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This book is based on my diaries between August 2000 and May
2002, when I was working as the Minister for Environment and Development Co-operation in the Finnish coalition Government.
During these two years the decision to build a new nuclear reac
tor in Finland was prepared. After the decision my Party, the Greens
decided to leave the Government. During the same years the international climate negotiations on the implementation rules of the
Kyoto Protocol almost collapsed, but were finally successfully finalized, which made the Kyoto Protocol ratifiable for industrialized
countries.
In the beginning of this time interval I was diagnosed with breast
cancer which, of course, gave a special flavour to my life and to my
work as a minister.
I have supplemented my notes with memories supported by documentation, such as press cuttings and appointment diaries kept by
my secretaries.
In my book, my personal life and work are intertwined, as is the
case in real life. My opinions are one hundred percent subjective
and partisan, but I’m sure that is clear to the reader without saying.
I want to extend my heartfelt thanks to my doctors and other
medical staff for the good care they gave me. My warm thanks also
to my advisers, secretaries and other close collaborators both at the
Ministry of the Environment and the Department of Development
Cooperation of the Ministry for Foreign Affairs for their multifarious help and support, as well as their patience and flexibility in fitting in my ministerial duties with cancer treatments. Thank you also
to the members of my family, my daughters, brother and father, and
particularly my husband Jukka, for their support, without which
I’m sure I couldn’t have coped with everything.
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Year 2000

August.
A bolt from the blue.

Wednesday 9 August 2000
I sat in a street café confused, twizzling my spoon around my cup of
latte. Something had been found in my breast that the doctor wanted to examine more closely. I didn’t know what to think. Fiddling
with my spoon, I suddenly realized that I was happy to be alive. I
decided to be thankful for every day of my life from now on.
I had gone for my mammogram like for a hair cut. I had plenty
of better things to do, but this was probably my duty as a citizen.
A couple of weeks ago, my gynaecologist had referred me, as she
had done many times before. I had never got round to going before, there always seemed to be more important things to do. Now I
thought: I do have a secretary, why worry about when to fit it in, I’ll
ask Kristina to make the appointment.
It was this morning. At the Forum medical centre, they shook
their heads when they heard that I had had the only mammogram
of my life 13 years ago. Then, the reason for my visit was a pain in
my breast, the cause of which turned out to be an inflamed muscle.
Taking the X-rays hurt, just like last time. Then I was led into a
room where they were to examine the breast using ultrasound. A
jolly doctor, who recalled having looked at my Achilles tendons previously, came into the room and said that there was nothing unto
ward showing on the X-rays. He said that I could collect the pictures
at the cash desk and that I should keep them and bring them along
next time. The nurse rubbed gel on my breasts and the doctor glided
the ultrasound sensor over them. I was looking at the ceiling, miles
away. Then I turned my eyes to the screen. The doctor was circling
round and round a single spot like a shark around its prey. I thought
I could feel a lump under the sensor, too, that felt somehow different.
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It was as if it didn’t belong to the breast, as if its sensory nerve structure was different from the rest of the breast. The doctor moved the
sensor around it in silence. I broke the silence by asking if there was
something there. The doctor said that there is a place that’s different
from its surroundings. In the monitor’s fuzzy picture, I could also
discern a roundish, slightly darker spot intermittently popping into
view. The doctor said that he wanted to take a sample. The nurse
swabbed the place with disinfectant, and the doctor inserted a thin
needle in my breast. I watched on the screen as the needle penetrated the dark spot. It hurt a lot less than the X-ray.
The doctor explained as if to reassure me that a lot of samples
are taken, rather too many than too few, to be on the safe side. OK,
I thought. He also warned me that if the quantity of the representative sample was inadequate, a new sample might be required. Right,
I said, wiped my breasts, dressed and went to the cash desk. There
was an open door behind it, and I saw the same doctor and nurse
looking at something with great concentration, like they had just
spotted something significant. I asked if I could take the X-rays with
me. Did they jump a little? They said that they would send the pictures to the Parliament House occupational health department, together with the result of my fine needle biopsy.
I had a little time, so I went to the street café on Stockmann’s corner for a latte. It wasn’t very warm, but the sun was shining and you
could sit outside. I wondered if I should start orienting myself to
the possibility that my life may end soon. The idea felt totally theoretical. Yet, I was conscious of a new kind of appreciation of being
alive. I sent Jukka a text message and cycled to the Ministry of the
Environment to chair a meeting of the ministerial group negotiating
the Natura 2000 programme.
In the evening I called Jukka. I was in two minds whether to mention the ultrasound result. I did. I noticed that my voice sounded
official. “I don’t think it can actually be dangerous, it’s only small in
any case,” I said. Jukka concurred.

Friday 11 August 2000
It has been hard to feel grateful for today and yesterday, or the budget negotiations. This year’s budget round has been dubbed the
easiest ever in the media. I think that the budget round is the most
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unpleasant of the annual events in politics.
It doesn’t feel so much like a government negotiation, but a series
of dialogues between the Minister of Finance and other ministers,
watched by others in silence. In his customary way, Sauli Niinistö
blamed every other minister. The requests of the Ministry of the Environment were the smallest of all, as the Ministry’s budget is the
smallest, but I was told that I was asking the impossible and out of
all proportion.
I was particularly miffed that the Ministry of Finance proposed
less money for development cooperation than we had agreed when
the Government was formed. No one from the other parties in the
Coalition supported me when I demanded that we should stick to
the minimum level of the Government programme, which is 0.34%
of the gross national product. The initial proposal of the Ministry of
Finance was 0.33%. It was late at night, as always, by the time we got
to taxation. The others disapproved of my broaching environmental
taxes ‘at this stage’. “It wasn’t down to me that this matter was not
discussed until now,” I said. That was another matter left open.
‘The posse’ or the core group of the negotiations, in which I was
the Greens’ representative, got to bed around four in the morning. I
couldn’t sleep. To tell the truth, I was so mad that I bawled in bed for
probably half an hour straight. I hope I didn’t disturb my daughter
who lives downstairs.
However, my subconscious must have been working away as I
lay in bed, since on getting up, I thought of two suggestions for a
compromise. In the morning, my proposal for the Ministry of the
Environment was approved. One of the members of ‘the posse’
started whingeing that Niinistö rewards ‘bad behaviour’. To me,
this seemed unbelievable. A couple of months earlier, the same minister had demanded in the media that the Government should spend
more time on discussion. This year, she had settled her own issues
with Niinistö beforehand, although the previous year she had conducted herself pretty aggressively in the budget rounds. (A week
later, the same minister proposed that the environment should be
raised alongside social services as a factor vital for people’s wellbeing.)
The absolute maximum available for development cooperation
funding was set at 0.335% of projected gross national product,
which bugged me to no end. A brief debate ensued on which way
round a certain 35 million mark (1€ = 5.94Fmk) allocation should be
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c alculated. We agreed on the matter according to the way recommended by the budget director at the Ministry of Finance.
When ‘the posse’ had completed its task, a plenary session of the
full Cabinet was convened, and ‘the posse’s’ negotiated result was
formally recorded. At the plenum, I received a text message from
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs that the 35 million was calculated the
wrong way round, in other words the sum available for development cooperation was not 0.335% of next year’s projected GNP, but
less. That’s all I needed!
A while later I received a text message on my communicator from
Kristina, my secretary. The Parliament occupational health centre
doctor requests that I call him as a matter of urgency.
I knew that there were precisely two possibilities. Either the sample was insufficient and she needed another or they had found cancer cells in the sample. I considered whether to wait until the budget
rounds were finished before calling. I was scared. I decided not to
delay; the worst scenario would be living through the final stages of
the rounds in a state of uncertainty.
When the plenary session was finished, I went to the first floor
corridor of the House of the Estates, keying in the number given by
Kristina as I went. A matter-of-fact woman doctor explained that
the sample had contained the type of cells that the lump had to be
removed. It was a case of cancer. “Well, I never,” I said. People were
walking past me. I didn’t look who they were. The doctor went on
that the prognosis was good, the ‘button’ was small and according
to the ultrasound, the lymph nodes were clear. However, it was necessary to act quickly. I asked her what it meant in practice. She said
that she would send an urgent request for surgery to the Tampere
University Hospital, TAYS, and that they would contact me. The
doctor added that I should not lose sleep over it. (The following
night certainly was not sleepless; I was dead on my feet after the
budget rounds.)
What a day!
And what a year! My mother died in April, and in August I’m
diagnosed with a deadly disease, a disease that would kill, if there
was no modern medicine. Furthermore, if I was to die, Jukka would
be widowed for a second time; his first wife died eight years ago of
a congenital heart defect.
Next, there was lunch, where Prime Minister Lipponen asked the
party and parliamentary group chairmen whether a part of parlia14

mentary groups’ budgets could be moved to party subsidy. It had
not been increased for almost 10 years. I didn’t fancy taking part in
the debate; I felt pretty unreal. I felt like crying at times, but I think
I managed to look reasonably calm. Thankfully, Ulla Anttila, chairwoman of the Green parliamentary group, took an active part in the
debate.
The budget negotiations press conference took a good hour. The
large hall of the House of the Estates was overflowing with reporters.
While the chairmen of other Government parties spoke, I watched
the sea of reporters and thought that this is probably the most absurd situation I have found myself in. In my turn, I outlined the
issues important to the Greens in the agreed budget. I don’t think I
totally fluffed my piece.
I had planned to take a sauna with the Greens’ advisory team
after the negotiations, but for obvious reasons, I decided to set off
to Tampere right away. In the corridor I bumped into the adviser
of the Green cabinet group, Katariina Poskiparta. I took her to one
side. “This is probably not actually dangerous...,” I started. I could
no longer control myself, my voice began to crack. Katariina was
alarmed, looked at me more closely, and yelled: “What’s happened?”
“…but I feel like crying anyway,” I went on, weeping as I told her.
Katariina gave me a hug. In the Greens’ room I met Minister Osmo
Soinivaara’s adviser, Kaisa Kausto. I told her too. Kaisa also hugged
me and said that the prognosis for breast cancer is really good. I
said that at least I get to test the healthcare services immediately the
country has a Green Minister for Health and Social Services. It was
last April that Osmo replaced Eva Biaudet of the Swedish-speaking
People’s Party.
When I got to Tampere I was absolutely shattered. I flung myself
on the bed. Half asleep, I rewound the situation. There was an ene
my in my breast. I felt around my breast, trying to find it. I’m not
sure if I did, as the tumour is quite deep inside the breast. What I
thought to be the tumour felt barely the size of a lentil.
I railed against it. This kind of thing doesn’t happen to me, I mean
me! It can’t happen! I’m healthy, fit and strong, I cycle and ramble
with Jukka in Lapland, swim in an ice hole, travel to our island cabin through autumn storms! I’m young too, at least almost, at least
born young.
I’ve always taken it for granted that I’ll beat my own parents’ and
grandparents’ record of longevity, currently held by my mother’s
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father who died aged 90. But now it turns out that without modern
medical science, I might break the age record in the opposite direction, breast cancer would kill me younger than any of my closest
forebears. My father’s father died of stomach cancer at 56, I’m only
49. How humiliating!
On the other hand, in some ways I’m not surprised that something should happen right now. Throughout last autumn, in the
throes of Finland’s presidency of the EU, I felt that my health could
not take this work pace. And the pace was pretty hectic already, before I became a minister.
In fact, it feels downright good that I’ll be forced to take some sick
leave. But I’m annoyed about the possibility that the trip to Paanajärvi, the national park in northwestern Russia, planned for next week
and the first eagerly awaited proper nature trip connected with my
work, might have to go out of the window. What’s more, it’s my first
work-related trip that Jukka has agreed to come on with me.
I know that the prognosis is good for breast cancer. But there are
many kinds of breast cancers. Some send metastases while still very
small. Somebody I knew died of such a breast cancer at the age of
thirty. It’s true that cancers that inflict us around-fifties are probably usually less aggressive. My school friend Sini was diagnosed
with breast cancer at under 40. The lump was small; Sini got away
with conservative surgery and is blooming. In the 80s, before Vigdis
Finnbogadóttir was elected President of Iceland, a fellow contender
asked her in a TV debate, how Vigdis thought she could manage as
President, in spite of having had a breast removed. Vigdis replied
that she was running for president and not wet-nurse for the Icelandic nation.
The operation itself doesn’t actually worry me, I don’t think. I
reckon they won’t take the whole tit. And at my age, it’s perhaps
not the end of the world, even if they do. I’m sure Jukka wouldn’t
reject me, even if I was a tit down. The worst thing was knowing that
my body’s defence mechanism had let me down and allowed cancer
cells to grow. Without modern medicine, I would perhaps only live
another couple of years. It’s horrible to think of radiotherapy and
possible chemotherapy, which, although it kills cancer cells, will at
the same time inevitably also weaken my health and vitality.
For many months, I’ve been thinking about writing down the
events associated with mother’s death and funeral, but now death
has come closer to myself. Naturally, it goes without saying that
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every day brings us closer to death than we were the day before.
In the spring, when my mother lay in hospital after her heart operation, it felt cruel to realize the power of being healthy. A person
who is sick and weak is totally at the mercy of others. Now it might
turn out that in a few years I’ll be lying on my deathbed, powerless
and with my fate decided by other people.
As a child and teenager, I was told ad nauseam that I was the spitting image of my mother. When I was fourteen, a school friend of my
mothers almost fell arse-over-tit at the grocer’s, when she thought
she’d come across 14-year-old Maija-Liisa. After mother’s funeral,
I’ve noticed that physically I resemble her more and more. First I noticed that the thinning, slightly age-spotted skin on the backs of my
hands reminds me of her. It’ll be a bit over the top, if after mother’s
death I must die soon, too.
I came to when Ulla Anttila called. Ulla had thought at the end of
the budget round that I was looking sad. She asked if it was because
of something the Green negotiating group had done. Had the group
demanded the impossible of me? Ulla is so sweet! “Absolutely not,”
I replied and told her the truth.
Jukka came home. He wasn’t particularly perturbed. He knows
that statistically speaking, I should be all right. He is a very warmhearted person, but at the same time extremely rational.
I was worn out, but I dragged myself along to town with Jukka
to the Tampere Theatre Festival Great Nocturnal Happening. We
went to Tiiliholvi for dinner. When we finished, it was almost 11
o’clock. We walked through the Finlayson industrial heritage district to the city library, where there was a ‘poetry night’ going on.
At the library door we bumped into Ilpo Tiihonen, a poet friend of
mine, and Maire, one of my best friends. We got to chatting. Maire
said that our writer friends, Kirsi Kunnas and Jaakko Syrjä, were in
the library, and Kirsi had already done her reading. We went upstairs. We ended up going to the pub with Kirsi and Jaakko and
talking till about one o’clock in the morning. They are gorgeous
people. Kirsi showed us a couple of her unpublished children’s poems, one of them about a computer mouse. From time to time I was
overwhelmed by self-pity; if I die soon, what will Maire, Kirsi and
Jaakko think if they hear that this was the day I found out about my
breast cancer.
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Saturday 12 August 2000
Things have taken on new meanings. Today Jukka and I were at the
Theatre Festival to see the Svenska Teatern performance of Waiting for
Godot. Tarja Halonen was there too. When she spotted me, she said:
“Still alive, then?” “Why wouldn’t I be,” I replied nonchalantly. Of
course, the President meant that we’d just got to the end of the budget
round. She knows, as she has been a minister in three cabinets.
Now I’m composing the text I want read at my funeral.

