be around fifty.
�Marjaana Vatanen?� Takam�ki checked right off the bat.
The woman nodded.
�I�m Detective Lieutenant Kari Takam�ki from Helsinki PD Violent Crimes��
�Has something happened to Laura?� the woman asked, with her hands on her hips. Then her hands flew quickly to her face.
�I�m afraid so. Unfortunately we have very bad news. She�s dead.�
The woman�s posture crumpled, but her reaction was fairly subdued; she didn�t break down and weep or try to deny it. She let out a sigh and shook her head in disbelief.
�Come in.�
Takam�ki glanced at Joutsamo, wondering if this was a rehearsed reaction, like a killer might have made, but Joutsamo just shrugged.
Joutsamo introduced herself as the officers took off their coats in the entry.
It was a typical one-bedroom apartment. The kitchen was at the end of the entrance hall, the bedroom on the right, and the living room on the left. The place was neat, but with bland d�cor: a couch, an armchair, a bookshelf, and a TV.
Marjaana Vatanen motioned for the officers to take a seat on the couch, and she took the armchair. Takam�ki noticed a row of medical books on the bookshelf.
The woman took a minute to gain her composure, and asked, �When and how?�
�This morning. She was a victim of a homicide in her apartment,� Takam�ki said. They wouldn�t reveal the method yet, as the mother was still considered a possible suspect. Only the police and the killer, and possible accomplices, knew how Laura was killed. As far as the police knew, the mother was the last one to talk with her daughter, on the phone at 8:50 A.M.
Marjaana Vatanen stared at the officers.
�Who did it?�
�We don�t know yet,� Takam�ki replied calmly. �But we�ll find out.�
�Oh dear,� the mother said with tears in her eyes. �She didn�t have an easy life, and it sounds like her demise wasn�t easy, either. Did she suffer?�
�It was quick,� he replied truthfully.
�How?�
Takam�ki remained calm. �We can�t reveal that at this stage of the investigation.�
The woman nodded and accepted the answer.
�I take it you know about her disability.�
�We have the documents from Social Services,� Takam�ki said.
�Laura lived with me until two years ago, but then it became unbearable. We couldn�t get along and were always arguing. I suppose I should�ve put up with it. But I felt I deserved a life, too. I spent more than twenty years caring for her.�
�The killer is the only one to blame,� Takam�ki pointed out. He watched the woman�s expressions. Her grief seemed genuine, but you never could be sure. She took the news of her daughter�s death quite matter-of-factly.
�But�maybe it should�ve been obvious that she couldn�t make it alone.�
Joutsamo joined in. �What do you mean?�
The woman let out a sigh. �Laura got involved with the wrong crowd. As long as she had the job at the grocery store, things seemed to go alright. She had a routine, and her life had meaning. But when that ended she had too many hours in the day to waste. I�m a nurse at the Jorvi Hospital, and I tried to get her a job there, but it didn�t happen because of all the red tape. Sixty percent of disabled people capable of working are unemployed. It�s an entirely impossible situation.�
Now that they knew she was a nurse, the plethora of medical books on the shelf made sense. They also understood the somewhat muted reaction she had to the news of her daughter�s death; sometimes nurses became numb to the feeling of loss because they had to constantly deal with suffering and death.
�So, who did your daughter hang out with?� Joutsamo asked.
�There�s a pub a few hundred feet from her apartment, and Laura liked to go there. I think the bar is called� Alamo, that�s it.�
�Did she have a boyfriend?�
�I suppose they were drinking buddies, nothing more. Laura always had trouble accepting people. The smallest things would turn into big problems. That�s what taxed me, too. Oh, poor Laura.�
�The guys from the bar?�
Marjaana Vatanen buried her face in her bony fingers and whimpered something that Takam�ki and Joutsamo interpreted as a yes.
�What were their names?� Joutsamo continued.
�I don�t know. I don�t know,� the mother sighed.
�A few more questions. When did you last see your daughter?�
The woman lowered her hands away from her face. Her eyes were wet.
�This morning when I went there to clean, like I do once a week. At first I did it almost daily, but for the past year only once a week. I got there around nine and it took me about half an hour.�
Suddenly the woman realized the time connection.
�Oh my heavens, what time was she killed?�
�We don�t know the exact time, but sometime in the late morning,� Takam�ki said.
�You left the apartment at 9:30?� Joutsamo asked.
�Around that time.�
�According to phone records, you called Laura at 8:50. Did the call have to do with this visit?�
�Yes. I always called just before I got there.�
�How was Laura acting this morning? Was she expecting anyone or did she talk about anything?�
�No� Some beer cans and wine bottles were in her apartment, but I threw them out in the trash. I commented about her lifestyle, but she wasn�t listening. On the other hand, she didn�t get mad this time like she sometimes would,� the mother recounted, her voice cracking. �But she didn�t mention anything about a threat, nor did she seem nervous. At least I didn�t notice anything. It was the usual, cleaning and such. I checked on her, too. Of course she should�ve done the vacuuming herself, but I didn�t mind. This way I could see her regularly. It used to be every day, but I felt once a week was good. Oh god� This can�t be happening.�
�By the way, did you make coffee in the apartment?�
Marjaana Vatanen looked puzzled. �What? No, I don�t drink coffee.�
�One more thing. We�d like to get your fingerprints and a DNA sample,� Takam�ki said quietly.
�What for? Am I a suspect?� the woman asked, confused, and with anger in her voice. Takam�ki understood her reaction. This was always hard in the moment of grief.
�You�re not a suspect, but this will help us eliminate some of the fingerprints in the apartment. We�ll know which are yours and which belong to someone else who�s been there-perhaps the killer.�
The woman relented and Joutsamo took prints of both of her hands. Then she swabbed the inside of the woman�s mouth for a DNA sample. It took about five minutes. Takam�ki handed the woman a piece of paper with instructions on how to get help in coping with her loss, and told her she would be asked to come to the police station for official questioning in the next few days.
�Did Laura have a computer?� he asked.
�No. She had trouble controlling her fingers and couldn�t type. I thought maybe she could try one of those iPads-it might have been easier.�
�What about money or anything else valuable?�
�No, Laura didn�t have anything like that.�
The officers put on their coats and said goodbye. Once they were outside, Takam�ki asked, �You think she did it?�
Joutsamo looked at her boss. �Doubt it. The frequent arguments might be a motive, but sounds like she regrets making her daughter move out. I didn�t detect any straight-out lies. I glanced in the kitchen, too. There was a teapot, but no coffeemaker, so I guess she was telling the truth about the coffee. Alamo Bar could be a significant lead; the neighbor lady also mentioned hooligans and creeps.�
The officers treaded the slick sidewalk carefully back to their car at the corner.
�So far Marjaana Vatanen is the last person we know to have seen Laura alive,� Takam�ki said and pulled his phone out. He had something to tell Suhonen.






CHAPTER 4

WEDNESDAY, 7:00 P.M.
NӒYTTELIJӒ STREET, HELSINKI
Mikko Kulta rang another doorbell. After no response, he pushed the black button on the door again. Still nothing. Kulta drew a small line next to the door number in his notebook to remind himself that people in that apartment hadn�t been questioned and he would need to come back later. He stepped to the next door and rang the bell.
Even though chances were slim they�d find out anything valuable, the footwork had to be done. Kohonen and Nystr�m were doing the same in the buildings on the other side of the street. You never knew what might come up. They had no tips from the public, since the case hadn�t hit the media yet.
It was seven o�clock and most people should be home. Those with daytime jobs would be no help, as the crime was committed in the late morning hours. But retirees, mothers with young children, and the unemployed were likely at home in the morning.
So far, Kulta hadn�t found out much. A young mother out with her baby had seen an elderly, skinny lady go into the apartment building and come out half an hour later. The young woman said the lady drove a small blue car, but she couldn�t remember the license plate. Kulta didn�t know if it had anything to do with Laura Vatanen�s murder, but he made a note of it. When he wrote down the young woman�s contact information, she worried about what she was getting mixed up in.
The door opened a crack until the safety chain stopped it, and Kulta saw a teenage girl with messy hair and sleepy eyes.
�What is it?� the teenager hissed.
�Sorry to disturb you. I�m Mikko Kulta from the Violent Crimes Unit.�
�Fuck, I�m not talkin� to the cops,� the girl said and yanked the door shut.
And a good day to you, too, Kulta thought, as he made a plus mark by the door number in his notebook and stepped to the next door.
Kulta had first stopped by the custodian�s apartment to get his fingerprints, but the guy wasn�t there. When he tried to call the maintenance office, the call automatically transferred to someone else, and they didn�t know Jorma Korpivaara�s cell phone number. His number wasn�t in the phonebook, either. Kulta would have to check back at Korpivaara�s apartment later.
He went on with his rounds-information was scarce. Some knew what Laura Vatanen looked like but they didn�t have other details. Finally Kulta went back to one of the doors where no one had answered before.
A man around fifty opened the door. His hairline had migrated to the back of his head.
�Yes?�
�Mikko Kulta from the Violent Crimes Unit. I have a few questions.�
�What in the world for?�
Kulta smelled chicken curry wafting from the apartment and suddenly realized he was famished.
�Were you at home this morning?�
�No, at work. I left at eight,� the man replied, confused.
�Was anyone else home at that time?�
�No, I live alone. What�s this about?�
�We�re investigating a crime that took place nearby and asking for any observations,� Kulta said and thanked the man. The door closed, and Kulta marked a small plus by the apartment number in his notebook.
* * *
Suhonen got a ride to North Haaga from Toukola, a colleague in the Narcotics Unit. Suhonen�s Harley had been in the garage in Vantaa for a couple of months, and a motorcycle wouldn�t have been appropriate for this gig anyway.
Suhonen and Toukola had worked together many times. Toukola was a slight-framed, weasel-like man who played bass in the Narcotics Unit�s band. For the entire ride he talked about his new instrument, bragging about its fine sound. Suhonen had nothing to say. He had owned an acoustic guitar once and learned a few chords, but that was the extent of his music hobby.
The forty-year-old undercover detective had long hair and a messy black beard, and he wore a leather jacket. Showing up at the North Haaga strip mall on an American motorcycle, or any American-made car, would�ve made people think he was a biker gang member. Today Suhonen didn�t want that. The gang image scared people and Suhonen wanted them to talk. He softened his appearance with a baseball cap that made him look like a geek. Juha Saarnikangas had brought him the cap from a trip to Minnesota the year before. On the front of the navy blue cap were the red letters for the Minnesota pro baseball team, Twins. Nobody knows how Juha Saarnikangas, who had a number of drug-related convictions, had gotten to the States and what he had done there. Nonetheless, he had disappeared from the crime scene in Finland. Rumor had it that he�d come into some money and was living in Thailand. The same rumors kept making the rounds about him hitting pay dirt in some con job relating to fine art in the U.S.
In any case, the detective hoped the baseball cap would give him a less menacing look. This time he wasn�t pretending to be a tough professional criminal.
The North Haaga mall on the corner of Nӓyttelijӓ Street and Ida Ahlberg Street was one of the many strip malls built in Helsinki in the �50s and �60s. Suhonen remembered reading somewhere that, according to Helsinki City classifications, the miserably outdated mall was architecturally and environmentally among the most esteemed.
The light from the streetlamps bathed the pale gray buildings in a yellowish hue. The sleet from earlier in the day had changed to snow. Toukola sped up. The strip mall was built around a town-square type area; a fountain that once stood in the center of the square had been covered over in asphalt years ago. Suhonen couldn�t see anything worth preserving there.
The mall had an Alepa grocery store, a small convenience store, a few pubs, and a pizzeria, as well as a continuing education center. Suhonen was familiar with two of the pubs, Sailors and Keskipiste, but the Alamo had only opened its doors the previous summer and was new to him. Takam�ki had said Laura Vatanen frequented the Alamo, so Suhonen was interested in its regulars.
Suhonen had also asked the Narcotics team about Jaakko Niskala, whose fingerprints had been found in Vatanen�s apartment. Someone remembered Niskala had been involved in a stolen goods operation, but he wasn�t considered big time. The Narcotics team had him pegged as a drunken loser with a violent temper and sticky fingers when an opportunity presented itself. He also had some history with drugs. Suhonen could find out all about the guy if he spotted him in the pub. He had seen his photo and would easily recognize him.
Sometimes it took weeks to find hardened criminals or escaped convicts, but someone in their circles would inevitably crack. It might be a friend or an acquaintance that got sick of the constant police attention, or someone who wanted to collect their debts. Sometimes it was a live-in girlfriend, anxious to give the boot to her boyfriend�s lazy loser of a pal. The police would then pick up the crook in a way that didn�t disclose the tipster�s identity. Generally the more money the criminal had, the harder it was to find him.
The case at hand was much less complicated: this was a group of drinking buddies, not professional criminals. These guys could be found either at home or in the pub; and if one of them had disappeared right after a murder, they would�ve become an obvious suspect. Suhonen had decided to start with the bar, but if the men weren�t there, he�d check around the apartment buildings. Of course, he might not find anyone tonight.
Suhonen saw the blue Alamo Bar sign next to the screaming yellow advertisements of the Alepa store. The bar had two windows with a door in between. A hand-drawn sign promised a pint of beer for 2.80 euros. Below it were the words No Karaoke-Ever. Both were effective ads.
Snow coated the ground now, and Suhonen felt the freezing temperature on his face. Outside, the music from the pub sounded like garbled noise, but at the door Suhonen recognized it as Irwin�s �Ooh Las Palmas.�
Suhonen smirked and stepped inside. The place clearly called for his �smooth rock� approach rather than �heavy metal.�
Remember the Alamo, Suhonen mused. As a kid in the ʼ70s, he had seen the John Wayne Western in a movie theater in Lahti and loved it. He�d found the DVD in a clearance bin a couple of years ago. Now that he watched the movie on DVD, the plot seemed slow. But the scene where the Americans desperately take a last stand against the Mexicans still thrilled him.
The bar was decorated to look like a saloon; old photos of movie stars in Westerns hung on the rough-hewn, dark-stained plank walls. The tables were wooden, or maybe they were vinyl, made to look like wood. The twenty-foot-long bar counter stood about thirty feet from the door. The Alamo was small and dimly lit.
A few men were seated at tables, and it made Suhonen think of scenes in the Westerns where a stranger walks into a saloon full of local drunkards. In the movies, gunfire would usually ensue within two minutes. Though Suhonen was prepared, he didn�t want it to come to that. His Glock 26 was tucked in its holster under his leather jacket.
The men at the tables eyed the tough-looking stranger as he walked up to the bar and ordered a beer. In a Western it would�ve been a whiskey, of course, and the bartender would�ve poured it with a trembling hand. But this large, mustached man�s hand was steady as he set the mug on the counter. Music blared down on the bar, making it hard for Suhonen to eavesdrop, so he decided to get a table. He spotted his target right away: Jaakko Niskala�s seat was closest to the window. Suhonen sat down so he could hear Niskala and his friends with his right ear and keep his eye on them without looking like he was watching. He wouldn�t approach them unless the situation called for it.
The four men at the table, between the ages of thirty and forty, seemed to be made from the same mold, and they blended into the Alamo Bar atmosphere. All were shabby and sad looking with the kind of bad karma that usually came with a gang of sixteen-year-olds looking for trouble. The group�s composite IQ seemed to decrease when they were together. Apart from Niskala, Suhonen didn�t know any of them.
Suhonen had trouble picturing Laura Vatanen as part of this group. She had to have had a sassy personality, despite her disabilities, to deal with these guys. Suhonen couldn�t imagine Laura as a beer-swigging bar slut. She might�ve become one in another twenty years, had she spent her time with this gang.
Sipping his beer, Suhonen glanced at his cell phone. He didn�t have any missed calls or texts, but he wanted the others to get the idea that he had reason to be there-he was expecting someone.
Irwin�s song ended and another began, �Swimmies, damdadaa! Pants, damdadaa! Tanning lotion, damdadaa! And ski pants too!� Suhonen straightened the brim on his cap and thought of all the shitty situations his job forced him into.
He sipped his beer slowly, listening to the conversation at the next table. It was mostly nonsense about the weather, sports, and booze. Nothing was said about the obvious topic of the day-the police and the hearse visiting the apartment building a few hundred feet away. Of course they might�ve already had that discussion, or else they didn�t want to talk about it.
Suhonen decided he needed to be proactive in order to get results, although it might�ve been more efficient to haul everyone to the station for questioning. The innocent would tell the truth and try to place blame on their buddies. Takam�ki wanted Suhonen to figure out who besides Fingerprint-Niskala would need to be brought in to the station.
Suhonen took another sip of his beer and with a nonchalant stretch walked slowly to the next table, feigning boredom.
�Any of you guys know what the action was all about in that apartment building this morning? Squad cars, cops with cameras and shit.�
All but one of the men turned and gave him a reserved glance. Suhonen was aware the men had him pegged; he just didn�t know what they thought. He re-adjusted his cap, pushing it back in an attempt to look friendly and approachable.
�Something went down over there,� said the man in a worn-out, blue sweater. The sweater had the Helsinki city insignia on it, so unless it was stolen, Suhonen figured the angular-faced man had a job.
�Figured that much, but what?�
Nobody answered right away.
�Well, I dunno,� the sweater guy went on. �Hey, I�ve never seen you before. You live around here?�
�No, in Lahti,� Suhonen replied. �But I have a work gig here this week. A buddy of mine lives near here, and I happened to walk by the apartment building when all the cops were there.�
�You should�ve asked the cops,� an older guy said and the others chuckled. They obviously had consumed more than a few beers. The guy�s mustache hung low, like the bags under his eyes. Suhonen noticed the guy with the mustache was older than he had first estimated-probably around fifty.
Suhonen chuckled with them. He had to keep up the conversation; if he quit now, it would be up to them to make the next move. He mentally named the three strangers at Niskala�s table: �Insignia Guy,� �Mustache Guy,� and �Quiet Guy,� who hadn�t uttered a word. Suhonen could only see his broad back.
�I�m not particularly keen on talking to the cops,� Suhonen said.
�What kind of guy are you?� Mustache Guy asked, perking up.
�I�m not particularly keen on explaining that, either,� Suhonen said. �But I�d wanna know if the cops were up to somethin� around here.�
Suhonen realized his tone was changing from the smooth rock style toward heavy metal. Maybe these guys needed a heavier approach to get them to talk.
�Someone was killed there, alright,� the oval-faced guy said. He had short, spiky, sparse hair; he was the one Suhonen had recognized as Jaakko Niskala.
�Who was it?� Suhonen asked.
�Far as I know it was some broad,� the man said reluctantly.
Suhonen knew word traveled fast in these circles, and the men obviously knew more about the case than they let on.
�A broad,� Suhonen said slowly. �Did they apprehend the killer?�
Suhonen startled himself with his police jargon. He had to be more careful. But the men didn�t seem to notice.
�No idea,� Mustache Guy said. �Guess it hasn�t been in the news yet, either.�
�That�s a helluva shitty deal,� Suhonen said. He instinctively added the adjective as if to balance out the police comment.
�How do you mean?� Niskala asked with interest, almost concerned.
�Women are always a special case with the cops, especially if it�s a younger one. The cops won�t let up,� Suhonen said, watching the men�s reactions.
Niskala and Insignia Guy folded their arms and said nothing, but Mustache Guy replied, �You must have experience in shit like that.�
�I�ve met my share of cops, some of ʼem persistent as hell.� He thought of Joutsamo. She seemed to be taking Laura Vatanen�s case personally.
�Yup,� Niskala said defiantly, enhancing his posture. �I�ve got experience there, too.�
Suhonen was sure he did. But obviously not with Joutsamo, since he wasn�t in prison at the moment.
�But most of ʼem are total idiots,� Suhonen said, letting out a chortle.
�Ha! I�ll drink to that,� Mustache Guy snorted and raised his mug.
Suhonen sipped his beer, watching the guy. Every cop out there is smarter than these guys, he reflected. He didn�t like how he let his thoughts wander. He normally had time to prepare and focus before an undercover assignment. This was a lightweight job, and it should�ve been easy to keep his thoughts under control. He had to focus or he might slip. Stick to the plan and not let his character turn into a gangster.
�Name�s Suikkanen,� Suhonen introduced himself.
�Raksa,� said Mustache Guy.
�I�m Jaakko,� Niskala said, and the rounds went on. Insignia Guy introduced himself as Jorma. The quiet one, still not turning around, grunted his name, Heku. He was obviously wasted.
�How did Suikkanen end up here in Haaga?� Mustache-Raksa asked.
Suhonen had already said he was from Lahti and wondered if the guy was trying to catch a hole in his story. He promptly dismissed the thought because the men were so drunk they didn�t remember anything past a minute.
�I�m from Lahti, but I�m familiar with Helsinki thanks to the slammer.�
Suhonen didn�t like the suspicious looks the men were giving each other. Mentioning the prison was a bad move. These guys were no hardened criminals and having one show up made them restless. On the other hand, fear could be helpful.
�What did you�?� Mustache Guy asked cautiously.
�Nothin� too big,� Suhonen said modestly, though a real criminal would�ve ignored a question posed by a stranger. �Drugs and violence. But you shouldn�t do the crime, if you can�t do the time.�
�So what are you doin� in here?� Mustache-Raksa sounded like he was worried that someone was about to bust up their beer nest.
�I�m just havin� a couple of beers,� Suhonen said and took a gulp, leaving an inch on the bottom. �But why don�t you tell me what you know about the police operation in that apartment. You look like guys that would be in the know,� Suhonen said and then added, �You see, I�ve gotta know what to watch out for.�
The man with the mustache looked at Insignia Guy. Niskala�s arms were still crossed on his chest. Quiet Guy was apparently too drunk to get a word out.
�So you know somethin�?� Suhonen pressed Insignia Guy.
�Well, I know a little. I�m the custodian in the building, and I unlocked the door for the cops. Someone killed the woman that lived in that joint. She used to come in here sometimes.�
�Come in here?� Suhonen asked. He knew now that this guy was the custodian, Jorma Korpivaara, who Joutsamo had mentioned at the meeting. That only left two men unidentified: Mustache-Raksa and Quiet-Heku.
�Was she some kinda bar slut?�
�Well�� Mustache Guy hesitated.
The waiter brought four more beers without being asked, and Heku pulled a twenty-euro note from his pocket. The bartender had the change ready.
Jorma took a sip and laughed softly. �She was a little sweetie. She didn�t have all the marbles in the bag, but she was a nice girl.�
Everyone but Quiet Guy laughed vaguely.
Suhonen faked a laugh, though he would�ve liked to punch their faces in. �Was she some local lady of the evening?�
�Well, not exactly, even if she was everyone�s darling. Her name was Laura, and she had a bad temper.�
�I�ll say,� Mustache Guy added. �She could go off for no apparent reason.�
�Plenty of broads fit that description,� Suhonen snorted.
�She�d put out sometimes, too,� Mustache Guy said, leaning toward Suhonen, �if you flattered her enough, you know. She was pretty easy then, heh-heh.�
�Heh-heh,� Suhonen joined in. �The whole gang or one at a time?�
�Oh, just one at a time. But she could get mad outta the blue, just like that,� Mustache Guy said, snapping his fingers. �She�d go totally nuts.�
Suhonen had reason enough to haul the whole gang to the station, but he still had to figure out if any others had been to the apartment.
�So who stiffed her then?� Suhonen quipped and faked a chuckle at his own pun.
Niskala stared at Suhonen coolly.
�We don�t know. And if we did, we wouldn�t be broadcastin� it in here.�
Suhonen answered with a cold stare. �Good answer. I wouldn�t, either.�
He finished his beer and got up. He considered buying everyone a round of drinks, but decided against it. Being overly friendly would seem suspicious; Officer Suhonen might do it, but not Suikkanen.
Suhonen walked to the counter and said, �I�ll have one more.�
The bored bartender nodded and filled a glass while Suhonen dug change from his jeans pocket.
�The guys were saying that some customer had been killed somewhere around here this morning.�
�Yeah, I heard. It�s too bad,� the bartender said, nodding.
�Yep, that�s what the guys said,� Suhonen repeated.
�It�s sad news.�
�They said she hung out with them sometimes.�
�Yeah, guess she sat over there occasionally, but elsewhere, too. These groups get mixed sometimes and such.�
�Yeah,� Suhonen said. �So these guys weren�t shitting me, then?�
Suhonen wanted to explain why he was asking questions, as if he was just verifying what the guys had told him.
�Nope, they weren�t. Laura seemed to like to hanging around with those four. I didn�t quite get why, but that�s really none of my beeswax. My job is to sell beer, not to get mixed in customers� business.�
�You�re alright,� Suhonen grinned at the bartender. �I like you. You�ve got a good attitude.�
Suhonen picked up his glass and walked back to his table. He got the sense from the bartender that the core group was all here. That was enough.
He sat quietly, and the guys at the other table didn�t talk to him anymore. He pulled his phone out and texted Joutsamo. �At the Alamo Bar. Niskala and three of Vatanen�s buddies are here. Probable cause.�
Suhonen knew Joutsamo would reply right away and the incoming text alert would give him an excuse to leave. He had made a point of looking at his phone when he walked in. Joutsamo replied with a short text: �Should we come now?�
�Thirty minutes so I can get out of here,� he answered.
Ten minutes later Suhonen finished his beer and got up. He nodded to the group and said he was going to work. That was the truth.
Irwin�s song �Saint Paul and Reeperbahn� blasted from the loudspeakers.






CHAPTER 5

WEDNESDAY, 9:00 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Kulta took a bite of his pizza and noticed Joutsamo approaching. She was walking fast-and smiling, which was unusual.
�Bingo!� Joutsamo said as she joined the others. Takam�ki, Suhonen, Kulta, and Kohonen were sitting at one of the tables in the lunchroom. A kitchenette on the side sold candy on the honor system.
The homicide team was in temporary quarters at the old courthouse while the Pasila police station was being renovated. The structure, built in the 1980s, had major mold issues and had to undergo a total remodeling. The building was visible from the homicide unit�s lunchroom through the old court building�s high open lobby. Outside, the glare from the streetlights made the falling snow appear yellow.
Their temporary quarters didn�t have a cafeteria, and the officers had to eat out or pack a lunch. Kulta had picked up three salami pizzas from a pizzeria at the Pasila train station, and the officers were eating them with their fingers.
�Well?� Takam�ki asked, chewing on his pizza.
�We found a match for the prints on the coffeemaker.�
�Who?� Kulta got excited and the others stopped chewing. The fingerprints would very likely lead them to the killer.
�Jorma Korpivaara,� Joutsamo said with a smile. �The custodian.�
�Really?� Kulta said with awe. �How about that! I�m surprised he kept his cool when he unlocked the door for the police.�
Joutsamo nodded and said, �He has some explaining to do.�
The police had picked up Niskala, Korpivaara, and the two others from the bar around seven. Despite the men�s protests, the detainment went without too much drama. The bartender had confirmed to Joutsamo about Vatanen hanging out with these four men, like Suhonen had said.
Korpivaara, Niskala, Mustache-Raksa, and Quiet Guy Heku were sitting in their cells at the station. The men were examined and fingerprinted, and their DNA samples were taken before they were put into individual holding cells. Mustache-Raksa�s real name was Pekka Rautalampi and quiet Heku was Heikki Lahtela. Rautalampi had a few misdemeanors on his record, and Lahtela had been arrested several times for public drunkenness and vandalism.
Kulta grabbed the last slice of pizza from one of the boxes, leaving a few in the other two.
�If I remember correctly, Korpivaara never mentioned being in the victim�s apartment that morning, when we met him at the door.�
�No. He said he was at home having a beer and watching a movie. Besides, he knew the victim better than he let on, and they even had some sort of a relationship. It looks pretty promising, if you ask me. I believe the DNA samples will confirm that he�s been in the apartment.�
Kulta continued, �We might even have a motive-sex. He wanted it and she didn�t. They argued and Korpivaara got fired up. It might explain the cut on his hand, too. He could�ve gotten it during the slashing.�
�What about the others?� Kohonen asked.
�We�ll get to the bottom of it,� Joutsamo said. �Niskala might�ve been there too that morning, since his fingerprints were on the fridge, but we don�t know when the prints were put there. I�ll talk to the men tonight, but we can�t legally interrogate them until tomorrow because they are still legally drunk from all the beer they had.�
�I�d say at least five,� Suhonen inserted. �But probably closer to ten.�
Joutsamo glanced at her notes. �Looks like the latter is more accurate. They each blew around 0.2.�
�Alright,� Takam�ki said. �Next we should check out the suspects� apartments. Who�s going?�
Kohonen glanced at Kulta, who nodded. �We can go.�
�Good. I�ll take care of the paperwork.�
�Can I have those?� Joutsamo asked, eyeing the last two pieces of pizza.
�Go for it,� Kulta replied.
* * *
The man was sliding his finger down the list of names on the smudged piece of paper, slowly and with hesitation. The list was titled �Attorneys.�
The interrogation room was bare; no interior decorators needed here. The VCU detectives knew the room needed to have gray walls and wooden furniture-no windows or plants, nothing to give the suspects a focal point.
�No rush, take your time,� Sergeant Joutsamo said, sitting across from Jorma Korpivaara. The man glanced at her with misty eyes but didn�t say anything. Joutsamo noticed his finger trembling slightly.
The smell of cleansers lingered in the room, now mixed with the stench of booze and sweat.
The man kept reading through the long list of attorneys in Helsinki. He recognized several of the names from TV: Arvela�Fredman�Jaatela�Lampela.
Anna Joutsamo focused on the man�s face rather than his finger. He kept his gaze on the list. Suspects had the right to an attorney; they only had to ask. The man requested an attorney early on, and he did it nicely, so Joutsamo was confident he would confess quickly. Especially since he was no professional criminal.
Of course a confession alone wouldn�t be enough, but it would go a long way to support other evidence they had gathered in the case. Joutsamo had hoped Korpivaara would confess during initial conversation, but something seemed to hold him back. That�s why the man had said he needed an attorney. When a suspect requested a lawyer it meant they were halfway to a confession anyway; an innocent person would deny everything and want to leave as quickly as possible.
The man was drunk and obviously had trouble thinking clearly. A couple of times he started to say something but quickly changed his mind. Joutsamo glanced at the corner of the room to make sure a trash can was at the ready in case he had to vomit.
Korpivaara�s finger stopped on a name. �This one,� he said.
Joutsamo peered at the name. She didn�t recognize it. The lawyer wasn�t one of the regulars at the station.
�Why that one?� she asked.
�You said I could pick whoever I wanted.�
�Yeah, that�s your right, but��
�That�s the one I want,� he stressed with drunken determination.
�Alright, I�ll make a call and see if they�re available. Some of them are quite busy.�
�Okay.�
Joutsamo decided to try one more time and took a chair across from the man. She looked him in the eye-not piercingly, but with police-like urging.
�We can talk about this some more, just so it�s all clear. That�s for your good, too.�
The man ignored her effort by lowering his eyes to stare at the table.
�I told you I don�t remember anything. I�uh�well.�
�Where did you�?� Joutsamo began, but the man interrupted her.
�How �bout we talk when the attorney gets here.�
�Fine, we�ll do that,� Joutsamo said and stood up.
This was nothing new to the sergeant. It wasn�t personal. The man was afraid to confess, but he�d eventually do it. For a fleeting moment, Joutsamo felt sorry for the man, not for the act of killing, or his fate, but because he lacked the courage to confess. Six months ago, in the spring, she had questioned a tattooed career criminal for assault and battery, and right away the guy admitted to beating someone with a baseball bat. Stone-faced, he said, �If you can�t take the heat, stay outta the kitchen.�
Korpivaara was not ready to face the consequences. Not yet.
�The guard will take you to your cell,� Joutsamo said in a neutral voice. They�d sit in the same room several times in the next few days, and making the guy mad wouldn�t help the case move in the direction she wanted. If it wasn�t for that, she would�ve cussed him out as one of the biggest assholes and cowards she�d ever met-and she had met plenty of them over the years.
* * *
A scooter buzzed past a trendy street caf� in the Trastevere district of Rome. The waiter, Alberto, was carrying two glasses of wine on a small black tray. His shirt was spotless-the restaurant had the staff�s uniforms laundered daily-and he skillfully carried the pasta and salads to the tables without spilling anything. The restaurant could seat about fifty customers, counting both the indoor and outdoor tables. The two steps leading to the terrace were the trickiest spot; last spring a fat Finnish tourist-drunk, naturally-had surprised him, and a plateful of pasta carbonara had splattered all over the man�s T-shirt.
It was obvious who was at fault, but this was Rome and you didn�t anger the tourists. The manager felt that in this internet age, the customer was more right than ever. He didn�t want to see comments about the restaurant�s rude service on travel review websites. Restaurants abounded in Trastevere, and travelers, especially the Americans, would read reviews on their smart phones right in front of the restaurants. The overweight Finn had been appeased by profuse apologies and, after a flood of cursing, grunted what Alberto interpreted to be his acceptance of the apology.
The busiest tourist season had ended a couple of months earlier, but the outdoor terrace was still open. At nearly sixty degrees, it was a warm evening for December. The gas heaters were placed outside in October. Alberto was carrying a basil salad and instinctively slowed down on the stairs. He didn�t see anyone and stepped down. Alberto smiled as he approached the four-person table where a woman sat alone. While this wouldn�t have been possible in August, there were only a dozen people on the terrace-all tourists, because the locals wouldn�t dine al fresco in this cool weather.
The woman fascinated Alberto. In the summer, the tourists dressed according to their home countries� standards-mostly shorts and T-shirts in the daytime and loose-collared shirts and jeans in the evenings.
This Basil Woman-Alberto named his customers by the food they ordered-didn�t fit the tourist mold. Even though she wasn�t Italian, she was dressed in the latest fashion. The waiter tried to figure out what gave the woman her classy look, and he finally realized it was her shoes.
The lady looked to be in her mid-thirties. She had straight, dark hair to her shoulders. She was slightly overweight, but Alberto found himself wanting to flirt with her-he was interested in her. What was this shoe woman about? She spoke fairly fluent Italian when she ordered her food.
Alberto approached the table and the woman noticed him. Alberto figured that with the slightest effort he could end up spending the night in one of Rome�s four-star hotels. She wasn�t flirty, so it was up to him to make the move. Complimenting her Italian skills was the easiest way to approach her.
�Your meal, beautiful lady,� he said, and the woman granted him a warm smile. He wouldn�t sit down, of course, but if he kept coming back and rendering service, he could get her to agree to meet him that evening. Now he had to come up with the first step.
�Where did you study Italian? You speak so�� Alberto began, but just then the woman�s cell phone rang, and she pulled it out of her designer purse. She made an apologetic face and answered the phone. Alberto studied the purse and saw it was a Luis Vuitton. That made the woman even more interesting; a woman like that wouldn�t walk around Rome carrying a knock-off.
The woman spoke into the phone and Alberto thought it sounded like the language the fat man had spoken earlier. Strano lingua finlandese. The strange Finnish language.
Alberto realized the person on the phone had the woman�s full attention. The language sounded strange, but somehow Alberto recognized from her tone that she was asking if the caller was the police. At least that�s what it sounded like. If the woman had shown interest in Alberto earlier, she wasn�t the least bit interested after the phone call.
Alberto gave it one more effort, but the classy Finnish lady ate her food, finished her white wine, and asked for the check. Alberto saw on the credit card that the woman�s name was Nea Lind. It was a beautiful name, but he didn�t think it sounded particularly Finnish.
After paying the bill, the woman left without looking back, which disappointed him greatly.





