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VANAMO
Fleur Jeremiah

The cabin, made of grey logs of deadwood, blended into the 
landscape as if it had roots in the soil, like the pine trees and 
spruces at the foot of the fell. Linnea inhaled the fresh air. 
It was not far from midsummer and, though it was approaching 
eleven o’clock, the road through the wood was sunlit. The Lapp 
air felt cool compared to Helsinki. A lone reindeer was chewing 
at a sapling; he must have temporarily strayed from his herd. He 
paused to look at her before the antlers went down again as he 
continued nibbling, obviously used to tourists.

A cluster of pink by the side of the road caught Linnea’s 
eye. She let go of her small case and crouched down to take 
a better look at the tiny bell-like flowers she had been named 
after, to catch their fragrance, which was surprisingly strong at 
night and reminiscent of lilac. The powerful scent wafted from 
the delicate blossoms, disproportionate like the song produced 
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TALES FROM THE BLUE ROOM   

by a nightingale from its slight frame.
Vanamo, the Finnish name of the plant, had been her 

mother’s favourite f lower. ‘Just as it was the favourite of Carl 
von Linné, the Swedish botanist who gave it its Latin name, 
Linnaea borealis,’ she’d told the small Linnea. ‘Think of the 
great man having such a delicate favourite among all the plants 
of the world.’ She had decided to call her twin daughters 
Linnea and Vanamo. They would be a twinf lower – she had 
discovered the English name from some tourists at the spa 
hotel in Luosto – and stay together like the ‘paired blooms, 
pendulous pale pink corollas at the end of a short stem’. She 
had shown them a picture and read the words from her Guide 
to Finnish Wild Flowers.

Linnea dug her fingers deeper into the moss to trace the 
slender, vertical, hidden part of the stem that extended beyond 
the reach of her hand and forearm. She remained still, until 
aching knees forced her to stand up and continue her walk 
to the cabin.

She loved the smell of timber that welcomed her into the 
spacious living room furnished with simple wooden furniture, 
all pine: a dining table, four chairs, an upholstered armchair 
and a settee. A wood-burning stove in the corner was filled 
with logs ready to be lit. After unpacking, she warmed a piece 
of pizza in the microwave installed above the electric cooker 
and sat down at the table by the window with a bottle of Lapin 
Kulta, her favourite beer. It was now past eleven, but the sky 
was still blue and the trees cast their shadows as if it were a 
summer’s day. She watched a solitary lemming scuttle past the 
side of the cabin and listened to the silence.

Pity she had to find him. There had to be better ways for a 
twenty-year-old to spend her holidays.

In the morning, as she drank her coffee, she felt a presence 
beside her. When she turned her head, the phantom was not 