Sunday 13 August 2000
KOM Theatre’s Patriotic Evening at Tampere Hall was brilliant. A
satiric but warmhearted story about Finland. Who should we bump
into at the concert but Sini. We went to the Telakka terrace to eat. I
told her that I had been diagnosed with breast cancer, with a tumour
diameter of 7 mm according to the ultrasound, or the size of a pea.
“You’ll be fine,” Sini said bluntly. Her tumour had been more than a
centimetre. She hadn’t been given chemotherapy, just radiotherapy
after the operation. It felt good to hear about Sini’s experiences. She
said that the whole performance had felt really weird, because she
never felt in the least ill at any stage. Her operation was more than
10 years ago. There has been no sign of the cancer since then.

Friday 18 August 2000
Against all odds, we made it to Paanajärvi and the landscape where
Gallen-Kallela had done some of his most famous paintings, including the Shepherd Boy from Paanajärvi and the Great Black Woodpecker.
At the start of the trip we visited Kostamus on the Russian side
of the border to lobby the management of an iron pellet works. The
factory has an unfinished sulphur filtering system, funded partially
by Finland. The Kostamus conglomerate is the biggest belcher of
sulphur dioxide in Karelia, and pollutes both the Finnish and Russian sides. What an unusual experience. We lunched in a large log
house, built in a spectacular landscape for the meeting of Presidents
Kekkonen and Kosygin. The director offered us the use of the Presidents’ sauna. Unfortunately we didn’t have time. We went off to the
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plant. First we were just shown the sulphur filtering system that
doesn’t work. Having stared at it, I asked to see something that is
operational. We were taken to the iron pellet production line. I must
confess I was scared when we walked along a metal grilled floor
alongside the furnace glowing red. The grille was like the one at
Naistenlahti Power Station in Tampere, where I did my graduate
work, but everywhere was dirtier.
The most important negotiation was carried out in the car. I said
that it shouldn’t be a matter of lack of funds. The firm’s annual net
profits were greater than the cost of the outstanding investment.
The director of the conglomerate looked me straight in the eye and
explained that the Finnish company that had sold them the sulphur filtering equipment sold outdated technology, and had tried
to swindle both them and Finnish authorities. I said that it wasn’t
important to Finland which company supplied the missing equipment; we only want the sulphur filtering equipment to be rendered
operational. The representative of the Republic of Karelia who was
with us, added that Finland pollutes Russian Karelia more than they
do Finland. I suggested that we refer the matter to be assessed by
independent foreign scientists.
Our guide on the trip to Paanajärvi was the author Markku Nie
minen. Throughout the drive he provided us with an incessant commentary on Viena Karelian culture. I told Markku that my brother’s
wife’s parents came from Viena Karelia.
We made a detour to the village of Vuokkiniemi, a tranquil place
on a sandy-beached lake. There were a lot of new houses under construction. Markku led us to an old house, where an old woman with
poor hearing and eyesight, but still jolly and energetic, told folk
tales and sang poetry in Viena Karelian. There was bilberry jam and
bilberry pie on the wood stove.
Trundling along twisting and rutted lanes we reached Venehjärvi by the evening. The village, which also happens to be the place
of origin of my sister-in-law’s father’s kin, seemed permeated by
a timeless, rarefied peace, an atmosphere of standing still, which
helped us find calmness, too. We spent the evening at the house of
Santeri Lesonen. He is a little younger than me and looks amusingly
like Pekka Haavisto, my predecessor, the first Green Minister of the
Environment in Finland. He has returned to take over the house of
his parents. In the Soviet era, the village had been cleared out, as it
‘lacked perspective’.
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On a narrow spit protruding into the sandy-edged lake was the
village burial ground. The Viena Karelians build ‘houses’ for the
dead in their burial grounds. They are allowed to moulder with
time. No trees may be felled or twigs broken in burial grounds. A
rotted grave structure may be replaced with a new one, if the name
of the deceased is still remembered.
The next day, we went to the National Park. The two Metsähallitus (Finnish Forest Services) representatives with us offered us the
opportunity of climbing the Kivakkatunturi fell. We grabbed it. I set
off at a brisk pace, so they wouldn’t need to wait for the Minister of
the Environment. After we’d gone a fair distance along the path, I
stopped. The men walking behind me remarked cautiously that I
had set a pretty stiff pace. Some of the party had been left behind.
I realized that I had behaved rudely towards them. The view from
the top of the fell was breathtaking. We could see Lake Pääjärvi,
with the forestry company on its shores that wants to start logging
disputed ancient forests on the north side of the lake. The forestry
company is another of Kekkonen’s achievements, which in its day
was an important creator of employment in Kainuu, but is now an
environmental problem.
We took a sauna. It seemed excessive to sit alone with Jukka in
the huge sauna. The hot steam was good and Lake Paanajärvi was
cold.
A cabin was reserved for Jukka and me in the National Park
camping area, but it was occupied by a young couple on their honeymoon. We didn’t have the heart to turn them out. We borrowed a
tent, and had a good night’s sleep; lucky we had brought our camping mattresses.
On Thursday we took a boat on Lake Paanajärvi itself. We climbed
to the top of a sheer cliff, Ruskeakallio. The path was almost vertical.
In places, I was frankly frightened. I don’t know if I would ordinarily have bothered to undertake such climbs, but due to recent events
I thought that I wanted to experience as much as possible. Professor Rauno Ruuhijärvi who is almost 70 also climbed to the top of
Ruskeakallio. We visited Myllykoski rapids, where Gallen-Kallela
had painted his Woodpecker painting roughly 100 years ago. The
guide told us that while Gallen-Kallela was staying at Paanajärvi,
people once came to them for help, when a bear had torn a village
man’s scalp over his eyes. Akseli had taken his wife to the victim and
left the scene himself. The wife, who had absolutely no experience
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of such things, had been left to wash the soil and moss from the
man’s scalp, set the skin in place and look after him to the best of
her ability. If I understood correctly, the man recovered. When the
border was still to the east of Paanajärvi, there used to be a fair-sized
village on its shore.
We decided to paddle down the river Olankajoki by canoe. We
stopped to fish, and Jukka caught a grayling. At one point, we had
to continue on foot. When we arrived at the Kivakkakoski rapids, I
decided that it really was best not to try running the roaring rapids
by canoe.
In the evening, as we were sitting at our camp eating fish cooked
over the fire, the representative of the Republic of Karelia, slightly
the worse for drink, began to pour scorn of Finns. Nature conservation in Russia was in every way better executed than in Finland,
where even hunting and reindeer grazing were permitted in national parks. In Russia, such areas wouldn’t be worthy of the name
of national parks. I pointed out as gently as I knew how that Finland considers that it’s also important to safeguard the right of Lapland’s indigenous population to exercise its culture and livelihoods.
I didn’t feel inclined to start spouting forth about the status of small
northern peoples in Russia.
To conclude the trip we visited a forestry enterprise which has
largely neglected to regenerate the forest after logging. The representatives of Metsähallitus calculated that the quantity of seedlings
the people at Pääjärvi said they produce each year is enough for
about a third of their clear cut area. During the two-hour journey
from Paanajärvi to Pääjärvi we saw plenty of clear cut areas left unplanted. The first young pine stands we saw were 15–20 minutes
before we reached Pääjärvi. No wonder they are increasingly keen
to log the last old growth.
The director of the forestry company accused Finns of trying to
destroy it and with it the entire Pääjärvi community, school and
nursery and all. He found it impossible to take on board the fact that
the moratorium on logging ancient forests, agreed by Finnish forest
industries and environmental organizations between themselves,
is not under the authority of the Ministry of the Environment. The
director told the Finns to come to Russian Karelia to see and learn
good and sustainable forestry.
We had been outside the mobile phone network for almost four
days. When we approached the border, my communicator bleeped.
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Three of the messages were connected to breast cancer. I had managed to escape the whole issue for a few days, but now I have returned to stark reality.

Tuesday 23 August 2000
The summer meeting of the Green Parliamentary Group began in
Hämeenlinna. At first we stood on the market place. Only a few people came to speak to us. A reporter from TV3 came to interview me
about nuclear power. I have said that I don’t believe nuclear power
to be a viable business any more in the modern world. The reporter
insisted twenty times: “Can you give us an assurance that industry won’t apply for permission for nuclear power?” I kept repeating
that I wasn’t the right person to answer this question. In the end I
got fed up and said that as far as I was aware, industry was currently grieving over the passing of the era of building new nuclear
power stations. Of course, TV3 news only aired that clip. (This statement became famous, and was subsequently slated on two separate
occasions in the Helsingin Sanomat leader.)
I came back to Tampere for the night, because I’m seeing my surgeon tomorrow. Jukka gave me his first wife’s old textbook of oncology. She was a physiotherapist by profession. I read that a tumour
that doubles in size in a hundred days takes 10 years to grow from
one cell into a lump of 1 cm in diameter.