CHAPTER 6

LATE WEDNESDAY TO EARLY THURSDAY
JAIL AT HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS
Jorma Korpivaara woke up and for a minute didn�t know where he was. He was lying on something hard, and he had to take a piss, badly. He felt a backache first, and then realized his head was killing him. He opened his eyes and saw a dim light in the corner. The room was narrow, and its walls were bare and green. What the hell, he thought as he scrambled up. What time was it? Where was he?
Korpivaara walked to the iron door. It wouldn�t open; it didn�t even have a handle. He panicked. Shit, he was locked in some closet. He pounded the door and yelled, �I want out! Goddammit, I want out!�
The iron door thundered from the pounding.
A small hatch opened and a guard in a blue uniform said in a bored tone, �Be quiet.�
�I fuckin� want out.�
�You can�t get out.�
�Why the hell not?�
�The door�s shut, and I have no intention of opening it.�
�Where am I?� Korpivaara asked in tears.
�This is the jail and you�ve been arrested. You�re being suspected of a crime,� the guard said and closed the hatch with a clank.
Korpivaara�s shoulders slumped as he stood behind the door. Drained of strength, he tried to pound the door one more time. He turned and saw a toilet in front of the bed, which was bolted to the wall. Two seats were attached to the opposite wall and some sort of a legless table was bolted between them.
He walked to the toilet and urinated.
Goddammit, what happened? He sat down on the bunk and buried his face in his hands. His mind was fuzzy like a TV screen with static.
His throat was parched. The previous day�s events were a blur and they came to him in a reverse order. At the police station he was stripped and handed overalls a size too big. He was riding in the back of a police van. He was arrested in the Alamo Bar. Beer and more beer. He unlocked the apartment door for the police.
�Oh, shit,� Korpivaara cursed. He tried to see what time it was, but he didn�t have his watch. And of course his phone wasn�t in his pocket. Rubbing his head, he tried to remember what had happened. He felt miserable. He had a headache and his skin was clammy.
Korpivaara walked to the small window at the end of the bed, but the frosted glass only let him see that it was dark outside. He lay down on the bunk, breathing heavily�in�out�in�out. He folded his arms on his chest like a body awaiting burial. Maybe that�s what he was.
Thinking about death made him think of his father. He was glad Rauno wasn�t around to see this. He had been a big enough disappointment to his dad already. He closed his eyes and could see his dad lying in the hospital bed, breathing in and out slowly, just like he was doing now. Inhale slowly and exhale a little faster. His eyes are almost closed, his mouth open under the oxygen mask. The mask is different from those in airplanes; its see-through profile is shaped like a hawk�s nose, with a tube coming from an oxygen tank. Korpivaara covers his mouth with his hand.
His father has an IV in his arm for fluids to keep his body hydrated. But the nurses couldn�t give him too much, because his body can�t process it. He gets morphine in his left shoulder at regular intervals to keep the pain at bay. That�s hospice care-to give a person a chance to leave this world gracefully and without too much pain. The nurse comes in to turn his dad. Rauno isn�t capable of doing that on his own.
There was no hope of recovery. The nurse just told the family to stay strong. Jorma held his father�s warm hand, feeling his pulse.
Why wasn�t anyone here to hold his hand now? Oh, how Jorma wished that someone would.
* * *
It was close to 2 A.M. Kulta, wearing white paper overalls and blue plastic shoe covers, opened the bedroom closet, yawning. The guy obviously didn�t bother folding his T-shirts or matching up his socks. All his clothes were in jumbled piles on the shelves. He did have some order to the mess-his dirty laundry was in a heap on the floor and the clean clothes piled in the closet-unlike some of the drug holes Kulta had seen.
Apparently, Jorma Korpivaara didn�t make his bed or change his sheets very often. The floor was sticky with stains, and trash was scattered all over.
Korpivaara�s apartment was the fourth place they searched. It was in the building the farthest back from Nӓyttelijӓ Street. Kulta and Kohonen had looked through the apartments of the other three suspects but hadn�t found much. No blood-stained clothing in the trash, no knife, or anything else directly linked to the case. Each was just as sloppy as Korpivaara�s, though. They all lived alone-probably why they had time to hang around at the Alamo Bar.
Kulta checked the bathroom first, looking for blood stains someone might�ve left while washing their hands. He noticed pale stains in the sink-blood or something else? Forensics would have to find out.
�Come here and look,� Kohonen yelled from the living room.
Kulta noticed a stack of crime novels next to a pile of porn DVDs. Empty beer cans littered the floor. Color photos were scattered around the printer and laptop. The photos were of a woman posing in various sexual positions, and the face belonged to Laura Vatanen.
�Look at her face,� Kohonen urged.
�The photos are fakes,� Kulta said. The pictures were clumsy attempts of attaching Laura Vatanen�s face to bodies of different women.
�I wonder if he posted these online or just kept them for his own pleasure,� Kohonen said.
�Let�s take the laptop to the pros.�
Kulta found a photo album under some junk in the closet. On the first page was a black-and-white photo of a young couple holding a baby dressed in a christening gown. The parents looked solemn. Kulta thought the man even looked angry. The caption under the photo read Jorma�s Christening August 17, 1969.
On the next few pages were pictures of a smiling child playing in the snow and on a beach. Some of the photos showed a mother or father, others the whole family. The colors had faded. One photo was of Jorma standing square-shouldered and proud next to a red bicycle in front of a green house. The last one was of him as an eighteen-year-old on a camping trip. Two more pictures had been glued on the pages, but later torn off.
Kulta stared at the camping photo trying to pinpoint what was wrong with it. Korpivaara was older, but his face looked different somehow-perhaps softer. Kulta could compare the photo to Korpivaara himself at the station. Hoping to find a current picture of him, Kulta rummaged through the closet but had no luck.
He looked through the rest of the closets quickly and went into the living room.
�Check the kitchen,� Kohonen ordered.
It was more of a kitchenette, with a stove, a sink, and a fridge. Half a dozen dirty plates sat in the sink, one of them with leftover pasta. A bread knife with a long blade lay on the cutting board-it fit the profile of the murder weapon. Kulta didn�t see any blood on it, so he left it alone. He remembered Korpivaara saying that he had cut his hand while slicing bread. That hadn�t happened here, since there were no traces of blood. Crumbs were scattered on the table.
Kulta looked in the fridge and saw a quart of milk, half a bottle of Coke, a stick of butter, sausage, and Koff beer cans-it must have been this week�s special at the neighborhood grocery store. It occurred to him that the inside of his fridge used to look just like this before his girlfriend moved in. And his clothes used to be a muddled mess. Kulta peeked into the cabinet under the sink and saw an empty trash container.
�He took the trash out,� he hollered to Kohonen.
�Shit!� Kohonen cursed in the living room. �Dumpster diving-that�s all we need.�
* * *
Kulta stepped into the dumpster shed, and the dim motion-sensor light came on. The detective�s Maglite cast a beam around the space, and he saw four black trash containers, a blue one for cardboard, a green one for paper, and two smaller brown cans for compost.
Kulta checked under the containers and the spaces between them. He quickly rummaged through the cardboard and paper containers.
�Yep, yep,� he said. �Now the real fun starts.�
Kohonen was only a little over five foot two, so her job was to hold the lid open. Kulta, who was six three, could easily reach inside.
�One question,� Kulta said. �How do I know which one is Korpivaara�s trash bag?�
�Skip the fancy white ones with a Stockmann logo and focus on the Alepa yellow. We�re not interested in common household trash but possible clothes and such that would�ve been thrown in.�
�Yeah, the soft packages,� Kulta agreed. He was still wearing the paper coveralls and now slipped work gloves over the rubber ones. Kulta handed the Maglite to his colleague, and she lifted the first lid.
�Have at it.�
Kulta scowled at Kohonen. The trash bags filled half of the container. He turned and felt each bag carefully before opening it. The stench was nauseating. His bachelor pad had never smelled this bad, even with trash bags piled in the kitchen corner for weeks and sweaty basketball gear adding to the aroma.
Despite Helsinki�s mandatory recycling rules, through the plastic he could feel milk and juice cartons, and coffee grinds that belonged in the compost bin. Maybe one day the city would hire someone to dig through people�s garbage and hand out fines for failure to separate the trash into the correct bins. Or they could outsource it to a private company like they did with parking tickets. Then finally, failure to recycle would become a crime and get handed over to the police, who would in turn ignore it. At least that�s what was happening with other new �crimes.�
Kulta opened the bags and emptied them in the other end of the dumpster-food and food containers, crumpled paper, receipts, cigarette butts, plastic wrap, pieces of glass, diapers, tampons, popcorn bags, and condoms. The whole rainbow assortment of apartment living.
Kulta knew that illnesses and drugs were part of that rainbow, and he was careful with each bag. Any of them could contain a syringe. In one Alko liquor store bag, he found a wad of bloody paper towels, among other garbage. He pulled it out for further examination.
After spending twenty minutes on the first container, they moved to the next.
Kohonen glanced at her watch and cursed.
�What is it?�
�It�s three in the morning and we�re digging for garbage,� she huffed. But she knew if they waited, the trucks would come in the morning, and searching around the dump would be far worse.
�What�s the difference between criminal investigators and patrol officers?� Kulta said with his head in the container.
�What do you mean?� Kohonen asked.
�We�re digging for scum at three in the morning while they�re hauling it to the station.�
�Not exactly politically correct,� Kohonen chuckled.
�Wasn�t meant to be. Besides, in my current state of mind I couldn�t care less about political correctness. I think we should be allowed to talk directly about things, instead of skirting the issue and always having to put a positive spin on everything. What good is it if we can�t say it like it is?�
�Yep, and speaking of which, dear, you could dig more and talk less so we can get outta here,� Kohonen smirked.
Suddenly someone yanked the door open.
�And who do we have here?� asked a fifty-something man in a parka. A Rottweiler growled next to him. �Riku, heel,� the man commanded, and the dog was quiet.
�Detectives,� Kulta said, lifting his head out of the dumpster, while Kohonen shone the flashlight into the man�s face. He looked as unfriendly as the dog.
�Detectives, you say,� the man repeated, his voice full of doubt, though seeing the paper overalls at least helped him believe they weren�t two-bit junkies.
�Yeah, and we�re in the middle of an investigation.�
�No doubt, no doubt,� the man said. �Must be important.�
�A murder case,� Kulta added.
�Huh. I�ll just toss this bag in here, if that�s alright.�
Kulta glanced at Kohonen, who still had the flashlight directed at the man.
�And who are you, bringing your trash out at three in the morning?� Kulta asked.
�Well, I�m leaving for work in a bit, and I needed to walk Riku first. This bag was lying in the park and I thought I�d pick it up. Tryin� to be ecofriendly, you know.�
Kohonen turned the flashlight on the yellow Alepa bag. It looked like there was a lump inside.
�So that�s not your bag?�
�No, it was in the park.�
Kulta took a better look at the man.
�Did we talk earlier today?�
�Hard to say, I can�t see you,� the man said, squinting.
Kulta remembered meeting the man while doing his rounds in the apartment building.
�Do you work for the Parks Department?�
�No, construction.�
Kohonen stepped forward, but froze when the dog started growling.
�Riku, sit,� the man said, yanking the already tight leash.
�I�ll take a look at that,� Kohonen said.
The man stretched his arm out to hand Kohonen the bag, and she noticed he wasn�t wearing gloves. Kohonen stepped back and opened the bag with caution. She saw a couple of cloths with bloodstains on them.
She looked up at the man and asked, �Where was this?�
�I told you already, it was in the park.�
�Show us,� Kohonen suggested and stepped outside behind the man.
It was still snowing. Not good, Kohonen thought. The fallen snow would cover tracks and destroy evidence.
* * *
Korpivaara lay on the cot in his cell. He stared at the dark ceiling, unable to sleep. He thought of his father again in the Turku University Hospital, in his brown hospital gown and no pants, only a diaper.
The doctor had said his father wouldn�t make it to his next shift and told the family to just be strong. Korpivaara had wondered how he would do that.
Jorma had gone to get something to eat at the hospital cafeteria, and when he returned the room was completely silent. Jorma couldn�t feel a pulse. He pressed the alarm and a nurse hurried in. She confirmed what Jorma already knew: his father was dead. There were no emergency teams, no efforts to revive him, only the nurse pronouncing him dead.
The nurse told him that if anyone wanted to see the body, they�d have two hours. Mom took a taxi there. She said that death was merciful-more merciful than the man himself.
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CHAPTER 7

THURSDAY, 9:10 A.M.
SOMEWHERE OVER THE GULF OF FINLAND
Nea Lind sat in seat 17C. The Finnair morning flight from Rome was half empty, and she had the row to herself, which suited her just fine. Lind was reading a book on her iPad after she had first leafed through the two Finnish tabloids, both raving about the evening gowns at the President�s Independence Day Ball. The attorney was disappointed that she didn�t find an article about a murder. The press probably didn�t yet know about the case the police had called her about. Interesting, Lind thought. There must be something to hide.
Nea Lind was pleased-it wasn�t often the police referred a case to her. She wasn�t sure why they had, as she didn�t have much reputation or visibility in legal circles yet, and her practice was too new to have made a name for itself.
The flight attendant reached for the cup Lind had placed on her tray, and she then closed her tray. She�d had to wake up early for the morning flight. Last night she had had a few drinks at the hotel bar, where an American businessman tried to get her to go to Milan with him, but she had to return home.
Lind was from Lieto, a town about ten miles northeast of Turku. Her Turku dialect faded while she was getting her Helsinki University law degree in the early �90s. She specialized in tax law and was successful at a mid-sized law firm. In 2000 she was recruited to one of the top firms in the country, but her career hit a wall there-not right away, but during the early 2000s recession when the firm went through a restructuring and downsized.
She ended up on the team led by sixty-something-year-old Oscar Francke, one of the senior partners. Lind became a pawn in all the discord about who would be let go. Francke wanted to keep someone else, but he was forced to take Lind as a compromise. She hoped to prove herself through hard work, but things only got worse. Her every report, plan, and brief was nitpicked, scrutinized, and modified. Her intelligence and acumen irritated Francke. It didn�t help that she always said exactly what she thought-a trait that should�ve been considered a plus in a law firm, but wasn�t.
Lind finally got fed up with the constant aggravation when Francke blamed her for an oversight that ended up costing a client hundreds of thousands of euros. In reality, it had been Francke who forgot to file an appeal on time. Lind suspected that he did it on purpose. Fortunately, Francke didn�t demand that Lind repay the client from her own account, but the firm took care of it.
Lind�s patience had reached its limit, and she quit. But it was difficult for her to find a new position in the small, incestuous world of Helsinki corporate lawyers. Despite a confidentiality agreement, Francke spread rumors that made it impossible for Lind to get hired. She considered starting a small accounting firm, but thought it was too boring. So she started a firm specializing in criminal law. She was on her own but planned to get a partner at some point, and hire an intern, maybe even a secretary.
The captain announced that the plane would be landing at Helsinki-Vantaa airport in about twenty minutes. The pilot said that a couple of inches of snow had fallen overnight and more would come during the day. The temperature was twenty-five degrees Fahrenheit.
So far Lind had only handled small cases like drug-related charges and domestic abuse cases. She had also defended a man charged of bankruptcy fraud. While she was fully qualified, she realized she didn�t like numbers anymore. She wanted to do something different.
Instead of being focused on numbers and money, a criminal justice lawyer had to care about people and their bad luck, sob stories, and unfortunate fates; about stupid mistakes, hatred, and utter evil.
This was her first murder case. She wondered what it would feel like to defend a person who had killed another. For the justice system to work, the suspect had to have a capable attorney. With the police and prosecutor working against the defendant, a solid defense had to be provided, since everyone was presumed innocent until the court decided otherwise. Up until now, all of Lind�s clients had been found guilty, but there was one case she believed she had won. A woman accused of grand larceny could have been sentenced to prison, but Lind was able to get her probation.
The murder case made her nervous. As soon as she hung up the phone in Rome, she regretted not getting more details from the police.
* * *
Korpivaara lay on the cot. He felt like he hadn�t slept a wink, but drifted in and out of some sort of stupor. He had expected death, but it hadn�t come. The cell door clanged. His head pounding and eyes watering, Korpivaara clambered up to sit. He felt grungy.
The guard came in, and behind him a familiar-looking woman. Korpivaara remembered that the brunette had talked to him the night before. That seemed like a lifetime ago and his memory was muddled. During the night he had time to think.
�How are you feeling?� the detective asked. Korpivaara thought he detected a hint of empathy in her tone.
�Alright, I guess, no complaints. And if I had any, it wouldn�t do any good, would it?� Korpivaara said. He figured that�s how a murder suspect was supposed to talk. Not show any weakness.
The stone-faced guard, who was as big as a house, stared straight ahead, expressionless. Korpivaara thought the guard was probably dreaming of him making a sudden move just to get a chance to tackle him.
�I have a few questions,� said the woman in a gray sweater and blue jeans.
�What�s your name?� Korpivaara asked.
She didn�t laugh, but stated matter-of-factly, �Anna Joutsamo.�
�Okay. My memory is spotty.�
�Do you remember why you�re here?�
The woman�s tone was cooler than before. Korpivaara nodded.
�Because of Darling� I mean Laura. Something happened to her�� Korpivaara tried to find the words, but couldn�t. Finally he said, �Like something bad.�
�She was found dead in her apartment,� the woman said.
�That�s pretty bad,� Korpivaara smirked, and ran his fingers through his messy hair. The sergeant wasn�t amused.
�Yeah, I have a few questions about that.�
Korpivaara shrugged. The movement sent a sharp pain through his head. Apparently he�d had quite a few beers.
�Shoot,� he said.
�Not here,� she said. �Let�s go into the other room.�
�Fine with me.�
She turned to the guard and asked, �Did they bring him breakfast yet?�
The guard shook his head.
�Alright, we�ll talk after you�ve had your oatmeal and coffee.�
�No fresh-squeezed juice and bacon omelet?�
�Doubt that�s on the menu,� the woman said, and Korpivaara sensed the empathy was back. �But you�ll get your oatmeal and coffee before the others.�
* * *
Twenty minutes later Joutsamo and Korpivaara were sitting in the drab interrogation room.
Joutsamo sat near the door. She could smell the mixture of coffee and day-old booze on the man�s breath. The guard had administered a Breathalyzer test and Korpivaara�s blood alcohol content was now low enough so they could conduct the formal interrogation. The man�s hair was sticking up, his cheeks were flushed, and his green coveralls were a size too big.
�I take it you didn�t sleep very well,� Joutsamo began.
Korpivaara shrugged and said, �The mattress could be a bit thicker.�
�Alright. Well, here�s the situation. Yesterday you asked for an attorney. She�ll be here this afternoon to see you, but we can start now, if you�d like. Is that okay?�
�Guess so.�
Joutsamo was pleased. She wanted to hold the first interrogation as soon as possible. This would also affect how the other suspects would be treated. Korpivaara would be arrested no matter what, but as for the rest of the Alamo gang, she wasn�t sure.
Joutsamo told Korpivaara she was starting the recording and pressed the button. She glanced at her watch and stated the time: 9:50 A.M. She read aloud Korpivaara�s whole name, date of birth, and address. She stated that the procedure was to inform the suspect of his standing in the preliminary interview and what he had been detained for.
Joutsamo looked Korpivaara square in the eye and said, �You are a suspect in the murder of Laura Vatanen that took place yesterday. Do you understand?�
�Yes.�
�You�ve been informed that you have the right to an attorney. But you don�t deem it necessary to have one for this interrogation?�
�That�s right, I don�t need an attorney,� Korpivaara replied. He recalled asking for one yesterday, but he had changed his mind. He was happy to talk now.
�So let�s begin,� Joutsamo said.
She had conducted hundreds of interrogations during her police career. The goal was straightforward: to find out what had happened and who had done what-simply to find out the truth.
�What can you tell me about the death of Laura Vatanen?�
It was an open question. Joutsamo didn�t want to ask him directly if he had done it, so she danced around the topic.
�I�ve got nothing to say about that. I am the custodian in the apartment complex. Well, the city pays me, but I don�t know what else to say about it.�
�But you knew Laura Vatanen?�
�Yeah, I knew her.�
�How well?�
�Pretty well, I guess.�
�What does that mean?�
�Uh, guess we knew each other well.�
Joutsamo saw it was hard for him to tell her about the sexual relationship. She had to help him.
�Were you lovers?�
�Well, we didn�t �love� each other, but we cared about each other. You know��
�Did you have sex?�
�Uh, yeah, that�s what I meant.�
�When was the last time?�
�A couple of weeks ago, I think.�
Joutsamo was glad she was able to get the suspect to admit his intimate relationship with the victim right away. She was pleased he hadn�t lied about it.
�Let�s talk about yesterday morning. Tell me what happened.�
�I already told you at the apartment,� Korpivaara snorted.
Joutsamo looked at the man. During an interrogation it was more important to listen than to ask questions. The suspect always started with what he or she wanted to talk about. Apparently what happened yesterday wasn�t it.
�We need to go over it again for the tape.�
�I got up around nine. It was my day off, and I had a beer and turned on the TV. You know, a usual day off.�
�Yeah, I know,� Joutsamo said with a smile. The idea was to appear to be on the same wavelength with the suspect. Being understanding and agreeable would help disarm him, which would make him more likely to talk. Using a small detail, like the morning beer, seemed like a good way to go about it.
Korpivaara liked that the officer appreciated his joke.
�As long as it doesn�t become a habit,� Joutsamo said.
�Yeah, I know. In my line of work I have to operate all sorts of machinery, and I gotta be sober.�
�But a day off is a day off,� Joutsamo said. Of course she had never started her day with a beer or even a cider.
�Right on. Sometimes you need to relax.�
�You said you turned the TV on. What did you watch?� Joutsamo asked, though she already knew the answer.
Korpivaara scratched his neck.
�Uh, well��
�Go ahead and tell me.�
�I�m a bit embarrassed to tell a lady, but it was a porn flick.�
�You have quite a collection of those,� Joutsamo remarked.
�How do you know?� Korpivaara asked, confused.
�We searched your apartment last night.�
�Oh,� the man said.
Joutsamo didn�t have to disclose it, but she figured it would send a message to the suspect. Korpivaara need not bother lying about things that she already knew.
�The DVD player had a movie in it. Is that what you watched?�
�Could be, they�re all pretty much the same.�
Joutsamo had found out about the movies from Kohonen and Kulta, who had searched the apartment. They also told her about the trash bin guy; the Forensics team was now examining the bag that the guy had given them. The detectives had gone to the park where the bag was found to look for possible footprints, cigarette butts, or other evidence, but the snow made it difficult.
�What happened then?�
�I was in my apartment, drinking beer and watching the tube. Then the police called and asked me to come unlock Darling�s�uh, Laura�s apartment.�
�Are you telling me the truth?�
After a moment�s hesitation, Korpivaara asked, �Why wouldn�t I?�
�Do you have something to hide?�
�N-no��
�It�s best to tell the truth. Less trouble that way.�
�I don�t wanna cause any trouble.�
Then tell me what you�ve done, Joutsamo thought.
�You don�t look so good. Would you like something to drink?�
�Well, if you�ve got a Coke or some water.�
Joutsamo stated the time of day on the recorder and said there would be a short break. She was glad to give Korpivaara time to squirm while he sat there thinking about his predicament.
She fetched a white paper cup and a bottle of Coca Cola, intentionally stalling and stopping to chat with the guard.
Korpivaara looked miserable when Joutsamo returned to the gray room. She opened the bottle and poured the cold drink into the cup. She noticed Korpivaara�s hand trembling as he downed the drink.
Joutsamo restarted the recording and stated the time again.
�Feel better?�
�Yeah, thanks.�
Joutsamo had a theory: Korpivaara had gotten horny watching porn in the morning and then headed to Vatanen�s apartment with the intention of having sex with her. They had sat down for some coffee, but something had gone wrong and the quick-tempered Laura had lost her life as the result of an argument. It was obvious that the perpetrator-whom Joutsamo believed to be Korpivaara-hadn�t gone to the apartment with the intention to kill. The Forensics guys noticed a knife was missing from the set in the kitchen, which could mean that the murder weapon was from the apartment.
�Let�s get back to business. I asked if you had something to hide in the case.�
�What would I have to hide?� Korpivaara asked.
Apparently he wasn�t aware that the police knew about his morning visit to the apartment.
�Jorma, I know you were in Vatanen�s apartment yesterday morning.�
�How would you know that?�
�Your fingerprints are there.�
�They could be old.�
�Jorma, your prints were on the coffeemaker switch and the coffeemaker was on when the police arrived.�
�But�,� Korpivaara began and closed his mouth. He thought hard for a moment as Joutsamo gave him a pressing look. He scratched his head.
�I don�t remember anything like that. But I do have a doctor�s statement saying I forget things sometimes.�
Joutsamo had read about his health problems. Korpivaara had been exempted from compulsory military service based on a physician�s report.
�What happened to you?� Joutsamo asked.
�I got beat up bad when I was twenty. I didn�t report it to the police, though. I got all sorts of injuries and the surgeon had to do some reconstruction on my face. Wish he�d given me a better mug while he was at it.�
�No police report? Didn�t the hospital ask you questions?�
�I told them I�d had a motorcycle accident.�
�Why�s that?�
�It was complicated. But it�s in the past. Now I�ve got some memory loss problems.�
Joutsamo looked at the man.
�Do you think it�s possible you had a memory lapse yesterday morning?�
�I guess that�s possible. They come and go. I can�t remember them�well, due to the memory loss.�
�Did you kill Laura Vatanen?�
�I�uh��
�Just tell me. You were in her apartment yesterday morning. Did you two have a disagreement?�
�We had a tiff now and then.�
�And yesterday?�
�I can�t remember.�
�Try,� Joutsamo urged.
Korpivaara looked defeated.
�If I was in the apartment, I suppose it�s possible.�
�Possible?�
�Yeah��
Joutsamo waited a moment, and asked, �Did you do it?�
�Could be.�
�What do you remember about the morning?�
�I was in my apartment, and I guess I went somewhere and came back.�
�Where did you go?�
�That�s what I can�t remember.�
�Did you go to Laura�s apartment?�
�Possibly. Maybe. I have to think.�
�Take your time,� Joutsamo said.
The two were silent for a few minutes. Joutsamo�s gaze stayed firm and merciless. She wanted to make him uncomfortable.
Joutsamo spoke again, �Sometimes life�s about taking responsibility. You do something, you answer for it. Are you responsible for your actions?�
�I�ve not been too good at that.�
�But it�s never been as serious as this before.�
�You�re right, it hasn�t.�
�Can you really not remember? Or maybe you don�t want to remember?�
�I don�t know,� Korpivaara agonized, burying his head in his hands.
�Do you remember going to Laura�s door?�
�I�m not sure.�
�Did you use your own key to go in or did Laura open the door?�
�I don�t��
The next question followed quickly. �Do you remember making coffee?�
�Damn.�
�Do you remember what Laura was wearing?�
�Uh��
�Do you remember if you two had an argument?�
�I don�t� I, uh��
Joutsamo waited for Korpivaara to go on, but he didn�t.
�Why did you go to her place?�
�Well, uh, I went there for sex. That was the only reason.�
�What did you argue about yesterday?�
�I can�t remember.�
�Was it about sex?�
�Dammit� But I don�t get why I would�ve slashed her throat.�
Joutsamo jumped on it, �What makes you think her throat was slashed?�
Korpivaara looked at her. �Well, wasn�t it?�
�I haven�t said that. How did you know?�
�I dunno. Maybe somebody mentioned it in the stairwell, or something.�
Or something. Joutsamo pondered the response. She didn�t buy his story about the memory loss, though it was common with head trauma.
In the course of the morning, Joutsamo questioned the rest of the bar gang: Jaakko Niskala, Pekka Rautalampi, and Heikki Lahtela. Lahtela�s interview didn�t take long-it wasn�t an interrogation since his Breathalyzer test still showed over 0.1, and all he could remember from the previous day was that he woke up at some point and went into the Alamo Bar. He had no idea what time, or anything else. The guy wondered why he was at the police station, and when Joutsamo told him the reason, he vomited. Most of it spewed into the trash can, but the interview was over.
Rautalampi, Mustache Guy, claimed he was driving the delivery van all day. It was difficult to pinpoint where he had been, so he was given a pad of paper and a pen to jot down his route. It would be easy to check his story with the delivery company and its customers.
Joutsamo asked the men about Korpivaara. They confirmed that he had told them about his memory loss. He also told them about the beating, but gave no further details. Korpivaara obviously didn�t want to talk about it, not even with his best buddies.
The previous day they had met in the bar between three and four o�clock. They never set a time; it was just their routine to meet there at some point. Sometimes they were all present, other times only some of them came. On occasion, someone else would join in.
That left Jaakko Niskala. It was his fingerprints on the door that sent the police on the trail to the bar. The man sat behind the table in the interrogation room, wearing overalls, when Joutsamo stepped in. His hair was too short to be messed up from sleep-or anything else for that matter. His high hairline gave the impression of an oval face. He had an unusually weak chin.
�Good morning,� Joutsamo said matter-of-factly as she settled in the chair. She went through the regular routine and informed Niskala that she was recording the interrogation. She asked Niskala if he needed an attorney.
�No,� the man said curtly, his expression hard.
�What can you tell me about the death of Laura Vatanen?�
�No comment.�
Joutsamo was confused. She wondered what Niskala had to hide. Joutsamo strongly suspected that Korpivaara was the killer, and that the others weren�t involved.
�Really?�
�Still no comment.�
Joutsamo sighed and kept her gaze on the man. She couldn�t tell if his eyes were focusing on her or the wall.
�Is that going to be your answer to all my questions?�
�No comment.�
Joutsamo stopped the recording.
�As I said, this is a murder investigation. We�re not talking about a theft or an assault, where you may be released once the interrogations are over. You can play tough, if you want. But the fact that you refuse to answer questions is grounds to have you placed under arrest, and the next thing you know you�re in custody, and we�ll keep you here while we very thoroughly and deliberately investigate the case,� Joutsamo said as she got up.
Joutsamo opened the door and called for the guard.
�Hey, listen,� Niskala pleaded. �Please, don�t go.�
�Yeah, I know the TANK song. And now I�m goin�,� Joutsamo remarked coldly and turned to the guard. �This guy goes back in the cell. We�ll try again in a couple of days.�
�No, let�s do it now,� Niskala said. �I wanna talk.�
�You mean it or are you giving me a load of shit? I�m busy as hell.�
�I�ll tell you everything I know.�
Joutsamo shrugged at the guard, who knew the routine and shut the door. Joutsamo returned to the table.
She had a sour look on her face, though in her mind she wondered why Niskala broke so easily and was ready to talk. She figured the guys from the Narcotics Unit were right; the man was a dime-a-dozen crook.
Joutsamo restarted the recording.
�We are resuming the interrogation after a two-minute recess. What can you tell me about the death of Laura Vatanen?�
�I know nothin� about it.�
Joutsamo shot the guy a reproachful look, aiming to pressure him.
�For real. I had nothin� to do with it.�
�Did you know Vatanen?�
�Yeah, she was sort of everyone�s honey in the bar. Not all there, but that didn�t bother us. No one forced her into anything; the men and her all did it voluntarily. But she was weird.�
�Weird how?�
�Her mood would change just like that. It was hard as hell to predict what she�d do next.�
�How would that show?�
�She�d invite you to her place, but when you got there, she�d suddenly kick you out. Not every time, of course. Otherwise we wouldn�t have let her hang with us.�
�So sex was the only reason you let her hang with you?�
�Well, we weren�t interested in her stories.�
Joutsamo forced herself to stay calm, even though she wanted to beat the shit out of him. But the only feelings she could acknowledge right now were the suspect�s possible feelings of guilt.
�You think that was a good thing?�
�I dunno if it was good or bad, it�s just the way it was. And she did enjoy the sex.�
�With all of you?�
�One at a time. We�re gentlemen, after all.�
Gentlemen my ass, Joutsamo thought. �What was the relationship between Korpivaara and Vatanen?�
�The same as it was between me and Darling.�
�Do you have any idea who killed her?� Joutsamo asked, keeping a cool face.
�I dunno. I do know it wasn�t me.�
�Oh really? Your fingerprints were found at the crime scene. What do you say to that?�
�What?� Niskala wondered. �They must be old� that�s all I can think of.�
�When was the last time you were in her apartment?�
Niskala thought for a minute. �Maybe a week ago, I�m not sure. All my days blur together.�
�Where were you yesterday morning?�
Niskala smiled. �I�m glad you asked. I have an alibi.�
�What alibi?� Joutsamo wondered why it had taken him so long to mention it.
�I was painting this guy�s apartment in Hertsikka.�
�By yourself?�
�No, with Mika.�
�Who is Mika?�
Niskala told her the guy�s last name and said the number was in his cell phone.
�He called me the night before and asked me to give him a hand. I said I�d do it, and Mika picked me up from Haaga around ten. We were there painting the apartment until about three.�
Joutsamo felt stupid. Was Niskala playing her the whole time, not bringing up his alibi right away? It seemed the guy pretended to be tougher than he was, and got scared when he realized the officer meant business.