Wednesday 24 August 2000
I was scared on my way to the hospital, and while waiting outside
the consulting room. I told myself that I had the right to be scared.
I decided to dare to feel my fear. It’s worse if one doesn’t have the
courage to face the fear.
The doctor’s demeanour calmed me, she was an incredibly sympathetic and charming woman. She showed me the X-rays. In one of
them the tumour showed up clearly, at least if you knew what to look
for. She showed me what kind of a section will be removed from my
breast and where. The gap created by the section will fill with interstitial fluid. In time, scar tissue will form, and in the end the shape
of the breast won’t change much. My tumour is in a favourable place
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from the point of view of preserving the shape of my breast.
The doctor showed me the histology results. The cells are class V,
or definitely cancer cells. The degree of differentiation or gradus is
2, on a scale 1–3. One means a cell that most resembles the normal
cells of the tissue type in question. Three is the worst, it resembles
the normal tissue type the least, and spreads most rapidly. So, my
tumour is moderately aggressive. However, the degree of differentiation can only be reliably ascertained when the lumpectomy has
been performed. According to the ultrasound, the diameter of the
tumour is 7 mm, which the doctor called ‘really tiny’, any smaller
are practically undetectable. So, I was unbelievably lucky to have
had my mammogram right now!
The biggest cause of worry is whether cancer cells are found in
the lymph glands. In cases of such a small tumour, it is unlikely. If
they are, the cancer may have spread outside the breast. Then the
bones, liver and lungs must be checked out, and in any case chemotherapy is necessary. If the lymph glands are clear, radiotherapy
is sufficient. In the ultrasound, the lymph glands looked clear, but
very small cell groups don’t show up in it.
I quizzed the doctor on whether it is possible to work out when
the tumour has started to grow. I’m curious to know, so I can deduce
what kinds of events in my life have triggered the cancer. The doctor
said that the only thing known for the time being is that it has taken
several years to grow.
She invited me to call her if I wanted to ask anything. Maybe I
looked askance at her, because she hurried to add: “This is not special treatment, I say the same to all my patients.”
They took blood tests, an ECG and such like. After the tests, I
was led to the ward almost by the hand. I met my designated nurse,
who explained what happens on the day of the operation. The nurse
seemed a little flummoxed, perhaps because she had to talk to a
minister. She gave me some material from the Cancer Patients Society and said: “For you to read when you feel up to it.” It sounded
like she assumed that I was right down in the dumps. And it always
annoys me when I realize that someone is making assumptions
about my feelings, instead of asking. She also told me that the same
department performs breast reconstructions. I said that I wasn’t
having the whole breast removed, and I wasn’t considering silicone
implants under any circumstances. “Well, yes, but in case you need
them later,” she insisted and explained that the reconstructions are
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made from the patient’s own tissue, from abdominal muscle. It almost felt like the nurse wanted me to have the whole breast sliced
off, if not now, then later on.
Next came a brisk anaesthetist and after him a physiotherapist
who taught me some exercises. They must be done after the surgery,
30 of each every day. It appears that everything possible is really
done at TAYS to make sure that surgical patients do not suffer from
anxiety due to ignorance.
I read the Cancer Patients Society leaflets immediately on my way
back to Hämeenlinna. The breast cancer leaflet was medical gobbledegook, I felt like offering to write a plain language version for
them. It contained quite a variety of horrors that I hope don’t concern me. However, I learned from the booklet that there are many
different types of breast cancer. Mine is ductal or originated in the
milk ducts which is the most common and least aggressive. Others
are glandular and inflammatory. The last is bad news. Then there
are the graduses or degrees of differentiation which are enough to
make you dizzy. Differentiation in fact means the opposite of what I
had imagined. I would have thought that differentiation means that
from the healthy cells of the tissue. In other words, I thought that
the worst cancer cell is the most differentiated. But a differentiated
cell actually means one that most resembles healthy cells of the tissue, which are always specialized in a certain useful task. Thus, the
worst cancer cell is the one least differentiated. It’s most ‘a cell in
general’ or resembles any useful cell the least. There was a picture
of a reconstructed breast in the leaflet. It was a surprisingly reallooking mound, just the nipple was missing. You’d hardly notice the
difference under clothing.
The other booklet, Selviytyjän matkaopas [Travel guide for the coper], dealt more generally with coping with cancer. It was full of empathy, the author clearly had first-hand experience. I was most impressed with the instruction: “Sex is permitted and recommended,
but not mandatory.” I was surprised by the idea that one overcomes
cancer better, the fitter one is at the time of diagnosis and the better
one takes care of one’s fitness during the treatments. I had thought
that cancer was a sign that one was in a lousy state of health, period.
So, cancer patients’ fitness levels can also vary. In this booklet, too, I
was irritated by the basic assumption that after a cancer diagnosis,
the disease takes over one’s life, as if one is expected to become a
full-time cancer patient. I don’t have the slightest intention of doing
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so. I do admit that I don’t have the energy for any great political
battles right now either. Thankfully, I don’t think there are any coming up in the next few days.
The material given to me by my designated nurse included the
application form of the Cancer Patients Society. I decided to raise
my colours and join right away.
The doctor insisted that one cannot influence through one’s own
life whether one contracts breast cancer or not. To tell the truth, I
don’t quite believe this. I think that the disease is a message. I know
that statistical correlations of breast cancer are low, more so than
with lung cancer. Yet I believe that my body can know things that
my conscious self doesn’t know. The body communicates in its own
language that may be hard to understand. But it’s worth having a
go. Something in my life has exceeded my limits. I keep thinking of
some wise person’s statement that many of us humans suffer from
the disease of being strong, that of constantly demanding ourselves
to be stronger that we actually are. Maybe I should also learn to
acknowledge and accept my weakness, my own vulnerability, my
own limitations. It’s easy in theory, but much harder in practice. If
I manage it, I would perhaps understand my fellow humans better,
too.
On returning to Hämeenlinna, I heard that the reporters had been
asking why I was absent from the Parliamentary Group’s summer
meeting.

Thursday 24 August 2000
I had arranged a meeting with Prime Minister Lipponen after the
Cabinet meeting. The Green Cabinet group adviser, Katariina,
thought that the advisers’ lives would be easier next week if the
Prime Minister’s Office knew the reason for my sick leave. After the
session we went into Lipponen’s office. We sat at the round table. I
said that I’ll be off sick next week. When I tried to tell him the reason, I couldn’t get the words out. My voice simply didn’t work. The
tears ran down my face. “Er, I’m sorry,” I said, “it’s probably not so
serious, but…” “Are you having some sort of surgery?” Lipponen
asked. “Yeah. It’s an operation for breast cancer,” I finally managed
to cough out. “It’s really small, it should be no problem,” I hastened
to add. Lipponen gave me a sympathetic look and said: “Such is
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life. Men have the corresponding risk of prostate cancer.” I told him
that I intended to inform the media at some stage, but I wasn’t sure
when.
When I was leaving the Prime Minister’s office, he gave me a hug.

Friday 25 August 2000
It’s clear that I must make my breast cancer public. I have no alternative, keeping it secret is simply not possible. I’d have to keep tight
track of who knows or to whom I can talk. And they would also
have to hold their tongues. I couldn’t lead such a double life. In any
case, there’s no reason to be secretive. Cancer is not a sin. If someone thinks that cancer is a punishment for sins, that’s their problem.
What’s more, it’s been important for me to know people who have
overcome breast cancer, such as Sini and the former Deputy Speaker
of Parliament, Saara-Maria Paakkinen. During the 1991–1995 term,
when Saara-Maria was serving her last term in Parliament, I admired the open way she let everyone see her scarred breast in the
women’s sauna and dressing room. If I’m still alive in 5–10 years,
women who have breast cancer diagnosed will perhaps be similarly
comforted by knowing about my case.
I had intended to make the matter public only when I know
whether there are metastases in the lymph glands, hoping that there
aren’t any, in which case I can tell everyone with relief. Katariina
and my Ministry of the Environment adviser Taina Nikula felt that
the sooner, the better. “What if people ask me about metastases,
what do I say,” I hesitated. “People don’t ask such things,” Katariina
answered resolutely. Next Friday it’s my turn to write the column
for Vihreä Lanka [Green Party newspaper], I might disclose the matter there.
The President had requested a brief meeting with me after the
presidential session. We remained sitting in the Hall when everyone
else left. Ms Halonen asked her assistants to leave us. The matter
was dealt with quickly. Then she asked an assistant to get her chief
of staff. We had already got on our feet. I decided to tell her too, and
did. The civil servant opened the door. “Just wait a minute,” Ms
Halonen called to her chief of staff, who closed the door and waited
outside. Then the President hugged me too.
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Sunday 27 August 2000
Throughout the weekend, I had a strong feeling that this was my
last weekend. If it is, at least it’s been as lovely as can be, probably
the last really summery weekend of the year. If not the last, at least
‘the last weekend of my first life’. The last weekend when I have a
whole breast. That is, if one can call a breast with a malignant tumour whole.
We are at the cabin owned by Jukka and his siblings in the Kotka
archipelago; Jukka comes from the island of Tiutinen near the city
of Kotka. Yesterday morning the sea was almost calm. We went to
do some troll-fishing. We caught no fish, but went ashore on a pretty
little islet called Katajakari. We swam. We had no towels, and lay on
the hot rock drying ourselves. We made love. Jukka looked so beautiful against the deep blue sky. We made some coffee.
Both on Friday and Saturday, the night sky was bright with stars.
The bridge of Jupiter was visible on the surface of the sea, on Saturday night the bridge of Saturn too. For the first time this summer
I could discern the Milky Way. I feel wistful, the nights are getting
darker.
Today we just stayed at the cabin. The sea was a glorious blue.
Handsome butterflies fluttered around the rocks, apparently Apollos
or Red Admirals. I was beginning to get used to the idea that a piece
of my breast would be cut out. If that’s the end of it, so what! Yet, I
wrote the text I would like to have read at my funeral. I also wrote
the column for Lanka. I was proud of its ending: “… being born is
already a lottery win; most potential lives never begin.” That’s how
it is. It’s taken a great many coincidences for my particular father
and mother even to meet each other and start courting. An even
more improbable accident is that they produced me and my brother.
Every man ejaculates millions, perhaps billions of sperm cells, and
only a few ever have the opportunity of penetrating an egg cell. Every woman who reaches the menopause produces hundreds of ripe
egg cells, but only a few are fertilized. The same applies to all living
things, of course. Plants that are fertilized by wind must hold the
record for unused pollen. When you wipe the garden table in early
summer, every speck of pollen caught in the cloth represents a potential life that will never begin. Not being born at all would really
have been enormously more likely.
I told my father and daughters about the cancer only this week27

end. It was much more difficult to tell them than my brother, whom I
told almost as soon as I knew myself. I explained to them all that the
tumour is very small, probably not a great problem. Telling mother
would have been the hardest, but I can’t tell her any more. This is
the first event to have made me think that it’s actually a good thing
mother is dead. I would have been afraid of her being desperately
worried. Well, on the other hand, as a former nursing instructor, she
might also have had some useful information.
Was there something strange in this? I have cancer and almost my
uppermost worry is that members of my family may be worried.

Tuesday 29 August 2000
Yesterday, Monday morning, was also very beautiful, and so was
this, ‘the first morning of my second life’.
Yesterday morning I was horribly nervous. I went jogging knowing that the next morning I won’t be going, nor the next after that.
My bowels were loose from the nerves, I was in and out of the loo. It
didn’t bother me one iota that I had to fast before the operation.
When Jukka drove towards the hospital, I wondered whether to
say that if I happen to die, to give my diary to my daughters and to
find the funeral speech on my computer. I didn’t.
I was due at the hospital before nine. I was there about eightthirty, and went straight to the ward as instructed. I was shown to
my room and bed, asked my slipper size. Waiting on the bed was
the clown outfit familiar from my appendectomy and maternity
hospital, a jersey robe open at the back, tied at the neck with tapes,
and enormous pig-pink knickers. I waited, nobody came. Finally I
dressed in the hospital clothes. I lay on the bed to read Aino Suhola’s
biography of Sylvi Kekkonen. It was suitably intensive text for the
occasion.
An eternity seemed to pass. Nobody turned up, not even to bring
the slippers. I began to wonder if I’d been forgotten, if my arrival
hadn’t been recorded. I rang the bell. The nurse came and I was told
that I’m third on the surgery list. She couldn’t tell me the precise
time of my operation, only the first one of the day is timed. I would
have my pre-med an hour before the op. Good, that’s all I wanted to
know. I got my slippers too.
I carried on with my reading. The pre-med came at about 10.15,
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and the nurse warned that I may become sleepy. I decided to carry on reading. It made no difference at all, I wasn’t at all sleepy. I
had time to read almost Aino Suhola’s entire book. At about 10.45
they came for me, and the nurse who had already become familiar
wheeled me to theatre. In the ward corridor I caught a glimpse of
my ‘designated nurse’, I hadn’t seen her at all before. The operating
theatre was pale blue and not green, like the ones I’d seen before.
Someone asked if the pre-med had done its job. I said that I didn’t
know, but I’m really nervous. The asker chuckled that in that case
it hadn’t had any effect. The anaesthetist artfully placed a drip in a
vein in my right hand. He stuck a syringe in the tube and said that
this is a strong painkiller, it’ll make me feel a bit woozy. I promised
I wouldn’t take a walk. Then he started to push another dose into
the tube, saying that this’ll make you sleepy. And so it did, I was out
like a light in a second or two. In the in-between state, before I was
fully unconscious, I feared for a moment that the anaesthesia wasn’t
going to be total. It was.
Next, I thought I was dreaming, when I heard people talking.
Then I realized I was in the recovery room, and I was immediately
awake. There was a thick layer of wide tape on my chest, with gauze
underneath. By groping around I ascertained that most of the breast
was still there. The old Japanese custom of flattening a woman’s
breasts with binding to make her look younger, came to my mind.
I wasn’t at all scared any more. On the contrary, I felt triumphant:
Yippee, I awoke from the dead! Or I didn’t die after all, whichever
way you look at it.
After I got to the ward, I immediately called my father and Jukka
from the patient telephone. I sent text messages to my daughters
and brother. In other words, I broke the rules and had my communicator on for a moment. My younger daughter immediately rang
me on the patient line. Father came soon, he had probably left home
immediately after my call, and a little later came Jukka and my elder
daughter, who happens to be in Tampere. In other words, the whole
Tampere clan came to say hello. So nice. At some point, while they
were there, the nurse came to remove the cannula from my right
hand. I managed to read another biography of Sylvi Kekkonen, one
written by Anne Mattsson.
I had to move in bed very carefully, for instance sitting up, I
couldn’t support myself at all on the arm on the operated breast
side. I was thankful for the ‘gallows’ hanging over my bed, with
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which I managed to pull myself up on one arm. I wasn’t at all dizzy
going to the toilet.
This morning, the surgeon came soon after 8 o’clock. We made
an appointment for the post-op check-up. She said that visually my
lymph glands seemed clear, and repeated the invitation to call if I
wanted to ask anything.
After the surgeon left, I began to wonder what I was still doing in
hospital. I called Jukka and he came to pick me up. The nurses said
that I was entitled to stay for lunch. However, after yesterday’s sausage stew I wasn’t particularly tempted. Getting dressed was awkward. During the operation, a strange contraption of a drain had
been installed under my arm, to collect the fluid that accumulates
in the armpit. Quite a number of lymph nodes had been removed,
and it takes a while before the fluid finds a new route. The bloody
intercellular fluid runs into a bellows-like container the size of a fist,
which must be emptied a couple of times a day into a bag, and that
down the toilet, which doesn’t sound very pleasant.
Jukka popped out for fresh bread and pastries. How nice it was
to drink real latte made in an espresso machine at home and to eat
a fresh Danish pastry. It was also lovely to eat at home. Everything
else I have to say about the hospital is positive, but the food was
pretty boring.
After I got home, I must have sat at the kitchen table for a couple
of hours reading the papers and making calls to do with work. Then
I started to feel tired. In the evening Jukka and I went for a walk,
doing roughly the same distance I usually run. Climbing the longest
stairs up Pispala ridge I started to feel a little weak.
The ‘inner troops’ from the Ministry of the Environment and the
Ministry of Foreign Affairs Department of Development Cooperation sent a very pretty bouquet of flowers. It was soon followed by
another, sent by Lipponen.