CHAPTER 8

THURSDAY, 12:00 NOON
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
The whiteboard showed a timeline beginning the day before the murder. Below it were several lines, the top one listing Laura Vatanen�s comings and goings and then the names of Korpivaara, Niskala, two other suspects, and the mother. Everyone�s photos were attached to one side.
Takam�ki, in a gray cardigan over a white dress shirt, glanced at his watch. The meeting was scheduled for noon.
�Let�s get started,� the detective lieutenant suggested.
�Suhonen isn�t here,� Kulta remarked. Kirsi Kohonen sat beside Kulta, yawning. They�d had a long night and she�d slept lousy. The stench from the garbage lingered in her nose.
�He won�t be here,� Takam�ki said.
�Why not?�
�He went to the hospital,� Takam�ki said with a somber face.
�What for?� Joutsamo asked.
�No idea, to be honest. He just told me he was going to Meilahti Hospital.�
�Oh. Hope he�s okay,� Joutsamo thought out loud. It wasn�t uncommon for the police to stop by the hospital to question assault victims, but then they usually knew why their colleagues were there.
�Back to the case,� Takam�ki said. �Anna, give us an update.�
The sergeant nodded. It was just the four of them since Nyberg wasn�t there either. A while back Leif had reserved a spa weekend in Turku for his wife and him. The case was in relatively good shape so Nyberg got to have his weekend off. That meant at least one well-rested investigator on Monday.
Everyone present knew the basic facts, so, instead of starting from square one, Joutsamo began with the crime scene.
�The Forensics team is done. The door had the fingerprints of seven individuals. One set was Vatanen�s and two belonged to the patrol officers. The fourth set is the mother�s and the other two are from Korpivaara and Niskala. The last set of prints is from Mikael Aarnio, a man who lives in the complex.�
�Aarnio, the 3 A.M. garbage bag guy?� Kulta pondered out loud.
�Yeah, but we�ll get back to him in a minute,� Joutsamo said. �The prints inside the apartment belong to Vatanen, Niskala, Korpivaara, and the mother.�
�Course it�s possible that the killer wore gloves and their prints are neither on the door nor in the apartment,� Takam�ki pitched in.
�Of course,� Joutsamo agreed. �In any case, the prints on the coffeemaker are the strongest evidence we have. Korpivaara�s prints were also found on the coffee pot. Forensics will see if we can determine based on the consistency of coffee how long the machine had been on.�
�The smell of coffee in the apartment should tell us something, anyway,� Kulta said.
�We�ll find out later. We have numerous DNA samples from the apartment, but we won�t get the results for a couple of days. Otherwise the apartment was nearly spotless, since the mother had cleaned it that morning.�
�Can we rule out the mother?� Takam�ki asked.
Joutsamo shook her head.
�Yes and no. She told us about the arguments she and her daughter had, and that presents a motive. According to the medical examiner the time of death falls between nine and eleven, and the mother was in the apartment during that time frame. So she had the opportunity. On the other hand, she was cleaning and would probably have switched off the coffeemaker had it been on from the night before. She did the dishes there, too,� Joutsamo recounted.
�Unless she�s the one who forgot to turn it off,� Kulta inserted.
�Marjaana Vatanen didn�t drink coffee,� Joutsamo said.
�How do you know that?�
�She said so. And I checked her kitchen-she doesn�t have a coffeemaker.�
�Maybe she drinks instant,� Kulta tried. �Oh well��
Joutsamo went over other details. The blood on the rug in the entryway matched Laura Vatanen�s blood type. The victim had not been moved, which means that the killer had transported the blood onto the rug. Vatanen was not raped, and no drugs or alcohol were detected. The information from the phone company confirmed that Laura Vatanen had called Korpivaara the night before and the next call was from her mother. The call after that was from Iina Ridanpӓӓ, around 11 A.M. During all those calls Laura Vatanen�s phone had been connected to a cell tower near Nӓyttelijӓ Street, so Vatanen probably stayed at home the night before her murder.
They�d ask Korpivaara about Laura�s call and about his calls to the Alamo gang that morning. The stains found in Korpivaara�s bathroom sink turned out to be semen, and as soon as the DNA results were in they�d know whose it was.
Joutsamo went on. �The main suspect is definitely Jorma Korpivaara, the apartment complex custodian, who unlocked the door for the police yesterday morning. His fingerprints on the door and the coffeemaker prove that he was in the apartment. Right off the bat, the man lied about his whereabouts that morning, and he has no alibi. He has some sort of a sick infatuation for Laura. But the most incriminating factors are his partial confession during the interrogation and the fact that he knew how Laura was killed. Also, we found a bloody towel at his place-the same brand as the ones in Vatanen�s apartment.�
�Whose blood was on it?� Takam�ki asked.
�We don�t know yet for sure. The man could�ve cut his finger during the killing. As you know, Korpivaara had a sexual relationship with Vatanen and we found photos of her in his apartment.�
�Along with a bunch of other porn,� Kulta added.
�The motive could have to do with sex-or more likely the lack of it-because the men said she was unpredictable.�
Takam�ki nodded. �It definitely looks like we have the killer in custody.�
Ignoring Takam�ki�s comment, Joutsamo said, �A plastic bag containing blood-stained scraps of fabric was found in the nearby woods last night. We also found another plastic bag with bloody paper towels in one of the trash containers. We�re still investigating those. They might not have anything to do with the case; we�re still waiting on the results.�
�Yup,� Kohonen said. �I went to the thicket this morning. Forensics is over there now. They found some footprints, but most of them are from Aarnio, the guy who found the bag. The snow is making a mess out there, and it�s supposed to snow more this afternoon.�
�Who�s this Aarnio?� Takam�ki asked.
Joutsamo looked at her papers and said, �He lives in the building. His prints were on Vatanen�s door.�
�He said he was a construction worker,� Kohonen added. �He�s got an angry Rottweiler. We got his prints when we did the rounds in the apartments.�
�The man�s record only shows a couple of traffic violations,� Kulta said.
�Okay,� Takam�ki said. �Tell us more about Korpivaara�s interrogation. What do you mean by a partial confession?�
�In the interview last night, Korpivaara denied everything. But now he claimed he suffered from memory lapses, and suddenly admitted that it was possible he could have been in the apartment. The most notable part is that he knew how Vatanen was killed.�
�Did Korpivaara go inside the apartment when he unlocked the door for the police?� Takam�ki asked.
�No. I checked with Partio. They didn�t let him in.�
�Anyone talk about the slashing in the stairwell?�
Joutsamo shook her head.
�Not while we were there. The officers said they didn�t, either. Of course we have no tapes to go by.�
�Okay,� Takam�ki said. �Looks like we�ve got ourselves a killer.�
�Korpivaara had the opportunity and the motive to do it.�
�What about the means?� Kulta asked.
�I think he had that too,� Joutsamo said as her phone rang. She answered it and listened for a minute before saying she�d be in the lobby shortly. The others gave her a quizzical look.
�Korpivaara�s attorney is downstairs and she wants to meet her client.�
�Alright,� Takam�ki said. �We�ll arrest Korpivaara and evaluate the other three later this afternoon.�
�Yeah, we�ll need to keep going� Still a lot to uncover,� Joutsamo said, handing a check list to Kulta and Kohonen.
�We�ll get help from other teams,� Takam�ki said and ended the meeting.






CHAPTER 9

THURSDAY, 12:40 P.M.
MEILAHTI HOSPITAL, HELSINKI
Suhonen parked his car in the underground garage. The hospital parking lot had reserved spaces for police cars, but this visit wasn�t work related. Suhonen didn�t mind paying a euro or two.
He had visited the large hospital several times and was familiar with all the buildings and wards. This time he was going to the new triangle-shaped structure adjacent to the main hospital.
Suhonen passed the information desk in the large atrium, heading straight to the sunlit lobby. He walked by the lockers but decided to leave his leather jacket on. His Glock was tucked in the shoulder holster as usual; he could�ve left it in the car, but that wasn�t his style.
He climbed the steps from the lobby�s white tile onto dark granite flooring, and got into the elevator.
His mind was blank. He had called his old buddy, Eero Salmela, who had told him he�d suffered a severe heart attack and was hospitalized. It had been a close call.
At first Suhonen didn�t know what to say. But since Salmela seemed calm, Suhonen asked if he could visit. He asked Salmela why he hadn�t called; Salmela said he just hadn�t felt up to it.
The elevator took Suhonen to one of the top floors. He and Eero had been friends since their childhood in Lahti, a town about sixty miles north of Helsinki. Despite the fact that one of them became a criminal and the other a cop, they remained fast friends. Salmela had given the police good leads over the years, and Suhonen had gotten his friend off the hook now and then.
Suhonen stepped out of the elevator and followed the sign to the left. He opened the door into a large lobby. A nurse sat behind a small window on the side, minding her own business. He was surprised no one had asked him anything. He squirted some hand sanitizer from the dispenser, rubbed his hands together, and walked halfway down the long corridor.
The taupe and wood tones lent a stylish feel to the place, reminding him of a large hotel. He thought to himself that paying taxes was worthwhile if it made public health care look like this.
Suhonen found Salmela�s room and knocked. He heard a faint answer and opened the door. The shower was running, and a blonde nurse was making the bed. Behind the curtain was another bed. Salmela was standing in front of the large window, looking out at the hospital�s front yard and the medevac pad.
�What�s up?� Suhonen asked.
�More like down,� Salmela said as he turned. The forty-year-old had a slight twinkle in his eye, but he looked worn out. �No need to shake hands-I�m not going anywhere quite yet.�
�Well, you�re still alive and kicking anyway,� Suhonen said.
Five years ago Salmela was a mid-level criminal, hustling stolen goods in Helsinki. Now he looked like only a shadow of the man he had been in his trademark lambskin coat.
�My roommate�s in the shower. He�s here for the same thing. But let�s go to the cafeteria.�
�They�re having a worship service in there at one,� the nurse remarked.
Suhonen walked into the hall and Salmela followed, taking short steps.
�I�ve been looking into the numbers,� Salmela began. �Every year twenty-five thousand people in Finland suffer heart attacks. Seven thousand of them die before reaching a hospital and six thousand die in a hospital.�
�In other words, half of them make it, like you did,� Suhonen said, trying for a cheerful tone.
�That�s the same percentage as junkies in debt,� Salmela said with a chuckle. �And their odds are getting tougher. A guy I know called me yesterday and said a dealer is out there collecting all his debts. I�m sure you guys will get some work out of it, too.�
Suhonen let out a small laugh. Naturally, even in the hospital, Salmela got wind of the underworld rumors.
�Who is it?�
�I didn�t ask� You understand, right. I�d tell you if I knew. Ain�t got too much left to hide. They say heart attacks tend to recur.�
A few nurses and robed patients walked by.
�What were you doing here in Helsinki?� Suhonen asked. Salmela had been living up north in Oulu for a couple of years now.
�I came to see a buddy of mine; we had some drinks, and I stayed over in his apartment. The next morning when I went to get bread from the corner store, I was tired as hell and suddenly got a terrible pain in my chest. Next thing I knew I woke up in the hospital. Someone happened to walk by and called an ambulance.�
�Good thing they did.�
The men sat down in a small area behind a glass wall where there were half a dozen tables and a sofa.
�They�re takin� good care of me here. I�m embarrassed to admit I haven�t paid any taxes in years.�
�No need to worry about that,� Suhonen said with a smirk.
Salmela told him about the pain killers, examinations, and equipment monitoring his condition. He said he was supposed to make some lifestyle changes, too.
�I always thought this sort of thing only happened to people over seventy. I�m still young.�
Salmela�s life had been a roller coaster. He�d been a hardened criminal, but his downward slide began when his son was shot in a drug deal gone bad in 2005. Salmela had been swindled in another drug deal by the notorious motorcycle gang Skulls. He had helped the police with an operation, which resulted in head injuries from being attacked with an iron pipe while in prison. It took him a couple of years to recover, and his life returned to normalcy when he rekindled an old flame and found out he had a twenty-year-old daughter.
Everything was finally going well, and then the heart attack. But Salmela was tough-he�d get through this, Suhonen mused.
�How�s Salla?� Suhonen asked. The girl had given Salmela some heartaches over the past few years.
�She�s doing well. Moved to Berlin last winter and is studying something media-related. I�m not sure exactly what. She can afford to live over there. I haven�t told her about this yet.�
�You should. She�d come see you right away.�
�Yeah,� Salmela said quietly. A tear blurred his vision. �You know, Marita and I decided to get married, come January. Nothing big, just at the courthouse. We were gonna invite you. We were gonna honeymoon in Berlin and see our daughter. But now, thinking about the close call, I�m a little scared of what�s next. I�m not afraid of dying, but things are looking up for once, and I�m actually enjoying life.�
�You�ll change your lifestyle, take the meds, and it�s all going to be alright.�
The men sat in silence for a moment.
�One thing I gotta tell you,� Salmela said after a while. �In case I end up having another episode. Remember that night in Lahti?�
�Of course,� Suhonen replied. They had both been in a youth gang involved in attic break-ins. One night Suhonen stayed home with a fever, and that�s when the others were nabbed by the police, sending Salmela down the career track of a criminal.
�I never told you this, but that night when the cops questioned me, I snitched on you. I told them you�d been in on the other gigs.�
Suhonen was confused. Over the years everybody, including Salmela, had insisted they never told the cops about his involvement, and that�s why he�d stayed scot-free.
�They pressured me and threatened to throw me in jail, and I was so green I believed them. So I spilled it about you.�
�They never came after me.�
�I know, and I�ve always wondered why.�
�Maybe they just got busy with something else.�
�Yeah, hard to say.�
A female pastor came into the room, cloaked in a purple robe.
�Excuse me, we�re about to start a service here. You�re welcome to stay, of course.�
�No, thank you,� Salmela said, getting up gingerly.
He headed out, sat down in one of the chairs on the other side of the hallway and said, �Let�s talk some more. I don�t feel like watching TV� I got somethin� else I need to tell you.�
Suhonen was ready to make a joke about the last rites of a man on death row, but changed his mind when he saw the serious look on Salmela�s face. He sat down.
�I couldn�t tell you this before, because it would�ve revealed the source, and things could�ve ended badly for the guy.�
�Yeah?� Suhonen said, with interest.
�Well, the guy got run over by a train a couple of weeks ago. Could�ve been suicide, but it doesn�t matter now. He�s dead either way. I don�t know if you can use this, but he used to have a cell mate in prison by the name of Nortti��






CHAPTER 10

THURSDAY, 12:45 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Nea Lind�s gray pants were impeccably pressed. She wore a matching gray jacket, a white blouse, and a new pair of shoes she�d bought in Rome. A dark overcoat was folded across her arm.
She wanted to appear professional to her client and the police. Her goal was to make the top of the list of recommended attorneys in the Violent Crimes Unit, which would ensure a steady flow of clients. The only thing better was the Narcotics Unit; they often had as many as ten suspects per case, whereas the VCU only had one or two. Drug-related court hearings were also more complicated, which meant more billable hours. Her income was guaranteed because the state would pay if the criminals couldn�t afford it.
The atrium of the temporary police headquarters reached up to the top floor. The building used to be a courthouse, and the architectural style created a lofty feeling of openness. Of course the police headquarters didn�t need that; rather it could�ve used something that depicted strength and wisdom, like a bronze statue of a police officer helping a child across the street. As it happened, an artist, who once had to wait too long in line for his passport, had already designed a statue called �Waiting.� The piece would depict a man sitting in a chair, frozen in time, holding a number slip in his hand. The electronic number on his slip would advance to the next one each time a person was called up, and he�d be stuck waiting forever. This statue could be replicated and placed in all the police stations in the country.
A dozen people sat in the blue chairs in the first floor waiting room. On one side of the room were counters for passports and permits. On the other side, a glass wall with a locked door that led to the confines of the police department.
During her career at the large law firm, Lind never set foot in a courtroom. Squabbles were solved by negotiation, and tax issues in the office of the Administrative Court. Companies didn�t want bad publicity, and agreements always included confidentiality clauses. The courthouse was for people�s small claims and debt collecting-and for criminal cases, of course. Now, Lind was particularly interested in the latter.
Lind glanced at the wall to the number being served; it was 346. She�d waited for ten minutes and the number had gone up by two. The efficiency level at the police station was about the same as a hardware store, but better than the cable companies� customer service.
When she saw a brunette woman approaching in a black sweater, Lind picked up the computer case she had set at her feet. The ID badge around the woman�s neck confirmed she was a police officer. �Lind?� the officer asked, with a serious expression.
�Yes,� Lind replied, and the officer introduced herself as Anna Joutsamo from the Violent Crimes Unit. As was customary, the attorney introduced herself, though the officer already knew her name. Lind thought Joutsamo�s firm handshake fit her persona.
�Guess we haven�t met?� Joutsamo asked.
�No.�
�Have you handled criminal cases before?�
Lind found the tone of the question a little condescending, but figured it was part of the process; straight to business, no beating around the bush.
�Yes, for a little over a year.�
�Is this your first homicide?�
�Yes,� Lind said.
�Welcome to our world. Contrary to common belief, it�s no glitz and glamour-quite the opposite actually. It�s not for everyone, but some of us are fascinated by it. I hope you like it,� Joutsamo said, and Lind thought she detected a faint smile on the woman�s lips.
Joutsamo pointed to the front doors.
�Your client is being held in the other building. You can chat with him there.�
�Can you tell me about the case?� Lind asked as they stepped outside. Cars lined the street, accentuating the curve in the road. It was snowing, but this year�s snow hadn�t measured up to the past several winters.
A few months ago Lind had asked an experienced colleague for advice, in case she ever got a homicide case. The main rule was that if the police talked freely, it meant the case was clear-cut, and the client was guilty. If, however, the police were closed-mouthed, establishing guilt and innocence would be more complicated.
The women walked side by side briskly.
�A twenty-six-year-old woman named Laura Vatanen was found dead in her North Haaga apartment yesterday morning. The victim had a relationship with your client, and we have reason to believe he killed her. At the moment we�re investigating it as a murder.�
�Murder?�
�Yes, at the moment. If we find out it wasn�t premeditated, or if there were mitigating circumstances, the charge could be changed to voluntary manslaughter. In Finnish law, the punishment for murder is life in prison, with a possibility of pardon after 12�14 years, and for voluntary manslaughter it�s 4-10 years,� Joutsamo explained and grew quiet.
�I see,� Lind said, intrigued. The police were obviously holding back some details, so her job could prove to be quite interesting.
�Your client�s fingerprints were in the apartment and he has no alibi. He and the victim had a sexual relationship, and we have other evidence as well. And your client knew how she was killed.�
Now Lind thought the case might not be as intriguing as she�d assumed just a bit earlier.
�Have you interrogated him?� she asked.
�Once. He says he can�t remember anything about it, but that it�s possible he killed her. And like I said, he was able to tell us how she was killed, even though that information hasn�t been released.�
�What was the method?�
�The woman�s throat was slashed from ear to ear. The weapon hasn�t been found.�
They reached the steps of the other building that was still under remodeling. Joutsamo flashed her ID card at the reader and let Lind in first.
�What do you guys think the motive was?�
Joutsamo shrugged and said, �No idea. Only the killer knows. Might�ve been an argument; it often is.�
The officer led the attorney farther ahead through locked doors. The fluorescent lights cast a pale yellow hue on the wall, despite the bright paint.
�By the way, what�s my client�s name?�
�Jorma Korpivaara.�
Lind jumped. �Korpivaara?�
�Yeah. You know him?� Joutsamo asked, studying the attorney.
Lind could tell the officer would see right through her and thought it best to be honest.
�I used to know someone named Korpivaara, but I haven�t heard from him in twenty years. I wonder if it�s the same guy.�
�You�ll soon find out,� Joutsamo said and paused. �I wondered why he picked you from the list of attorneys. Maybe because he knows you. Usually they�ll stop at a name they�ve heard on the news, or they don�t care and just ask for our recommendation.�
�Yeah,� Lind said.
�How did you know him?� Joutsamo asked as she opened the last door leading to the jail hallway.
Lind didn�t answer.
Joutsamo led the attorney into a small interrogation room and said the guard would bring Korpivaara in momentarily. Lind waited for two minutes before she heard a knock on the door.
�Your client is here,� the hulky guard grunted as he let Korpivaara in. He asked if Lind wanted him to stay for safety reasons. Lind shook her head. The guard pointed at a button by the door and said, �Push the emergency button if you need help.�
Lind recognized Korpivaara immediately, despite the twenty-one years since their last meeting. She had calculated the years while she waited in the room.
�Hi,� Korpivaara said from the door, with a hint of warmth in his voice.
�Hello,� Lind said, in a cool, surprised tone.
Korpivaara walked around to the far side of the table, looking like he�d done it many times before. The attorney stayed near the door.
�You still remember me?� Korpivaara asked.
�Of course I remember you,� Lind replied.
�You�re looking pretty classy. Life must�ve been good to you. Mine�s not been so great.�
Lind didn�t quite know what to say. She didn�t want to talk about the past. She was here as Jorma Korpivaara�s attorney. But she had to ask, �Why did you pick me?�
�I dunno. I went through the list of names and saw yours. I just kinda said it.�
�Yeah,� Lind said in a neutral tone. Good enough. Korpivaara could�ve called her over the years, if he had something to say to her; he didn�t need to pick her as his attorney for that.
�Let�s get to the case. What�s your take on it?�
�Take? What do you mean?�
Lind was confused, �Well, what happened there?�
Korpivaara looked miserable.
�I can�t take these questions.�
�What questions?�
�The never-ending hashing and re-hashing of what happened.�
�So what happened? I have to know what you think or I can�t defend you.�
Korpivaara looked agonized.
�What do I think? I�ve thought and thought about what might�ve happened, and there�s only one possible scenario. I think I went into the apartment, made some coffee, and talked with Laura about sex. Then she must�ve snapped somehow, and I must�ve grabbed a knife and for some odd reason slashed her throat.�
�Do you know it-or just think so?�
�I get a headache from just thinkin� about it and other things as well. Hell, I do know it. That�s how it went. Get the woman cop in here, and we can be done with this shit. I don�t wanna think about it anymore.�
�Wait a minute,� Lind said. �It�s in your best interest to get to the bottom of this. You might get a lesser sentence if you cooperate. Besides, if that�s how it happened, you�d be charged with manslaughter, not murder.�
�It�s all the same to me.�
�Five years is not the same as fifteen.�
Korpivaara looked solemn and stern, his lips pressed together in a thin line.
�I wanna confess right now. Get the broad in here.�
�But if��
�Nothing�s gonna change. I�ve thought about this. It needs to be this way; there�s no other option,� Korpivaara said.
Lind was dumbfounded. It wasn�t supposed to go down like this, a man accused of a serious crime confessing as soon as his attorney shows up. The suspect was supposed to tell his version, plead innocent, and be given a chance to build a defense.
�I��
�Now!� Korpivaara demanded. �I read in a pamphlet that the attorney has to obey the client�s wishes. And I want you to get the cop in here to interrogate me.�
Lind shrugged and knocked on the door. She didn�t get it. Was Korpivaara trying to humiliate her? This wasn�t the best way to do it. After the confession, Lind would walk out of the front door and maybe head to the nearest bar for a cider, but Korpivaara would sit in prison for years.
The guard came quickly.
�Is Joutsamo still here?� Lind asked him.
�She�s having coffee with us.�
�Ask her to come in here.�
Joutsamo showed up a minute later. �Well?� she asked.
�My client wants to be interrogated now.�
�Does he have something new to say?� Joutsamo asked.
�Yes,� Lind replied.
Joutsamo asked Lind and Korpivaara to follow her into the other interrogation room, where the microphones were set up. Joutsamo stated the date, the time of day, and the names of those present into the recorder.
Lind watched the calm officer, who began by saying, �Jorma Korpivaara, you want to tell us something about the death of Laura Vatanen and your involvement in it?�
Korpivaara looked calm.
�Yeah, I killed her. I was at my place and then went to Laura�s apartment that morning and got in with my key. I was there for sex, and we were headed in that direction. I made some coffee and we talked about this and that. Then I suggested sex, and Laura lost it completely. She screamed and called me names and maybe tried to hit me. My mind went blank and I got a knife from the kitchen. Then I slashed her throat and left.�
�Where is the knife now?�
�I can�t remember. I had some sort of a blackout. I must�ve taken it somewhere.�
Joutsamo turned to Lind.
�Does the defense want to ask anything?�
�Why do you want to tell us this now and in this way?�
Korpivaara�s voice was quiet as he said, �I�ve been thinkin�� I can�t take it anymore. I just don�t have it. Can I go back to my cell now?�
�Yes,� Joutsamo said and stopped the recording.
The guard came in and took Korpivaara away.
�That was quick,� Joutsamo said to Lind.
The attorney didn�t reply.






CHAPTER 11

THURSDAY, 4:10 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Joutsamo sat at her desk. Kulta and Kohonen were out, as was Suhonen. The four shared an office.
She had headphones on as she typed up interrogations from the last few days.
Joutsamo felt a tap on her shoulder and noticed Takam�ki.
�You got time to take a look at this?� the detective asked and handed her a sheet of paper.
Joutsamo took it and read: �Police bulletin. In the late morning on Wednesday, a twenty-six-year-old woman was killed in an apartment located on Nӓyttelijӓ Street in North Haaga, Helsinki. Based on their investigation, the police detained several people. A forty-year-old man was arrested on Thursday as a suspect for manslaughter. He has confessed to the crime. The killing was preceded by an argument. Other suspects have been released.�
�There�s the work of five people for two days, condensed into six sentences,� Joutsamo said with a snicker.
�Sound okay to you?�
�Yup,� Joutsamo said and put the headphones back on. There�d still be a lot to do, but she was glad the case had been solved quickly. She and Takam�ki had talked about the charge and, based on Korpivaara�s confession, they decided on voluntary manslaughter. In the current judicial system even the most brutal acts of killing were considered manslaughter as long as they were not premeditated. If the man who executed three people in the McDonald�s drive-through in Porvoo last year was only sentenced for manslaughter, then this was no murder either.
Niskala, Rautalampi, and Lahtela would be free to go by seven o�clock-before the twenty-four hour limit was up-since there were no grounds to arrest them. There was no reason to believe they were involved in the killing-on the contrary.
�I think I�ll go for a run tonight,� Takam�ki said.
Joutsamo said she was going to bed early.
* * *
Nea Lind lay on her taupe sofa with her feet on the coffee table. She was comfortable in her gray sweatpants. Her forty-inch flat-screen TV was tuned to CNN news, but she wasn�t paying attention. In her hand she held a tall-stemmed glass filled with wine she had brought back from Rome.
She couldn�t stop thinking about Jorma Korpivaara. It wasn�t the past that bothered her, but the fact that he had picked her as his attorney and then acted the way he did. Of course she�d heard the stories of how oppressive prison walls can be
Nea�s gaze wandered around the living room until her eyes focused on a picture on the light-blue wall. The colors in the picture were calm, maybe even dull. It revealed an organized chaos, just like the apartment, she thought, as her gaze shifted to the plates scattered on the walnut coffee table.
Her packed suitcase still waited in the entry hall. She had taken a taxi from the airport to her office and then gone to the police station before coming home. She had piles of laundry to do.
Lind lived alone. She�d dated and lived with an engineer for a while, but she didn�t like the way he wanted her to act as his doting mother and she left him.
Thinking about Korpivaara, she wondered how his memory could come and go like that. It was possible, she thought, but she couldn�t dismiss the fact that he might have faked the initial memory loss. Something seemed amiss. Didn�t Korpivaara understand that she was on his side, trying to help him?
Lind took a sip of the smooth wine and thought about their meeting in the interrogation room. She was waiting there when Korpivaara was brought in. They greeted each other, and Korpivaara recognized her immediately. Then he said life had treated them differently. It was true.
This was perfectly normal, she thought, but suddenly realized that she had no idea of what normal was for a murder suspect.
When Lind asked Korpivaara why he had picked her, he said his finger simply landed on her name. Was it as simple as that? Perhaps. Lind couldn�t say. She knew he�d been drunk, so it was probably just a quick thought. Picking someone he knew was a safe choice. That�s probably all it was.
�What�s your take on it?� she had asked. Somehow the question cut him to the core, and Lind tried to figure out why.
�What�s your take on it?�
To Lind it seemed like a neutral question that addressed the suspect�s angle on the case.
�Shit,� she said when it dawned on her. The question was neutral from the interrogator�s point of view, but not the suspect�s. The police had probably pressured Korpivaara, as was their custom, and now the attorney, who was supposed to be the guardian angel, showed up with the same attitude.
Lind cursed again. It made sense that Korpivaara, who was suffering from memory problems, would�ve believed Joutsamo�s account. He perceived that his attorney was only asking for his version of it, as if she assumed the suspect was lying, just like the police did.
Korpivaara�s confession wasn�t the result of the police pressuring him; she was the one to blame. This was the second time she was about to ruin Jorma Korpivaara�s life. Lind thought it was possible that Korpivaara was the killer, but she wanted to see the evidence, not just hear his confession. As his defense attorney, she needed to do her job perfectly.
* * *
Takam�ki was reading a tabloid he had grabbed at the station. He sat at the dining room table with a towel around his waist. His dark hair was wet from the shower, and a few drops ran down his back. As he had promised Joutsamo, he�d gone for a five-mile run before he hopped in the sauna.
The paper had a story about how petty thieves were becoming bolder and more insolent since unpaid fines could no longer be converted into jail time. When a pickpocket was caught red-handed and given a fine, they could tear up the ticket and laugh about it to boot.
In Takam�ki�s opinion, the change in the policy wasn�t due to the na�vet� of the lawmakers, but rather to the former attorney general�s view that the poor shouldn�t be punished for being poor. Sending someone to jail for unpaid fines wasn�t punishing them for being poor, but for the original crime, like theft, Takam�ki thought. But now, the deterrent to petty crime had been removed.
Another article in the paper was about a homicide by an outpatient in a Kuopio mental health hospital. A thirty-four-year-old man had stabbed his fifty-seven-year-old mother. Takam�ki lamented that this was yet another example of how sending the mental health patient home with a bottle of pills didn�t work. He thought patients should stay in regular contact with their doctors, and someone-other than the police-should ensure that they stay clean. He wondered if the Salvation Army or perhaps the Red Cross could do something for local communities besides just chasing donations.
These were both examples of how accountants were increasingly at the helm. It was cost effective, at least on paper, to reduce the number of people incarcerated for unpaid fines or number of patients in mental health hospitals. The daily cost of an inmate had become astronomical at two hundred euros.
In reality, the savings was questionable as eighty percent of the expenses were fixed, including building operating costs and staff salaries. Incarcerating a hundred fewer prisoners didn�t actually save all that much in cash-even if on paper it was twenty thousand euros per day.
The continual attempts to save costs meant that more prisoners-and more hardened criminals-were getting transferred to low-security prisons, where it was easy for them to pursue their criminal ventures before they were even released.
In actuality, a first-time offender ended up serving only five years of a ten-year sentence, and of that the last third was usually in a minimum-security facility. The actual time inside a proper prison ended up being three and a half years rather than ten. Prison math was tough-for the victim.
And it became even tougher if the criminal, say, killed again after being clean for three years. The record was wiped clean after three years, and the killer was once again treated as a first-time offender. The rights of crime victims, and the safety of citizens at large, always took second place to offenders� rights.
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CHAPTER 12

FRIDAY, 11:00 A.M.
DAGMAR STREET, HELSINKI
The elderly lady never stopped talking for even a second while Lind helped her with her fur coat. Mrs. Harju had come to her ten o�clock appointment, as agreed, to draw up her will. This was her third appointment, even though Lind could usually write up a simple will while the client waited.
Lind�s neat and conservative office was totally different from her modern, �organized chaos� apartment. The furniture looked majestic. While picking the set, she had wondered if she was trying to compensate for being female. She decided the ambience of the office was more important than her personal taste. Being an attorney required being trusted, and the furniture needed to be dignified.
She was renting the Dagmar Street office space. Having two rooms gave her the option of one day hiring someone else to work there, too. But she wasn�t ready for that yet.
The elderly lady was still hesitating about something, so Lind had set up another appointment for her. Mrs. Harju had assured her it had nothing to do with the fact that Lind was female. Her previous attorney had been a skinny man who, according to Mrs. Harju, was only after her money. Ms. Lind, however, seemed very trustworthy.
Lind thought the will was complete, but the lady wanted to think about it some more. Lind got her drift: Mrs. Harju just wanted someone to talk to. This time the conversation was about her grandson�s academic success and his university alternatives. Lind charged the woman two hundred euros for the hour, which the elderly lady gladly paid.
�Till next week, then,� the woman said from the door.
�Good-bye,� Lind replied, closing the door.
She had slept poorly, woken up early, and come to the office. Her apartment on Museo Street was only a few blocks away. She had picked up a pastry on the way and made some coffee in the office. The Helsingin Sanomat newspaper printed only a short piece about the homicide, and both afternoon papers gave the seemingly routine incident only two columns each.
The media saw nothing special about the case, since the perpetrator had been taken into custody. They hadn�t been told about the brutality of the killing. The police bulletin�s mention that the killer had confessed irritated Lind to no end. A direct statement of the man�s guilt or innocence wasn�t the police department�s job. They were merely to investigate; the prosecutor would prosecute, and the court would determine whether the suspect was guilty.
Lind kept thinking about the case. She couldn�t put her finger on what bothered her about it, but something was off. In the back of her mind she didn�t believe, or didn�t want to believe, that Korpivaara was a killer. But it had been twenty years since their last meeting, and people changed-especially those who got into drugs, and Korpivaara definitely had.
Before Mrs. Harju�s appointment, Lind had searched the web for information about Korpivaara and the victim. She found nothing on either one-no Facebook pages, blogs, or anything else. She was perplexed.
Late the night before, she had sat on her sofa making a list of questions she wanted answered. The first was, �Is it possible for the perpetrator of a crime to lose his or her memory?�
The police seemed to think that memory loss meant the suspect was either unwilling or too scared to confess. But Lind found an article in a medical journal about dissociation, which discussed how dissociation, psycho-dynamically, is an automatic adaptive reaction to trauma that threatens one�s psychic balance, such as feeling shame or being horrified. As a result of the reaction, memory loss, disorientation, and hallucinations tend to cause a feeling of insecurity. Even though the original source of pain is gone from the conscious mind, the realization of not remembering one�s identity or what has happened is confusing.
Lind read the article twice, but still didn�t totally understand it. She came to the conclusion that one might protect oneself from a traumatic experience by blocking it from memory.
So the scientific answer to her question was yes. Of course, in Korpivaara�s case, the memory loss supported his guilt rather than his innocence. Had Korpivaara not been in the victim�s apartment, he would have no reason to forget what happened.
Lind listed another half dozen questions, but in order to gain answers she needed to know more about Korpivaara and Vatanen and their relationship.
Lind glanced at her watch. She would stop by the Alamo Bar in the afternoon, but first she had to represent a client in a real estate dispute in small claims court. It would take a couple of hours for several witnesses to be called to the stand. Lind would rather take on criminal cases, but she was glad to have any work. This case had been referred by a friend.
* * *
Crime Reporter Sanna R�mp�tti sat on one of the chairs near the side wall, looking at the computer screen projected on the white wall at the end of the conference room. While reporters sat to the side, the management was seated at the conference table. About twenty people were in the room for the Channel 3 News morning meeting to review the day�s events, listed on the wall. Beyond corporate press conferences, not much was going on.
R�mp�tti yawned, not even bothering to conceal it.
�Is that your view of today�s news agenda?� News Chief Risto Lӓhdesranta asked. He was nearing fifty and always wore a striped tie, whether his shirt was plain or plaid. R�mp�tti suspected that he slept with his tie on, and she could�ve had a chance to find out when Lӓhdesranta, drunk as a skunk, hit on her at a company Christmas party. To no avail.
�What?� R�mp�tti asked. The meeting was mandatory, and she hadn�t paid attention while discussion centered on education statutes and the administration�s plans to focus on secondary education over the next few years.
�You�re not interested in education statutes?�
�Just as interested as our viewers,� R�mp�tti retorted, and the others, except Lӓhdesranta, laughed.
R�mp�tti wondered if she had made a mistake. Sometimes news chiefs, not to mention editors-in-chief, had their own ideas on what made interesting news. Some of the ideas were good, but some were impossible, or impossible to cover in the two minutes of airtime each story got on the nightly news. Those suggestions were simply ignored. But under no circumstance were they to be shot down in the morning meeting-certainly not with jokes.
�Education statutes concern a large segment of our viewers.�
�Sure, sure. Facebook will probably be buzzing with posts about the upcoming huge scoop we have on tonight�s news�about education statutes.�
Lӓhdesranta turned all attention to R�mp�tti. �What does our crime reporter have to offer for the day?�
�The report of sentences for sex crimes will be published next week, but we can deal with that then.�
Lӓhdesranta laughed. �Well, that�ll interest the rapists, at least.�
The others didn�t find his comment funny.
R�mp�tti had reported on sex crimes a few years back, and it had resulted in a tightening of the laws. She was anxious to see what the impact was on sentencing.
�Don�t you have anything for today?� Lӓhdesranta pressed.
�Not really. Sometimes I just don�t.�
�If you don�t think our viewers find education statutes interesting, we�ll need something else to waken passions and shake up the Facebook crowd-and people are intrigued by crime.�
R�mp�tti stared at her boss. She should�ve kept quiet, because he was now about to get back at her by suggesting some totally stupid story idea.
�Yeah,� R�mp�tti said. �Apparently you have an idea.�
�Actually I do.�
R�mp�tti feared the worst.
�The police reported last night about a homicide in Haaga,� Lӓhdesranta continued. �A young female was killed in her apartment.�
�That�s probably not��
�Don�t knock it. I think it�s interesting. Take it and add some human element to it. They�ve had several homicides around Haaga and Kannelmӓki in the past few years.�
�Well, they�ve got lot of public housing.�
�That�s a great angle.�
�Nah,� R�mp�tti said.
The other reporters followed the conversation, heads turning from side to side as if watching a tennis match at Wimbledon.
�If this was England, you�d be reporting live from the front yard of the building. This would be breaking news.�
�Yeah, but this is Finland.�
Lӓhdesranta smiled.
�You�re always complaining that human life isn�t valued and homicide cases get shrugged aside. Here�s a chance to get air time for a homicide, but yet you don�t seem very excited.� Lӓhdesranta started singing, �It�s a world of laughter, a world of tears; it�s a world of hopes and a world of fears��
To his chagrin, nobody laughed this time either.
�While we�re quoting children�s songs, I�ve got one,� R�mp�tti said, getting on her feet.
She cleared her throat and started singing quietly as she walked out of the room: �I�m going on a story hunt! I�m gonna catch a big one! I�m not afraid!�
The others guffawed and Lӓhdesranta asked, �Where you going?�
�To get a cameraman and go to the apartment,� R�mp�tti replied without turning. She�d been given a challenge and, despite all, Lӓhdesranta had a point. The media did shrug off homicides, leaving their causes and effects in the dark. Each had a story behind it and here was her chance to grab one and tell it to the million Finns who watched their newscast.
* * *
�You serious?� Takam�ki asked incredulously.
He was on the phone with Sanna R�mp�tti who had just asked him for an interview on the Laura Vatanen case.
�I�m very serious.�
�TV news is covering a simple homicide. Why?�
�The news chief wants a touching, human interest story, and he thinks this case has the makings for one.
�Is that right?� Takam�ki said. �You want me to send someone to administer a drug test on him?�
R�mp�tti chuckled. Wouldn�t that be a sight!
�But really, when can we come?�
Takam�ki had known R�mp�tti for years. If she was in a bind because her boss had come up with a dumb idea, he�d help her out and grant an interview.
�We�re not talking about a Trojan here, are we?�
�No,� R�mp�tti assured him.
A Trojan was a technique where reporters enticed the interviewee with an easy topic that, as soon as the cameras rolled, turned into something they didn�t want to talk about. The method was popular among investigative journalists.
�Unless you have something else you want to address.�
�I can�t think of anything just now. But you can do a story about how easily criminals get off for committing serious crimes, due to the policies of the current government.�
�Oh, is that something new?�
Takam�ki couldn�t tell from R�mp�tti�s tone if she was serious or joking. He decided to take her seriously-he thought that best when dealing with reporters.
�You can go with converting unpaid fines for prison sentences, and inheritance tax evasion.�
�Kari,� R�mp�tti said. �Three-quarters of our viewers can�t connect with those topics. So they�re unsuitable for TV.�
�Yup,� Takam�ki agreed.
�If you have a sensational new case about those issues, then maybe, but people aren�t interested in generalities,� R�mp�tti said. �How about we come by around three so you�ll have time to think about it.�
�Three o�clock works fine.�
R�mp�tti asked Takam�ki for the exact address of the crime scene, and the names of the victim and suspect. Takam�ki knew R�mp�tti wouldn�t put them on air yet-the media had strict ethical rules about that-but the information would be helpful. And she could repay him with other tidbits, since sometimes people would rather talk to reporters than the police. As the head of investigation, Takam�ki was free to talk about the case any way he chose; and the names would be on public record anyway, come Saturday�s court hearing.






CHAPTER 13

FRIDAY, 2:00 P.M.
SALMISAARI COURTHOUSE, HELSINKI
The stocky security guard with short, spiky hair smiled at R�mp�tti, waving her through the metal detector in the courthouse lobby. During the morning rush, reporters and attorneys were sometimes permitted to cut in line. In a late night hot dog stand or a cab line, people would�ve grumbled-and rightly so. But when it came to security, they just stood quietly and waited politely, just like at airport security checkpoints.
The metal detector beeped and R�mp�tti exchanged a few words with the guard. Ari Mustikkamӓki, the bald cameraman, followed her.
The lobby was open to the eighth floor, with hallways leading into courtrooms encircling it like balconies. During the courthouse�s inauguration, a fireworks show was held in the open space. But on the flipside, suicides have also been committed by jumping off the top floor. Alko, the government-owned distillery, was once housed in this massive brick building.
After going through security, R�mp�tti and Mustikkamӓki came to a large airport-style screen that listed the day�s cases and room numbers. As usual, R�mp�tti scanned the names of defendants to see if any of them rang a bell. Sometimes she recognized one or two, but not today. The first floor contained several courtrooms, an office, and a cafeteria. R�mp�tti and Mustikkamӓki headed to the right and into the cafeteria.
The rectangular room had glass walls that separated it both from the outside and the lobby. Inside were a dozen tables and a small counter with pastries and good coffee. R�mp�tti chose her favorite: a Karelian pirogi with egg butter and a large coffee. She treated Mustikkamӓki to a cinnamon roll and a Pepsi. They sat at a black table near the door. A prosecutor acquaintance of R�mp�tti�s had finished his coffee and came over.
�What do you have today?�
�What have you got?�
The forty-year-old lawyer in a suit, with silver sideburns, gave a short chuckle.
�Good question. We�ve been hashing the never-ending tax fraud case for thirty days now. The attorneys� fees already amount to double the losses from the fraud. It doesn�t make any sense to send defendants on probation or slap them with fines they can�t pay. You could do a story on that.�
R�mp�tti sipped her coffee.
�Will you say that on camera?�
�Of course not. I�d say that it sometimes takes a lot of resources to uncover the truth, and a constitutional democracy should be able to afford it.�
�Call Channel 2, they�re interested in that sort of thing. I�m not,� R�mp�tti said with a smile.
A few more people she knew waved hello from other tables. Whenever there was a big case, reporters were accepted as part of the crew. That was a few dozen times a year. On the so-called quiet days, however, reporters were the oddities-no one knew why they were there, but everybody wanted to find out.
R�mp�tti finished her pastry and coffee; Mustikkamӓki was already done.
�Now what?� the cameraman asked.
�Now we wait for her to show up.�
* * *
Nea Lind leaned against the balustrade on the second floor as she talked on her cell phone. The call had lasted almost ten minutes. Laura Vatanen�s mother had wondered why she had to meet with Lind, but Lind agreed to stop by her work at six o�clock. Lind hung up and dropped the phone in her purse.
She glanced at her watch and realized she was fifteen minutes late. She could say her other case took longer than expected.
Lind stopped by the restroom and checked her makeup. In her previous life at the large law firm she had learned tricks about presenting herself and influencing people, but she was a rookie when it came to dealing with the media. The reason was simple: big law firms avoided media publicity like the plague. They hired consultants, known as �spin doctors� to take care of any problems. No attorney ever had to be on TV to explain their actions, risking their futures.
Attorneys who worked for large firms sometimes appeared as top income earners in annual tax disclosures. Finland was one of the few countries to publish people�s personal taxable incomes and effective tax rates. Being on the top of the list wasn�t considered bad. It signaled success, and also served as a recruiting tool for graduating law school students: �Come work for us, we�ll pay you well.�
Nea Lind had never made partner and didn�t earn the large bonuses, though she made good money. She purchased her apartment on Museo Street with those earnings.
Lind felt nervous as she descended the stairs to the main floor. She wore a navy blue suit, the same style as her gray one from the day before. She wasn�t sure how it would look on television, but she had dressed for the trial. The call from R�mp�tti had been a surprise, but it was exactly what Lind wanted. She needed publicity in order to gain credibility and clients.
Lind saw R�mp�tti and the cameraman sitting by the cafeteria door. She improved her posture and went through the key words: honesty, openness, and confidence. To hell with those, Lind thought. When the camera was rolling, it was just a battle for survival.
�Hello,� she said, walking to the reporter�s table.
�Sorry I�m late. I had to make a phone call after the trial,� Lind said. She decided not to start lying right off the bat.
R�mp�tti introduced herself, shaking Lind�s hand, and Mustikkamӓki followed suit.
�Is it alright if I get a cup of coffee?�
�Um, we�re in a hurry. We need to be at the police station at three o�clock and then get to Nӓyttelijӓ Street��
Mustikkamӓki stood up and said, �You two can talk while I set up.�
Lind got a cup of coffee and returned to the table, seating herself opposite R�mp�tti.
�I remember you from a legal conference where you gave a lecture about the media. You summed it up in three rules, and they all were �Don�t lie.��
�That�s a good starting point when talking to the press.�
�So be honest, then,� Lind said. �Why is this case so interesting to you? Really.�
R�mp�tti was about to recount her conversation with the news chief, but at the last minute she changed her mind.
�Sometimes homicide cases deserve more thorough coverage, and today is a slow news day, so it�s partly a�coincidence.�
�Okay, that�s good enough for me,� Lind said and took a sip of her coffee.
�We haven�t met before. You haven�t done many criminal cases, have you?� the reporter asked.
�No. The well-known attorneys get the high profile cases. I got this one, well, partly by�coincidence.�
R�mp�tti let out a small laugh. Lind seemed to have a sense of humor. She was the kind of person R�mp�tti could have a conversation with at a bar as well. That�s more than she could say for most lawyers.
�What are you going to ask on camera?� Lind said, sounding insecure.
R�mp�tti was familiar with the question and the tone. Sometimes she would share the objectives or line of her questions ahead of time, but not always.
�Just the basic facts: What? Where? When? Why? That�s all.�
�Well, that�s plenty.�
�Shall we?� R�mp�tti urged, when she saw that Mustikkamӓki had the camera ready.
Lind took a big sip of coffee and dabbed her mouth with a napkin. As she stood up, she glanced at her reflection in the glass wall to check her attire.
R�mp�tti stood by the camera and led Lind to her spot. Mustikkamӓki asked the attorney to move a half step closer.
�Thanks,� he said. �And we�re rolling.�
R�mp�tti looked at Lind intently and asked, �What do you think about this case?�
The question confused Lind, and she lost her focus for a moment. �What do I think-what do you mean?�
�What happened?� R�mp�tti rephrased her question.
�A twenty-six-year-old woman has been killed and my client is the suspect.�
�And, what does he say about it?�
Lind thought for a moment. The police had told the press that the suspect had confessed.
�He may not remember what happened.�
R�mp�tti had assumed the interview would be routine, but now she perked up. She�d planned to ask about the motive, and the routine background question, but the attorney had just disputed facts from the police bulletin.
�Wait a minute. According to the police, the suspect confessed. Do you disagree?�
�The statement doesn�t represent the whole truth,� Lind said.
�How so?�
�My client was unable to recall all the events during the interrogation.�
�So, did the police bulletin contain false statements?�
�Not false, but I don�t think the police should comment on a suspect�s guilt or innocence, including confessions. Ultimately only the court can determine guilt.�
R�mp�tti looked at Lind who was standing in front of the camera with a determined look. This wasn�t a routine interview after all, since the defense attorney disagreed with the police bulletin. She wanted Lind to give her a clear statement.
�The police say the suspect has confessed. Do you disagree?�
�The police have their opinion, and as a defense attorney I have mine.�
�Has the suspect made a confession?�
�My view differs from that of the police regarding my client�s guilt,� Lind said and immediately regretted it. But there was no way to take any of it back.
R�mp�tti nodded, �Would you like to add anything?�
�I suppose that�s about it.�
R�mp�tti threw a glance at Mustikkamӓki who stopped the camera. This wasn�t an extensive, detailed interview; a few minutes were enough.
Maybe there was something to this case. For a minute R�mp�tti felt a faint respect toward Lӓhdesranta, but the feeling quickly disappeared. The news chief hadn�t had a sense of the case; he had merely given her a dumb case to chase.
But the fact that Lind disputed the police statement made it newsworthy and R�mp�tti figured this would be a good story. The reporter and the attorney exchanged business cards and agreed to get back in touch.






CHAPTER 14

FRIDAY, 3:00 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Detective Lieutenant Takam�ki stood in front of the camera in the police station lobby. He had changed out of his usual cardigan into something appropriate for a television interview-a navy blue suit coat, a white shirt, and a gray tie.
Mustikkamӓki said the camera was rolling, and R�mp�tti began, �What is this case about?�
She passed the microphone to Takam�ki.
�It�s a rather typical homicide case for Helsinki. A twenty-six-year-old woman was killed in an apartment in North Haaga. The suspect is a forty-year-old man who knew the victim.�
�What was the cause of death?�
�We can�t disclose that yet due to our ongoing investigation. But I can say it was vicious.�
�So the victim died at the scene?�
�Yes.�
�How did the police discover the suspect?� R�mp�tti asked. She was starting with a few easy questions.
�We conducted a routine investigation, such as lifting fingerprints on the crime scene.�
�Was it domestic violence?�
�The victim and the killer knew each other, but they didn�t live together.�
�What was the motive?�
�The victim and the killer had an argument before the incident, but the reason for that isn�t clear.�
R�mp�tti looked Takam�ki in the eye.
�You�re saying �killer.� How do you know this forty-year-old is the killer?�
�Well, the correct term is �suspect,� of course. But the police consider the case solved.�
�How?�
�Based on information gathered by the Forensics team, and the suspect�s confession.�
�Has the man confessed?�
�He has confessed.�
�Indisputably?�
�Yes,� Takam�ki said, confused by the question.
R�mp�tti thanked the detective and lowered the microphone. She got what she wanted. She could build a juicy controversial story with the comments from the detective and the attorney. Mustikkamӓki turned off the camera.
Takam�ki took a step to the side and said, �I still can�t figure out why you�re interested in this case.�
R�mp�tti answered with a question. �What sort of woman was the victim? Did she belong to a group of drinking buddies?�
�In a way yes, but��
�But what?�
�You haven�t asked if there was anything special to this case.�
�Is there?� R�mp�tti asked, her curiosity piqued.
Takam�ki had planned on telling her the one detail necessary to see the full picture.
�There is one thing. The victim was twenty-six years old, but mentally she was much younger. She was mentally handicapped. I don�t know all the medical details.�
�She was mentally handicapped and she lived alone?�
�Apparently the disabilities were mild, and she could manage on her own, most of the time anyway.�
�That�s interesting,� R�mp�tti said and asked a few more questions.
* * *
Joutsamo sat at the table in the Homicide Unit�s meeting room, eating a salad she had picked up in a nearby grocery store. She had spent the day transcribing the interrogations-a slow, tedious task given she had a few hours� worth of material. And there would be more after the tenants of the Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartments and other witnesses were questioned. She still needed to set up an appointment to interrogate Laura Vatanen�s mother.
Kulta sat down across from her with a cup of coffee. He had some documents with him.
�The lab sent a report of that towel.�
�What towel?� Joutsamo asked.
�The one that was found in Korpivaara�s apartment, apparently taken from Vatanen�s place. At least she had several of the same brand.�
�And,� Joutsamo urged him on.
�The DNA tests are still ongoing, but apparently the towel only has Korpivaara�s blood on it.�
�He probably hurt his hand in Vatanen�s apartment,� Joutsamo said.
She thought that they had already established that fact, although lab results were just starting to come in. On the other hand, it wouldn�t have been the first time lab results were duplicated. Several forensic tests were going on concurrently, and she couldn�t be sure which ones had been completed without looking at the file, which was at her desk.
�That was my thought, too, but Vatanen�s blood type wasn�t on it,� Kulta said.
�Did they find anything in the plastic bag that was discovered in the woods?�
Kulta shook his head. �Nope. Nothing from the bloody paper towels found in the trash bin, either.�
�Okay,� Joutsamo said, turning back to her salad.
�Do you want me to ask them for more tests?�
�No hurry,� Joutsamo said. �It might well be that the plastic bag has nothing to do with the case anyway.�
�Yeah, it might�ve been left in the bushes by some junkies or drunks.�
�Based on all evidence, we have the killer here, and there�s no rush. The DNA tests won�t come back till next week anyway.�






CHAPTER 15

FRIDAY, 4:30 P.M.
NORTH HAAGA, HELSINKI
Lind didn�t own a car so she took a taxi from the courthouse to her office and dropped off the documents from her real estate dispute case. She could bill the client for that leg of the trip, but from there she walked to the National Museum stop to catch a bus going to North Haaga.
It was snowing and the bus ride was slow in the slushy rush-hour traffic. Humidity fogged up the bus windows. Lind�s thoughts kept going back to the interview with R�mp�tti. She wondered if she�d gone too far in questioning the validity of Korpivaara�s confession-which she had heard with her own ears. But it was done now. If it had been a newspaper interview, she could�ve asked the reporter to email her a draft of the story, but TV didn�t work that way.
The second question she had written on her list the night before was: �Can an innocent suspect make a false confession?� She wasn�t interested in mentally-disturbed professional confessors, but regular suspects who confess to crimes they haven�t committed.
Lind had read about a case from 1989. A twenty-eight-year-old woman jogging in New York�s Central Park was raped and left for dead in a ditch. She survived, but wasn�t able to identify the attacker. The police arrested five teenage boys who were found loitering nearby, and they confessed to the act on video. Later in court the boys denied everything. Despite the lack of forensic evidence, the court sentenced the boys to prison for five to twelve years. The victim was Caucasian and the convicted boys were blacks and Latinos.
In 2002 the police discovered that the real attacker was a convicted murderer and a four-time rapist. A DNA sample that had been found at the crime scene-and marked as unidentified at the time of the original investigation-was finally matched to the actual rapist.
The case drew a lot of attention in the press and among American human rights lawyers. The police had pushed the youngsters past their breaking point to make false confessions.
Lind found a number of other reasons for false confessions, such as the desire to protect a loved one. Or sometimes the mentally disturbed might confess in order to please the authorities. Fatigue, intoxication, fear of punishment, ignorance of law, personality� There were many reasons, but often the determining factor was that the accused was under duress during the interrogation.
Lind didn�t have access to the recording of Korpivaara�s first interrogations, but she recalled how downtrodden he had appeared. A number of the reasons listed for false confessions were applicable in his case.
Lind brushed a thin layer of snow off her shoulders as she walked into the Alamo Bar. She immediately spotted a group of men sitting on the right. The neatly dressed woman caught their attention.
The bartender smiled when Lind asked for a cup of coffee.
�You sure you�re in the right place?� he asked.
�If you don�t have coffee, I�ll have tea.�
�We�ve got coffee, and it�s fresh, too,� the man said and poured her a cup.
Lind set a euro coin on the counter, picked up her cup, and headed to the men�s table.
�Is one of you Jaakko Niskala?�
The men were in their forties, and each had a mug of beer in front of him. One of them looked a little older and had a full mustache. Another was a large man, and the third had a long, narrow face, his hair styled in a crew cut.
�Why do you ask? You some kind of reporter?� the oval-faced man asked aggressively.
Lind figured the man was Niskala, since he�d been the one to react to the question. Anyone else would�ve just answered the question with a �no.� Lind stood by the table and decided not to play any games.
�I�m Jorma Korpivaara�s defense attorney. My name is Lind.�
�We�ve got nothing to do with that case,� the man with the large mustache growled.
�You must be Pekka Rautalampi, and that third guy is Heikki Lahtela,� Lind said.
She had seen the others� names on a document Joutsamo had at the station. The note said �the Alamo gang� and a Google search led her to the bar. Lind knew the men had been released the night before.
Niskala had reacted, but with the others she just guessed.
Despite Niskala�s angry expression, the mustache man told her to sit down.
�We all got out of jail last night,� Mustache-Rautalampi said.
�And you�ve been sitting here ever since?�
�Heh, we did go home to crash for a few hours.�
Lind turned to Niskala. �Why did you ask if I was a reporter?�
�One of those stopped by here a little while ago. We didn�t tell her anything, and I�m not sure if we should talk to you, either.�
�I�m on Jorma�s side,� Lind said and noticed now that the men were quite intoxicated.
�How�s Jorma?�
�He won�t be able to hit the bar scene for a while; he�s lying on his bunk.�
�He must be feelin� shitty.�
�I�d think so. I haven�t seen him today.�
�What�s he gonna get for this?�
�Manslaughter is usually eight to ten years, but a first-time offender can get away with half of that.�
�Even that�s a long time in the brig,� the mustache man said and took a sip of beer.
Lind kept quiet to give the men a chance to elaborate.
�Yeah, the paper had a small article on it. It�s a strange case,� the large-framed Lahtela grunted.
�How so?�
�I wouldn�t have pegged Jorma for a killer.�
�Why not?�
�Well,� the man said, sipping his beer. �He just isn�t the type, in my opinion.�
�Why do you say he isn�t the type?� Lind pressed.
Niskala interrupted.
�Heku, you don�t have to answer this broad�s questions.�
�No, I want to,� Lahtela said. �You�re on his side, right?�
Lind nodded. �That�s my job as his defense attorney, and that�s why I�m here. I want to see if there�s anything that could help Jorma.�
�I never figured he was violent in any way,� Lahtela continued. �Once when a brawl started here in the bar Jorma tried to calm everyone down. He didn�t want people to fight, you know?�
�Yeah. He tried to mediate it?�
�Yeah, exactly. He was a peacemaker. Like President Ahtisaari, ha-ha.�
Rautalampi joined in. �As far as I know he never committed any crimes, either. He was a loser like the rest of us, but a good-hearted one.�
�What was his relationship to Laura Vatanen?�
The men glanced at each other.
�Well,� Rautalampi began. �Out of all of us he was probably the closest to her. By the way, Darling used to sit in the chair you�re in right now. So we should call you Darling.�
Lahtela turned to Lind and tried to kiss her on the cheek. Lind leaned away, making him nearly fall off his chair, and the other two cackled.
�Did all of you visit Darling regularly?�
Lahtela pulled himself together, �I only went there once. She wasn�t my kind of thing; I prefer�a Thai masseuse, ha-ha.�
�Can you give a massage?� Niskala asked.
�I have my talents,� Lind replied. She would rather have left the drunken bunch, but she knew she had to play their game in order to get something out of them.
�My groin feels pretty tight. Could you start with that?� Niskala asked.
�I could tie your dick in a knot, but I doubt it�s long enough.�
�Ooh,� Rautalampi chuckled.
Lind noticed Niskala�s ears turning red.
�Tell me one thing,� Lind said, getting back to the point, since she could tell she�d have to get out of there soon.
�How could Laura stand you guys?�
�Well, I dunno,� Rautalampi said. �She liked our shit and doled out plenty, too. I dunno, maybe she didn�t have anyone else.�
�Didn�t she have friends?�
�No. Sometimes she�d talk to some of the mothers who were out in the yard with their kids, but they seemed pretty distant. They probably thought she�d snatch their babies.�
Lind felt sorry for the girl.
�Well,� Lahtela began. �There was the��
Niskala�s sharp look stopped him.
�What?� Lind tried to get him to go on.
�Nothing. She didn�t have friends.�
�So she drank beer like a man?� Lind continued.
�Sometimes. You probably know Darling wasn�t quite playing with a full deck.�
�What do you mean?� Lind asked. This was news to her; the police hadn�t mentioned it.
�She was kind of handicapped. We never made fun of her, but sometimes she talked childish nonsense. She was a full-grown woman, though.�
�How could you tell she was handicapped?�
�How should I put it delicately? Darling didn�t quite act her age.�
�But she lived alone?�
�Yeah. She didn�t get along with her old lady so the mother got her the apartment and came in to vacuum and do the dishes for her sometimes-probably outta guilt.�
Lind felt awful. It turned her stomach to think of a mentally disabled girl with these men.
�It didn�t bother you that she wasn�t all there?�
�She was a full-grown woman,� Niskala grunted.
She knew she had to get away from these sons-of-bitches before she locked the door from the outside and burned down the bar. And her client Korpivaara was one of them. For a minute she second-guessed her decision to defend him. Even defense attorneys had their limits.
She pulled out business cards and handed one to each of the men.
�Call me if you think of anything.�
Her face suddenly pallid, Lind grabbed her coat. She managed to get three feet outside the door before she vomited in the parking lot. An older man with a small poodle on a leash looked at her reprovingly and said, �You should grab life by the horns and stop that drinking.�
The men with their beer mugs missed the episode. Mustache-Rautalampi shook his head and said, �An odd bird, that lawyer.�
�How so?� Lahtela asked.
�Well, we were Darling�s friends. She liked us. Without us she had nobody.�
* * *
Nea Lind and Laura Vatanen�s mother sat in the Jorvi Hospital cafeteria. �I�ve already talked to the police,� said Marjaana Vatanen who was dressed in a nurse�s white coat.
After some coaxing, Marjaana had agreed to meet with Lind, and they had about fifteen minutes, the length of her coffee break.
Lind figured the police had asked the same questions, but she too wanted to know about Laura Vatanen�s past, living alone, and how she ended up with the Alamo crowd. Marjaana Vatanen�s answers were short and matter-of-fact. She talked about the disability, their arguments, and Laura�s problems at work. The mother blamed herself for letting things get to that point.
�What should you have done?�
�It�s pointless to think about it now, but I probably should�ve had her placed in some institution.�
Lind wasn�t sure if she should ask it, but she had to.
�Were you aware that several men used your daughter?�
Marjaana Vatanen�s face fell as she asked, �Used her? How?�
�Sexually,� Lind replied.
�What? I knew she drank with them, but� So, was it the ones from Alamo?�
Lind nodded and said, �Your daughter took them to her apartment.�
�They raped my girl. Oh, shit.�
�I don�t know if it was rape. The men say it was consensual.�
�It is rape when the girl is mentally thirteen years old,� Marjaana Vatanen said, her face turning red.
The nurse buried her face in her hands and sobbed.
Lind wondered if the mother actually hadn�t realized what had been going on. If the girl drank with men like the Alamo gang, it would inevitably lead to sex. Marjaana Vatanen must have imagined her daughter to be better than that.
�What the hell. Why didn�t the police tell me?�
�I don�t know.�
Marjaana Vatanen twisted her face.
�And what�s your role in this? Are you trying to get the fucking killer and his rapist buddies off the hook?�
Lind was taken aback by the rage spewing from the woman.
�No. I�m just trying to get to the bottom of what happened,� she replied calmly.
�Quit your self-righteous act, you damn bitch,� Vatanen hissed. If you let my daughter�s killer off scot-free, I�ll kill you!�
Marjaana Vatanen�s eyes were full of hate as she stood up and stormed out of the cafeteria.
Lind watched the woman and wondered about her rage. She had lost her temper quickly. Even more, she had threatened to kill her.
Lind heard her phone ring. It was R�mp�tti.
* * *
Joutsamo turned off her computer. She had typed up most of the interrogations. She had listened to and analyzed the material as she worked, but nothing had changed her view of Korpivaara�s guilt. The man had the means, motive, and opportunity to do it. The proof was a combination of the Forensics investigation and the confession. As soon as the rest of the Forensics results came in, the case could be wrapped up and sent to the prosecutor. Joutsamo and Takam�ki had talked about whether the rest of the Alamo gang could be suspected of sexual abuse.
By law, having sex with a person who was unable to fully protect themselves due to limited mental capacity might constitute sexual abuse. But it would be difficult to get the men convicted on these grounds, as Laura Vatanen had been deemed capable of living alone.
Joutsamo stood up and grabbed her coat from the closet. The TV was set on mute; she needed to turn it off. She was done for the day, especially since she�d be on call with Suhonen and their unit on Saturday. She hadn�t seen Suhonen at work today, but who knew what projects he was working on.
The computer shut down. As she was getting up, Joutsamo noticed Kulta sitting at his computer, looking at photos. She saw naked women among them.
�What are you looking at?� Joutsamo asked.
Kulta shook his head.
�These were on Korpivaara�s computer. The geeks just brought me the CD. There are hundreds or thousands of them, I haven�t counted.�
Joutsamo took a closer look at the photo on the screen. The woman looked young-not a child, but a teenager.
�Almost all of them are teenage girls. They don�t look Finnish to me,� Kulta said. �But it�s hardcore, for sure.�
Kulta clicked on a few pictures. They were clearly X-rated porn: a man and a girl, two girls, two men and a girl.
�Did he download these off the internet?�
�That�s what the computer guys said. They gave me a server address, but I don�t understand anything about it.�
�Why was Korpivaara into this kind of porn?� Joutsamo wondered.
�Why is anybody? It�s about fantasies. Some can imagine things, others need pictures, and yet others videos.�
�Were the movies in his apartment the same stuff?�
�I took a quick look,� Kulta said, shaking his head. �They were the same shit. And there were the edited pictures with Laura Vatanen�s face glued to the bodies.�
Joutsamo looked at the filthy picture on the screen.
�This guy might be more insane than we thought.�
�The modern scientific term for a sexual deviant is paraphiliac but I would use the good old term, �perv.��
Out of the corner of his eye, Kulta noticed the TV news was on. He got up to increase the volume; he remembered Takam�ki saying that R�mp�tti interviewed him that afternoon. The headlines were about bombs in Afghanistan, unrest in Haiti, and a train wreck in England.
Then a news anchor came on and began, �The Helsinki Police Department is investigating the death of a twenty-six-year-old mentally disabled woman. The case has unusual aspects. Our Sanna R�mp�tti reports��
�What unusual aspects does this case have?� Kulta wondered. �Other than the porn.�
�Shh�,� Joutsamo said.
The picture went to a clip of the Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartment, and R�mp�tti summarized the basic details of the case. Then the text of yesterday�s police bulletin came on, with the words, �The suspect has confessed,� highlighted in yellow.
R�mp�tti said it seemed like a routine case, but that the police and the defense attorney were on a collision course.
Takam�ki looked serious when his face appeared on the screen and said that the police considered the case virtually solved. Lind�s turn was next-she didn�t think the police�s assessment represented the whole truth. Takam�ki and Lind took turns talking.
Takam�ki: �The forensic evidence from the crime scene and the suspect�s confession play the most important roles.�
Lind: �My client was unable to remember all the events during the interrogation.�
Takam�ki: �He has confessed to the crime.�
Lind: �The police have their view, and as a defense attorney I have mine.�
R�mp�tti came back onto the screen in front of the police headquarters.
�The situation is rather unique. Both parties can�t be right, so one or the other must be lying. We�ll follow the investigation.�
The newscaster moved on to an item about the economy and the recession, and Joutsamo and Kulta lost interest.
�What was the lawyer talking about? She was there when Korpivaara confessed. I don�t get it.�
�Yeah, hard to say,� Kulta agreed.
Joutsamo shook her head. She returned to her computer and turned it back on. The TV coverage meant that the police administrators were probably already on the phone with Takam�ki, demanding an explanation, and Takam�ki would be calling her any minute. Joutsamo decided to write a report to her bosses.
The computer began booting.
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CHAPTER 16

SATURDAY, 8:30 A.M.
KAMPPI, HELSINKI
Lind had suggested they meet at a coffee shop, but when R�mp�tti mentioned she was going to the gym, Lind wanted to come along. She was happy with the reporter�s story, especially the part where the police bulletin�s validity was questioned. Besides, TV exposure would bring her the visibility she desired. And a quick workout wouldn�t hurt; she wanted to drop a few pounds. It was hard to jog in downtown Helsinki-actually for her it was hard to jog anywhere.
Lind sat on a bench, her face glistening with sweat. The spinning class seemed to take much less out of R�mp�tti.
R�mp�tti�s hair was pulled back into a neat ponytail, and she wore long, tight jazz pants and a tank top. Lind was embarrassed by her sloppy, gray sweatpants and oversized T-shirt. But she did have more weight to lose-and hide-than R�mp�tti.
�This was a good idea,� Lind said. They sat in a small lobby with doors leading to aerobics, the weight rooms, and dressing rooms. A vending machine whirred next to them. The entrance was off to the side.
�It�s better than a latt� and pastry in a coffee shop,� R�mp�tti agreed. �I think I�ll hit the weights for half an hour.�
Lind let out a sigh. She was ready for a shower and the steam room.
�There�s one thing,� Lind said. This was her reason for wanting to meet with the reporter. �I need to ask your opinion.�
�Ask away,� R�mp�tti said, tightening her ponytail.
�What do you think of the way she was killed?�
�I don�t know how Laura was killed.�
�Her throat was slashed.�
�Well, that�s pretty brutal,� R�mp�tti said, nodding.
�What do you think it could mean?�
R�mp�tti thought for a moment.
�Was she sexually assaulted? And what was she wearing?�
�I don�t know what she was wearing, but the police said she wasn�t raped, and there were no signs of struggle in the apartment.�
�What position was the body in? I mean, was she set up in some sort of a sexual position?�
�I don�t know. I haven�t seen pictures of the body. But you think it might�ve been a sex crime?�
�Yeah,� R�mp�tti thought. �That�s a good starting point when a man kills a woman. It�s hard to speculate without all the information, but as far as I know the act wasn�t premeditated. Also, the police consider the case manslaughter and not murder. The first thing that comes to mind is one of those �if-I-can�t-have-you-nobody-can� type motives.�
�What does the slashing of her throat tell you?�
�Mostly that the killer wanted to be quick and thorough. On the other hand, in some domestic violence cases the killer stabs the victim repeatedly, even a dozen times, in the chest and especially the heart. This usually means the killer wants retaliation for being abandoned. The throat slashing, on the other hand, is usually connected to overkill, where the victim is attacked in other ways, and the final slashing is to make sure they�re dead.�
�But in this case the slashing was the only thing,� Lind said.
�Was anything missing from the apartment?�
�I don�t know.�
�Again, it�s hard to speculate, but throat slashing is a quick, silent way to kill. In an apartment building, with plenty of people around, it would make sense to use stealth. It could be means to another objective, like theft. But I doubt Laura Vatanen had anything in her apartment valuable enough for anyone to kill for. Somehow I feel-and it�s just a hunch-that one way or another it had to do with a sudden rage resulting from something related to sex. The way she was killed would fit that the best.�
�Imagine I�m Laura Vatanen, and I�m standing in the living room. You stand up, too.�
R�mp�tti stood up. They had a few feet between them.
�Let�s imagine you�re holding a knife,� Lind continued.
�Okay.�
�If you attacked me from where you�re standing, how would you do it?�
R�mp�tti jumped forward quickly. She started low and swiftly punched Lind in the ribs. Lind didn�t have a chance to react and let out a grunt.
�Sorry, I didn�t mean to hurt you.�
�That�s alright,� Lind said. �That�s the sort of attack I was picturing. Now do the same thing, only go for my throat.�
R�mp�tti stepped back and this time tried to go for Lind�s throat. She could only get half way, when Lind put up her arm.
�Did Laura Vatanen have injuries from trying to block the attack?�
�None that I know of.�
�So a frontal attack to the throat would be difficult, and it would be natural to stab, not slash. Laura might�ve been able to block a slashing motion, but a sudden stab would definitely hit her somewhere.�
�Slashing the throat from behind would be a more natural motion,� Lind observed.
�But if they were in the middle of a big argument, it�s not likely that Laura would�ve turned her back,� R�mp�tti said.
�Especially if the fight was about sex, or the lack of it, a woman wouldn�t turn her back and give the man a chance to attack.�
�Like I said before, without pictures of the crime scene this is mere speculation,� R�mp�tti said. �But it does seem that Laura Vatanen was taken by surprise; she wasn�t expecting the attack.�
Lind thought about getting a reconstruction made for the court. But first she�d have to figure out how that would help Korpivaara.