Wednesday 30 August 2000
This morning I was allowed to remove the big wad of gauze and the
tapes. The wad was there to put pressure on the breast, to prevent
formation of blood clots. The wad was pretty uncomfortable, especially when trying to sleep.
It was scary to remove the bandages from the operated breast and
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armpit. The breast was surprisingly similar in shape to what it was,
but a little less firm. The stitches are close together, the scar should
look neat. My appendectomy scar also looks quite neat, even though
the stitches were much further apart.
I was up and about almost all day. To begin with, I thought I’d just
mop the floor a little, so it would be nicer to stretch out. But then I
decided the floor was dusty, hoovered the entire house, took out the
trash, mopped, dusted, scrubbed this and that and sorted through
countless heaps of papers. The cleaning took so many hours that
I didn’t have the energy for the stretching. Good job I cleaned the
windows before the operation, as I knew I couldn’t stand looking at
the scenery through grotty windows.
A piece of good news: at a meeting held today, the Government
groups have agreed that the 35 million mistake of the development
cooperation funding will be corrected.
In yesterday’s Helsingin Sanomat the leader subject is that industry
is also unsure about the nuclear power application. It is based on an
interview of the senior industrialist Krister Ahlström’s interview in
Sunday’s Hufvudstadsbladet. Ahlström says that investing in nuclear
power would be a market risk. The Helsingin Sanomat leader described what a huge economic risk additional nuclear power really
would be. I had a good laugh. Last week the paper slated me in its
leader, when I had said precisely the same thing, with the heading
‘Daring talk from minister’. When we heard on the radio about Ahlström’s interview, Jukka wondered if the paper will now headline
‘Daring talk from the renowned industrialist’. This morning’s Aamulehti ‘Other papers’ column was headed ‘Unfortunate talk from
senior industrialist’.
In the evening we again went for a walk. After we had walked
maybe a kilometre, the operated breast started to hurt, as it bounced
with my steps. There is a cavity in the breast perhaps the size of an
egg that is filled with fluid, which is naturally sloshing around. I
hadn’t had the sense to wear a bra, in spite of the doctor specifically
advising it. On yesterday’s walk the breast had been held in place
by the tapes which prevented it from moving. I started to hold on to
the breast with my hand to keep it in place, but I was still in a slight
cold sweat when we got home.
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Thursday 31 August 2000 in Helsinki
I felt a bit dizzy this morning, perhaps I overdid the cleaning yesterday. I dared to shower the operated armpit for the first time this
morning. Nothing horrible happened. Jukka had a meeting in Helsinki, we both came here. The drive was unpleasant. The vibration
of the moving car hurt my operated breast.
I have conscientiously done the exercises ordered by the physiotherapist. Certain exercises cause severe pain in the operated armpit, as if the end of the drainage tube inside the armpit was hurting
something.

September.
The famous boob.

Sunday 3 September 2000, Pispala
We had planned to spend the weekend on the island, but the weather forecast promised rain. Furthermore, I was doubtful, because we
use rain water collected in barrels for washing on the island. I was
afraid there might be problems with my surgery wounds and especially the ‘drain’. So, we decided to stay in Pispala.
Yesterday I invited my friend Maire round, we sat in the sunshine
in the garden drinking tea and picking at little titbits. It was nice,
just like the old days when I was a freelance writer.
My adviser, Taina, passed on a request to call from a reporter
from Ilta-Sanomat. He wanted to ask me about cancer. In fact, I had
expected the evening papers to catch on to the story immediately
after my column appeared on Thursday in Vihreä Lanka. But it seems
that they didn’t spot it until Saturday’s Helsingin Sanomat published
a news-in-brief item based on the column in Lanka. I asked Taina to
tell the reporter that I will answer questions on my breast cancer
and surgery after the press conference on Monday at 3 p.m., concerning another issue.

Monday 4 September 2000
I had a short night’s sleep, had to be up at six. I went to the hospital
to have the stitches removed and the horrible drain, and the official
car took me to work.
While I was waiting for my turn in the ward corridor, a patient I
half knew spotted me and came to sort something out. A perfectly
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legitimate matter, but apparently it never occurred to him that I was
also there as a patient.
The northern newspapers carried prominent stories at the weekend, saying that I wasn’t in Tornio on Friday, at the public information session and debate on whether or not the river Tornionjoki
should be included in Natura. I had intended to go, but the operation
and sick leave intervened. Before the op I had weighed up whether
to go anyway, but Taina said no. I would actually not have been able
to do it, nor to hide the drain under my arm under any jacket.
The Ilta-Sanomat reporter didn’t have the patience to wait, but
cobbled up a story. The headlines shout: “SATU HASSI’S FIGHT
AGAINST CANCER ‘I decided to be thankful for every day.’”
What kind of a fight is lying on the operating table under anaesthetic? It’s better to stay pretty quiet, in case the surgeon’s knife
should slip.
But after that 3 o’clock press conference, reporters of both evening papers were waiting for their turn. Ilta-Sanomat had sent another reporter, not the writer of today’s story. I was quite happy to
chat to them. I’m really quite amused by the attention aroused by
the matter.
After work I did some food shopping. It was weird queuing at
the checkout. I felt very much alive, but the headline at the end of
the conveyor indicated that I was on my last legs. The checkout girl
wished me well.
When I got home, a beautiful bouquet of flowers was waiting from
staff at the Ministry of the Environment. The card was inscribed
with a poem by Katri Vala: “I’m no flag-waver / or eagle-hearted
trailblazer / on your route to the morning land. / I’m a willow at the
water’s edge / that the winds blow through, / and the world’s rebel
spirit / breaks a simple whistle from, / to play a tune/ containing
storm, pain, love / and a touch of dawn of day.”
This very poem is the one I have thought I’d like sung at my funeral. The ‘bull’s eye’ didn’t feel bad, but good.

Tuesday 5 September 2000
Today, headlines in both evening papers read:”Satu Hassi talks courageously about cancer.” In the inside pages both headlined: “My
work is not a tit job.” It’s probably a lifetime record for me: headlined
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in both evening papers on the same day. Must cut them out. Positive
stories, I wish feedback on work issues was sometimes as positive.
In the morning, I set off to work on my bike. Everything went well,
apart from my breast hurting when the bike went over small bumps
in the asphalt. I approached uneven bits of road very slowly.
The parliamentary autumn session began. In the Session Hall, MP
colleagues Irina Krohn and Tuija Brax asked me how I was doing. I
pulled my jacket open and showed them that through a jersey top
my boobs didn’t look mismatched. I assured them that there was
no extra padding there. Irina and Tuija giggled. Then Tuija spotted
reporters sitting in the press gallery watching us and said: “Stop it;
they’ll guess what we’re talking about.”
I have received a lot of sympathy in Parliament generally.
I was so glad yesterday to get rid of that blasted drain. But now I
see that it was necessary. Fluid is collecting in my armpit and upper
arm, and the swelling feels uncomfortable, like there was half an
orange under my arm. I want to take it out all the time. The leaflets
I was given say that in some hospitals, surgeons are able to identify
the ‘guardian lymph gland’, into which fluid from around the tumour flows. Then only one or two lymph glands need to be removed
in breast cancer surgery. For the sake of patients’ future quality of
life, one would hope that this practice was more common.

Wednesday 6 September 2000
I have felt calm and restful, perhaps I’ve learned not to stress over
nothing, at least for a while.
This morning I cycled from home to Parliament, thinking I’ll take
my shower there. On the way I realized that I’d have to expose my
scarred breast in the sauna shower and dressing room. I felt a little
self-conscious when the breast came to view. I felt flawed. It’s only
nine days since the operation and the scar is very obvious. What’s
more, there is a large bruise on the breast. I called the surgeon about
it, and she said that the inter-cellular fluid collecting in the breast
contains blood, and the dead blood corpuscles drop down under
the skin due to gravity, which shows up as bruising. When I came
out of the shower and went to get a deodorant from the dressing
table, women sitting on the dressing stools made a swift getaway.
I’m sure their intention was to politely give me space, but I felt that
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my extreme-looking breast represented every woman’s nightmare
embodied. MP Margareta Pietikäinen came across to say: “You did
a great thing by making the breast cancer public.”
After all, it felt good in a way to expose the breast in the dressing room. Yesterday’s press reports, where I said I was feeling well,
which is mostly true, have perhaps given too facile a picture of the
whole thing; it occurred to me that some people might suspect I’m
just bluffing. Now at least those who were in the dressing room of the
Parliament House women’s sauna this morning know that it’s true.
This was no lightweight cancer, even if it was found early, luckily.

Thursday 7 September 2000
I hit on the idea of bending my upper body horizontal as I approach
bumps on my bike. The juddering hurts less when the breast is
sloshing in the direction nipple-back, rather than toes-head.
At the Cabinet meeting, colleagues proffered encouraging comments. Overall, colleagues have been unbelievably supportive.
After work I went to the Sauna Society. In the dim light of the
smoke sauna, nobody saw anything unusual in my breast. When I
removed my towel on the pier to take a swim in the sea, the other
women there quickly gave me room. I ended up scaring innocent
people again. But I don’t intend to hide away.

Friday 8 September 2000
The “my work is not a tit job” interview in Tuesday’s Ilta-Sanomat
quoted me a little carelessly. The reporter had asked me: “How can
you be so jolly, shouldn’t you be lying in your bed crying?” I think
I answered roughly: “There are things in life that ruin it as much as
you let them. One can also think in terms of what one might learn.
This cancer is one such thing.” Ilta-Sanomat had left out the question
I answered, and the word ‘this’ from my reply, as if I was talking
about cancer in general. In today’s paper, a cancer patient in a much
worse situation expresses her hurt. It feels like the paper thinks I’ve
received too much sympathy because of Tuesday’s story, so they
must publish something nasty to make up for it.
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Sunday 10 September 2000
The weekend before last didn’t turn out to be the last summery
weekend, this one has been warm, too. We were able to eat outside
at the cabin. Sadly, we had to leave the cabin on Sunday morning.
The media tried to prevent me from going to the cabin at all. I
was invited to appear on at least two live radio broadcasts and one
TV programme over the weekend, to talk about breast cancer. I said
that they are welcome at our cabin to make their programmes, but I
don’t intend to stay in Helsinki over the weekend for them. The first
week at work after the operation has gone pretty well; thankfully
Kristina and Taina had made my schedule a little lighter than usual.
But I was still pretty exhausted by Friday, and it felt inhuman to
think that I wouldn’t be able to spend the weekend at the cabin. In
any case, I don’t feel qualified to talk about the subject with the deep
voice of experience, as I’ve only just had my surgery. And I haven’t
actually planned to lead my public life through this subject. I have
told Kristina that the interview I gave the evening papers this week
will have to do. I might grant one other interview to a magazine, the
first to ask. After that, I will only grant interviews to cancer organizations’ publications.
My daughters told me that many of their friends had had a serious fright with the Ilta-Sanomat Monday headline. Many of my
friends have said the same.
On the way to the cabin, Jukka said: “Hard to believe that such
a small tit would make such big news.” I boasted: “I reckon I’m the
only electrical power engineer in Finland with famous tits.”
Yesterday in the sauna, I lashed myself with a vihta [bunch of
leafy birch twigs, an essential part of sauna culture in Finland] for
the first time after my surgery. I also beat my breast and underarm.
Another hurdle overcome. The previous hurdle was touching the
operated armpit. It is pretty numb. The doctor explained that nerves
are also severed when lymph glands are removed.
Jukka had bought some chicken breast fillets. I yelped: “Just what
I need, breast fillets!” Jukka was embarrassed: “Sorry, I didn’t think.”
Well, I didn’t really have any problem eating the chicken breast.
I have received a quantity of empathetic email during the week.
Only one was in the same vein as the reader’s letter in Ilta-Sanomat,
the writer of the email trying to make me feel guilty for not being appropriately depressed. Naturally, it’s a great injustice if a minister, a
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privileged person by definition, gets away lightly even with cancer.
On the other hand, it’s been horrible to receive advice on various
miracle cures, however well intended. I have felt that these writers
want to label me as a hopeless case who would be doomed without
their remedies, and perhaps also to take over a part of my life. The
pit was a character who sells colostrum milk. His proof was that a
celeb who had broken some bones in an accident was healed by taking colostrum pills.
I decided that my cancer is a private matter, not subject to the official code of courtesy. I have replied to the intruders just as angrily
as I have felt. I am all for alternative medicine and use it, but according to my own choices. In this case, my choice is beetroot. In Toivo
Rautavaara’s book Miten luonto parantaa [How nature heals] there is
information on knowledge based on experience, according to which
regularly eating beetroot prevents cancer. At least it’s unlikely to do
any harm. So, I try to eat a beetroot every day, or make juice from
beetroot, carrot and cabbage.
Many people I know have contacted me and told me that they
have also had breast cancer surgery. There are people from Parliament among them. I’m not surprised. According to statistics, about
3,000 women annually, or almost 10 women a day are diagnosed
with breast cancer in Finland. Most stay in hiding, so other people
get to know mainly about those who die.