CHAPTER 17

SATURDAY, 10:10 A.M.
LEPPӒVAARA, ESPOO
Takam�ki sat at the table reading a newspaper, his coffee steaming in front of him. The room was so quiet he could hear the clock ticking on the wall. He had pulled on a pair of sweats, and noticed the stubble showing up on his cheeks. His legs still felt the strain of last night�s jog. After the run he�d taken a sauna and watched a movie on TV.
He looked out the window into his backyard-the white snow brightened the darkness of the early winter. The sun had been up for an hour, but it hadn�t made it much above the horizon.
He scanned the headlines, and quickly turned to the real estate ads. There usually weren�t many on Saturdays. Takam�ki had been planning for some time to move. His wife died in a car accident eighteen months ago, and his older son was attending college in Vaasa, a few hours away. The younger one was doing his one-year mandatory military service, so at the moment Takam�ki lived alone in his townhouse in the Lepp�vaara neighborhood of Espoo.
He was okay with being alone most of the time, but sometimes he still missed his wife dearly.
A new relationship would�ve perked up his mundane life, but twenty years of marriage had left him timid. He wasn�t meeting any good prospects at the police station, in grocery store lines, or on the jogging trails. And if he had, he wouldn�t even have known how to start a conversation.
His work had taught him to be suspicious of everyone, and now that included himself.
Takam�ki figured he could get around four hundred thousand euros for his house, and that would be more than enough to get a one-bedroom somewhere in the city, or maybe in T��l�. He could sell his car, too. Until now, all of these decisions had been made based on family needs, and it was hard when he realized that it was no longer necessary to consider others� needs.
A fifty-year-old, a jogger, a policeman, and a widower. That�s how he defined himself, but not necessarily in that order. He found it interesting that Kaarina�s death and the boys� moving out hadn�t altered the first three definitions at all, but the fourth had definitely hit him hard. Some things you never pay enough attention to until they�re gone.
Takam�ki had considered describing himself in those terms on a dating website, but luckily had come to his senses. Even if the Finnish prime minister had looked for love online, it didn�t necessarily mean that a detective should.
Takam�ki turned the page, skipped the car ads, and ended up on the last page. He wondered what was on TV. He still subscribed to several movie and sports channels that he had ordered for the boys when they still lived at home, but now he was thinking about cancelling. Nowadays he only watched the news on TV, and even that had become strange, just like his interview with R�mp�tti yesterday. He knew the police administration would require an explanation, but Joutsamo had taken care of it.
He thought again about the movie channels. Was making up his mind on such a small thing as this so difficult because it required a decision? A decision that would confirm his loneliness, that is.
The ring tone of his phone jolted Takam�ki from his thoughts. His unit was on call for the weekend. Even though the new system included a lieutenant on call at the station, Takam�ki knew that Joutsamo would call him if anything significant came up.
The call was from an unknown number.
�Hello,� Takam�ki said.
�Is this Detective Lieutenant Takam�ki?� a male voice asked. The man, who sounded like he was in his fifties or sixties, spoke with a marked Finnish-Swedish accent, and Takam�ki could tell he wasn�t one of the usual anonymous tippers.
�Yeah,� Takam�ki confirmed. �It�s me. Who�s calling?�
�Never mind who, but I wanted to warn you to watch your back.�
Takam�ki wondered if this was a threat.
�What do you mean?�
�Yesterday you were on the news about a homicide case.�
�That�s right,� Takam�ki replied. He guessed the caller was a native Swedish speaker.
�It�s about the female lawyer, Nea Lind.� The caller said her name with disdain.
�What about her?�
�That�s exactly the sort of thing you could expect from her. She goes on TV and starts talking garbage. Claims the police are wrong. Why would the police say the man confessed if he hadn�t?�
�Yeah�� Takam�ki said slowly.
The man got the hint to fast forward.
�I�ll get to the point. I knew Nea Lind when she worked for a large business law firm and even back then she had noticeable gaps in her professional competence. She seems to be traveling down the same path, so I would urge you to be careful in your dealings with her.�
�You worked for the same firm?�
�I didn�t say that,� the man retorted, but Takam�ki knew from the answer that this was the case.
�But thank you for calling.�
�Wait. One more thing. There�s something strange about Lind�s past. I tried to investigate, but could never quite get to the bottom of it. She�s from Western Finland, and something must�ve happened there. Unfortunately I don�t know what, but the police have better resources for investigating.�
Takam�ki knew that jealousy and long grudges were common among lawyers, but even so he was surprised to receive an anonymous call of this nature.
�We�ll look into this if it becomes necessary. Thank you for calling,� Takam�ki said and hung up.
He had never met Lind at the station because Joutsamo had taken care of the meetings with Korpivaara. He opened his laptop and searched for �Nea Lind, attorney.�
Two clicks later he was on her website. The heading promised reliable and expert legal services. Takam�ki thought the photo of the smiling Lind in a gray suit looked classy. Her office was on Dagmar Street in T��l�.
Her bio said that Lind was born in 1973 and graduated from law school in 1995. She became a member of the Lawyers Association in 1999. Takam�ki wondered why her previous employer wasn�t mentioned, especially since it was a large firm. Maybe she really did have something to hide.
Takam�ki scrolled down and read that Lind�s hobbies were traveling, the outdoors, and culinary arts. He looked at the photo again and thought that the woman must really love the outdoors, because food clearly wasn�t her biggest passion.
* * *
Joutsamo sat at her desk once again. In Police Academy ads, the Violent Crimes Unit was depicted as a place for heroes, and the photos showed flashing lights and big police action. In reality, life in the crime unit was totally different; a lot of the time it meant menial office work.
The sergeant sifted through the night�s crime reports. Friday night into Saturday had again been busy. Eight cars were burglarized in Lauttasaari; thieves smashed the side windows with a hammer and took electronics and anything else of value they could get their hands on.
An apartment stairwell in Kumpula was smeared with fecal material. A daycare center in Herttoniemi was burglarized, leaving bloody stains on the glass from the perpetrator�s hands. Joutsamo contemplated how both cases would be easy to solve if the police had access to a national DNA registry. It would�ve been helpful in Korpivaara�s case as well.
Closing time at downtown restaurants and bars had seen a few squabbles that fortunately resulted in no serious injuries. There were dozens of other incidents: at 2:30 A.M., in Oulunkylӓ suburb, a man in his late twenties took a baseball bat and smashed the headlights, windows, and hood of the car driven by of a group of teenagers who had taunted and threatened the man�s younger brother. The man ended up in jail for destruction of property and terroristic threats. Joutsamo wasn�t surprised to find out that the �baseball man� was a hang-around member of the Skulls, a motorcycle gang that was heavily involved in the Helsinki narcotics trade.
But that case would be investigated by the Patrol Unit rather than the Violent Crimes, since the man attacked a car, not a person.
Joutsamo�s day had begun with a typical �grandma� gig. An eighty-two-year-old female hadn�t answered her phone. Her daughter had gone to the apartment and found her mother dead in the bathtub. The police had been notified at eight in the morning.
Joutsamo, who came to work at nine, had started her day by going to the apartment on Tehdas Street and determined the death was accidental. The woman�s naked body hung over the bathtub ledge and she had a severe head trauma. The tub had water in it, so it seemed obvious that the woman had slipped and hit her head while trying to get into the tub. Lucky for the other tenants in the building, the faucet was turned off, and the building avoided extensive water damage. Joutsamo had completed the cause of death report.
She also made sure the documents for Korpivaara�s imprisonment were ready. Takam�ki would come to Pasila in the afternoon.
Suhonen stepped into their shared office and threw his leather jacket over the back of his chair. He was wearing jeans and a black sweater.
�Hey,� Joutsamo said. �You�re late.�
Suhonen was the other VCU detective on duty for the weekend. Their shift went from nine in the morning to nine in the evening. Suhonen only took weekend shifts in extreme circumstances. This time it was on a bet he lost to Kulta. A month ago he had played Tetris on his work computer. Kulta asked how good he was, and Suhonen bragged that he was at least better than Kulta. Suhonen bet him fifty euros, thinking Kulta wouldn�t accept the bet, and threw in a weekend work shift. Suhonen was confident he would win, and of course he lost.
�Sorry,� Suhonen said, and Joutsamo noticed his tired eyes and slightly puffy face.
�Were you at a bar last night?�
�Yup.�
�Work-related?�
�Nope, off-duty.�
�Were you out late?�
�Pretty late,� Suhonen replied and turned his computer on. �But don�t worry, no need to drag out the Breathalyzer, I already did it downstairs and I�m clean.�
�Well, good,� Joutsamo said.
Sitting at his computer, Suhonen seemed a little glum.
�Everything alright?� Joutsamo asked.
Suhonen looked Joutsamo straight in the eyes. �Not really.�
�You want to talk about it?�
�I�m alright, but you might remember Eero Salmela.�
Joutsamo knew of Salmela, though she didn�t know him personally. He was Suhonen�s old friend and informant.
�Did something happen to him?�
�He�s in the hospital because he had a severe heart attack last week and another one yesterday, luckily milder this time.�
�Oh, no,� Joutsamo responded. �Is he in Meilahti?�
Suhonen nodded.
�He�s in good hands, then. How�s he doing?�
�They wouldn�t let me see him yesterday.�
Typing his password into the computer, Suhonen said, �I�ll call tomorrow and see if I can drop by.�
�He�s your�I mean our age, isn�t he?�
�He�s had a tough life,� Suhonen said, �but it�s still hard to believe when it happens to one of your friends.�
�Yeah,� Joutsamo agreed, and reminded herself that she should call her dad in Hyvink�� to see how he was doing.
�I guess he�ll be alright,� Suhonen said. �How are things around here?� he asked, opening the police database and typing in his password.
�Nothing urgent�a busy night, but nothing came to us. I already went and flipped over a grandma this morning, though.�
�It�s been a while since I had to do that.�
�I�d venture to say you may get a chance today.�
The Violent Crimes Unit did about 1,500 cause-of-death investigations every year, with cases varying from someone jumping under a subway train to someone hanging themselves in their home, from heart attacks to crib deaths to accidents. These investigations kept them much busier than violent crimes. The police investigated every single death that didn�t occur in a hospital or other institutions.
�I can hardly wait.�
He typed the name Maiju Rahkola into the police database. The results were what he expected: The woman was reported missing by Turku Police in June 2010. The case was still open, which meant that she hadn�t been found.
Salmela had mentioned that name to him at the hospital, and maybe he was onto something.
�Anna,� Suhonen said. �Does the name Maiju Rahkola ring a bell?�
Joutsamo shook her head.
�She�s a woman who disappeared in Turku a couple of years ago. She was seventeen at the time.�
�Doesn�t sound familiar. We constantly get missing person reports. I can�t even keep up with the cases in Helsinki.�
�We could check out a lead I got on the case,� Suhonen said. �But first I need to do something else.�






CHAPTER 18

SATURDAY, 12:30 P.M.
KAARINA, SOUTHWEST FINLAND
The Mercedes taxi turned off the main highway onto a narrow dirt road not wide enough for two cars. The road was flanked by small single family homes with traditional wood siding, surrounded by yards just big enough for a couple of apple trees or a small garden.
Real estate developers had built some new, larger houses in the area, but they hadn�t yet gotten their hands on this little islet. Reporter Sanna R�mp�tti wondered if one of the homeowners was too stubborn to sell, thus making it unfeasible for the developers to buy the other lots. But eventually these homes would be torn down and replaced by a townhouse ghetto.
�Number four would be the one on the right, the green one,� a silver-haired, fifty-year-old cab driver said with a west coast drawl.
�Okay,� R�mp�tti said.
�That�ll be twenty-two euros,� the driver told her, and R�mp�tti handed him a credit card. She had taken the train from Helsinki that morning, and now the taxi had brought her to the small town of Kaarina, about six miles southeast of Turku.
The driver piped up just as R�mp�tti was getting out of the taxi and thanking him.
�If I might say, I like your stories. They always have good angles.�
�Well, we�ll try to keep them that way,� R�mp�tti replied with a smile.
Once outside, R�mp�tti looked around and listened for a minute. She noticed the house could�ve used a new layer of paint and other upkeep. Traffic hummed on the Helsinki-Turku freeway half a mile away, but otherwise it was almost eerily quiet here. R�mp�tti drew in a deep breath of the fresh autumn air, which felt nice after the cab driver�s cheap cologne. She wondered why Helsinki got a lot more snow than southwest Finland.
R�mp�tti lifted the wooden hook off the top of the waist-high fence gate. Crooked concrete squares paved the way to the house. R�mp�tti climbed the steps and knocked on the door.
�It�s unlocked,� said a woman�s voice from inside the house.
R�mp�tti opened the lightweight door. A blue table and one chair sat on the covered porch; perhaps the widow drank her afternoon coffee here. R�mp�tti recognized the cold and damp smell of an old house: a mixture of mold, mice, and insulation.
�Hello,� said a seventy-year-old woman dressed in a brown cardigan and black pants. She had deep creases on her face and looked like she had worked hard her whole life.
�You�re R�mp�tti?�
R�mp�tti nodded and shook the woman�s cold, bony hand and then hung her coat on a hook on the wall. The home d�cor dated from the sixties; the colors were faded and the furniture was worn. A staircase led upstairs from the front door, and on the left was a beige door with a sign for the bathroom and sauna. The living room opened to the right and a small kitchen and dining room were tucked behind it.
�R�mp�tti,� the woman repeated. �Are your roots in Karelia?�
�No, born and bred in Helsinki. Third generation,� R�mp�tti replied.
She knew there was a village by the name of R�mp�tti in Karelia, but her last name didn�t come from there. At least she didn�t think so-she had never done the genealogy. But the reporter would rather have claimed Swedish royalty. She had read somewhere that R�mp�tti was the common name for the Sprengtporten family of counts and military leaders.
�Your news reports are a bit Helsinki-centric, too.�
R�mp�tti didn�t quite know what to say to that. She didn�t want to irritate the woman in any way, especially after all the coaxing it took for her to agree to the interview in the first place.
�The news stories are meant for everyone,� R�mp�tti said softly. She wanted to keep the conversation going.
�Would you like some coffee?� the woman asked.
�Yes, please,� R�mp�tti replied and dug a small paper sack from her purse. �I brought some sweet rolls.�
The woman�s face lit up, and R�mp�tti knew her stop on the way there had been worth the trouble.
Ansa Korpivaara had set porcelain cups on the coffee table in the living room. She brought the coffee in from the kitchen, along with saucers for the sweetbread. They each had a large cinnamon roll.
�So, you wanted to talk about my son,� Ansa Korpivaara offered. She knew that her son was a murder suspect. �But I have one question first. What makes this case so interesting that you had to come here all the way from Helsinki?�
R�mp�tti had pondered the same thing and didn�t quite have an answer. When the news chief had made a comment that homicides didn�t get their fair share of investigating, he meant it as a joke. But perhaps that was the reason. The fact that the victim had a mental disability made the case extremely intriguing. What kind of a man was capable of killing a mentally disabled woman?
In the best scenario for reporters, two or three investigative journalists worked together, driving and supporting each other on the story. R�mp�tti worked alone, but she was helped by Nea Lind. Lind might also be right in saying that something didn�t make sense in the case. R�mp�tti might be on a wild goose chase, but at least she was on a chase.
She molded a different answer for Mrs. Korpivaara.
�I don�t know if it�ll lead to anything, but I want to investigate the background for the homicide. It intrigues me. Is that a good enough reason?�
�I suppose it�s as good as pure curiosity,� Mrs. Korpivaara said.
R�mp�tti looked into the old woman�s eyes. They were filled with determination, but also grief. It could be summed up as life experience.
�The police are investigating how it happened. I want to know why.�
R�mp�tti had given dozens of lectures on investigative journalism for the police, prosecutors, and judges. Each time she had stressed the fact that reporters weren�t at the crime scene to satisfy their own curiosity. But this time she had to admit that she was curious.
R�mp�tti wanted to interview Mrs. Korpivaara on camera, but the woman refused. She agreed only to supply background information.
�Jorma was a normal boy. He wasn�t too interested in school, but he was no dummy. He preferred soccer to books.�
�Did you live here during his childhood?�
�I�ve lived here since the early sixties. My late husband, Rauno, built the house and this is where I�ll die. If they want to haul me to the hospital, they�ll have to tie me up.�
R�mp�tti wondered if it was her who had kept the developers away from the area.
�There were probably a lot of children around back then.�
�Yeah. And now it�s just old people, and some environmentalists.�
R�mp�tti sipped her coffee and took a bite of her cinnamon roll. The woman was talking, but she wasn�t giving out very much information. The reporter thought about pulling out her pencil and notebook, but she was afraid it might make the woman even more guarded.
�How often is Jorma in touch with you?�
�He�s called now and then, and he stops by occasionally.�
�Does he have siblings?�
�He�s an only child,� Ansa Korpivaara said, shaking her head.
�How long did Jorma live here?�
�He was in his early twenties when he moved away. It was a year after that incident.�
R�mp�tti perked up, but the old woman seemed to regret her slip and broke off a piece of her cinnamon roll.
�What was the incident?�
�I�d rather not talk about it.�
�Please. It�s extremely important,� R�mp�tti pleaded.
Of course, R�mp�tti didn�t know how important yet. The woman had brought it up and would eventually talk about it. R�mp�tti figured the mother of a killer would feel the need to explain things. Her son committing a serious crime was bound to make her feel she had failed somehow.
�Yeah,� the woman said, with a measured look. �I suppose it won�t hurt anything, since he�s going to prison now. The boy shouldn�t have done it, but it was the booze.�
�Jorma drank a lot?�
�Too much. Booze is what killed his father, too, eight years ago.�
R�mp�tti didn�t see the point in offering her condolences so long after the man�s death.
�Alcohol is rarely the cause for good,� R�mp�tti said. �Did Jorma�s life change after the�incident?�
Mrs. Korpivaara glanced down and sipped her coffee.
�It�it was always referred to as an accident, but it was no accident.�
R�mp�tti waited for the woman to continue.
�They said the boy ran into a rock on his motorcycle and got hurt. Psh.�
�What happened exactly?�
�Jorma was twenty-one and the girl was sixteen,� Mrs. Korpivaara said, her face softened now. They dated in secret, but the girl�s father found out about the relationship. He couldn�t accept this older boy from a working-class family. When Jorma gave her alcohol, the father lost it completely. He interrogated his daughter, and she told him about the sex. The hot-tempered man beat the living daylights out of Jorma and called Rauno to come and get his son. Jorma was a bloody mess, but Rauno agreed with the man not to report it to the police. Rauno made up the motorcycle story to tell at the hospital. I disagreed, but my opinion didn�t count. Rauno was ashamed of his son.�
R�mp�tti listened in silence.
�His face was a mess and the doctors discovered he had serious head injuries, so he had to stay in the hospital for a while. He changed-became introverted. He used to be so active and now he just stayed cooped up in his room and wouldn�t go out with his friends. He wasn�t interested in school, either. I kept trying to get him to do things, but eventually he got tired of that and moved to Helsinki. He didn�t do well there, either, and he just moved from one temp job to the next.�
�It�s very sad,� R�mp�tti said.
�Life is sad,� Ansa Korpivaara added.
�Did the girl live nearby?�
�She lived about eight miles north of here, in Lieto. They met at a disco, or a dance hall.�
�And after that they didn�t keep in touch?�
�No. Jorma tried to call her once and got Mr. Lind, who asked Jorma if he hadn�t had enough. Mr. Lind made sure my son wasn�t seen around there anymore.�
�What was the man�s name?�
�Rainer. Rainer Lind.�
R�mp�tti thought it had to be a coincidence.
* * *
Suhonen and Joutsamo walked on the hiking trail in Pirkkola Sports Park. They were returning to their car that was parked in the swimming pool parking lot. Suhonen tucked his hands in his leather jacket pockets.
�Have you heard the story about the whore who went to see a psychiatrist?� Suhonen asked. �After they spent a heated moment on the couch, they each said at the same time, �So, that�ll be 300 euros.��
�That guy was a psychiatrist,� Joutsamo said with a chuckle.
�That�s what made me think of the joke,� Suhonen said.
The two had just inspected the body of a psychiatrist who had died while jogging. Joutsamo snapped a few photos, and they tried to determine the cause of death. The outward signs pointed to a heart attack, but an autopsy would provide the official word. Nothing they found suggested a crime.
�We could get a bite to eat. How about a greasy burger at Snacky�s?�
�Sounds good to me,� Joutsamo said. She�d been eating salads and other health foods all week and she was hungry.
Suhonen said he�d ask if Toukola from Narcotics would care to join them. He knew Toukola was on call this weekend too.
Joutsamo�s phone rang and she answered it. While she talked they reached the parking lot.
�Well?� Suhonen asked, clicking the key fob to unlock the car doors.
�Nothing special. That over-eager attorney called again. She wants to talk to her client before the hearing. It�s obvious this is her first homicide case, but she�ll learn.�
* * *
The two-story, red brick house was well cared for, but its boxy look exposed its age-it had been built in the seventies. Bay windows, angles, and appendages in single family homes weren�t in style again until the nineties. It was all about money. Special features were expensive and anyone who could afford them wouldn�t build that kind of a house in Lieto-they�d rather go to the upscale neighborhoods on the shores of the Gulf of Finland.
R�mp�tti had left Ansa Korpivaara�s house in a taxi-the same way she got there. The driver waited while she ate her veggie burger at a gas stationcaf� and made a few phone calls. The fifteen-mile trip took forty minutes.
The brick house had a large yard bordered by a row of pine trees on the left and a low hedge on the right. The house sat about twenty yards back from the road, with the adjacent garage in front of the pine trees.
R�mp�tti had obtained Rainer Lind�s cell phone number, and she had debated about calling him. The man would likely not want to talk about the past, so R�mp�tti didn�t call. Ansa Korpivaara had told her what happened, and R�mp�tti just needed a confirmation. She could get one from the man�s first reaction, even if he didn�t say a word.
The gravel crunched under her shoes. She looked for any warning signs of angry dogs-she didn�t like dogs, she was more of a cat person. She remembered a time when they were doing a shoot in J�rvenp��, in front of a known black market operator�s house. The owner tried to sic his German shepherd on them, but they made it to the car in the nick of time. She was mad that the cameraman had turned off his camera; the escape would�ve added great flavor to the story.
The yard was vacant, and the house seemed quiet. The garage door was closed and curtains were drawn in the upstairs windows. The downstairs also looked dark. The barren lawn seemed ready for the long winter. R�mp�tti knew someone lived there because she could see thin tendrils of smoke rising from the chimney. She thought the trip to Lieto would be a waste of time if no one was home, but she couldn�t know beforehand. She stepped to the dark-wood door. The frosted glass on the window by the door prevented a view of the inside. R�mp�tti rang the doorbell and heard its ding-dong. She waited and pressed the doorbell again. She could hear slow footsteps coming down the stairs in the house.
A tall, skinny, silver-haired man in a gray cardigan and dark pants opened the door. His expression was angry, but quizzical. A large hawk nose supported a pair of slender-rimmed glasses.
�Hello,� R�mp�tti said in a friendly tone. He could tell from her attire she wasn�t peddling art or selling Girl Scout cookies.
�Yes? What do you want?�
�Are you Rainer Lind?�
�Yes,� the man growled.
�I�m reporter Sanna R�mp�tti. Could we talk a bit?�
The man kept his left hand on the door handle, ready to yank the door closed. R�mp�tti kept a good distance from the door so the man wouldn�t feel threatened. She also thought it a plus that she was female-the old man wouldn�t likely fear she was here to rob him.
�A reporter? What are you after?�
R�mp�tti wondered if she should ask to go in, but didn�t think it was necessary. If the man wanted to talk, he�d invite her in.
�I�d like to ask a few questions about an old incident that involves you.�
She knew she was taking a risk starting with such an open question, and the man�s response would now depend on how big the skeletons in his closet were. On the other hand, she wanted to pique the man�s curiosity. He wouldn�t find out what she wanted unless he was willing to talk.
�What sort of an old incident?� The man cast R�mp�tti a questioning look.
I�ll tell you as soon as you agree to talk, R�mp�tti thought.
�It would be nice to talk inside,� she said.
The man�s curiosity got the better of him. �Come inside then,� he grunted.
Rainer Lind didn�t help R�mp�tti with her coat, but pointed to a hook by the stairs. As she was hanging her coat, the man opened the study door.
�Why didn�t you call first?�
�This came up suddenly, and I happened to be in the neighborhood,� R�mp�tti said. She knew the man didn�t believe her, but that didn�t matter.
A desk sat in front of the window and bookcases half full of binders lined the walls. The blend of furniture made it look like the pieces had been acquired one at a time, as needed. The room was just big enough to hold the white, round vinyl table with three orange chairs around it.
The computer was a fat, outdated model that looked like an old portable TV. A large apparatus, which R�mp�tti recognized as a fax machine, sat in one corner of the desk. The items in the room could�ve been from a 1980s-�90s office display in a museum.
�Have a seat,� the man said.
R�mp�tti looked around the room and saw a few photos on the wall. One was of the man standing in front of a big grocery store about twenty years ago. In another, the man was younger and the Statue of Liberty in New York City was in the background. In the third one, he was standing with a blonde woman his age and a girl in her early twenties. R�mp�tti�s eyes fixed on the last picture.
�Yes, I�ve seen your stories on television and, frankly, I don�t understand why you�re here.�
�It�s about a homicide in Helsinki a few days ago,� R�mp�tti said without disclosing Korpivaara�s name.
The man said he wasn�t aware of a case like that and still didn�t understand why R�mp�tti was in Lieto. His tone grew increasingly irritated.
�Actually I�m here for one reason. The man suspected of this homicide is someone you know from a couple of decades ago.�
The man looked confused, and R�mp�tti could tell that he was mentally going through a list of people he knew.
�Homicide? And I know the killer? Are you sure you�re in the right house?�
�His name is Jorma Korpivaara.�
R�mp�tti watched the man and could see the memories returning-his expression changed from initial surprise to irritation, and finally to guilt. R�mp�tti knew that Ansa Korpivaara�s account was true.
Rainer Lind looked at R�mp�tti. He understood it was futile to try to deny anything.
�How did you�?�
�Ansa Korpivaara.�
�The mother?�
�Yes.�
�I�ve got nothing to say about it,� Rainer Lind said with a blank expression.
�From the criminal justice point of view the statute of limitations has expired, so you don�t have to worry about that.�
�You�d better leave now.�
�One more question,� R�mp�tti began and could see fear in his eyes.
She glanced at the photo on the wall. Nea Lind was about twenty years younger in it, but clearly recognizable.
�How did Nea take it?�
�What? How did you�? It�s none of your business. Nea has nothing to do with it.�
�That�s where you�re wrong. She has a lot to do with it.�
�How?�
�I�ll tell you after you answer my question,� R�mp�tti said, keeping her expression stern.
The man ran his hand through his gray hair. R�mp�tti knew she had him. The surface had cracked, and the fear of the secret coming out was oozing through. He slouched and took off his glasses.
�Nea felt so bad about it, as did I later on. I�ve thought many times about contacting Jorma to apologize. I overreacted back then; I couldn�t help my temper.�
R�mp�tti disagreed with the man, but didn�t say it.
�How badly did Nea feel about it?�
�She didn�t speak to me for six months. Then I sent her to the States as an exchange student, and she got over it there.�
R�mp�tti nodded.
�What�s Nea got to do with the case?� he asked.
�She�s Jorma Korpivaara�s defense attorney.�
�What?�
�Yep.�
�Hell, no,� the man said.
R�mp�tti stood up and got her coat. Mr. Lind followed her.
�Are you doing a TV story about it?�
�That�s very possible.�
�And my role is��
R�mp�tti wondered if she should feel sorry for the old man. Probably not.
�I can only promise that I�ll stick to the facts. Nothing more, nothing less.�
The man stood in silence while R�mp�tti said good-bye and left.
* * *
The taxi drove at 49 miles per hour, just under the speed limit. R�mp�tti glanced at her watch. The train was scheduled to leave in twenty minutes, and it would leave without her. She�d have to wait an hour for the next one and she wouldn�t reach Helsinki in time. She found herself wishing she had a cab driver from Helsinki; they�d be going at least sixty.
The reporter reflected on her trip. The puzzle had a lot of pieces for her to fit together. Korpivaara�s past was now making more sense. The severe beating in his youth had clearly spun the course of his life into a downward spiral. Medical records would shed light on his injuries. R�mp�tti couldn�t get them, but Nea Lind could. Potential brain injuries could explain the act, but they wouldn�t have bearing on the case unless they could get him a partial insanity verdict. That seemed highly unlikely.
R�mp�tti was intrigued by the connection between Lind and Korpivaara. Why did Lind take the case? On one hand, Lind�s history with Korpivaara didn�t make her unsuitable for the case. It wasn�t a problem. And it explained why Lind was eager to take the case. The average lawyer would�ve listened to the police evidence, urged the client to confess, and collected the fee. On the other hand, R�mp�tti didn�t like the fact that the attorney had concealed such a critical piece of information-but then again, R�mp�tti hadn�t asked if they had any connections from the past. She would soon, though.
R�mp�tti thought about the crime, again. She didn�t know exactly what evidence the police had. The authorities were not obligated to share information with the suspect or the attorneys while the investigation was still ongoing. The preliminary report would include all that.
Lind had said that Joutsamo said� There it was; the story could change dramatically, like in the game of Telephone. It was all about two essential parts: forensic evidence and the relationship between the victim and perpetrator. And the man had confessed.
R�mp�tti couldn�t help thinking that Lind was trying to make amends for Korpivaara�s beating.
With a solid yellow line prohibiting passing, the cab driver had to slow down behind a tractor. The cab was going so slow now that R�mp�tti knew she would miss her train.
�Okay,� R�mp�tti said to the driver. �I won�t be able to make my train, so let�s go straight to Helsinki, if that�s alright.�
�To Helsinki?� the driver asked, looking in the rearview mirror.
�If that�s alright.�
�Well,� the driver said, thinking about the request. �Let�s go, then.�






CHAPTER 19

SATURDAY, 4:25 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Takam�ki stepped into the room on the second floor of the police headquarters, and greeted everyone. On the weekends, Helsinki District Court sessions were held at the police headquarters.
In the front of the room, on Takam�ki�s left, a female judge and the court clerk were seated behind a table on a platform. The judge grunted something at Takam�ki, and the secretary next to him smiled.
An aisle down the middle divided the large room; tables and chairs were set in neat rows, and Takam�ki chose a seat in the first row.
Takam�ki recalled the retirement party they had for a few colleagues the year before in this room, and now the space served as a courtroom. The judge, in her late fifties, wore a brown cardigan and sixties-style glasses. Takam�ki wasn�t sure if they were new, old, or retro.
The detective had changed into his suit coat in his office when he went to get the documents Joutsamo had left there. He had hoped to see the sergeant, but she was out on a case with Suhonen.
�Where�s the suspect?� the judge asked, glancing at her watch. The question prompted Takam�ki to look at his own watch. He had arranged for Korpivaara to appear at exactly 4:30 P.M. That was still two minutes away.
�I�m sure he�ll be here soon.�
�I have better things to do than sit here wasting my Saturday.�
The judges had to take their turns at weekend duty in court, just like detective lieutenants.
There was a knock on the door.
�Enter, don�t be shy,� the judge said.
The guard looked through the doorway and let Korpivaara enter first. Nea Lind followed the suspect.
�Be seated and we�ll start,� the judge said.
Takam�ki sat down, and Lind and Korpivaara took seats on his left.
�Okay, will the detective lieutenant please make his case?�
�Yes,� Takam�ki said. �The Helsinki Police Department requests that Jorma Korpivaara be detained with probable cause as a suspect for voluntary manslaughter. The shortest mandated sentence is more than two years in prison, and we have reason to believe the suspect is an escape risk. Furthermore, it is possible that the suspect may interfere with the investigation if he is released. As far as our case�a woman named Laura Vatanen was killed with a knife in her apartment on Nӓyttelijӓ Street in North Haaga last Wednesday. Jorma Korpivaara is our primary suspect. The evidence, in detail, has been filed with the court. And, naturally, we ask that the case be handled behind closed doors for the time being in order for us to finish our investigation.�
�I see,� the judge said. �And what does the defense say?�
�My client denies the charges,� Lind said, looking the judge in the eye.
�Excuse me?� the judge said. �The documents say the suspect has confessed.�
Korpivaara looked at his attorney, confused. �I did it,� he said.
�Could Ms. Lind please explain what this is about?� the judge asked, frustrated.
Lind looked at Korpivaara. �I�,� she began. The room was silent and everyone�s eyes were fixed on her.
�I apologize. I retract my earlier statement,� she said. �My client confessed during the interrogation.�
�Alright, that�s fine. Do you have any comments about the evidence?�
Lind shook her head.
�Okay. Wait outside for a few minutes and I will make a decision,� the judge said, even though the clerk had already typed it up before the session. A stupid rubber-stamp case for which she was dragged to court on a Saturday afternoon, she lamented.
* * *
Suhonen was driving an unmarked Volkswagen Golf north on the Tuusula Freeway as Joutsamo sat in the passenger seat next to him. Two radios were on; Suhonen was listening to the Rock Radio station and Joutsamo to the police radio.
It was dark outside and snowing; the traffic was light.
Heikela Corporation, Rock Radio�s popular morning show, was replaying the week�s top sketches. Suhonen had heard most of it live, but had missed this one. Heikela, the show�s host, had lost a game of Xbox soccer to Radio Suomipop�s host Jaajo in the fall. It was a widely-anticipated game where the loser had to take part in the Finnish Idol song contest. All week long Heikela had been practicing on air. A veteran rock star was hired to teach Heikela the secrets to voice. Heikela wasn�t hopelessly bad, but he was no pop star either. Suhonen had missed Heikela�s attempt to mimic an electric guitar, in the style of Deep Purple�s Ian Gillan. Gillan�s vocal duel with Richie Blackmore�s guitar in �Strange Kind of Woman� on their Made in Japan live album was legendary. In its dreadfulness, Heikela�s version was almost endearing.
Suhonen came to the huge intersection at the Ring III Beltway. It would be another couple of miles straight ahead to their destination on the north side of the airport. Suddenly the police radio beeped.
�Attention all units. A Siwa store was robbed in Herttoniemi a few minutes ago. The suspect was wearing a mask. Description of the suspect: about 30 years old, dark shoulder-length hair, and a finger missing on one hand.�
�That�s for us, too,� Joutsamo said, glancing at Suhonen.
�Yep,� Suhonen said and got into the right lane. He would flip a U-turn at the airport exit and head back south.
�We�ll head out to the other place tomorrow.�
�What is that place, anyway?� Joutsamo asked.
�I�ll tell you when we get there tomorrow. It has to do with the missing girl,� Suhonen said. �But about the robbery: I know who it is.�
�What?�
�Jouni Rautis. He fits the description to a tee.�
�The finger?�
�Yeah,� Suhonen said.
�How did he lose it?�
�In a bet. He used to hang around the cocaine crowd in the downtown bars. They were snorting in the backroom and placing bets.�
�On what?�
�I can�t remember exactly. It might�ve been about the year Mohammed Ali won the Heavyweight World Championship� Yeah, that was it,� Suhonen said. �I remember now. Rautis claimed Ali won his first title in 1964. In a way he was right, but Ali�s name at the time was still Cassius Clay. So technically he didn�t win his first title as Mohammed Ali until 1974 when he beat George Foreman. In any case, the pot was a thousand euros, and since Rautis didn�t have the money, he bet his index finger.�
�Holy shit.�
Suhonen turned left at the bridge, crossing over and getting back on the freeway.
�The bet was settled then and there. In 18th-century British Navy style, the winner bought Rautis a bottle of whisky, which he drank. Then the guy chopped Rautis�s finger off with a meat cleaver he had found in the kitchen.�
�And the cocaine had nothing to do with it,� Joutsamo commented, shaking her head.
�The hand bled like crazy and someone called an ambulance. Rautis told the police he had cut off his own finger.�
�And they bought it.�
�Yup. Well, as you could see, when word got around, he wasn�t welcome in the VIP lounges anymore. The rest of his life was going downhill, too. He racked up debt and was canned from his job at some bank. But he didn�t give up drugs; he just moved from coke to the cheaper varieties, like meth.�
�That would explain the robbery.�
�I�d guess he owes somebody and was behind. That�s why he couldn�t think of anything better than the grocery store gig.�
Suhonen remembered that Salmela had told him at the hospital about someone aggressively collecting debts.
The speed limit on the freeway was sixty miles per hour, and Joutsamo wondered if they should use the siren.
�No, I know where he lives in Herttoniemi. Let�s pick him up there.�
�You think he�s gone home?� Joutsamo asked.
�Wanna bet?� Suhonen said, grinning.






CHAPTER 20

SATURDAY, 4:45 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
The taxi from Turku stopped in front of Helsinki police headquarters. R�mp�tti had directed the driver through the Munkkivuori and South Haaga neighborhoods to Pasila. Despite the clear instructions, the driver had hesitated at a couple of intersections, and precious minutes were lost.
Had she caught the train, R�mp�tti would�ve made it to the police station easily by four thirty. But the taxi ride was taking longer. She tried to calm down. She handed the driver her card half a mile before the station, to speed things up, but he just set it down.
Once they stopped, he swiped the card.
�Okay, I�ll need your PIN here,� the driver said and handed her the machine that was printing the receipt.
�It�s a business credit card, there is no PIN,� R�mp�tti said, then tore off the receipt from the machine and signed it. She knew how to print the customer copy, and pressed the button.
�No need to write the departure and destination on the receipt, or sign it,� she said and handed the machine and the receipt back to the driver.
�Okay,� the man said.
�Thanks for the ride,� R�mp�tti said and got out.
�Have a good day,� the driver said before R�mp�tti shut the door.
The reporter scrambled up the few steps to the door and stopped at the desk.
�A court hearing is in session. Would you please let me in?�
The officer at the desk knew R�mp�tti was familiar with the second floor where the hearings were held.
�Yeah, go ahead to the door; I�ll buzz you in.�
R�mp�tti attempted a smile as she walked the twenty yards to the glass door. The electric lock buzzed, and the reporter yanked the door open, waving to the officer. R�mp�tti was fifteen minutes late, and the case had probably already been heard, but maybe she could at least be in time to see Jorma Korpivaara when the court�s decision was announced. Even if the case was handled behind closed doors, by law the opening and closing procedures must be open to the public.
R�mp�tti ran up the stairs and noticed Takam�ki standing in the hallway, talking on his cell phone. Korpivaara and Lind sat on a bench next to each other by the closed door. The guard was standing a few feet away. R�mp�tti�s hand went into her purse.
Before R�mp�tti could say anything, the court clerk came out to announce that the court had reached a decision. Takam�ki got off the phone and greeted R�mp�tti. Lind nodded, but Korpivaara just looked at her.
R�mp�tti pulled out her cell phone and snapped a picture, startling Korpivaara.
�Why did you do that?� Lind asked her curtly.
�It�s a reflex,� R�mp�tti replied and looked at the photo. Her new Nokia phone had a decent camera, and now she had a good photo of the suspect. This was why she wanted to make it to the courthouse in time.
Takam�ki, Lind, and Korpivaara walked into the courtroom, and the guard and R�mp�tti followed them in.
The judge looked at the reporter and said, �I see the media is here.�
�Late, but here nonetheless,� R�mp�tti said, nodding.
�It�s all the same to me. Don�t bother taking your coat off,� the judge said, and the veteran reporter stopped by the door.
�The case is being handled behind closed doors. So I�ll announce my decision-and at this point it shouldn�t be a surprise to anyone. Jorma Korpivaara will be detained under probable cause for the killing of Laura Vatanen. And now I�ll announce the reasoning, which is confidential.�
The judge glanced at the reporter, who knew she needed to leave the room at this point.
She stepped out, and the guard shut the door behind her. She pulled her phone out. Knowing that Korpivaara would have to be brought out through the doors, R�mp�tti set her phone to record video. She still wasn�t sure if she was going to cover the story, but in case she did, she�d have a photo and a video clip. The quality might be rather poor for TV, but she�d blur out Korpivaara�s face anyway, so it didn�t matter.
After about five minutes, Korpivaara came out, trying to shield his face with his hand, which only increased his appearance of guilt. As the suspect in overalls was taken away, Lind walked through the door, followed by Takam�ki.
R�mp�tti filmed for another few seconds and then walked over to Lind.
�I need to talk to you about something,� R�mp�tti said.
* * *
Suhonen stopped the car under a burned-out streetlamp about fifty yards from the Hiihtomӓki Street apartment building. The street was west of the Itӓvӓylӓ Freeway. The Herttoniemi metro station was about a quarter mile away.
Built in the sixties, the brown, four-story cement building had two stairwells and no elevator. It housed forty small studio apartments, the largest being three hundred square feet. Joutsamo recalled a homicide in the building a year earlier. A group of drinking buddies, watching a movie, got into a fight, with two of them stabbing a third. Their plan was to chop up the body, and they went next door to ask for garbage bags. The police soon got wind of the incident.
The detectives got out of the car, and Suhonen noticed something under a street lamp a hundred feet away. A cell phone light flashed and then went dark as it was held against someone�s ear-probably a lookout. Suhonen wondered if a stash of pot was being flushed down a toilet right then in some nearby apartment. Or it could�ve been just a warning call to get the stuff near the toilet.
Rautis was a two-bit dealer, but there was always something up in this neighborhood. Suhonen wanted to keep an eye on the building for a minute, though he knew he was being watched.
Drug dealers didn�t worry too much about the blue-and-white cop cars with sirens blaring; they knew those had already been sent somewhere. But the pair in street clothes looked much more suspicious. Suhonen could�ve passed for a drug dealer himself, but by walking next to Joutsamo in her black jacket it was obvious what they did for a living. The only thing left for the criminals to guess was whether they were police officers or customs officials.
It wouldn�t have made any difference had they walked hand in hand trying to look like a couple, though it would�ve suited Suhonen fine. Joutsamo wouldn�t have minded terribly, either.
This wasn�t a drug raid and dealers weren�t the target, but the criminals didn�t know that. A number of heavyweight dealers operated around Herttoniemi�s apartment buildings. They were highly dangerous because they had a lot to lose, and they were used to violence.
The front door was locked but loose from frequent use. Suhonen dug a piece of wire from his leather jacket pocket and twisted it a few times. It fit between the door and the frame, and Suhonen was able to click the lock open. With a newer lock, they would�ve had to buzz from the tenant directory or call the custodian.
The stairwell was dimly lit. Suhonen glanced at the building directory, though he knew it wouldn�t tell him anything. The names could�ve been outdated, and some people didn�t want their names listed.
Suhonen knew Rautis lived on the third floor.
�Alright, we�ll both take the stairs then,� Joutsamo said when she saw there was no elevator.
Normally, one officer took the stairs while the other rode the elevator, so the suspect couldn�t escape.
�Stairway to heaven,� Suhonen grunted.
Joutsamo gave him a confused look.
Suhonen opened the zipper on his jacket and instinctively made sure his Glock was holstered on his shoulder. He saw Joutsamo do the same. That was good; they were both on top of it without having to say a word.
�How are we getting in?� Joutsamo asked, as they got to the first landing of the winding staircase.
�I�ll shoot the lock if he doesn�t open the door.�
�Be serious,� Joutsamo replied.
Suhonen detected anxiety in her voice-another good sign that she was alert. Hitting a drug dealer�s apartment with a cocky attitude was a good way to get your name on the Police Academy wall.
Suhonen saw Joutsamo glance at him when they got to the second floor. Did she question his approach? Joutsamo and Suhonen hadn�t been together on a case like this for several years. Nowadays the VCU liked to send the SWAT team even for simple arrests, all in the name of occupational safety.
Suhonen was among the old-school police officers who believed they should handle the arrests themselves. Of course, calling in the SWAT guys was a smart move when it came to dealing with nutcases or gangs.
�I�ll do the talking and you cover me. Let�s be careful,� Suhonen said. He didn�t doubt Joutsamo�s ability to react in dangerous situations. She had shot a member of the Skulls in a firefight a decade earlier.
Joutsamo nodded.
They tiptoed up the last steps, so as not to be heard, and Suhonen stopped on one side of the door. Any shots through the door would miss. Suhonen knocked hard.
�Rautis, open the door!�
Joutsamo stood at the other side of the door, her Glock ready.
�Rautis, open up!� Suhonen repeated.
�Who is it?� said a cautious voice from the apartment.
�A friend,� Suhonen replied. He didn�t want the whole building to know the cops were there. �It�s Suhonen.�
�I can�t,� the voice said after a moment�s silence.
�Then I�ll break the door and come in.�
The door stayed shut.
�Ten seconds and you�ll pay for the door.�
Joutsamo heard steps, and someone came to the door.
The lock unlatched and the door swung open to the stairwell. Joutsamo was behind it for a second and couldn�t see Suhonen. She half expected to hear a gunshot and see Suhonen slumped in a pool of blood, but as she stepped out from behind the door she saw Suhonen standing in the doorway with Rautis in front of him.
The skinny young man had a mess of stringy hair to his shoulders. His beard matched his hair but was confined to the tip of his chin. He had on a worn, plaid flannel shirt and dirty jeans.
�Who�s the gunslinger girl?� Rautis asked, looking at Joutsamo.
�Calamity Jane,� Suhonen said and Rautis chuckled.
Joutsamo held her weapon. She noticed Rautis was missing a finger on one hand.
�How�s it goin�?� Suhonen asked.
�Bad,� Rautis replied, looking at the floor.
Joutsamo thought they should go in to secure the apartment, but Suhonen kept chatting with the guy at the door.
�Rautis,� Suhonen said, waiting for the guy to look up.
Joutsamo could see tears in the guy�s eyes.
Suhonen stepped in the door and Joutsamo followed. Rautis took a step back and Joutsamo shut the door behind her.
�Siwa,� Suhonen began. �What the hell. Why?�
�You know why,� Rautis said, lowering his gaze again.
�I know you�re not on top of the world, nowhere near Mont Blanc��
�I was on Mont Blanc,� Rautis said, letting out a small laugh. �About five years ago, I went skiing in Chamonix, at the foot of Mont Blanc, and they have a lift that takes you pretty far up the mountain.�
�But now you�re down low, and without a lift pass. Why the hell did you have to rob the Siwa store?�
�How do you know about that?�
�Description.�
�I shoulda had a hot dog taped on my hand in place of the missing finger,� Rautis said with a chuckle.
�Maybe so.�
�Debt,� Rautis said. �That was the only reason.�
�And you can�t get the money anywhere else?�
�No.�
�How much do you owe?�
�Four grand.�
�Only four?� Suhonen asked. �In the old days you used to gamble ten grand on blackjack, and it didn�t even phase you.�
�It did phase me, I just couldn�t show it,� Rautis said. �We�d win occasionally, but usually we�d end up in the red. No one can take the house down.�
�How much did you get from the register in Siwa?�
�Six hundred twenty.�
�So you still owe three grand three hundred eighty,� Suhonen calculated.
�No, four. I have a feeling I won�t be using any of the money in the living room now that you guys are here. I�m pissed. Siwa and a measly six hundred. It�s fuckin� pitiful.�
�What did he threaten you with?� Suhonen asked.
�A finger for each grand,� Rautis said, glancing at his hands. �I would�ve only had five left. I could�ve decided which ones I wanted to keep; I probably would�ve given up the pinkies, and the middle finger of the hand that still has the index finger.�
Joutsamo began to feel sorry for the guy. His motive was credible.
Suhonen pulled his wallet out of his pocket and looked in it. Joutsamo could see several five-hundred-euro bills in it.
�I�ll go have a chat with your debtor,� he said.
�Wha�You�ll take care of him?�
Joutsamo wondered where Suhonen had gotten so much cash but kept her mouth shut.
�That depends on his attitude,� Suhonen said with a tense expression. �But I doubt he�ll come collecting the debt, at least not for your fingers.�
�That would be great.�
�Who is it?�
�You know it�s a drug debt�� Rautis said, hesitantly.
�Well, I�m not stupid.�
�And you�ll go in there as a cop��
�Who said anything about a cop?�
�Ah, Suikkanen,� Rautis said, getting the drift.
�Who is it?�
�Rantalainen.�
�The Rantalainen?� Suhonen asked. �He�s still in prison.�
�Yeah, he is. But he�s the one I owe.�
This was interesting news. The guy serving a sentence for serious drug crimes was still doing business on the outside. The drug squad would be interested in this tidbit, no doubt.
�But you didn�t hear it from me,� Rautis added quickly.
�I never remember what I�ve heard from where, with my Alzheimers and all. But before I forget about my wallet, tell me who I need to go talk to. Rantalainen isn�t getting out any time soon and won�t be chopping any fingers. So who is it?�
�You�ll help me, then?� Rautis pleaded, once again lifting his eyes.
�I�ll do my best,� Suhonen said. �Give me a name, grab your toothbrush, and we�ll go to Pasila and take care of that Siwa incident.�






CHAPTER 21

SATURDAY, 5:50 P.M.
HOTEL PASILA, HELSINKI
Nea Lind leaned forward at the restaurant table-the same posture she had taken interviewing Korpivaara a few hours earlier. The hotel bar was less bleak than the interrogation room at the police station, but it was one of the coldest and dreariest as far as hotel bars went.
A streetcar rumbled past the window. Besides Lind and Sanna R�mp�tti, only a handful of people were in the bar, each sitting alone or in pairs. No groups were there to create ambience or give others anything to whisper about. Sadly, the �easy listening� music designed to make up for the lack of conversation was the only sound scene in the bar.
Lind didn�t want to talk with R�mp�tti at the station, so she asked her to meet in the hotel bar. Lind had a short conversation with Korpivaara after the hearing, but it was one-sided. She talked and Korpivaara sat looking somber and absent, not responding to Lind�s questions or reassurances.
Lind slid the document in front of R�mp�tti and waited a minute while the reporter read the decision.
�Fingerprints on the coffeemaker-that�s the biggest piece of evidence they have against Korpivaara,� Lind said in disbelief.
�Your client has confessed,� R�mp�tti said, looking up.
�That�s another thing I don�t get.�
�Why?� R�mp�tti asked, taking a sip of her Bacardi coke. �What if he killed the girl?�
�Did the police brainwash you? I don�t get it.�
R�mp�tti didn�t say anything. The police had brainwashed many a reporter, but she didn�t feel she was one of them. She�d done plenty of stories about infractions by police officers. Besides, the police were just one source.
�Why is Jorma Korpivaara�s case suddenly so important to you?�
�I know the police are mistaken in this case.�
�Stop shitting me and tell me the real reason,� R�mp�tti said.
�I want to be on the side of justice; I want to know what really happened,� Lind said, looking at R�mp�tti.
�Yeah, sure,� R�mp�tti said. �It�s the defense attorney�s job to side with the version of truth that will benefit the client. My job as a reporter is a little different: my truth is the truth, not the truth according to someone�s angle. And the more I listen to your version of the truth, the more skeptical I become.�
�So you�ve talked with Takam�ki or Joutsamo?�
�No, with you.�
Lind cast a curious glance at R�mp�tti, who emptied her rum glass.
�One of my most important criteria in assessing someone�s credibility is their willingness to be open about their past and their motives. You haven�t been honest with me, not even just now when I gave you ample opportunity.�
�What?�
�Remember the three rules about dealing with the media-don�t lie, don�t lie, don�t lie. You broke all three.�
R�mp�tti looked at Lind sternly, gulped down the rest of her drink, and stood up.
�Don�t lie,� Lind said, weighing the words. �What are you, the holy defender of truth? You think freedom of the press gives you the right to stick your nose in everyone�s business?�
�We don�t stick our noses in everyone�s business,� R�mp�tti said, standing by the table. �We only do it when it affects the general public.�
�But you decide that threshold,� Lind said laughing. �That�s the same thing.�
�Not really,� R�mp�tti began, but Lind interrupted her.
�Don�t you understand that freedom of speech isn�t some godly right? Your television channel exists to make money for its owners, sometimes at the cost of other people�s suffering.�
�You could see it like that, but you should consider what society would be like if we didn�t have freedom of the press,� R�mp�tti said soberly. �Freedom of speech is one of the most important basic human rights. How would equality before the law be possible without it?� the reporter asked, but didn�t stick around for the answer.
* * *
Takam�ki sat alone in the Spanish-style Restaurant Sevilla in the Hotel Pasila and had noticed R�mp�tti and Lind at the bar. He had ordered a Frutti di Mare pizza and a mineral water. If he wasn�t driving, he would�ve had a beer.
He had plenty of time to enjoy his meal, since Joutsamo would be tied up with Rautis�s arrest and its paperwork for a while. They agreed to meet at the police station around seven or eight.
Takam�ki saw R�mp�tti walking toward the front door, looking stern. When she stopped to put her coat on, Takam�ki greeted her.
�Howdy.�
R�mp�tti turned and said hello, her voice obviously chilled from the previous conversation.
�What�s up?� the detective asked.
�Not much,� the reporter replied. �It�s been a long day and I thought I�d go home.�
�Good decision.�
R�mp�tti seemed to ponder something and turned to Takam�ki.
�Listen, Kari.�
�Yes?�
�You should probably be aware of something concerning the Korpivaara case.�
�What?� Takam�ki asked, with piqued interest. Sometimes it worked this way-the reporters knew something the police weren�t aware of.
�Lind over there,� R�mp�tti said, nodding toward the bar. �She was Korpivaara�s girlfriend when they were teenagers. And her father once beat Korpivaara to a pulp because of the relationship.�
�Wow.�
�The incident was never reported to the police; it was reported to the hospital as a motorcycle accident.�
�That�s pretty interesting.�
�I think so, too. The statute of limitations has passed, but in case you�re wondering about Lind�s motive to defend the case, well, there you have it. Korpivaara never quite recovered from the incident, either.�
Takam�ki thought back to a moment during the hearing when Lind had denied that her client was guilty, and Korpivaara made her change her mind.
�So that�s what�s up today,� R�mp�tti said and left.
The reporter walked out the door, wondering if she had given out her information too easily. She could�ve used it get some tidbit in return. On the other hand, she had lost interest in the case after she realized Lind was concealing essential information about her past. She could no longer trust anything Lind had to say.
After R�mp�tti left, Nea Lind came to Takamӓki�s table and asked if she could sit down.
�Why not,� Takam�ki replied.
�So, do you come here often?� Lind joked.
�As a matter of fact, yes,� Takam�ki said with a smile. �Our police station doesn�t have a cafeteria, so we usually eat at one of the canteens nearby.�
�The word �canteen� cheapens this place.�
�As far as the police are concerned, Restaurant Kӓmp is one, too.�
�What did R�mp�tti want?� Lind asked.
Takam�ki figured Lind would be curious after she saw him talking to R�mp�tti.
�She said she�d had a long day and was going home.�
�I could say the same,� Lind said, relief in her eyes.
Takam�ki kept his face stern. The waitress came with his pizza, and he waited for her to get out of earshot before continuing, �She also told me that you and Korpivaara have a past. Is that true?� Takam�ki asked. He purposely left out the details.
�What did she say?� Lind pressed.
�That you and Korpivaara have a past.�
�What do you mean?� Lind asked nervously.
The woman�s reaction told Takam�ki that R�mp�tti�s information was accurate.
�You used to date.�
While Lind pondered the comment, Takam�ki grabbed his fork and knife.
�Well,� Lind began reluctantly. �We knew each other when we were young, but dating is too strong a term. We were teenagers.�
She hadn�t told R�mp�tti this shared past, but maybe she should have. Somehow she had thought the reporter would chase an interesting story without asking too many questions. On the other hand, if the past relationship didn�t keep her from defending Korpivaara, it didn�t keep her from talking about it in the media.
Takam�ki recalled the anonymous phone call from Lind�s former colleague, who considered Lind dishonest and manipulating. He cut a piece of the pizza and stuffed it in his mouth. He wanted Lind to continue without having to ask questions. And she did.
�But it doesn�t disqualify me from the case, if that�s what you�re wondering. Defending someone you know, or used to know, doesn�t violate any professional ethics or laws.�
�Your motive makes no difference to me,� Takam�ki said, swallowing the pizza. �Go right ahead and defend Korpivaara to the best of your ability. I�m just wondering if the relationship might�ve blurred your view of the case. R�mp�tti told me about the beating. You trying to make up for what your father did?�
�I�m not�� Lind said tensely. �If the police are trying to prevent�� She was interrupted by the phone ringing in her pocket. She pulled it out and answered.
Takam�ki ate his pizza in silence. The attorney listened to the person on the phone, asking quick questions and making short comments: �Who? Where? Are you telling me the truth? Yes, I want to meet right away� Okay.�
Lind hung up. �Sorry, I have to go do your job,� she said with a smirk as she stood up.
Takam�ki nodded and cut himself another piece of pizza. He especially enjoyed the crisp, thin crust.






CHAPTER 22

SATURDAY, 7:55 P.M.
HӒMEENLINNA FREEWAY, HELSINKI
Driving on the freeway, Suhonen called to ask his Narcotics buddy Toukola for background information on Sergei Makarov because he didn�t recognize the name. When Toukola told him Makarov used to be called Pekka Pispala, Suhonen remembered the guy and his face. That wasn�t his real name, either; his given name was Mikael Mehtola.
Changing aliases was common in the world of criminals. Under a fresh name you could at least attempt to start over-and hopefully trick your debtors and the authorities. Sometimes crooks would change nationalities, but Makarov was still a Finn, despite the Russian name. According to rumors from prison, Mehtola-Pispala-Makarov�s name choice was inspired by a YouTube video where Soviet national hockey team�s trio Makarov-Krutov-Larionov had their opponents spinning.
The Narcotics officer also confirmed what Rautis had said: Makarov was connected to Rantalainen, who was after Rautis�s money. Suhonen was about to hang up the phone, when Toukola told him that Makarov also was connected to another guy that Suhonen had asked about recently, Jaakko Niskala. Suhonen recalled that he�d met Niskala at the Alamo Bar in North Haaga and that Niskala�s fingerprints were found on Laura Vatanen�s doorframe.
Suhonen found out that Makarov lived on Kanteletar Street in the Kannelmӓki neighborhood. Toukola wanted Suhonen to let him know if he got anything out of Makarov, and especially Rantalainen. Narcotics wanted to know about anything that would help keep the latter in prison longer.
Suhonen drove north on the H�meenlinna Freeway and passed under the Ring I Beltway bridge. It would�ve been quicker to take Ring I, but Suhonen wanted to check on the Kannelmӓki strip mall situation. He wondered why Niskala�s name would reappear so unexpectedly but decided it was just a coincidence. It made sense that the two-bit criminals of the Alamo Bar in Haaga would have connections to Makarov, who lived in nearby Kannelmӓki.
Joutsamo was at the station interrogating Rautis, who�d confess to the Siwa store robbery. The money was found in his apartment, along with a replica gun used in the robbery.
Suhonen had left his unmarked police car at the station and taken an old Peugeot from the garage. The license plates would connect the car to a leasing company, unlike his other vehicle, which had plates connecting them to the police. He�d left the Twins baseball cap in the locker at the station.
Suhonen had promised to help Rautis-not out of pity, but because in the past the guy had given him good leads in a few cocaine deals. The bitter Rautis wanted to get back at his old buddies for kicking him out of their circle.
Suhonen got Makarov�s phone number from Rautis, and Toukola said he�d get permissions to track the location of the phone. It would take a few hours. They didn�t have enough to go on yet to get a warrant for a phone tap.
Suhonen parked the car by the strip mall. He�d take a look in the local bar first. Mehtola-Pispala-Makarov would likely not be at home on Kanteletar Street on a Saturday night.
* * *
One of the streetlamps was burned out, and the apartment building�s front yard was dim. The snowy pavement radiated cold, and Lind made a mental note to switch to winter boots. She passed a dark patch of woods and sped up her steps. She spotted the letter E on the cube light over the door.
The attorney had taken a taxi from Pasila to Nӓyttelijӓ Street. The caller said she lived in stairwell E, which was the one farthest away from the street. Laura Vatanen�s apartment was in the middle.
Lind found the name on the directory outside the front door and pressed the button. The lock buzzed after a few seconds. Lind turned on the stairwell light, stepped past a baby stroller, and walked up two floors.
The brown door bore the same name as the directory: Rentola-Lammi. Lind rang the doorbell, and the door opened as wide as the safety chain allowed. A blonde girl who looked to be sixteen or seventeen peered through the opening with round eyes.
�Hi,� Lind said in a friendly tone. �I�m Nea Lind. Was it you who called me?�
The girl nodded timidly, pulled the door in to undo the safety chain, and opened it again.
�I�m not sure about this after all,� the girl said.
Too late for that, Lind thought and stepped in. The apartment was sparsely decorated. Jackets on a coat rack and shoes all over the floor filled the entryway.
The girl wore jeans and a gray New York sweatshirt. Her hair was in a ponytail and her skinny face lacked makeup.
�I don�t want any trouble��
�You won�t be in trouble,� Lind assured her. �On the contrary.�
The attorney slid past the girl. Two doors on the right led to the bedrooms. One had a queen bed, the other a twin. The latter was decorated for a teenage girl. Lind took off her coat, and the girl walked into the living room on the left and turned off the TV.
The first thing Lind noticed was a psychedelic Frank Zappa poster. A coffee table from Ikea sat in front of the sofa, and the TV was tucked in a Lundia shelf unit on the opposite wall. In front of the window in the back of the room was a worn-out black armchair. Lind couldn�t see behind the TV shelf, but she assumed the kitchen was there.
�Where�s your mother?� Lind asked.
�She went to the bar,� the girl said. �She won�t be home before midnight,� she added and sat down on the couch. She bent her long legs and wrapped her arms around her knees.
Lind grabbed her notebook and sat in the armchair. It squeaked when she sat down.
�It�s pretty ancient,� the girl giggled.
Lind tried to laugh, but was just relieved that the chair hadn�t collapsed under her. Sini Rentola-Lammi had called her when she was talking with Detective Takam�ki in Restaurant Sevilla in Hotel Pasila.
In the absence of a tape recorder, her written notes would have to do.
�Let�s start from the beginning, okay?� Lind suggested. That way she could see if the girl would tell the same story.
The girl nodded.
�Why did you call me?�
�I saw your TV interview. That�s why I called.�
�That was a while ago. Why�d you wait until now to call?�
�I wasn�t going to call at all. Then I changed my mind-I wanted to help Jorma.�
�Why me and not the police?�
�I haven�t exactly gotten along with the cops,� the girl said with a small laugh.
The feeling is mutual, Lind thought, and went on with her questions.
�What do you mean you want to help Jorma?�
�He�s a suspect for Laura�s murder��
�Killing,� Lind corrected quickly.
�Whatever. But I don�t think Jorma could�ve done it that morning.�
�Why not?�
�Well, I told you on the phone. He was here, with me.�
�Last Wednesday morning?�
�Yes,� Sini said. �He got here around nine thirty and left when he got a phone call.�
Lind wanted to ask what Jorma was doing here in the apartment, but she was afraid that then the girl wouldn�t want to tell her everything. They�d get back to that.
�How do you remember the time of day?�
�I was supposed to leave for school then. School started at ten. But I didn�t go.�
�Didn�t Jorma call you beforehand?�
�He didn�t call much, he just rang the doorbell. Sometimes he�d come in using his key. That�s why I always keep the safety chain on when I�m here alone.�
�Did he know you were home alone?�
�He probably saw my mother leave. She gets on the bus right outside his window.�
Lind was making notes.
�Jorma came here when you were supposed to leave for school. And then what?�
�Then what?� Sini repeated, irritated. �We drank coffee and talked, and then he wanted to do it.�
�Did you do it?� Lind asked, embarrassed by the direct language.
�Yeah.�
�Were you in love with him, or infatuated or something?�
�I don�t know,� Sini said, shaking her head. �I guess there�s something macho about him. But he gave me money sometimes, and presents.�
�What presents?�
�Well, all kinds of stuff. You know.�
�I don�t know.�
�Sometimes it was clothes and things, other times something else.�
�What else?�
�You know,� the girl said, evading the question. �Wine and stuff.�
�Stuff?�
�Are you some kind of cop, pressing me like this?� Sini asked, annoyed.
Lind looked at the girl intently and said, �No. I�m an attorney trying to find out what happened and why, so I can help Jorma.�
�Sometimes he�d bring hash and speed.�
�Did you use it together?�
�Sometimes. And if there was enough, I�d sell to my friends at school.�
Lind looked at the girl.
�You may want to keep that from the cops.�
�Do I have to talk to them, too?�
�If you want to help Jorma,� Lind said, nodding, �you need to tell them all this.�
�Do I have to?�
�If you want to help,� Lind said. �One more thing about the phone call Jorma got.�
�Yeah?�
�Who called?�
�I�m not sure, but it had something to do with his job. Someone wanted him to go unlock a door. But he got another phone call, too. Maybe, I�m not sure.�
�Okay. And he didn�t go anywhere in between?�
�No, he was here the whole time.�
Lind kept her eyes on the girl, who stared back at her.
�Jorma�s fingerprints were found on the power button of Laura Vatanen�s coffeemaker, which was left on. Laura�s mother had been there to clean the apartment before Laura was killed. How is that possible if Jorma was here the whole time?�
�On Laura�s coffeemaker? Ha, that�s simple.�
�What do you mean? Lind asked.
�Laura had CP or something, right?�
�Yeah,� Lind said.
�I�d go there sometimes for some wine, and she always wanted to make sure nobody turned the coffeemaker on or off by the switch. It had to be plugged in and then unplugged, for fire safety. Same thing with the dishwasher. She was so scared she might burn to death in her own apartment.�
�So nobody used the switch on the coffeemaker?�
�Right,� Sini said, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. �Everyone who went there knew they had to use the plug.�
�Jorma knew it, too?�
�Well, he�d go there to have sex with her, so he absolutely knew,� Sini said in a huff.
It crossed the attorney�s mind that the girl might be the killer. She had an obvious motive.
�How did you take it?�
�I didn�t plan my life around Jorma. He brought me gifts and that extra stuff. I didn�t care about him.�
�One more thing,� Lind added. �You said Jorma was here. Is there anything here that would prove it?�
�You mean like a camera?�
�Yeah, or something.�
�I dunno. Guess his fingerprints would be here. And he made himself a sandwich and cut his finger. I cleaned up the blood, but I�ve seen on CSI how they can find prints even if the place has been cleaned spotless. I gave him a towel that I borrowed from Laura one time.�





CHAPTER 23

SATURDAY, 8:15 P.M.
KANNELM�KI, HELSINKI
A dark-haired guitarist in a hoodie with eagles on it played a three-chord blues piece in the corner of the bar. From the skinny-faced singer�s raspy voice, Suhonen could make out the words �full moon�d�j� vu�what would it be.�
The acoustic guitar resonated through the loudspeakers, and a few patrons danced to the melancholy songs. It was as if the Saturday night crowd longed to bring back the good old days of lost dreams and better times with swigs of beer and ciders. The objective was to make everything seem better.
Suhonen didn�t recognize the song; it sounded like it might�ve been an original, or maybe something from Crosby, Stills & Nash. The place was bigger than a bar, but smaller than a restaurant. The menu on the chalkboard promised microwaved herring casserole for eight euros.
Opposite the bar was a window that would�ve looked out into the mall parking lot, if it hadn�t been covered with ad posters. The musician sat in the back corner.
The song ended, and the singer started another. Suhonen recognized the tune and the harmonica; it was Bruce Springsteen�s �The River,� but he couldn�t make out the whiny, mumbled words. Suhonen glanced at the singer just to be sure, and it wasn�t Keith Richards.
Suhonen walked straight to the bar, his eyes nonchalantly sweeping the place. He saw that his entrance had been noticed, which was exactly what Suikkanen, his alias, wanted. Suikkanen never came into the bar for his own pleasure, but only to clear things up or maybe mess them up even more.
Suhonen saw four empty seats at the bar and picked one on the end-the one Suikkanen would�ve chosen. He paid for his coffee with a two-euro coin, and the bartender told him the price included milk and a refill.
Closest to him were two bloated women in their forties-a blonde and a brunette-with beer mugs in front of them. They reminded Suhonen of two girls in his high school in Lahti: Tuija and Elle. This is what they�d look like now, he imagined, though at the time all the boys had crushes on them and the other girls envied them. With a chuckle, Suhonen reminisced about his crush on Tuija. He sipped his coffee, which tasted as bitter as the memory, and that was not unlike the present.
The crooner began a new number, which Suhonen recognized immediately by the intro and words he could even understand: The Beatles� �While My Guitar Gently Weeps.� It, too, brought back days of his youth in Lahti, and memories of Salmela. Eero had been better on the guitar, so Suhonen was stuck singing for their garage band. It hadn�t sounded great, but they tried, and dreamed of singing at the Tavastia Bar in downtown Helsinki, and even at a packed Wembley.
Suhonen wiped his face with his hand and let his eyes wander. The place was gloomy. The man on the barstool in a leather jacket wasn�t looking for anyone anymore. Maybe I do belong here, after all, Suhonen thought. While his work was different from the people around him, he really didn�t have any more of a past or a future. He hung around the likes of Salmela, Rautis, and Saarnikangas, buddies he tried to take care of, and wondered if they even were friends. He was sure of Salmela, but to the others he was just a nice cop who looked the other way occasionally. He wouldn�t play whack-a-mole on them. And there were the Elle and Tuija types; Suhonen had no qualms using them, if it meant solving a serious crime. He wasn�t interested in their backgrounds, their present, or their future, only in knowing if they could be useful to him as a police officer.
Be useful to him as a police officer� Suhonen mulled over the phrase that seemed to describe his whole life. Not long after Takam�ki had lost his wife, Kaarina, in a car accident, he and Suhonen sat in Takamӓki�s sauna and talked long about what it meant to be a cop.
Takam�ki had a garbage collector theory-how some people had to clean up after others. Garbage collectors picked up people�s trash and policemen picked up trashy people. It was a fine theory, but Suhonen wanted to know why it had to be him and Takam�ki who picked up the trashy people.
�Why us?� he had asked. He wanted to know why he couldn�t be a salesman driving a Nissan, selling stuff to people whether they needed it or not. Why the hell was he the one who drove a piece of junk with license plates smashed beyond recognition, seeking, nursing, and snatching up crooks?
Takam�ki had wondered why Suhonen had chosen the police academy in the first place.
�I didn�t have anything better to do,� Suhonen had replied lazily and turned the same question around to his boss. Takam�ki didn�t take the bait, but kept pressing Suhonen, bolstered by half a dozen beers.
�Why the police academy?�
�I dunno,� Suhonen said.
�You don�t know? You must have had a reason.�
�Maybe I wanted to help people.�
�But you�re not helping them-you�re sending them to prison. Accident victims go to the hospital where doctors, not the police, help them. And the ones who end up in the cemetery don�t care.�
�Then I make criminals pay for their actions,� Suhonen had said.
�The hell you do,� Takam�ki grunted. �What do you mean, pay? Let�s take manslaughter for example. A person kills someone and they sit in prison for five years-just five-for taking away the rest of someone�s life. And part of the sentence is spent in a low security facility or on parole. I think it�s horrifying.�
�So I couldn�t have gone into the academy wanting to help people or just because?� Suhonen had asked, cracking open another can of beer. �And wanting to hurt people isn�t a good enough reason, either?�
�Nope, it isn�t,� Takam�ki had said. �In that case you would�ve gone into the military.�
�I had to pay my bills?� Suhonen tried.
�On this salary?� Takam�ki had pointed out with a laugh. �And it couldn�t have been the women because there weren�t any in the academy at the time.�
Suhonen had given up. �So tell me why.�
�I don�t know. I really don�t,� Takam�ki had said, rubbing his face with both hands.
After a minute�s silence Suhonen had asked, �Did you and your friends ever play cops and robbers?�
�Of course, all kids play that.�
�Who were the cops and who were the robbers?� Suhonen had asked.
�Jape and Eki were usually robbers,� Takam�ki recalled. �Pauli and Pete were cops. There were others, but those four are the ones I remember.�
�Why was that?�
�Jape and Eki could run the fastest. It wouldn�t have been that fun to have the fastest kids be the cops-they would�ve caught everyone right away.�
�There�s your answer to why we�re cops,� Suhonen had said with a smirk.
Suhonen�s thoughts jumped back to the present when a familiar face walked into the bar. The bar singer crooned Pink Floyd�s �Shine on You Crazy Diamond.� He only sang two-minute pieces, either because that�s all he knew or because it was the attention span of the audience.
The familiar face was that of Sergei Makarov. His blond hair looked neither like a hockey player�s long mane nor the crew cut of a Spetnaz officer from St. Petersburg. It had an odd-looking part in the middle and didn�t quite reach his ears. The man was of medium height and well-proportioned-skinnier than the average Finn.
Makarov wasn�t likely to remember Suhonen, and probably hadn�t met Suikkanen. Suhonen had seen plenty of action, but he always avoided situations where people could recognize him as a cop. Over the years the Corner Pub, his old hangout, had turned into a place where he was starting to get recognized, and for an undercover detective that was a bad idea.
Makarov slid between tables back to the musician�s corner where two men were sitting. Suhonen didn�t recognize the man facing him. The other man looked familiar from the back, but Suhonen didn�t know why.
Suhonen�s thoughts returned to the sauna night discussion at Takamӓki�s house. Takam�ki�s questions were clumsy, but he was relentless. These days the persistent detective lieutenant could definitely outrun Suhonen in any distance over four hundred yards.
Takam�ki had accepted Suhonen�s cops and robbers explanation, but Suhonen wasn�t satisfied with it himself-he had always been the robber in the game. He was the fastest kid in the complex; a friend�s father had once clocked him running sixty meters in less than nine seconds. Salmela had run it in eleven. Why, then, was Suhonen the cop in real life, and Salmela the robber? But Suhonen decided he really didn�t care; he was a police officer and his job was to enforce the law. In any case, he was pleased he had solved Takamӓki�s conundrum.
The singer belted a Guns N� Roses ballad from twenty years ago. Suhonen thought all of Axl Rose�s self-absorbed songs sounded the same, and he couldn�t make out enough of the lyrics to figure out which one it was.
Suhonen finished his cold coffee and the bartender glanced at him to see if he wanted a refill. Shaking his head, he got up, still wondering why he had chosen this career.
Then he dove into the role he�d prepared for from the minute he stepped into the bar. He was Suikkanen from Lahti, a gangster void of a conscience. Not an old-time romantic, nor a modern maniac, but something in between. He was here to take care of things for a buddy in trouble.
Suhonen kept an eye on the three men talking in the corner. It was obvious they weren�t here for a Kannelmӓki Neighborhood Association meeting. Makarov was a hardened criminal, and the others had the same look.
He had several options for approaching the table. The best one would�ve been to walk up carrying a pump-action shotgun, but that wasn�t feasible now. Apologetic wouldn�t work either, so he decided to take the middle road.
Suhonen was ten feet away when Makarov noticed him and looked up. The men immediately stopped talking, and the other two turned to stare at Suhonen. He recognized the third guy as Jaakko Niskala, and saw that Niskala recognized him as Suikkanen. At least Suhonen hoped so. He had left the scene in the Alamo Bar well before the police had showed up to arrest Korpivaara, Niskala, and two others.
Makarov had a quizzical look on his face.
�Hey,� Suhonen said with a nod. �Can I join you?�
�Do I know you?� Makarov asked, suspiciously.
�I know this guy. His name is Suikkanen,� Niskala said, in an attempt to gain credibility, as he was clearly the lowest-ranked in the group.
Suhonen smiled at Niskala. It was extremely helpful to be recognized as one of the criminals and not have to convince the group.
�Good memory. You still have some brain cells left.�
The wisecrack startled Niskala but he didn�t say anything. Suhonen quickly estimated the level of threat. He wouldn�t be in immediate danger from Makarov and Niskala, but he wasn�t sure about the older guy wearing a parka.
�What do you want?� the older guy wanted to know.
Okay, Suhonen thought. The third guy was the leader. It was interesting to note that Rantalainen, who sat in a prison cell, might have a middle man. Or was Rantalainen getting swindled here?
Without asking, Suhonen grabbed a chair from the next table and sat down.
�Name�s Suikkanen and I met this buddy of yours in the Alamo Bar in Haaga a couple of days ago. The place was crawling with cops then.�
�Fuck,� Niskala spat out. �I ended up in jail myself.�
�You should choose your company better,� Suhonen said, casting Niskala a reprimanding but understanding look.
Makarov and the third guy gave a faint laugh. No doubt, Niskala had mentioned his overnight visit at the Pasila police station to boost his status.
�So, what did you want?� the third guy asked irritably. �We were in the middle of something.�
�I mainly wanted to talk to Sergei,� Suhonen said tersely. �It�s about Rautis.�
�Who?� Makarov asked. Everyone was looking at him.
�Rautis,� Suhonen said. �He owes you money.�
Makarov grunted.
�Wanna talk here or outside?� Suhonen asked.
Makarov glanced at the third guy who tried to nod nonchalantly, but Suhonen saw it.
�Here�s fine,� Makarov said.
Suikkanen glanced at all three. He was sure something was up, and he needed to change his plan about the debt payment.
�It�s simple. Rautis owed you money and rolled the register of the Herttoniemi Siwa this evening.�
�Huh,� Niskala blurted out.
�Yeah,� Suikkanen said. �That was the dumbest thing he could do, but desperate needs call for desperate measures. Rautis and I go way back. He shoved me the loot and told me to take care of his debts. Says you threatened him.�
�A grand per finger, if he doesn�t pay up,� Makarov said with a smirk.
�I�ve got the money and I�m suggesting a deal where you get five hundred a finger and he keeps you out of the cops� reach.�
Makarov leaned forward and asked, �Is Rautis trying to blackmail me?�
�No, this is my idea,� Suhonen said with a smile. �I talked with him about an hour ago. He was still on the loose then, but he�s probably in a holding cell in Pasila by now, or tomorrow at the latest.�
�Yeah�� Makarov said, intentionally not finishing the sentence. Since the third guy was the decision maker in the group, Suhonen watched his reaction. So far the guy seemed more irritated by than interested in the conversation.
�Wipe the debt and I guarantee Rautis won�t mention the debtor.�
Niskala shook his head in disbelief, but kept his mouth shut.
�What!� Makarov couldn�t help spouting. �He wants money for not squealing on me? Fuck! I�ll chop off both his hands with a meat cleaver when I see him.�
�Yeah�� Suikkanen mimicked Makarov. I have a feeling Rautis isn�t the type to keep a secret, and the coppers will no doubt squeeze the debtor�s name out of him. At the very latest when he�s suffering through withdrawals and they promise him drugs for talking.�
Suikkanen looked at the third guy and said, �And at that point, a legion of narcotics cops will be after Makarov here.�
Suhonen waited for the third guy�s response.
�Sergei, let the debt be.�
�All of it?� Sergei protested.
�All of it.�
�Then I�ll have to pay it myself.�
�Pretty soon there�s a mass�� Niskala began.
Suhonen wanted to hear more, but he guessed what the third guy would say next.
�There you go, Suikkanen. That concludes your business. And make sure the Siwa guy holds up his end of the deal.�
�Will do,� Suikkanen replied coolly, his eye still on the third guy. �I�m not sure if you have all the gang here that you�ll need for the current gig.�
Suhonen hoped he could talk himself into the group.
The third guy squinted and said, �And you think I need someone who restructures debts for a guy that lifts cash registers?�
�But he does it with style,� Suhonen said with a smile.
�Get the fuck out,� the third guy said.
Suhonen was already up and walking. He heard Niskala saying that Suikkanen had connections to motorcycle gangs.
The dark-haired singer was pumping out the Rolling Stones� �Satisfaction,� as Suhonen left the bar. He walked around the corner and called Toukola at Narcotics. Suhonen suggested that the surveillance team come to Kannelmӓki and focus on the third guy sitting with Niskala and Makarov. Something was up and Suhonen�s instinct said it was drug related. Toukola said he�d send a group and would show up himself. Suhonen would watch the restaurant from his car until then.
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CHAPTER 24

SUNDAY, 9:50 A.M.
THE WOODS BY THE HELSINKI AIRPORT
The roar of the airplanes was noticeable, and the smell of kerosene mixed with the musty early-winter scent of the woods. The temperature hovered just under freezing, turning the snow into slush in sunny areas. The unit that had worked the overnight shift had left Joutsamo another grandma gig-an elderly lady had died earlier that morning.
Suhonen had avoided the case and driven to the north side of the Helsinki-Vantaa airport. A narrow, winding asphalt road circled the airport outside its safety perimeter. The area was sparsely populated because no one wanted to live with airport noise, or maybe the city of Vantaa had banned any building there. The Kiila neighborhood was a few miles away, with an industrial zone next to it, but the area immediately surrounding the airport was vacant. The perimeter road wound through fields and patches of woods.
Toukola�s Narcotics squad had arrived at the bar in Kannelmӓki, and Suhonen had left the case to them; they�d notify him of any progress. Sometimes tips didn�t lead anywhere, but if Makarov, Niskala, or the third guy was caught with drugs, the police would know where to start. Suhonen, Joutsamo, and Takam�ki had gone over the Siwa robbery and Suhonen had informed the others about the events at the bar in the strip mall.
Though Salmela�s tip at the hospital was vague, he had been very specific about the location near the airport. Otherwise it would�ve been impossible to check out the lead. Suhonen figured it was just the usual prison rumors, but he had to do something. Maiju Rahkola was missing-that part of the story checked out. Still, he thought he might be wasting his time.
A dirt road toward the airport forked off the paved road. Suhonen parked there and pulled on his rubber boots. He walked up the gentle hill, carrying a small army-style shovel. The cold air seeped into his boots, and Suhonen wished he had worn his wool socks.
He recalled Salmela�s directions: �Myllypato Lane�a stretch of dirt road�into the woods�a large, sharp rock, and twenty yards from it straight toward the runway a patch of blueberries and a fallen tree.� Then he was supposed to dig down two feet.
The woods became a sparse cluster of pines and the sun shone through the trees. Most of the snow had melted, and the branches were dripping. Insects would make this place very annoying in the summer. Suhonen bent down to pick a blueberry. It was dry but the center was sweet. He didn�t want more.
The next aircraft in line revved its engines at the end of runway three. Though only a few hundred yards away, he couldn�t see the plane through the woods.
Suhonen smirked. He had searched and found lots of dead bodies during his police career-in homes, offices, and garages. He�d searched in the woods plenty of times, but this was the first time he was looking for something buried other than drugs.
Suhonen spotted the rock about a hundred feet in front of him on the right.
Maiju Rahkola had disappeared in Turku a little over a year ago. According to police records, the case was still open, and the young woman was still missing. The computer photo showed a seventeen-year-old blonde girl with a serious expression and an absent look in her eyes. The enlargement was grainy. It was a typical photo of a missing girl published by the police. Suhonen thought about contacting the Turku PD, but decided to check Salmela�s lead first.
He examined the ground for possible tracks or objects, but didn�t see anything out of place this deep in the woods. Closer to the road the ground was littered with junk and trash.
Suhonen came to the rock and circled a couple of feet around it. He saw the fallen tree branch and the blueberry patch next to it. This was the spot. At least the details checked out, and he knew the person who created the story had been here. Suhonen realized he was nervous.
He headed to the left and continued toward the runway. Then he turned around and approached the spot from the airport�s direction.
He could�ve used underground imaging technology so he wouldn�t need to dig. The police had used that in a few cases-once they searched for someone under a concrete bridge. The machine sent out a pulse that reflected back from the ground. But today Suhonen had only a shovel.
He remembered a case from Satakunta where an elderly woman had fallen into the river, and the police got a report of her body hanging on a tree branch just over the water. The bank was steep, and the junior officer climbed down first. By the time the sergeant scampered down, the body had vanished. The fifty-year-old sergeant was perplexed, and the junior officer confessed he had shoved the body back into the river. When the furious sergeant asked why, the younger man said he couldn�t handle seeing dead bodies. The river then carried the body into the next precinct.
Suhonen stopped six feet from the spot to examine it. Blueberries peeked through a thin layer of slushy snow that covered the patch. He didn�t notice anything strange-no signs of digging or dirt piles. The place looked like a forest where hardly anyone ever came.
For a minute he wondered if he should call in the Forensics guys, but he decided against it-he didn�t want to alert the boys for nothing, or he�d never stop hearing about the wasted treasure hunt. Putting on a pair of rubber gloves, he stepped closer. He squatted down and lifted a blueberry sprig. It was well rooted and the ground around it was firm.
Suhonen carefully pushed the shovel into the ground; it went in easily until it hit tree roots. He dumped a shovelful of dirt to the side and examined the pile, but didn�t see anything. The second dig was more forceful, followed by a third.
After thirty minutes Suhonen had dug about a foot and a half into the hard dirt mixed with pebbles and roots. He had run into tree roots at about six inches and had to continue digging to the side. The roots were thick enough that no one could have dug through it in the last couple of years.
The digging made him sweat, and he took off his leather jacket. He thought back to his time in the army digging trenches in Salpausselkӓ. That was easier and quicker; all they had to do was swing the shovel. Now, after each shovelful, he had to examine the hole that was getting deep enough to make his back feel the strain of squatting. He didn�t want to step in the hole. He wondered how deep he should dig. A little more, he decided. The imaging technology sure would�ve come in handy.
Suhonen pushed the shovel down carefully and felt something hard. He thought it was a root, but it gave way. He set the shovel down and leaned into the hole, carefully wiping the dirt away. He saw a piece of fabric that had originally been blue. Suhonen realized it was jeans.
He wanted to curse, but continued cautiously with his hand. The fabric had a hole in it and Suhonen pushed his finger through. As he felt something hard and then something soft, a stench of decomposing flesh hit him.
�Shit,� he said out loud. The lead was legitimate.
Suhonen stood up. He heard the roar of the airplanes again. He took a couple of steps back and breathed deeply. The smell of kerosene covered up the thin rotten stench.
He had found Maiju Rahkola.






CHAPTER 25

SUNDAY, 12:30 P.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
Lind sat in the drab interrogation room with Jorma Korpivaara, who hadn�t shaven or combed his hair. The attorney noticed the tired and apathetic look in his eyes. Korpivaara evaded her gaze.
�Why?� Lind asked. They had sat there for about ten minutes during which Korpivaara hadn�t said more than a few words.
He only shrugged.
�Talk to me,� Lind said, losing her patience.
�What would you like me to tell you?� Korpivaara asked tiredly, looking at Lind. �About the cell, the sleepless nights, or what it feels like when your head hurts so much no medicine will relieve the pain? Hell, I feel like it�s gonna explode.�
�I want you to tell me about this case.�
�There�s nothing to talk about.�
�Yes, there is,� Lind said tersely, her tone resembling a wife�s reprimand.
�Nothing new about it. I killed the girl.�
�No, you didn�t.�
�Yes, I did.�
�The fingerprints,� Lind began, letting out a small laugh. �You knew full well that Laura�s coffeemaker wasn�t turned on using the switch, but by plugging it in.�
Korpivaara�s eyes lit up faintly. �Yeah, I knew that. At first I didn�t remember it, and by the time I did, it didn�t matter anyway.�
�What does that mean?�
�Exactly what I said.�
�I don�t understand, so please explain,� Lind said, leaning forward.
�How did you hear about that?� Korpivaara asked, now interested.
Lind hadn�t told Jorma yet about her visit to the other Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartment the night before. Now was the time.
�Sini Rentola-Lammi.�
�What about her?� Korpivaara asked, startled. �Shit��
�Sini called me and told me you were at her place that morning.�
Korpivaara looked agonized. �You weren�t supposed to talk to her.�
�I wouldn�t have found her if she hadn�t called me. She wants to give you an alibi.�
�Fuck.�
�Don�t you get it? She can get you out of this cell.�
�She�s full of shit. She�s lying,� Korpivaara said, waving his hand. �A load of shit.�
Lind was silent for a minute.
�Listen, Jorma. I believe Sini over you.�
�I already said it. At first I couldn�t remember, but when I did, I realized this was better for everyone.�
�Not for you. You�ll sit in prison for years, innocent.�
�Maybe five years. I can take it.�
�I think it�s wrong.�
Korpivaara looked Lind straight in the eye and said, �So was what your father did to me.�
�I know. I�m truly sorry, if that makes any difference.�
�You don�t have a clue.�
Lind wanted to cry. �But I want to help you-so you don�t get another shitty deal.�
�Why did you tell your old man we had sex?� Korpivaara asked, looking at Lind with piercing eyes. �We didn�t do anything.�
Lind buried her face in her hands. �I know. I�ve always regretted it. He pressured me and threatened to hit me if I didn�t tell him everything. So I told him what he wanted to hear� I�m�I�m so sorry,� Lind said, looking up. Tears were streaming down her face.
�Your old man called me and wanted to talk about our future. I rang the doorbell and he punched me in the face as soon as he opened the door. No warning. I couldn�t do anything. Please, Nea, don�t help me anymore,� Korpivaara said quietly. �I�m serving the sentence and that�s it. If you keep investigating, I�ll switch attorneys� Don�t pull Sini into this.�
Lind wiped her face with the back of her hand.
�Who killed Laura Vatanen?�
No answer.
* * *
Joutsamo held the phone to her ear, standing by the door of the VCU�s conference room. The two o�clock meeting was about to start.
�No, I don�t have time now� Later. Try to understand. I�m about to walk into a meeting� No, not your case� I really can�t listen right now. Call me tomorrow,� Joutsamo said and hung up. Attorney Lind was relentless, but Joutsamo really didn�t have time right now.
Joutsamo stepped into the room where a dozen officers in civilian clothes were already seated. Takam�ki had asked his group to come in, so Kulta, Kohonen, and Suhonen were there, too. Nyberg was comfortably soaking in a spa somewhere and would be back tomorrow.
Pekka Mӓkelӓ, a fifty-year-old detective with glasses and a mustache had driven over from Turku, along with one of his investigators, Hanna Vuori. Joutsamo had never met Mӓkelӓ or the austere-looking Vuori.
Jaakko Nyk�nen represented the National Bureau of Investigation. Nyk�nen, sporting a walrus mustache, used to be in Takamӓki�s unit before being promoted to detective lieutenant in the Espoo PD and then moving on to the National Bureau of Investigation. Joutsamo knew Nyk�nen well from her time in Espoo, where she was one of his investigators.
Other somber-looking men were in the room. The forty-year-old Risto Miettinen in a gray cardigan was from the Violent Crimes Unit of Eastern Uusimaa, east of Helsinki. He was present because the body was found in his precinct. Joutsamo had seen him in the course of a few investigations and respected him.
Takam�ki glanced at his watch. It was three minutes before two, but since everyone was there, they could start. Joutsamo had printed a photo of Maiju Rahkola and attached it on the whiteboard with a magnet. Next to the picture were the words that Joutsamo obtained from the missing persons report: �Disappeared June 17, 2010 in Turku. Seen at a party in the evening; no sign of her since.�
�Okay,� Takam�ki began. �Based on the preliminary information, the body found in the woods is that of Maiju Rahkola. Of course we can�t be one hundred percent certain, but this is our starting point.�
The investigation was multidimensional; the body that disappeared in Turku was found in the city of Vantaa by the Helsinki Police. With Turku being a hundred miles west of Helsinki, and Vantaa twelve miles northeast, the three cities formed a slanted triangle. The case appeared complicated, so the NBI was also interested. And the distance from the crime scene to NBI headquarters was less than five miles.
Technically, the Turku PD was in charge, since the missing persons report was filed there. The officers agreed that Takam�ki would chair the meeting, and they would later decide who would head the investigation.
�Forensics is on the scene,� Takam�ki began. �We have units from Helsinki, Eastern Uusimaa, and the NBI, and a physician from the Medical Examiner�s Office. We don�t have a lot of information yet, which is understandable since the body was found only three hours ago. At this point we don�t even have an educated guess as to whether Maiju Rahkola was killed in the woods or if her body was hidden there afterward. The cause of death is also unknown� And yes, we strongly suspect that the body is Maiju Rahkola�s, but we don�t know for sure.�
�What do we know about the disappearance?� Takam�ki asked, looking at the guys from Turku.
�We don�t know much,� Mӓkelӓ said apologetically. �On June 17 she went bar-hopping in downtown Turku with a couple of her friends. She was only seventeen, but she looked older and had no problem getting in, which is usually the case with attractive girls. Her friends saw her last in Restaurant Galax sometime after midnight. That�s the last sign of her.�
�No phone calls or anything?� asked Nyk�nen from the NBI.
�No. We heard about the disappearance two days later when her parents got worried. At first it wasn�t considered a homicide, but a typical runaway teenager. She was expected to return in the next few days. We got her cell phone info, but her phone was turned off somewhere downtown about the time of the disappearance. After she�d been missing for two weeks, we published that photo,� Mӓkelӓ said, pointing to the picture on the board. �We checked the security videos downtown and stopped by a few known drug nests, but she had disappeared into thin air.�
Joutsamo�s cell phone beeped and she checked the text: �Korpivaara is not the killer. Positively. -Lind.�
Yeah, sure, Joutsamo thought and didn�t reply.
Mӓkelӓ from Turku pulled a file out of his bulging briefcase and set it on the table. The name Rahkola was written on it in red marker.
�This is all the material we�ve accumulated in the case. It was put on the back burner that summer because of a couple other cases, but we�ve revisited it a few times with no progress.�
So, basically, insubstantial investigating, Joutsamo thought. They weren�t taking the disappearance seriously. No body, no homicide.
�Actually, we thought the girl had drowned in the river and her body would show up at some point,� Mӓkelӓ continued. �The problem is that the Aura River runs into the Gulf of Finland and the body could end up there.�
�Yeah sure,� Nyk�nen said. �The Vantaa River is only a mile from where the body was found, so it could�ve gotten there by first floating in the Gulf of Finland, and then up the Vantaa River��
Kulta scoffed at the comment but didn�t say anything. When the big guns talk, lowly detectives should keep quiet.
�That�s not good,� Takam�ki said. �Let�s try to keep the jokes funny at least� So, we don�t have much information on the disappearance. We�ll have to revisit that. What about the discovery of the body?�
�Yeah. I went into the woods based on the tip and found the body after a bit of shoveling,� Suhonen said.
�Can you be more specific?� Takam�ki asked.
�Sure. An ex-inmate I know had a heart attack, and I went to visit him in the hospital. He told me his former cell mate had told him about a dead body hidden in the woods. According to him, the cell mate had heard it from someone else.�
�Give us names-otherwise we can�t keep up,� Nyk�nen inserted.
�I won�t disclose the name of my informant, but Takam�ki knows it. My buddy had heard the story from Lauri Korhonen who got run over by a train a couple of weeks ago.�
�That�s a familiar name,� Nyk�nen said. �Korhonen ran some meth deals in Espoo in his day.�
�Yeah, but he�s dead now,� Suhonen said. �I checked his record. So Korhonen wasn�t the killer; it was his cell mate. My informant only knew his nickname, Nortti. And he couldn�t remember exactly when they were in prison together.�
�Nortti,� Nyk�nen said, mulling over the name. �Now we just need to know if it was red or green,� he joked, referring to the cigarette brands that had been one of Finland�s most popular for many decades. �I know a few guys by that nickname, but I don�t think any of them served time in the last year. Korhonen had to have heard about it after June 2010.�
Mӓkelӓ spoke up. �Are you sure your informant hasn�t made up the prison story to get you off his scent?�
�I�m sure,� Suhonen said. �If he had killed her, he would�ve said so. And if he wanted to conceal it, he wouldn�t have told me anything about it in the first place.�
�That makes sense,� Mӓkelӓ said. �But it shouldn�t be hard to find out. Let�s go over the list of guys who served a sentence with Lauri Korhonen.�
�I�ve got that list,� Joutsamo said and showed him the document. �Korhonen was in Helsinki prison from September to December 2010 and another stretch from February to March this year. The prison gave me his cell mates� names.�
Joutsamo passed out copies. The list had more than ten names: Malmberg, Pesonen, M�lsӓ, Saarinen, Aarnio, Kinnunen, Lyytinen, Sandstr�m, Pentikӓinen, Cuchna, Leikas, Talja, and Holopainen.
While the others were looking at the list, Joutsamo continued, �I checked everyone�s information and nobody listed had the nickname Nortti. Not even close. There was Tanka, Mocha, Rask, Mics, Ronda, and Hole�but none that would remotely sound like Nortti, a smoke, or even North.�
�What if it wasn�t a cell mate, but just someone in the same unit?� Nyk�nen suggested.
�We�ll check that next.�
�We had an Aarnio in the Korpivaara case,� Kulta said, looking at the list. �But it may not be the same man.�
�No, ours was Mikael,� Joutsamo said, shaking her head. �The cell mate is Kimmo Aarnio. Mikael didn�t have a criminal record. Same last name, different guy.�
�Did you search the database by nickname?� Nyk�nen asked.
Joutsamo handed out another list.
�We got 213 hits. The records show about two hundred criminals by the nickname of Nortti.�
�Anybody from the Turku area?� asked Vuori from Mӓkelӓ�s team, speaking for the first time.
�Frankly, I haven�t had a chance to look.�
�I understand,� Vuori said with a nod and took the list.
* * *
Nea Lind sat in a Mercedes taxi that was going north from Hakamӓki Street onto the H�meenlinna Freeway and speeding up.
Lind was confused. Korpivaara had told her straight out that he didn�t kill Laura Vatanen, but he was willing to serve the sentence. Why? Who was he trying to protect? She needed to know. Her first instinct was to go to the office and write up a report, but this wasn�t about taxes. It was a criminal case that she had to investigate and not just interpret.
Maybe Sini Rentola-Lammi could give her some answers. The girl probably knew more about Korpivaara than she had told Lind the night before. Lind tried calling her, but it went straight to voicemail. She didn�t leave a message.
The taxi took the Aseseppӓ Street exit and drove around Haaga for five minutes before stopping in front of a red-brick apartment building.
�Which door?� the young driver asked.
�Here�s fine,� Lind said and waited for the receipt.
The sun was shining on Lind�s back. The bright weather, albeit below freezing, felt good after the snowfall. She had replaced the shoes she bought in Rome with a pair of winter sneakers to keep her toes warm. Lind felt energetic, though she sensed a headache was lurking. It was probably because she hadn�t eaten or slept well. Walking to stairwell E, she decided she�d try to fit in a meal at some point.
A few cars were parked in the building�s lot, and behind it a young mother was raking a sandbox. A child was standing next to the sandbox, holding a shovel and a bucket. Lind guessed the mother was checking the sand for needles that might�ve been dropped there the night before.
Lind pressed the button by the door and walked in as the lock buzzed. She climbed the stairs and rang the doorbell to Rentola-Lammi�s apartment.
The door opened quickly. The safety chain was not on, and a forty-year-old, stern-faced woman stood at the door. She was somewhat overweight, and it showed in her worn face. Her brown hair reached her shoulders, and she was wearing black sweatpants and a gray T-shirt.
�You from Social Services?� the woman asked tersely.
�No, I�m attorney Nea Lind.�
�Whose attorney?
�Jorma Korpivaara, the building custodian, who is accused of killing the woman in the building next door last week.�
�Oh,� the woman said, sounding curious. �What do you want?�
�Is Sini at home?�
�I haven�t seen her. She went somewhere this morning. I tried to call her, but she didn�t answer. What does Sini�?�
Lind shook her head. �I just wanted to check a few things about Korpivaara�s whereabouts on Wednesday.�
�I see,� the woman said.
The mother must have known that the daughter had connections to the murder suspect; otherwise she would�ve been more concerned.
�What do you know about Korpivaara?�
�The custodian?�
�Yes,� Lind said, expectantly.
�I don�t know,� the woman began, shifting her weight. �He�s not really my type. He seemed okay. We�d chat sometimes, and he always did his job just fine. He always plowed a path to the bus stop so we haven�t had to trudge in the snow. So he�s an okay guy.�
�Good,� Lind said. She doubted the woman knew about the relationship her daughter had with Korpivaara.
�Any sign of him last Wednesday?�
�Is this some sort of a police interrogation?�
Lind guessed the woman had done a few of those.
�No, as I said, I�m Korpivaara�s attorney. I�m trying to find out what happened on Wednesday.�
�Isn�t that a job for the police?�
�It usually is, but sometimes defense attorneys need to do it too, especially if the police aren�t doing a good job.�
�I can�t remember exactly. The bus runs at 8:03. He might�ve been out there with his leaf blower on one of the mornings, but I couldn�t tell you what day.�
�Did you know the victim, Laura Vatanen?� Lind asked, deciding to go on with the questioning.
�Was she the retarded girl from stairwell C?�
Lind nodded, despite resenting the politically incorrect term. Although, politically incorrect was what you got in this neighborhood.
�I didn�t exactly know her. We don�t have a rumor mill around here. Sini would go over there sometimes, but I didn�t like it. I guess this Laura-that�s her name, right? I guess she hung out in the Alamo Bar, where the custodian and his buddies often went too.�
�Sini, too?�
�She wanted to,� the woman said, laughing. �But I went in there and told the bartender in no uncertain terms that they wouldn�t be serving anything to my underage daughter, and I gave him Sini�s picture. I said I�d report them if they did.�
�Did it work?�
�Whaddya think?� the woman said. �They didn�t sell her anything at the Alamo. But would I ask if you were from Social Services if things were okay?�
�How bad is it?�
Rentola-Lammi pursed her lips and said, �Bad enough that I wasn�t surprised to see a lady like you in a nice jacket show up at my door on a Sunday afternoon.�
�Yeah. Ask Sini to call me when she comes home,� Lind said and threw in a thank-you before the door closed.
Lind thought she�d make her rounds in the apartment buildings and ask some questions. Most people would be home on a Sunday.