Monday 11 September 2000
Taina and I visited Leivonmäki in Central Finland, to see the area
planned to become a national park. We were offered a peat sauna.
When they had heard about my operation, the women organizing
the peat sauna had worried whether the plan was feasible. Taina
told me how the large group of women had discussed how the peat
sauna might affect my metabolism. Kristina called the doctor, who
said that it’s no problem, provided the wound is properly closed.
The peat sauna was hilarious fun. We slapped peat mixture all over
ourselves, including our hair. All you could see where the whites of
our eyes and our teeth. A really droll sight, five or six women sitting
on sauna boards covered in black stuff. We took some pictures, but
you can’t tell who’s who.
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Wednesday 13 September 2000
I visited the surgeon for my post-op check-up. She also had the results from pathology. The most important and best news was that
the lymph glands, of which they had managed to remove 13, while
10 is considered a sufficient sample, were all clear. The bad news
was that the cancer cells were more aggressive than indicated by
the fine needle biopsy. The ‘gradus’ is not 2 but 3, or the worst. The
analysis concerned other things, too. In three of the four things tested, my cancer cells were classified as the worst. The doctor thought
that they may yet recommend chemotherapy, because the cell type
is so aggressive. However, the drug used in cases like this should
not cause nausea or make your hair fall out.
The description of the tumour itself showed that it had started
forming extensions. Consequently, I immediately stopped wondering if it had really been necessary to remove such a big chunk of
my breast. Actually, I now understood that the piece had been even
larger than I thought. I thought it was about the size of an egg, but it
was more the size of a small steak. The tumour had already started
growing into the lymphatic vessel. The doctor said that ‘the tumour
was on the move’. In other words, I have more cause than ever to
say that I was incredibly lucky that the tumour was found so early.
If I had delayed my mammogram until next year, the cancer would
have been in my armpits and probably spread further. There was no
malignant tumour in the blood vessels.
I told the doctor about something I had read in the paper. Some
researcher had found that breast cancer risk is greater for women with
dense breast tissue. The doctor said that she had not heard of the study,
but my breast tissue is dense. So, this was the first risk factor for breast
cancer applicable to me, excluding gender and my stressful lifestyle.
Oh well, cancer is a cruelly random disease. It can attack a person with no known risk factors. It can also fail to attack, even if one
hoarded every possible risk into one’s life. But on the other hand,
can any other ‘criterion’ in such an issue be fairer than the lottery
principle applied by cancer? I suppose not.
I called my brother and told him the latest news. He said: “So it
was a case of a whisker!”
The same afternoon, I went to see my ‘witch doctor’ or my homeopath and zone therapist. Riitta prescribed high-potency arnica
to heal my wound. I’ve found it to be an effective treatment for
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wounds and tissue damage before.
In the evening there was a bash, ‘harvest festival’, in the courtyard of the Ministry of the Environment. Many women from the
Ministry came to compliment me on my candidness. Two people
said that they had had surgery for breast cancer, the third had had a
non-malignant tumour removed, but her anxiety had been great. A
fourth told me that she had had a metastasis of melanoma removed,
and the original tumour has never been found. Men from the Ministry asked me to dance with gusto, and swung me around vigorously. Usually, I enjoy energetic dancing, but this time my fun was
marred by my breast hurting.

Thursday 14 September 2000
The first and only magazine interview went to Me Naiset. The reporter interviewed me with a sombre, almost awestruck expression
on her face and with a hushed voice, as if I was to receive some special treatment, sympathy shown because of my impending death or
something. Of course, she didn’t mean any harm by it.

Friday 15 September 2000
Riitta’s arnica seemed to do the trick. I took it on Wednesday. This
morning when I woke up, there was a dent in my breast under the
operation scar. Obviously the inter-cellular fluid had vanished from
the cavity. Until this morning, the breast has outwardly looked the
same as ever. Now it feels like my skin is stuck to my ribs where the
scar is. Perhaps the arnica was too effective. The breast looks funny;
the nipple is a couple of centimetres higher than on the complete
breast. In a way, it’s had a boob lift. At the same time, tenderness
disappeared from the breast. I don’t need to bend double any more
when approaching bumps on my bike.

Saturday 16 September 2000
I’m rolling along on a bus, on my way from Kotka to my school reunion in Tampere. I couldn’t resist going to our cabin on the island
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for Friday night, since Jukka was going. It’s still beautiful, although
there was no shelter from the wind in the morning on the shoreline
bedrock. We drank our tea on the rock regardless. I was wearing a
pair of wool towelling long johns, a fleece, my ice-fishing overalls
and a padded jacket on top of all that.
As a matter of fact, I should be in Bergen, Norway, at an unofficial
meeting of ministers of the environment. Perhaps I’m a skiver, but I
opted for the school reunion.
Until last Wednesday, I’ve been in good spirits and calm. But once
I learned that the cancer cell type is aggressive and that surgery and
radiotherapy might not suffice, I’ve noticed that I’m again stressed
out by small things. On the other hand, I almost wish I’ll be prescribed a course of chemotherapy, so I can be sure that at least the
cancer cells originating from this tumour are thoroughly annihilated. Although one never knows, of course, whether another malignant tumour is lurking somewhere else, and a third and fourth.
I’ve been thinking of when the cancer might have been triggered.
Yesterday it occurred to me that before the mid-90s, at the time of a
painful relationship problem, I repeatedly had a dream where I was
by some kind of a hiding place, made underground like a hillock.
I was terrified that the thing hidden there would be found. A little
later I also dreamt that a doctor told me I had a terminal disease. The
dreams were powerful, as I still remember them. Now I’m wondering if the dreams were messages from my subconscious that something deadly was hidden inside me.
According to information I’ve read in Jukka’s first wife’s cancer
textbook, this timing could be feasible. But there have been other
crises, too, that may have triggered the cancer.
Sympathetic emails, and other mail too, has continued to arrive,
and also the miracle cures that I’d really rather do without. The most
memorable was the woman who said that having been through
breast cancer surgery, radiotherapy and chemotherapy and coping
with it all, she never needs to be afraid of anything again.

Sunday 17 September 2000
The school reunion was great. My classmates were surprisingly like
they used to be, and when we met, adopted similar roles as in those
days. We took a sauna. There was a huge sauna stove in the steam
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room, and the seating platforms higher than in any other sauna I’ve
seen. Lake Näsijärvi was clear, beautiful and bracing. One of the
‘girls’ in my class told me that she had also had breast cancer surgery
a couple of years ago. So, of a little over twenty ‘girls’ in my class,
three have had breast cancer surgery before any of us are 50. I started
to wonder if breast cancer is a disease of swots. Mind you, I don’t admit to having been a swot at school, but I’m a perfectionist in my own
fashion, although I don’t know if it’s apparent to anyone else.

Friday 22 September 2000
Today was European Car-Free Day, held for the first time also in Finland. I spent about an hour in the afternoon on the Ministry’s stand on
Esplanadi, handing out leaflets. A man came over to say: “You have
cancer, don’t you?” “I did have,” I said. “Do you drink coffee?” the
man went on. “Some.” I said, regretting straight away that I answered
such a damned intrusive question. “Coffee causes cancer,” the man
said. I was as curt as possible, to make him go away. I was furious.
What right have passers-by to opine on my habits! I have reduced my
coffee intake, but it’s none of his business or anybody else’s.
The environment ministers of the Nordic countries had sent me
a card from Bergen.

Monday 25 September 2000
I’ve been nervously waiting to hear when the radiotherapy will
start. Originally, the surgeon said it would be either 2 October or the
week after. I will have the therapy at the Helsinki University Central
Hospital or HYKS, so it doesn’t prevent me from working. However,
by last Monday, I had heard nothing from HYKS. I was fretting over
the matter because if the treatment was to start after 16 October,
it would prevent my attendance at the Hague climate conference,
which is the most important conference of my ministerial career. I
asked Kristina to call HYKS, where they knew nothing about it. On
Thursday, I called the surgeon myself. She said that she was only
just forwarding the papers, although the cancer cells’ sensitivity to
hormones and other additional information had still not arrived.
Today I said to Kristina that if we have no information from HYKS
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as to the starting date of my radiotherapy by Wednesday, I’ll have
it in Tampere, regardless of it taking more time off work. I don’t intend to risk taking part in the Hague climate conference.

Thursday 28 September 2000
I am in St Petersburg. The main reason for my trip is the sewage
treatment plant to the southwest of St Petersburg, which is by far
the most important project from the point of view of cleaning up the
Gulf of Finland. When the plant is, hopefully, built, it will clean up
the effluent of 1.5 million people, which is now poured straight into
the sea. St Petersburg is now the greatest polluter of not only the
Gulf of Finland, but also the whole of the Baltic Sea.
I had still heard nothing about the radiotherapy yesterday morning. In the evening, I attended a dinner given by Felix Karmazinov,
the director of Vodokanal, the St Petersburg water company. Karmazinov is a former naval officer, an elegant and exacting gentleman. His parties are famous and for good reason: we were not only
wined and dined, but also entertained by two different music and
dance troupes, a Russian and a Gypsy troupe.
I sent Kristina a text message from the dinner, asking about the
radiotherapy. She replied: “I was going to save this till tomorrow.
You have an appointment with the chemotherapy specialist on
Tuesday 3 October.” So, I’ll have to have chemotherapy. I feel rotten,
although in a way I have almost hoped for it.
In the morning, I had a meeting with representatives of civic organizations. I told them that my own background was with voluntary
grassroot groups. They asked me, puzzled, how an NGO activist
can become a minister. I told them a little about my strange personal
history. One of them said: “Madam Minister, may I say to you that
you are lovely!” Right now, it gave me a warm feeling.
On my return in Finland, Kristina told me that HYKS had planned
to start with chemotherapy. At home, I read the recommended breast
cancer treatment sent by the medical society Duodecim. It said that
when a small tumour has a histological gradus of 3 and it is not sensitive to hormones, the treatment is first 3 doses of chemotherapy at
3-week intervals, then 5 weeks of radiotherapy and another 3 doses
of chemo. I counted the weeks and found that I will have time for 3
doses of chemo before The Hague, but the radiotherapy will be after
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the conference, in which case I’ll have to spend Christmas week in
Helsinki having radiotherapy. I got well and truly into a state.

Friday 29 September 2000
I called the HYKS doctor from Parliament House. Thankfully, he
seemed very competent. I explained that I don’t want to miss the
Hague climate conference because of the treatment. The doctor said
that the treatment recommendations I had read were out of date.
He read out the analysis of my cancer cells. There are no hormone
receptors. The cells have an oncovirus gene or a virus cancer gene,
which makes my prognosis worse. That is why it’s recommended
that I should have chemotherapy. It is administered at 3-week intervals 6 times altogether, and the radiotherapy afterwards. This works
better for this variety of cancer.
My worry about getting to The Hague vanished; the chemo sessions can be arranged so I can attend the conference. The doctor
continued, in a very matter-of-fact voice: “Chemotherapy has three
side-effects. It causes nausea. That is why people usually take two
days’ sick leave after each dose. Secondly, about ten days after each
dose the number of white blood cells may fall, therefore at that time
one might be particularly prone to infections. However, this is not
always the case. Thirdly, the hair will fall out.”
I burst out laughing. I felt like I was in a surrealistic movie. The
doctor said that I should get a wig, modern wigs look very realistic.
The hair falls out pretty completely three weeks after the first dose.
I asked if eyelashes and eyebrows fall out too. Not necessarily, the
doctor answered.
The doctor went on to say that it was quite possible that I am
already cured and that there are no cancer cells left in my body. But
there was no way of knowing if single cells had slipped away somewhere. Chemotherapy reduces the probability of recurrence of cancer by 30%. Only 30%, I thought, they are tough little guys. The doctor continued that my tumour had not been found to have entered
blood vessels, but it’s impossible to notice every tiny capillary.
I asked whether individual cancer cells are identifiable when examining the lymph glands. The doctor said that clusters of 5–6 cells
are, but not single cells.
The feeling that I’m grateful for every day I’m alive had managed
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to deteriorate. The news about my cancer cell type brought it back
right away. Perhaps I need a cancer that doesn’t let me off lightly. In
addition to a strong course of chemotherapy and losing my hair, I’ll
have to live several years wondering whether or not new tumours
will be found.
Often, when people ask me for a voice sample before TV and radio interviews, I’ve rattled off a nursery rhyme by Kirsi Kunnas:
“Said the pig to the barber, it’s not fair that I’ve no hair, not one,
let alone a pair. Perhaps you didn’t twig that five whiskers of a pig
would make a fine wig. This bit of luck that the barber struck, made
the pig happy as a pig in muck.” Soon it’s not fair that I’ve no hair,
not one, let alone a pair.
I rang Jukka straight away. Luckily, he answered the phone. He
sighed: “Nothing that’s ordinary seems to be good enough for you,
not even ordinary, peaceful breast cancer.” He asked if pubic hair
falls out as well. I hadn’t thought to ask.
I also called Kristina. When I arrived at the Ministry of the Environment, I saw Katariina in Kristina’s room. She had already heard.
Kristina told me about her relative who had had exactly the same
type of breast cancer. We talked a bit about wigs. Katariina said that
the other alternative is to lose one’s hair in public, to appear bald. It
occurred to me that I don’t have to get a wig that looks like my own
hair. I’ll have fun where I can and get some amusing hairdo, afro
plaits or something.
A little later, I called my brother. We decided to go out together
to look for a fun wig, he thought it was a nice idea. When I told him
about the chemo and that the degree of nausea they cause is probably different for different individuals, my brother said: “We’ll find
out if we have a good head for chemo.” We both have a poor head
for alcohol.
At times, I’m desperately afraid of the chemo, and of course of
recurrence of the cancer. On the other hand, I immediately started
impatiently to wait for the treatments. It was the same before the
surgery: I was afraid of it and at the same time couldn’t wait. Probably perverse, but the whole thing feels like the most interesting
thing that’s ever happened to me.
In the evening, on the way to the cabin, I also called my father
and daughters.
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October.
Chemotherapy starts.

Sunday 1 October 2000
Ever since I spoke to the doctor, I have slept badly, worrying in
the night that the cancer has perhaps spread and the medications
won’t be enough to kill it. According to books, breast cancer that
has spread can’t be cured, only slowed down. The doctor didn’t tell
me the probability of the cancer recurring without medication. If it’s
90% and the therapy reduces the risk by a third or 30%, the remaining risk is 60%. Not a good feeling. However, I decided to do everything possible within my power to get through this.
Jukka and I have visualized all the ways we could make the best
of the situation. I had the idea of tattooing something nice on my
bald head, as it’ll eventually be covered by hair again. I could have
a tattoo saying ‘Stop climate change’ and turn up bald at the Hague
conference; I’d at least be sure to get my picture in international media.
There are practical advantages to wigs. One doesn’t need to do
one’s hair. When I cycle to work, I can wipe the sweat off my pate at
my destination, get the wig out of my bag and put it on. Wigs can
also be hired, you’re not forced to wear the same one all the time.
An empathetic book given to me by an acquaintance, Bernie Siegel’s
Love, Medicine & Miracles, investigates ways in which a person suffering from cancer or any other disease can influence his or her own
healing. The author, a surgeon, recalls one patient who loved crazy
clothes. The doctor had told her: ‘You’ll be all right, no self-respecting cancer will be happy in a person who looks like you.’ The patient
was cured. I could also start taking the mickey out of my cancer.
Jukka thought that we could do with little nano-dachshunds that
could patrol the blood vessels, scenting for cancer cells. A nano46

engine is a gadget envisioned by physicists and engineers, with
components the size of a few atoms and that could travel around
blood vessels, for example. Siegel advises in his book that patients
should visualize both the cancer and the treatment in their imaginations. I thought that this was a mental image that was right for me. I
think of cytostatic molecules as nano-dachshunds sniffing out lurking cancer cells and snatching them up in their teeth.
The weekend on the island has once again been lovely. It’s the
beginning of October, but the temperature is about 15 degrees. The
birch trees still have a lot of leaves, they are only just beginning
to colour. The aspens are bright yellow, the leaves glow when the
sunlight hits them. The sea is deep blue. The water level is strangely
low, a lot of rocks are visible that are normally hidden under water.
It’s windy, but from a direction that has allowed us to have breakfast
and drink coffee on the shoreline rock.
I have practically stopped drinking coffee, except at weekends. I
decided to eat and drink as healthily as possible to strengthen my
vitality, so I don’t come second to the cancer. I thought that I’ll take
good care of myself like I did during my pregnancies, to ensure a
good healthy start for my children. Now I’ll do the same for me.
Jukka has been an unbelievable sweetie throughout. Today, when
I was bemoaning the fact that we have no plug in the porch, and
consequently can only write on the laptop indoors, Jukka installed a
plug outside. So, I can now write in the porch.

Monday 2 October 2000
A women’s magazine wanted me to contribute to their series ‘Minister’s favourite recipe’. The interview was today. They promised to
prepare the dishes and give them to me, but they wanted to come
up to take pictures in my kitchen. I invited my doctor friend, Saara,
for supper.
As I was cycling home from the Ministry after work, I was watching people on the sunny Kauppatori market place. I thought there
were particularly numerous old people there, seemingly content
with their lives. I realized that I envied them. They have at least been
allowed to reach an old age. I don’t know if I will.
The team from the magazine was a battalion: reporter, food
editor, make-up artist, and photographer. The finished dishes had
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been photographed in the studio kitchen and left there. They only
brought me the finished apple flan and only the ingredients for the
other dishes, so they could take pictures of me supposedly cooking.
Total rip-off!
So, I had to cook the meal for Saara myself. Well, that worked out
all right, too.
We are both at a difficult stage in life. Saara’s husband has just
taken a walk, and I’ve found out that my malignant tumour is particularly aggressive. We talked relationships.
Saara’s sister has also had breast cancer surgery, many years ago.
She also had chemotherapy and recovered well. Her hair fell out,
but returned right back to normal.
In bed, I thought about Siegel’s book, which advises people to
think of a factor in their own attitude to life, their own way of reacting to things, that might have facilitated the genesis of cancer
or whatever disease they are suffering from. For example, when
you catch yourself becoming disproportionately angry about something, or starting to turn things over and over in your mind, you
could think that actually, this is the disease, and the cancer is just
a physical symptom of the disease. If one really wants to be cured,
one should learn to modify one’s attitudes and ways of responding.
This seemed wise. Selviytyjän matkaopas says that one should not
bear guilt for the cancer. To my mind, analysing one’s ways of reacting is not an assumption of guilt, but learning. I know that I have a
tendency to take things too hard and chew them over at nights. If
I could succeed in developing myself in this respect, it would improve the quality of the rest of my life, be it short or long.
I have gently started to hang again from the bar fixed to the living room ceiling. I was afraid of hanging for a long time, because
my operated armpit and upper arm feel tight. Now I manage to do
it, just.
The orange that had lodged in my armpit gradually shrank to a
mandarin, then a plum. Now it is perhaps a cherry. But the sensation has not returned to normal; I’m always afraid of cutting myself
when shaving my armpits, it feels anaesthesized.
There was an article on breast cancer in Sunday’s Helsingin Sanomat. Perhaps I’m imagining it, but it seems like there have been
more stories published about breast cancer than usual this autumn.
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Tuesday 3 October 2000
I met the oncologist at HYKS. He gave me some reassuring information. Without medication in cases of this kind of cancer, when
the tumour is still small, the risk of recurrence is not 90%, as I had
feared at the weekend, but about 20%. If the cell type was more common, the risk would be almost zero. At least a third of that 20%
risk of recurrence is removed by chemotherapy. In other words, the
probability of my recovery is almost 90%. The doctor said that it was
most likely that the cancer had been totally removed by surgery. Unfortunately, there is no way of finding out if some microscopic cancer clusters are still hiding somewhere. That is why chemotherapy
is recommended, to be on the safe side.
I felt better immediately. On the other hand, I thought that if the
20% risk is reduced by a third, it means 7%. The probability of me
needing the treatment and that it will work is thus ‘at least 7%’. For
the sake of those seven percentage units I must lose my hair.
I asked what makes a cancer cell containing the ‘oncovirus gene’
particularly dangerous. The doctor thought that the factor in question enhances the cell’s mobility and its ability to enter tissue. Of all
cancers, about one in five has a similarly aggressive cell type.
I thought that a malignant tumour is like a weed that overwhelms
everything else in the garden, if it’s allowed to spread. An aggressive tumour is like a weed that produces both runners and seeds
particularly rapidly. If the first seedling is pulled up complete with
roots and runners before it has time to set seed, that’s sufficient. But
if it has already scattered seeds into the soil, they are impossible to
find before they are at seedling stage. Similarly, escaped cancer cells
cannot be discerned until they have developed into metastases at
least a few millimetres in diameter.
This doctor seemed very empathetic, too. There will be six doses
of chemotherapy, at three-week intervals. About ten days after each
dose, the number of white corpuscles and at the same time resistance to infection are at their lowest. So, the most demanding tasks
should not be scheduled at those times, if there is a choice. We decided to time the dosages so that the Hague conference is just before
the next session, or as long a period as possible has elapsed since the
previous one.
I asked this doctor, too, whether he can estimate when the cancer
has started, now the analysis of the tumour is available. No, he can’t,
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he said. For cancer to start, two changes are required in the cell. First
the cell changes in one way, and only after the second change does
it become an actual cancer cell that begins to grow to become a malignant tumour. The first cellular change in my case has taken place
perhaps 5–10 years ago.
In other words, the relationship problem I suspected as the possible trigger of the cancer may well have caused the first change
in the cell. Behind the second change could be some unfortunate
incidents at work in the second half of the 90s, which I took very
badly at the time, really too badly from my present perspective. If
this guesswork is correct, the original cancer cell has started its wild
division perhaps four years before it was detected.
The doctor explained that if metastases are formed, they will be
in the lungs, liver and bones. That is why my lungs will be X-rayed,
my liver examined by ultrasound, and a skeletal mapping will be
performed. I wanted to know why metastases are formed in these
locations. The doctor replied that the reason is unknown. Perhaps
these tissues contain growth factors that also promote growth of
cancer cells. In any case, a lot of blood circulates in the lungs and
liver.
I also asked what kind of a diet might prevent formation of possible new cancers. The doctor said that vegetarians have a clearly
lower incidence of at least breast cancer. I said that I had deduced
that the simplest way of improving one’s diet is to avoid empty calories. So, I’m trying to boycott white wheat and sugar. One would
think that this is advantageous for one’s health in any case.
I was pretty surprised when I popped into the cafeteria in the
HYKS oncology department. There was no rye bread in any shape
or form. They had many varieties of sweet buns, as well as sandwiches made on white bread. There were no salads available either.

Wednesday 4 October 2000
I slept well last night, for the first time since I heard how aggressive
my cancer cell type was.
One for our series ‘Surreal situations’: Kristina didn’t manage to
make a separate appointment to update Lipponen with the latest
news. So today, as we were both sitting in the Cabinet gallery during the vote of confidence debate, I went up to him and said: “This
50

is a slightly stupid place to tell you such a thing...” And then I told
him about my impending chemotherapy. The session was being
televised as a live broadcast. I asked him if it was OK for Osmo to
cover for me on my sick days at cabinet group chairmen’s meetings
and on the economic policy ministerial committee. “Of course it is,”
said Lipponen. At the same time, Jouko Jääskeläinen, first signatory
of the confidence vote, was explaining at the lectern how poor the
services for the elderly are.
In the evening I went to see Sini. We sat in her bedroom in the
glow of the old-fashioned tiled open fireplace, and compared experiences. One of Sini’s principles is that she will only live in a place
with a real fire. She baked potatoes in the fire and said that she never
eats baked potatoes in a restaurant, as she can’t bear potatoes heated
up in a microwave.
Sini’s experiences of breast cancer treatment are much more unpleasant than mine. She noticed a small lump in her breast at the
end of the 80s and went to the local health centre. At first, the doctor didn’t want to have the breast investigated, because Sini was ’10
years too young’. She was under forty. However, she was referred
for further examinations. The mammogram showed nothing, as the
lump was too far to the side, but the ultrasound indicated cancer.
Sini was told that the breast will be removed. Quite by chance she
found out through acquaintances that in such a case, when the tumour is still small, it is possible to opt for conservative surgery. On
top of everything else, the survival rate is the same, regardless of
whether a total mastectomy or conservative surgery is done, if radiotherapy is combined with the conservative surgery. Sini began a
battle for her boob. In those days, the doctors in authority at HYKS
took a negative view of conservative breast surgery. My friend was
made to feel guilty, it was implied that she was taking a big risk for
the sake of her vanity. However, she finally had conservative surgery.
In other ways, too, our experiences of treatment have been very
different. Sini felt that she was told almost nothing, while I have felt
exactly the opposite; everything possible has been done to impart
information, and all my questions have been answered. Of course,
it’s impossible for me to estimate how much of it has been special
treatment.
Sini was also left with a niggling feeling that the lymph glands
were removed from her armpit and she was told afterwards that
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there were no metastases. She felt that the lymph glands were removed for nothing. But I was told that this is done for diagnostic
reasons, because the normal route of the cancer cell from the tumour
to other organs is via the lymphatic system. If metastases are found
in the lymph glands nearest to the tumour, there may be cancer cells
elsewhere, and chemotherapy is required.
Sini said that sensation had still not returned in her operated armpit, and she is still afraid of cutting herself when shaving under her
arms. I will obviously have the same problem for the rest of my
days.
Sini had stayed in hospital for a fortnight, part of the time only
because there was a queue for some examination. I stayed for one
night.
With our different lengths of stay, we were fully agreed on hospital food. If one is not ill before, it’s a miracle one doesn’t get sick
from the food. We were both appalled by them serving sausage stew
to patients. Sini was surprised by the low fibre content of the food,
since the majority of patients lying in hospital probably suffer from
constipation. Sausage stew does nothing to alleviate it.
Sini had been offered the opportunity of meeting a support person. She took it up, as she was curious to find out how the system
worked. The meeting was a disaster. The support person had never heard of conservative surgery. She had come to tell Sini that it’s
possible to live without a breast. She was a woman younger than
Sini, who had had a mastectomy and whose tumour had been even
smaller than Sini’s. Instead of providing comfort for Sini, the meeting traumatized the support person.
At home, I was skimming a women’s magazine in bed, and saw
an article on cancer. It said that roughly classified, there are about
200 carcinogenic diseases, and about 2,000 according to a finer classification. One doctor explains that breast cancer treatment is more
effective against hormone-sensitive tumours, which my own lump
was not. Even if the cancer cells have already become mobile, these
cancers are usually defeated by medication to stop the body’s oestrogen production. This is usually sufficient for around five years.
Only after this is chemotherapy administered. The doctor goes on
that when the tumour is not hormone-sensitive, the patient’s life expectancy is shorter by the duration of the hormone therapy. Taken
literally the doctor’s words would mean that a person with a nonhormone-sensitive tumour will inevitably die of cancer, and pretty
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soon at that. Of course, I can’t be sure that the reporter had recorded
the doctor’s words correctly, probably not. But I was still infuriated
by this death sentence, I felt like strangling the doctor with my own
two hands.