CHAPTER 26

SUNDAY, 2:30 P.M.
LIISA STREET, HELSINKI
R�mp�tti lounged on her sofa in sweatpants. She had recorded several weeks� episodes of Desperate Housewives and planned to watch them all in one sitting on a Sunday. After two episodes, her thoughts went back to the Korpivaara case. She thought about going for a run, but laziness took over. R�mp�tti went into her kitchen and poured herself a glass of red wine. The ceilings were high in her art nouveau-style, one-bedroom apartment in Kruununhaka, a neighborhood on the Gulf of Finland.
She hoped the wine would clear her thoughts so she could grasp the string that would unravel the case into a TV news story. R�mp�tti had a hunch it would be fantastic. To be able to prove that a suspect whom the police deemed guilty was indeed innocent would make top headlines across the country. She could add the grim human interest story of the past that the suspect and his attorney shared. New angles would come up as it took off.
But R�mp�tti had a problem: Korpivaara was likely guilty and she needed the innocence factor to keep the case intriguing.
The red wine from Chile was a balanced blend of ripe fruit, full-bodied and mellow. R�mp�tti couldn�t have characterized it in that much detail; she read the description in the store pamphlet. The wine was just fine for a ten-euro bottle.
She rubbed her shins under the pants legs and thought she ought to shave.
Damn, she cursed to herself. Her thoughts kept escaping to the mundane. She needed to work and not just dream of all the answers falling into her lap. Something like that only happened on extremely rare occasions. She had to work like hell to get results: meet with people, make phone calls, and peruse documents. Only about one out of ten potential ideas turned into TV-newsworthy coverage.
R�mp�tti emptied her glass and went for her cell phone. She found the number for Mustikkamӓki, the cameraman. If he was free to go on a shoot, she�d go. She should probably call Lind and apologize for her blow-up from yesterday.
* * *
Lind saw the padlock the police had installed on Laura Vatanen�s door, and to her disappointment the place still had police tape around it. There was no way to get in-unless she broke in, which wasn�t a good idea. The police had more investigating to do-on the coffeemaker plug, for example.
Lind rang the doorbell of the apartment across the hall. The name on the door was Ridanpӓӓ.
�Coming,� a woman screeched from the apartment.
The attorney waited for the door to open. She could instantly tell from the woman�s face and the smell of red wine that she was an alcoholic.
�Hello,� Lind said and stated her business.
�Oh,� the woman said. �The police were already here and asked questions.�
�Of course. But I�m doing my own investigation.�
�I�m sure you are, just like Perry Mason. Listen, girl, I�ll talk to you if you go get a bottle of wine for me from the liquor store.�
�I can�t do that.�
�Why not? It�s not far and a lady like you probably owns a car,� the woman said.
�I don�t have a car, but besides that today is Sunday and the store is closed.�
�Oh damn,� the woman said. �I�ve always been one for a liberal policy on alcohol sales. I�m glad they started selling beer in the convenience stores, but they should get wine in, too. That would be democratic. My stomach can�t stand beer; I�ve got a gluten allergy.�
Lind wasn�t convinced about the alcohol sales policy, but agreed with the woman in order to keep the conversation going.
�Wine would be okay,� she said, �but I wouldn�t want hard liquor in there.�
�Hard liquor is for troublemakers, the kind that Laura had for visitors.�
Lind was glad the old boozer had brought up Laura�s apartment.
�Who used to go in there?�
�Well, the custodian and his buddies were constantly over there. Hooligans, I say.�
This was no news.
�Did anyone else visit her?�
�Some girl, occasionally,� Ridanpӓӓ said.
�How do you know, by the way?� Lind asked.
�Sometimes I�d look through there,� the old woman said, pointing to the peephole on the door. �That was better than the reality shows on TV.�
Lind noticed a barstool by the door.
�What did you see?�
�Arguments, mostly. Those are the most interesting anyway. Laura had a pretty bad temper. Sometimes she was kind of weird, on account of her disability, but she was always nice to me. She�d go get me wine� Could you go get me some now?�
�It�s Sunday.�
�Oh yeah, you told me that already. Are you sure?�
�I�m sure,� Lind said. �I can go tomorrow.�
�Yeah, yeah.�
�You said something about arguments,� Lind said, to bring the conversation back on topic. �Did you see fights or anything like that?�
�No. The men were scared of her. She had a mouth like no other, and she didn�t think before she opened it.�
Lind noticed that the woman had to lean on the doorframe to steady her balance.
�Was anyone else there besides the custodian and his buddies?�
�Shh, be quiet,� the woman said, pursing her lips. �Don�t tell anyone.�
�About what?�
�I can�t say. I promised.�
�Promised whom?�
�If I told you, it wouldn�t be a secret anymore,� the intoxicated woman said.
�That�s not a problem, though. See, I�m a lawyer and I have to heed the attorney-client confidentiality privilege,� Lind said. �You can tell me.�
�Attorney-client privilege. What�s that?�
�As lawyers, we have to keep a lot of things to ourselves,� Lind said. �We can�t tell anyone.�
�Oh, that�s good. I didn�t tell the police this, but you should go talk to the guy upstairs,� the woman said.
�What�s his name?�
�And you�ll keep this�a lawyer secret?�
�Of course,� Lind lied.
�His name is Aarnio. Ask him.�
* * *
The meeting at the police station ended a while ago. Suhonen was drinking coffee at his computer, which was prohibited by police department regulations after too many computers had to be replaced due to spilled drinks. But Suhonen didn�t care.
He had asked Salmela more details about Nortti, but Salmela didn�t know anything else. Suhonen didn�t want to bother the ailing man any further.
The lists of Korhonen�s cell mates and Nortti nicknames didn�t amount to anything. There was no clear breakthrough. Joutsamo would�ve loved to get the Rahkola case to investigate, but eventually Takam�ki agreed with the Turku and Vantaa police that the case would go to the National Bureau of Investigation. They�d have more time to try to crack the complicated murder, while the city police departments dealt with daily assaults and rapes, robberies, and manslaughter cases. These used up a lot of manpower, and the NBI didn�t have that problem.
The Rahkola case was no longer their concern. Suhonen had given Nyk�nen Salmela�s name and asked to be present at Salmela�s video interrogation at the hospital. Nyk�nen wouldn�t head the case himself; it would be handed to Leppӓlӓ, who was experienced in dealing with complicated murder cases. Suhonen knew the veteran investigator well and was confident it wouldn�t be a problem to arrange Salmela�s questioning.
Suhonen glanced at the clock on the computer. It read 4:20 P.M. He had a couple of hours left of his weekend shift. He might be spared once again from having to go determine an elderly person�s cause of death. But it was no piece of cake to search for a decayed body, either. He remembered vividly how disgusting it had been earlier to stick his finger through the hole in the jeans and touch bone. He�d need a couple of beers tonight.



CHAPTER 27

SUNDAY, 4:50 PM
NӒYTTELIJӒ STREET, HELSINKI
The name on the door read Aarnio, and Lind rang the doorbell lightly.
When she heard a dog barking inside, Lind instinctively took a step back, even though the door was still shut. A stout, fifty-year-old man wearing a plaid shirt opened the door. He had high cheekbones, a receding hairline, and piercing eyes.
�Can I help you?� the man asked, smiling.
Lind told him she was Jorma Korpivaara�s attorney and was asking questions about the homicide last week.
�Interesting,� the man said. �I don�t know anything about it.�
�Nothing?� Lind asked.
�Not really.�
The man cast a sharp glance at Lind.
�You can�t think of anything?� Lind pressed.
�Nothing of value, I don�t think.�
�Anything might be of value,� Lind said with a smile. Maybe the man knew something, and a little flirting might get him to talk.
�Without the whole picture, it�s hard to know what�s valuable,� she said. �You live right here by the murder scene.�
�Yes, yes I do.�
�How well did you know Laura Vatanen?� Lind asked, getting straight to the point.
Maybe the man would talk if the questions were straightforward.
�Well,� the man relented. �C�mon in.�
Lind asked the man�s name and he said it was Mikael Aarnio. He took the dog into the bedroom and shut the door. The apartment was similar to Sini�s in the next building, but this one had only one bedroom. It was to the left of the entrance hall and the living room to the right.
�I wasn�t expecting anyone,� the man said apologetically, quickly picking up a few magazines.
Lind thought the apartment looked nearly impeccable. The furniture was heavy and old and there was a lot of dark wood.
�Coffee?� the man asked.
�You don�t need to make any for me.�
�I have a coffeemaker that makes one cup at a time. It�s no bother.�
�In that case, a cup would be nice.�
The man went into the kitchen and returned quickly. Lind heard the hiss of the coffeemaker.
�It�ll just be a minute. You wanted to ask me about the death of the lady downstairs?�
�Yes,� Lind said.
�The police were here already.�
�As I said, I�m Korpivaara�s attorney, and I�m just doing some additional investigating about the course of events.�
�What do you mean by additional investigating?�
�Well,� Lind said. �I haven�t seen the police reports yet, but I think it�s important to ask about things while they�re still fresh in people�s minds.�
�Are you experienced?�
�Yes, I think I am,� Lind said.
�Are you married?� the man asked, leaning forward in his chair.
�I don�t think that�s relevant.�
�You�re right, it�s not,� the man said with a smile. �What would you like to know?�
Lind thought for a moment. �Do you know Jorma Korpivaara?�
�We�ve said hello and chatted occasionally. It�s important to be on the custodian�s good side, in case you need him someday.�
�What about the neighbor below, Laura Vatanen?�
�Nowadays people don�t know their neighbors, but I knew Laura.�
�Based on my information, they put on some wild parties down there. You must have heard them.�
�I went down there a few times and told them off,� the man said with a smirk.
�Who was there then?�
�Laura and her guy friends, and sometimes the young girl from the next building.�
�Sini?� Lind asked.
The man squinted. �I think that�s her name.�
�What do you think happened last Wednesday?�
�I couldn�t say,� Aarnio said. �I left for work that morning and the police came to ask questions that evening. That�s all I can tell you. Now you tell me what you think happened.�
�It�s hard to say,� Lind said. �But I don�t believe Jorma Korpivaara killed Laura Vatanen.�
�Based on what? The paper said he confessed.�
�I found someone who said Korpivaara spent the entire morning with them,� Lind said, wondering why she would tell a complete stranger about it. Apparently she had a need to talk to someone.
�But the police say the man confessed.�
�The police don�t know everything.�
�They don�t?�
�No.�
The coffeemaker stopped hissing and beeped.
�The coffee is done,� Aarnio said, standing up. Milk?�
�Black�s great,� Lind said.
Aarnio came back with a coffee mug and handed it to Lind. He had started a second cup dripping.
�So who killed Laura Vatanen, then?� he asked.
Lind shrugged and took a sip of the hot coffee. She liked it, and wondered what blend it was.
�I don�t know. Can you give me a hint?� she asked, taking another sip. It was relaxing.
She realized she was famished.
�I don�t think it was Jorma Korpivaara,� the man said, smiling.
�But who then?� Lind asked. She was feeling flushed and uncomfortable now. Suddenly it dawned on her. �What did you put in the coffee?�
The man just smiled. Lind tried to get up, but she had no energy in her legs and she collapsed in the chair.
�Don�t worry, you�ll fall asleep soon. But you should know you were right. Korpivaara didn�t kill Laura Vatanen, I did. Laura wouldn�t drink the coffee, but you did.�
Nea Lind tried to fight the paralyzing feeling. She threw her cup at the man, but missed.
You did�you did�you did� The words rang in her head until she blacked out.
* * *
Suhonen was playing Tetris on the computer when his phone rang. It was an unknown number. He answered and Toukola sounded irritated on the other end.
�Did you guys have any action on Nӓyttelijӓ Street?� the Narcotics officer asked.
�Why do you ask?�
�My guys are staking out in Kannelmӓki for any aftermath from yesterday, and there�s quite a ruckus going on.�
�Hold on and rewind so I can get onboard,� Suhonen said and stopped playing Tetris.
�Goddamn reporters and cameramen are swarming the place and a lawyer is there, too. Pretty hard for us to operate.�
�You lost me.�
Toukola drew a deep breath.
�First of all the junkie stakeout you told us about last night at the Kannelmӓki bar has been a complete waste of time. It didn�t lead to anything, and I�m shutting it down.�
�Yeah,� Suhonen said.
�We followed that third guy you talked about and he went home to his place in Haaga. Anyway, the name on the door was Aarnio.�
�The third guy was Aarnio?�
�Yep, and you didn�t need to be Sherlock to figure that out. Kimmo Aarnio: drug deals, a rape, and other such niceties. He got out of prison last summer.�
�Are you sure it�s Kimmo Aarnio, and not Mikael?�
�Who the hell is Mikael Aarnio? You gone off the deep end?�
Suhonen drew a breath. �How do you know it�s Kimmo? According to our info, it�s Mikael Aarnio who lives there.�
�Suhonen, have you had too much police station coffee?� Toukola said laughing. �Are you nuts? If I say it�s Kimmo Aarnio, it�s him. I have a picture that looks the same as Kimmo. I don�t know of any Mikael.�
Joutsamo heard the upset tone and came in the room.
�Toukola, give me ten seconds.�
Suhonen turned to Joutsamo and said, �It could be that the Aarnio above Vatanen�s apartment is not the guy we thought. Did Aarnio�s fingerprints on Vatanen�s door get run through the system?�
Joutsamo nodded and quickly got the papers.
�What the hell,� Joutsamo spurted after ten seconds. �Aarnio�s prints were not recognizable on the computer and couldn�t be found in the database. Kulta matched them after he collected information from neighbors and compared the fingerprints. Shit, Kulta!� Joutsamo yelled.
Kulta was having coffee in the next room and heard Joutsamo. He could tell from her tone he wouldn�t be finishing his coffee.
�What�s going on?� Kulta asked at the door.
Joutsamo looked mad. �You obtained Mikael Aarnio�s prints from his apartment. How�d you know it was him?�
Kulta was confused.
Suhonen heard Toukola on the phone. �Hello, are you there?�
�Hold on a minute,� Suhonen replied.
�Aarnio told me his name,� Kulta said.
�Did you ask him to show you ID?� Joutsamo asked.
�No, should I have?�
Joutsamo turned to Suhonen and said, �We�re not sure of Aarnio�s identity.�
�Did you hear that?� Suhonen asked into the phone.
�Yep. You guys don�t know whose fingerprints you have, which is a pretty good accomplishment.�
�It happens,� Suhonen said. �But tell me what�s going on over there.�
�I�m at the station, but my guys say the lawyer that R�mp�tti interviewed on TV the other day has been buzzing around the apartment building for the past few hours, and now R�mp�tti is there, too, filming. It�s pretty hard for us to conduct a secret police investigation in the middle of all that.�
�That shouldn�t be so hard,� Suhonen said and let out a small laugh. �Nobody�s going to pay any attention to your guys.�
Toukola laughed too, and said, �You may be right. But our targets won�t dare do anything either, so we�re pulling the team.�
�Don�t do that,� Suhonen said and told him quickly about Aarnio�s potential involvement in a woman�s death he�d found out about that afternoon.
�Okay, so homicide will pay for the overtime.�
Suhonen couldn�t care less about who paid for what. �Tell them to observe for now. No rush and no need to react; just watch.�
Joutsamo found Kimmo Aarnio�s information. The rape happened in Pori, out of their jurisdiction, so they hadn�t handled the case.
�That�s him,� Kulta said, looking at the picture of the surly man.
* * *
The attorney�s phone rang, but Kimmo Aarnio didn�t want to answer it. He waited for it to stop and then removed the battery. That�s what he�d done before.
Aarnio glanced outside and saw the cameraman and the reporter in a dark coat. He couldn�t go out yet. He�d have to drive the car around to the front door, wrap the woman in a rug, and put her in the trunk. It wasn�t too smart to do it in front of television cameras. So he had time.
The unconscious woman lay on the couch in her jacket. Aarnio got turned on, thought for a moment, and got busy. He pulled off her pants and underwear. The rape took three minutes. He didn�t want to do it in his apartment, but he just couldn�t help himself.
Aarnio went to the bathroom and returned. The half-naked woman was conked out on the couch. Aarnio made some coffee and drank it. He thought of the young girl from Turku. It had been an easy case, just like this one. He dropped the drug into her glass and dragged her out of the restaurant. His van was parked nearby. He drove farther out and raped the girl repeatedly in the back of the van. The girl had woken up in the middle of the act, so he strangled her. He buried her body behind the Helsinki airport.
He thought he had handled it professionally. It didn�t always work out so well, and for a few of the cases-Aarnio always referred to the rapes as cases-he was sent to prison. While in prison he was given a strange drug that made him lose his memory. Part of his time in the slammer was a blur, until he started flushing the pills down the toilet. His memory was spotty.
Aarnio raped the woman again.
Then he looked out the window and didn�t see the reporter anymore. He still had time. The woman would stay unconscious for a few more hours. He could enjoy each of them. He turned the TV on and watched a reality show about cops. They were stupid.
The case of the attorney was going as planned-unlike the young woman downstairs. He had listened to the noises from downstairs many times and pleasured himself in bed. The one time he rang her doorbell, the girl was in a foul mood. She made coffee, but saw him slip something into the cup and refused to drink it. But Laura didn�t get it. Nobody told him no. Laura had been standing in the living room with her back to the door, when he came in from the kitchen carrying a knife. He had planned on forcing her to have sex with him, but it didn�t work. He realized it when he came into the living room and didn�t feel anything between his legs. It was her fault, he thought, and just slashed her throat from behind.
He had killed a woman before, but this was different. Kimmo Aarnio had panicked, returned quickly to his apartment, and tried to figure out how to get out of it. He thought of the building custodian. The guy ran his own little whorehouse and made his money by selling Aarnio�s drugs to teenagers.
The boozing grandma across the hall had called the cops before Aarnio had a chance to set the apartment up, but somehow the police hadn�t recognized him. The apartment was leased in his second cousin�s name. If you paid your rent on time, the city didn�t care who lived there.
The custodian had unlocked the door for the police and Aarnio had paid a visit to Korpivaara a few hours later. Korpivaara was shocked and pretty wasted. Aarnio demanded he pay his debts and threatened Sini.
Now he laughed. It was all going according to plan. The attorney�s crotch called to him again, and he raped her a third time. He was actually hoping the reporter would come knocking on the door.
The drug�s effect would last at least four more hours. By then it would be dark outside and he could move the woman somewhere. He couldn�t let her live, but couldn�t return to the apartment since the attorney had gone around to several apartments asking questions. Aarnio came to the conclusion he had to move on. He began packing his most important things.
Aarnio looked at the woman. He wondered if he even needed to bother getting rid of the body, if he was going to be linked to her anyway. But he decided he should do it to keep things from being too easy for the cops.
* * *
R�mp�tti was standing in front of the Haaga strip mall, when her phone rang. It was Takam�ki.
�Whereabouts in Haaga are you now?� the detective asked.
�What�s it to the police?�
�Tell me,� the detective said in a tone that left R�mp�tti no choice.
�I�m taping in front of the Alamo Bar.�
�You�re not by the apartment building anymore?�
R�mp�tti thought for a moment. �If you know I�m in Haaga, how come you don�t know exactly where?�
�Don�t be a smartass. This is serious. When�s the last time you saw Lind?�
�I saw her by the Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartment building, from afar. I planned to wait outside for her, but thought maybe she�d already left a different way, and we headed over here.�
�Okay. Did you try to call her?�
�Yep, once. After that her phone�s been turned off� Is something wrong?�
�I don�t know,� Takam�ki said and thanked her for her cooperation. �This is important-don�t go over there. Please.�
�Serious?�
�I�m afraid so.�
�Fine,� R�mp�tti said. �We won�t go there until we see flashing lights.�
�Okay,� Takam�ki said.
R�mp�tti turned to the cameraman, who had a quizzical look on his face.
�Let�s get some coffee and see what happens here.�
She was glad she had the cameraman with her to capture any action, though she worried about Lind.
* * *
Takam�ki turned to Nyk�nen and said, �R�mp�tti saw Lind by the apartment building.�
They stood behind the desk of the on-duty lieutenant at Helsinki police headquarters. The desks had screens, and on the back wall was a large screen showing all the patrol cars� locations on the map, with a live feed from the police surveillance cameras.
Joutsamo came into the room. �I have location data from her phone. It was last spotted around the Nӓyttelijӓ Street apartment buildings.�
�That�s not good,� Nyk�nen said.
The Narcotics surveillance team was in the apartment building�s parking lot and the on-duty lieutenant, Helmikoski, had a police radio connection with them.
�Anything new?� Helmikoski asked.
�No. The lights in the apartment are still on and there�s no change in the situation. It�s too high up for us to see in. The man has been to the window a couple of times.�
�I�m sure you heard,� Helmikoski said. �Should we go in?�
Takam�ki and Nyk�nen exchanged looks. Joutsamo stood next to them.
�Would we ruin anything by going in?� Takam�ki wondered.
�The Rahkola case is still under investigation. If it was just about that, I�d say we wait. But it isn�t.�
�If we can prevent something, then let�s go in,� Joutsamo offered. �But what would we be preventing? We don�t know where Lind is. Maybe her phone battery died. On the other hand, she sent the text about Korpivaara�s innocence, so she must be up to something.�
�We don�t have many pieces to the puzzle, and they may give the wrong impression,� Takam�ki said. �Look at them individually: Is Aarnio involved in Lind�s possible disappearance? No idea. Is he involved in Maiju Rahkola�s murder? No idea. Laura Vatanen�s murder? We don�t know. Is he connected to all of these somehow? It�s likely.�
�We don�t have the SWAT guys together yet, but the dogs are ready,� Helmikoski said. �They can be in there in two minutes.�

Kulta rang the doorbell carefully.
�Coming,� the woman screeched.
Twenty seconds later the drunken Mrs. Ridanpӓӓ opened the door.
�Well, we know each other.�
Mikko Kulta pushed the woman aside and walked in.
�Aren�t we feeling frisky today,� she said, breathing red wine into his face.
Closing the door, Kulta asked, �Do you remember who I am?�
�You�re one of the cops, and didn�t you go get me that wine?�
�Good,� Kulta said. �Listen, Mrs. Ridanpӓӓ, I need to ask you something, and I need you to answer me straight. Did a brunette lady in a jacket come see you today?�
�The lawyer? Yeah, that fancy lady was here.�
�What did you tell her?�
�That�s a secret!� the drunken old woman said, pressing her finger to her lips. �She�s a lawyer, so I told her. Cops will spill it to everyone.�
�If you don�t tell me,� Kulta said, looking at the woman angrily, �I�ll get you sent to a rehab place for old alcoholic women. They�ve got no red wine there, only tea and water.�
The woman looked horrified. �They don�t have places like that.�
* * *
Suhonen rang the doorbell of the apartment on the top floor. He had his ID ready. A twenty-year-old bearded guy in a T-shirt and shorts opened the door.
�Police,� Suhonen said, showing the guy his blue-and-white card.
The guy�s face was beet-red. �I�m not��
�Oh, hell,� Suhonen said, as he noticed the sweet smell of pot coming from the apartment.
�I, um� for my own use,� the man whimpered.
�What�s your name?� Suhonen asked.
�Vesa Mӓkinen,� the guy blurted out.
Suhonen pushed the man in and down in the only chair in the living room. A mattress lay on the floor and a TV and an Xbox console by the wall. The guy had been playing �Call of Duty.�
�And I bet you haven�t paid your cable bills either,� Suhonen ventured.
�Well, no.�
�Sit there and don�t move.�
Suhonen peeked into the bedroom where several bright lights and pots of healthy-looking cannabis plants sat on the floor. The flowers would be made into hash and the pedals into marijuana.
�I�um��
�Vesa Mӓkinen,� Suhonen said tensely. �Sit quietly. Don�t do anything. This has nothing to do with your plants.�
�It doesn�t?�
�Just sit there and don�t move,� Suhonen said.
The undercover detective almost wanted to laugh. He had picked the apartment because he wanted to see into the next building fifty yards away, specifically into Aarnio�s apartment. And of course it had to belong to a pothead.
He turned off the living room lights and glanced at Mӓkinen, who was sitting still.
Suhonen looked into the binoculars and found the right apartment. He saw a man by the window and recognized him from the bar in Kannelmӓki: Kimmo Aarnio.
Suhonen leaned against the wall to steady the binoculars. He could now see details in the apartment. He noticed a woman�s bare leg.
He grabbed his phone and called Takam�ki.
�Aarnio is in his apartment and there is someone else there. I can see a leg.�
�Alive?�
�I can�t tell.�
�Okay,� Takam�ki said.
* * *
Pave, a K-9 dog, walked silently by its master. The only sound was its nails scraping the stairs. That could�ve been prevented with dog socks, but today it wasn�t necessary.
Four uniformed officers waited behind the door, and Kulta was standing to the side. Kulta heard the same command in his earpiece as the K-9 patrol: �Go in now.�
The first officer broke the lock and dropped the ram. Between his knees he held cutters that he would use next to cut the safety chain. But the chain wasn�t latched, and the door opened. Two officers went in and the dog waited by the door. They heard a dog bark inside the apartment.
�Police!� yelled the officer, who looked like TV�s Jack Bauer, pointing a gun.
They reached the living room in two seconds and saw Kimmo Aarnio lying on top of a woman in a chair.
�Disengage! Move away from the woman!�
The man didn�t react.
The officers were only a few feet away, but the man kept on. The Jack Bauer-lookalike kept his weapon aimed at Aarnio. The other officer jumped over the chair and tackled Aarnio by the waist, dropping him to the floor.
The officer with the gun came to help, and within three seconds the naked Aarnio was sprawled on his stomach on the floor, his hands cuffed behind his back.
�Police brutality,� Aarnio grunted. �Fuckin� cops. The Attorney General�s gonna get you for this. I want a lawyer.�











TWO WEEKS LATER, DECEMBER 22, 2011
CHAPTER 28

THURSDAY, 8:55 A.M.
HELSINKI POLICE HEADQUARTERS, PASILA
With the wind from the northwest, the smell of smoke drifted all the way to the Pasila Police Headquarters.
The fire department had received the call at 2:50 A.M.
The fire trucks arrived at the scene within five minutes but were too late. The fire was exceptionally ravaging. The rest of the Haaga strip mall could be saved, but the Alamo Bar was gone.
Joutsamo and Takam�ki found out about the fire from Sanna R�mp�tti�s morning report on TV. Takam�ki woke up at six forty-five and watched the seven o�clock news after his shower.
Joutsamo didn�t watch the news until seven thirty.
R�mp�tti reported that the fire started around closing time. The cause was unknown, but the fire chief suspected foul play. R�mp�tti said it was likely that people died in the fire, but it wasn�t until the eight o�clock news that they learned there were four victims. One person, the bartender, was rescued.
Takam�ki got a call on his cell phone after eight o�clock. The woman, who wished to remain anonymous, wanted to meet with him at the police station at nine. She said she had information about the Alamo fire, and she requested to have Detective Sergeant Anna Joutsamo present as well.
It was 8:55 A.M., and Takam�ki and Joutsamo were waiting in the lobby. A dozen passport applicants were in line, so the officers kept their voices down.
�Suhonen sent me a text message yesterday,� Joutsamo said. �Salmela will be released from the hospital after the New Year.�
�Good,� Takam�ki said. �Salmela is tough. I don�t think he�ll die of a heart attack; I think he�ll either go in his sleep or get shot.�
Joutsamo sipped her coffee from a paper cup she had gotten upstairs.
�Did you hear about Lind?�
�I heard she was recovering,� Takam�ki said.
�Physically, anyway. We haven�t been able to question her yet. She�s okay but can�t talk about it. She�ll be spending her Christmas in the hospital, too.�
Kimmo Aarnio was arrested in his apartment in the act of raping Lind. The Forensics team had found Laura Vatanen�s DNA, from her hair and blood, in Aarnio�s washing machine filter. The man had washed his bloodied clothes, but enough DNA had remained.
Maiju Rahkola�s remains also had samples of Aarnio�s DNA-he would get life in prison.
The mystery of the bloody fabric scraps found in the plastic bag from the woods was also solved. The rags had feline blood on them. Aarnio didn�t say anything about it during the questioning, but Joutsamo guessed he had urged his Rottweiler to kill a cat. He had buried the cat in the woods and was bringing the towels to the dumpster when Kulta and Kohonen happened to be there. He apparently used the towels to clean off his dog that had since been put down.
Takam�ki and Joutsamo had scrutinized the mistakes in their investigation. Laura Vatanen�s murder had seemed much too simple at first. They�d missed the new developments in the case and forgotten their motto, �Never Assume,� and replaced it with �Let�s get it done.�
They�d just wanted to solve the case
The police had questioned the tenants further. Sini Rentola-Lammi, whom they found in a drug cave in Tampere, told her story. Jorma Korpivaara was let go four days after Aarnio�s arrest. The whole thing had been in the headlines for a week. Among the most interviewed was Vatanen�s next-door neighbor, the old alcoholic woman, who spoke freely. Apparently her willingness to comment was kindly rewarded by the reporters.
Joutsamo finished her coffee and glanced at her watch. It was one minute to nine.
�What�s this about? Who is this woman? And why does she want us both here?�
�She didn�t tell me her name. She said she�d give us more information if we showed up.�
It was snowing again outside.
A woman in a beige coat walked through the doorway and into the lobby. Both Takam�ki and Joutsamo recognized her immediately: Marjaana Vatanen.
She looked tense as she glared first at Joutsamo and then at Takam�ki.
�You set free the men who raped my child.�
The officers were silent.
�Pieces of shit,� the woman spat. �You�ll probably want this on video, but I�ll tell you right off so you know what we�re talking about. I confess to setting fire to the Alamo Bar.�
The woman paused but the officers didn�t say anything.
�You let the rapists go, so this is on you too,� the woman yelled.
The people in line for passports turned to see the angry woman.
Takam�ki grabbed the woman by the arm and said, �Why don�t we go upstairs to talk about this.�
Marjaana Vatanen didn�t resist when Takam�ki walked her to the VCU�s glass doors.
�Hah,� the woman laughed. She spoke fast. �Five days. Five days I waited for my chance. Every night in my car, in front of that place. It wasn�t easy� It wasn�t easy. Then finally, last night, they were the last ones to leave. All the fucking assholes. Korpivaara, Niskala, Rautalampi, and Lahtela. They were the last ones at the bar. It wasn�t even hard. A few drops in the bartender�s coffee and the men�s beer. Hah, not hard at all, not at all.�
Joutsamo opened the door.
�Calm down,� Takam�ki said.
�Not hard at all, a few drops were enough. I got the bartender to get some teabags from the backroom. A few drops, I knew that was enough. So-o-o easy� I did feel sorry for the bartender, I really did. I felt sorry for him,� the woman said and laughed.
�Assholes,� she went on. �It�s a shame. What kind of a word is that, anyway? Those men didn�t know that word. The fucking assholes got just what they deserved. A gallon of gasoline and a match. Fucking assholes.�
The woman stopped in front of the elevator and turned to the detectives.
�I don�t understand why they didn�t get put away for what they did to my girl.�
The detectives were silent. The elevator bell rang.
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