Monday 9 October 2000
My brother, my younger daughter and I went to look for a wig. We
visited two shops. There were lots of wigs, but trying them on, I
thought I looked like a German landlady of a boarding house – sorry, Germans. I decided I’d rather wear a scarf or a crocheted hat. I
started designing a crocheted calotte, green and purple. I’d fix afroplaits made from wool to it, with wooden beads at the ends.
In the second shop’s hire department I found a wig that fitted surprisingly well. The long hair resembles Chelsea Clinton’s hairstyle. I
decided to hire it for the Independence Day Reception at the Presidential Palace. Brother and daughter said that they’ll start designing
my dress for the Palace. They, too, have been really sweet.

Tuesday 10 October 2000
The meeting of the EU Environment Council was held in Luxembourg. Before the meeting, the Nordic ministers for the environment
always have breakfast together. The Swedish Minister, Kjell Larsson,
asked me as he said hello, looking worried:”Everything OK now?”
”I hope so”, I replied. A precise answer would have been too long.
Before lunch, I was chatting with the Dutch Minister of the Environment, Jan Pronk, who is to be the Chair of the Climate Conference
in The Hague. I told him that I’ll have to have chemotherapy, but that
I’ll try to get to The Hague, and that the sessions will be timed so that
they interfere with my attendance as little as possible. Pronk said that
he sincerely hoped I would make it to the conference.

Thursday 12 October 2000
I have given both my secretaries, Kristina at the Ministry of the Environment and Sargit at the Department of Development Cooperation,
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directions that no sugar or white wheat must be served at meetings
I am hosting. Instead, we’ll serve rye bread, fruit or crudites. The
instruction has been followed pretty well. A couple of venues have
understood the matter a little over the top, that only salads are to be
served as toppings for open sandwiches, even for guests.
Today I popped into a third wig shop. Trying on the wigs there, I
got to feeling sad.

Monday 16 October 2000,
on sick leave at home in Pispala
We spent the weekend on the island again. Friday was cloudy, but
up to now the autumn has been incredibly beautiful. The sky cleared
on Saturday. There was a full moon at night, and we looked again at
the craters on the Moon, the moons of Jupiter and the ring of Saturn
through the birdwatching telescope. Looking at them, one can almost start believing in the story about planets that orbit the Sun. The
bridges of Jupiter and Saturn showed in the sea again, as well as the
Moon bridge. The leaves have almost completely fallen now. I was
looking at my hair in the mirror in the sauna dressing room, hair
that I have never thought to be anything special. Now I’ve started
to stare at it wistfully in the mirror, thinking: Actually, you’re quite
a nice little head of hair.
We didn’t leave until Monday morning to go to the hospital near
Tampere, where my first chemo session was to start at 12. First, I saw
the doctor again. She told me that chemotherapy may cause a socalled secondary cancer, in this case leukaemia. I did already know
that ‘hard’ or ionizing radiation used in radiotherapy can cause cancer. The very same effects that can cause this radiation to change a
healthy cell into a cancer cell also kill dividing cells, of which many
are found in malignant tumours. In a way it’s self-evident that cytostatic agents can also cause cancer, as they have the same effect by
chemical means as ionizing radiation. Yet, the doctor’s words got
me worried. If the probability that I need chemotherapy and will
benefit from it is about 7%, it seems somewhat reckless to cause a
risk of leukaemia for it.
The doctor said that if leukaemia is diagnosed sometimes in 10
years or so, I’ll be 10 years older in any case. That felt like a small
consolation.
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She did have some better news. They use an ‘ice cap’ at Pikonlinna, which prevents hair loss in some cases. It cools the scalp or
slows down blood flow in the scalp for the duration of the cytostatic
drug that damages hair roots. Some patients who use the ice cap
keep their hair. I immediately started to believe that I will keep my
hair after all.
I was nervous again going into the treatment room, running to
the toilet twice on the trot. The nurse reassured me that it’s possible
to go to the loo with the drip. However, it wasn’t necessary. First I
was given medication to prevent the nausea, which the doctor called
well-being medication, which to me sounded Orwellian, and then
cortisone to boost its effectiveness. The third was the first actual cytostatic agent. Each drug was administered from a separate bottle
or bag.
Siegel advises in his book that one feels better during chemotherapy listening to favourite music. I have bought a personal CD player
especially for the purpose. I donned my earphones and put on the
Estonian Sven Grünberg’s piece Prana. It was just the right kind of
meditation music, I felt good. I thought of the nano-dachshunds in
my veins snapping up cancer cells in their teeth. It didn’t feel bad. I
was a little distracted when the nurse turned on the radio with some
irritating music, which I heard through my own.
The nurses and patients were talking about everyone’s diagnoses.
None of the patients seemed to be at all at death’s door. A youngish
woman said that she had had a breast cancer metastasis diagnosed,
but the primary tumour had not been found. The second person I’ve
met with only the metastasis found.
I had taken Albert Einstein’s biography with me, but ended up
reading only magazines I found on the shelf of my bedside table.
I was given three different cytostatic agents. The ice cap was put
on my head 15 minutes before the last and most potent drug, and
kept on for the same length of time after the drip was turned off.
The cap felt about the same as dipping your head in water in an ice
hole, or standing up in a boat at sea in a fair autumn wind. In other
words, not at all bad. The drug was a lurid orangey red.
I was also talking to the nurses about diet. I went on about how
often a minister is forced to attend events where only various versions of sugar-laden white wheat are on offer. People never assume
that guests would like something simple and healthy. “I wish somebody offered us something sometimes,” the nurse sighed wistfully,
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and said that on rare occasions, some pharmaceuticals company rep
stands them a coffee. I instantly decided to bake a cheese and apple
flan for the nurses for the next time.
Jukka came to pick me up. I didn’t feel nauseous, but not normal
either - somehow not quite all there. I went to get some cash from
the main post office cash machine. As we were getting into the car,
a man ran after me with my cash card. My brain doesn’t seem to
be functioning normally. Jukka cooked a meal and eating it wasn’t
hard. To be on the safe side, I took some anti-emetic medication in
the evening. We laughed at the directions on the bottle: take medicine 1 hour before onset of nausea.

Tuesday 17 October 2000
At least up till now, I haven’t felt sick. I have taken the anti-nausea
drug in the morning and during the day. Last night as I got into
bed, I wondered for a moment if I was going to feel sick, but didn’t.
I might well make it to the EU Extraordinary Environment Council
on 7 November, which is the day after my next chemo. I want to
go there to discuss the EU climate negotiation strategy before The
Hague.
Dad brought me a wig mother had bought in the 60s. I wondered
if it could be made tolerable by dyeing and restyling. It’s made of
real hair that can be dyed.

Wednesday 18 October 2000
My name day. I went to work today for the first time after the chemo.
In the morning I thought that the inside of my mouth felt rough. Apparently, the drugs also kill cells from the oral membrane.
I felt yucky all day. As it hadn’t passed by two o’clock in the afternoon, I asked Osmo to stand in for me in the evening on the TV3
party leaders’ local election panel. I had warned him in advance that
this might be necessary.
I took some nausea tablets, but felt more and more yucky. Around
four o’clock I was at a briefing with the whole parliamentary group
and the party executive. In the middle of it I thought I’d best leave.
I told Katariina, who whispered that it was about time; she’d been
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eyeing me for a while, wondering why I hadn’t the sense to leave.
I rang HYKS. I said that of the two anti-emetics they had prescribed,
I had only bought the cheaper one so far. The dearer costs about 500
markkas per pack. The nurse advised me to get the dearer one, too,
before the next dose of chemo. She said that fresh air might help. I set
off on my bike homewards. I threw up in my garden, in the flowerbed. I went to bed and watched the TV3 panel. Osmo was very good.

Thursday 19 October 2000
In the morning I had a chest X-ray and liver ultrasound. At least in
today’s pictures, there were no signs that the cancer has spread. I
didn’t think there would be. If the cancer has spread, the metastases
are probably still too small to show up.
During the morning, I discussed protection of forests in Southern
Finland with representatives from Finnish Forest Industries Federation and The Union of Forest Owners, gave a speech to a project
support group to find ways of making girls more interested in physics, and before the meeting of the parliamentary group, spoke at the
event to launch the State of Finnish Nature CD ROM.
In the afternoon I heard that a representative from the Ministry of
Trade and Industry had argued at the energy fair that meeting our
Kyoto targets without additional nuclear power would cost Finland
14 billion markkas. Well, I never! This statement is definitely not
based on calculations presented to the Kyoto ministerial group. The
group is engaged in preparing a national climate strategy or Kyoto
strategy, a list of actions to reduce Finland’s greenhouse gas emissions to meet our Kyoto target. The group will also present an estimate of the costs related to these actions. These costs are calculated
by two economic research institutes.
Ilta-Sanomat has made a news item of my absence from the TV3
party leader panel yesterday. Today was the corresponding panel at
TV1. I was able to take part, and it went quite all right. Before the
broadcast, I popped over to the Sauna Society, and naturally turned
up at Pasila studios with my face fresh from the sauna. I said to
the make-up artist: “Make-up, please.” She understood this over the
top, I felt that I looked scary. Toning down the make-up took a lot
longer than putting on the original warpaint. The make-up artist
will probably detest me forever.
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Friday 20 October 2000

Sunday 22 October 2000

After the EU ministerial committee, I had a meeting of the Kyoto
ministerial working group. Exchanges took place about yesterday’s
statement by the MTI representative. He maintained that he had
never said what the media had published as his statement.
Next I went to HYKS. The Department of Oncology is becoming
familiar. This time I had a skeletal mapping. I was intravenously
given a radioactive marker, technetium. Then I had to wait a couple
of hours for it to be absorbed in the bones. If there is a cancer metastasis in the bone, it is biologically more active that normal bone
tissue and collects more marker. While waiting, I was preparing a
speech on the subject ‘Has the information society freed time for
the human being?’ This is one for our series ‘Make sure you don’t
leave things to the last minute’; the speech was going to be in the
afternoon.
The scan itself was somewhat unpleasant. I had to lie on a bed
fixed to a large machine. Then big boxes slid over and under me.
They contained the cameras that filmed me both from above and
below. The ‘light’ that was imprinted on the film was radiation from
the technetium in my bones. The nurse asked me if I wanted music,
and I said I didn’t need it. Nevertheless, I should have taken Sven
Grünberg’s Prana with me. The box above me began slowly to descend towards my face and stopped a couple of centimetres from my
nose. The nurse suggested that I should keep my eyes closed, but I
couldn’t help peeping. It felt pretty oppressive, with a wall right in
front of my face. Thankfully there was light at my feet and plenty
of air, I didn’t feel I was suffocating. The box seemed to remain over
my face forever, until it slowly began to move towards my feet. The
nurse said that it stays still to begin with for four minutes, while the
camera shutter is opened. It seemed a lot longer to me. I can’t see
why the camera shutter can’t be opened first and then the contraption dropped near the face.
Finally, I was allowed to see the result on the screen. It felt weird to
look at one’s own skeleton. It looked pretty bony. The nurse said that
she couldn’t herself see anything that looked like a cancer cluster.

Today was local elections day. Jukka and I again spent the weekend
on the island, as we had given our votes in advance. I didn’t want
to go to the TV all night election broadcast, although as party chairman it should have been my duty. I reckoned that I was entitled to
some liberties for my chemotherapy. Luckily, Osmo agreed to go in
my place. It’s great to have another Green minister!
The elections went well for the Greens. This was the fourth and
last election of my chairmanship. We have gained ground in them
all. I was particularly happy that the Green group in Tampere City
Council grew from six to eight. Along with many others, I had feared
that we’d lose votes in Tampere, as I was no longer a candidate. This
was also expected by the other parties. Local Greens had still tried
to entice me to stand, but I declined resolutely.
Taina passed on a request to call from a reporter from Ilta-Sanomat. My column about the chemotherapy and impending hair loss
was in Vihreä Lanka last Thursday. Again, I had imagined that the
evening papers would pick it up right away. But once again, they
only spotted it in the small news item in Saturday’s Helsingin Sanomat. Now the Ilta-Sanomat reporter again deems it appropriate to
harass me on the matter on a Sunday evening. I deem it appropriate
to decline to respond. If it was a case of an urgent matter related to
my official duties, I would call. But serving evening papers’ gossip
columnists at weekends does not constitute a part of my duties.
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Monday 23 October 2000
Ilta-Sanomat carried a news item based on my column in Lanka. The
paper’s reporter had today tried to obtain an actual interview with
me through Kristina’s stand-in. Originally I had decided that I had
given enough interviews on this subject, but now I thought I had
best agree to a telephone interview, and hope that they will then
stop pursuing me.
I received my first unkind email about breast cancer today. The
sender deduces that I’m using it to court publicity. One could pass
such things by with a shrug, but I was irate enough to reply. I said
that I had refused the majority of requested interviews, and that some
of the press stories on the subject were done without a contribution
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from me, as papers can always use old pictures as illustrations.
I heard on the grapevine that the industry intends soon to lodge a
licence application for a new nuclear power plant. The matter hangs
on securing the finance.

Tuesday 24 October 2000
Kristina’s stand-in had misunderstood and given the Ilta-Sanomat
reporter an appointment for a ‘real’ half-hour interview, instead of a
telephone appointment. I didn’t bother to cancel, once I realized. To
start the interview, I condemned the way Ilta-Sanomat has hounded
me, and expressed my wish that this is the end of it. The reporter
promised to pass on the message.
The reporter, in common with most reporters with whom I have
talked about the issue, had no clear idea about cancer. She was asking about my experiences with painkilling medication, among other
things. “But that only concerns patients with advanced stages of
cancer,” I snapped. In people’s minds ‘cancer’ seems to mean only
one thing, a disease that people die of, and the death is painful.
That a small tumour doesn’t necessarily feel like anything, and may
cause no harm, if it’s totally removed in time, doesn’t seem to sink in
at all. On the other hand, it is this very same thing that makes cancer
so treacherous. It is not always easy to spot the tumour at the stage
where it is easy to surgically remove it.
In the evening I had time to go shopping and buy a new bra. I
have started to feel that the operated breast now looks smaller than
the other, even through a blouse. I bought a bra that isn’t actually
hard, but retains its shape. Ever since I started wearing a bra at all
at the age of 44, I’ve only worn the softest and thinnest possible, as
others have felt uncomfortable.

Wednesday 25 October 2000
Ilta-Sanomat has headlined the story ‘Satu Hassi suffering from
breast cancer: I believe I’ll get through to the majority of the cured’.
Two sentences, two errors.
The reporter probably meant no harm, but nobody knows if I’m
still suffering from cancer. And I didn’t say anything about belief,
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but probabilities; it’s not a case of beliefs at all. A small superstitious
fear awakes in me that declaring myself a winner will be avenged.
I hope the angels of fate won’t condemn me for headlines made up
by reporters.
The sender of the other day’s hostile email has sent another message of ‘what did I tell you’ type. On grounds of the interview in
Ilta-Sanomat, he is more certain than ever that I’m actively pushing
this subject in public. Actually, I couldn’t give two hoots about what
some unknown cretin thinks of me, as he probably wants to think ill
of politicians, but I was still hacked off. But maybe this way of reacting is my ‘actual disease’ that Siegel talked about.
Today I felt like the new bra is too big, I felt padded.

Thursday 26 October 2000
I slipped out of work to HYKS to a so-called interim blood test, as it’s
10 days today from the first chemo session. In the afternoon I heard
the result, the haemoglobin is only a little over 110. It’s never been
so poor before, as far as I know. Before the toxins it was 134. I asked
the nurse if I should take an iron supplement. She said that it won’t
help, as the low haemoglobin is not due to lack of iron but because
the cytostatic drugs have killed some of the bone marrow cells that
produce new blood corpuscles. I was horrified, for the first time I
really understood that the medication is killing me from the inside.
But I still feel perfectly normal.
Taina told me that people have been asking if “Satu is getting any
treatment, as she appears the same to look at”.

Monday 30 October 2000
I had lunch with a reporter who wanted to hear my views on the
climate policy. She praised my openness about my cancer, but also
warned me about excessive openness. She probably knows as well
as I do that the quantity and quality of the publicity is not in my
hands alone.
In the evening I went to the sauna with the Tampere Green City
Council group sauna evening, probably for the last time. Both the
new and old council groups were there. The whole gaggle of us took
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a smoke sauna. The Green Group in the Tampere City Council still
keeps the good old mixed sauna custom alive, our parliamentary
group abandoned it around five years ago.
The new council group contains people who seem smart, I don’t
need to worry how they’ll cope. At some point the conversation
turned to my cancer treatments. I said that I hadn’t bought a wig
and probably wouldn’t bother. Per Ashorn, a paediatrician, said that
in the children’s cancer ward at TAYS, nobody today wears wigs, the
children wear silk scarves. Wow, I’m inadvertently in with young
fashion!

November.
The Hague Climate Conference
with a scarf on my head.

Tuesday 31 October 2000

Wednesday 1 November 2000

First thing this morning, I held an info session for representatives
of industry on climate policy. It was one of the numerous occasions
where I thought it’s a good thing I still have hair on my head. I can’t
really imagine appearing in front of those senior businessmen with
anything other than my own hair on my pate. My hair has grown
normally throughout. Maybe it means that it won’t fall out after all.
Whether I’m about to lose it or not, it was getting too long, I went to
have it cut. I said to Timo, my hairdresser, that my hair might fall
out any day now, and I’ve been told not to brush it vigorously. Timo
handled my hair very gently. I’ve thought whether to grow out my
fringe. I asked him to leave it uncut. Timo advised that you can turn
the fringe off the forehead with jumbo rollers. I went and got some.

I rode to Parliament House on my bike and took a shower there. In
the shower, I looked at a hair on the tiled floor. It looked thick, apparently several hairs stuck together. Why did it seem significant in
some way? The date calculated for my hair loss is not until Monday,
when three weeks are up from the first dose of chemo. I glanced at
my watch and decided to take a quick sauna.
A woman with short red hair was sitting on the high platform in
the sauna. I looked twice before I believed my eyes: it was President
Halonen!
The President laughed at my surprise and explained that she
occasionally uses the Parliament gym and sauna. We grabbed the
opportunity in the sauna to exchange opinions on a matter on the
agenda of the EU intergovernmental conference.
Then to the Parliament Auditorium to open a seminar on climate.

Thursday 2 November 2000
A handful of hair came out in my morning shower. So, it’s started. I
don’t know yet whether all my hair will fall out, or only some. At my
first chemo session the nurse explained that of patients using the ice
cap, about a third keep their hair perfectly well, a third find their hair
thinning, and a third lose it all. In case my hair falls out altogether, I
collected the hair from the bottom of the tub. I had imagined that I’ll
collect the hair tidily in a polythene bag as a memento, but it was a
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messy pile, just like any hair collected in the plughole filter.
In the evening, I was in Ylitornio discussing the plan to include
the river Tornionjoki in Natura. The EU Commission demands that
Finland must add to the scope of Natura decided thus far. The Commission wants to include more Fenno-Scandian free-flowing rivers
under this nature protection programme. Tornionjoki is by far the
largest free-flowing river in Western Europe.
The large auditorium was full to the brim. The majority took an
extremely negative view. It was difficult to convince people that
Natura would change hardly anything about Tornionjoki, since the
river is already protected both by the Border River Agreement between Finland and Sweden and the legislation on protection of rapids. Natura would mainly be an international acknowledgement of
the natural values of the river. I compared the situation to someone
passing his baccalaureate exams and wondering whether or not to
accept the white baccalaureate cap.
Listening to the most heated arguments, I wondered whether to
start pulling out handfuls of my hair, lamenting: “You’re making
me lose my hair!” (Later, Katariina said: “Why on earth didn’t you
make the most of the situation? You may never get another chance.”
Another time, she shot in her no-nonsense way, that if one is forced
to undergo cancer treatment in one’s life, it’s best to do so as a minister.)

Friday 3 November 2000
More hair came out this morning than yesterday. But it still covers my whole head. Is the confounded thing about to fall out altogether?

Sunday 5 November 2000
More hair has come out every morning. I haven’t bothered saving
the wet tangles from the shower any more. My scalp is not yet showing, but the hair is clearly thinning. Jukka and I went to the Tampere
Jazz Festival. On Saturday we saw a woman we know, younger than
myself, at a concert. She told us that she had also had breast cancer
surgery and was currently on a course of chemotherapy, the same
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CEF medication that I’m on. They had found metastases in her armpit. Her hair looked quite all right, but she guessed she had lost
maybe half her hair. She has had four doses up to now, and suffered
from nausea for a week after each one.

Monday 6 November 2000
This morning there was a bald patch on the top of my head. I had
my second dose of cytostatic agents at Pikonlinna. In the morning, I
had donned a very dark green scarf I bought to cover my bald head.
Now the scarf looked black and sombre, I’ll have to find something
else.
I had a different doctor from last time. I asked him about the
probability of the cytostatics causing leukaemia. The doctor shook
his head and said that he hadn’t come across any cases on this medication.
True to my decision three weeks ago, I had baked a large cheese
and apple flan in the morning. The nurses were surprised but
pleased.
My dedicated nurse came to ask if my hair had stayed OK. I removed my scarf and showed her: no. I said that I didn’t want the ice
cap any more. Since I have a bald patch, it’s all the same if the rest
of my hair falls out.
The public debate on the costs to the national economy of the
Kyoto commitments goes on. I wanted to write a response on the
subject, and had no other opportunity for doing so than today. So,
the first couple of hours on the drip I was tapping text into my communicator. I had to type gingerly and partly with my left hand, as
the drip needle was in the back of my right hand. One for our series
where I’ve felt (or realized for a fleeting moment) that I’m a total
dumbwit.
All the other patients seemed to have hair. The patient next to me
was a man of over seventy, who said that after starting the cancer
treatment, he had totally lost the desire to eat meat.
Jukka came again to pick me up. On the way back I called my
younger daughter. I asked her to find a more cheerfully coloured
scarf in my Helsinki closet and to deliver it to the Ministry of the
Environment, so the car coming to pick me up in the morning could
bring it along. We popped into a wool shop on the way. I started
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crocheting a hat from maroon, blue and green cotton yarn. At the
moment, a scarf seems like a dull idea, I’m hoping the hat will turn
out better.

Tuesday 7 November 2000
A Government car picked me up around five in the morning from
Pispala. The scarf sent by my daughter was in the car. I folded it into
a wide bandanna around my head. I still have enough hair on the
back of my head, so I only need to cover the front of the top of my
head. I also took my crocheting with me. I thought I’d try to do some
on the plane, but I didn’t have the energy.
Had it been a more customary EU Environment Council, I
wouldn’t have attended on my sick leave, but today’s agenda was
the EU negotiating tactics in preparation of The Hague climate conference. I must admit that setting off to Brussels wearing my headscarf took some doing.
I got to the airport in good time. The check-in official asked for
my passport. I realized that I’d left it behind in Helsinki. As I was
off to Tampere for the weekend, I had remembered my medication
paraphernalia, but not that I would need my passport on Tuesday
morning. The Schengen passport-free zone won’t be implemented
until spring. The official said that I had time to get an express passport.
I ran to the place directed to be photographed. The photographer
said: “Please remove your scarf.” I stammered: “It’s really in place
of a wig.” The photographer said that the head must be uncovered,
or the photo won’t be acceptable for a passport.
Fair enough, I thought, and snatched the scarf off. I said: “Go
ahead, take the picture.” The photographer’s face was a picture.
Quick as lightning, he said: “Well, if you want to keep the scarf, put
it on so that your ears are exposed.” I arranged the scarf accordingly.
It turned out to be the most dreadful passport photo I’ve ever had
taken. The airport passport officer didn’t complain about the scarf.
In the evening, I told Jukka about the incident and he laughed: “Terrible woman, scaring innocent people.”
I coped reasonably well at the meeting, in other words I didn’t
vomit or pass out. But I felt pretty tired in the afternoon.
Katariina thought that my colleagues would have heard through
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their embassies about my cancer and treatment. I don’t know about
that, but when I spoke, I felt that people listened more attentively
than usual. I don’t know whether my message was in some way
weighty, or whether my colleagues thought they were listening to
my last words.

Wednesday 8 November 2000
There are loose hairs everywhere. They are in my clothes and in the
bathroom. The bed is full of hair, especially the pillow. Every morning after my shower, hair rains onto my shoulders and back, I have
to swish it away with a towel. Cleaning my teeth, hair is tangled in
my toothbrush.
The bald patch appears to be progressing from the top front of my
head further back and to the sides. Today I had to cover my whole
head with the scarf. There’s a ribbon of hair left over my forehead.
Under the scarf it looks like a normal fringe.
I’m still off sick today, in theory. Yesterday’s sick leave was theoretical, too. After my first chemo, I only had one day of sick leave,
the Tuesday. Because I felt nauseous the following day, the doctor
agreed that in the future I’d have the chemo day plus two days sick
leave. Maybe next time.
In spite of my sick leave, I’m at the budget meeting of Tampere
City Council, for the last time. I wanted to come to the budget meeting to say one thing: Breast cancer mammography screening must
start earlier than age 50.
Today is the first time I’ve appeared in public in Finland wearing
my scarf. It feels humiliating. When I was walking towards the Town
Hall from the Central Square bus stop, I felt like bursting into tears,
hair loss is such a severe change in identity. But I choked back the
tears, I didn’t want to start blubbing in the street. I wondered if the
Chairman of the Council will ask me to remove the scarf. He didn’t.
My former parliamentary assistant, Rosa, popped into the Council chamber. She is still a deputy councillor until the end of the year,
full councillor next year. Rosa’s long, shiny, black hair looked incredibly beautiful. In general, almost any hair has started to look
beautiful.
During the morning, while group presentations were taking
place, I went to a private conference room at Hotel Tammer to give
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a press conference on augmenting Natura. The Natura ministerial
working group has at long last completed its proposal. The civil servants at the Nature Conservation Department of the Ministry had
already announced that the consultation period of Natura augmentation was to start today. They wouldn’t agree to any other arrangements than holding the press conference on my sick leave day. At
least they agreed to hold it in Tampere.
At the Council, I got the floor at a good moment, just after lunch,
when most of the councillors were in the chamber. My voice was a
bit shaky at first. In other words, I’m still weepy. I don’t know which
makes me weepier, the hair loss or this whole cancer business in
general. For once, people listened to me in total silence. Contrary
to his usual way, even the Chairman of the Council refrained from
interjecting his sarcastic comments. The next speaker, my old friend
Lea Minkkinen of Left Alliance, sounded emotional; her voice was
also shaky before she got going.

Thursday 9 November 2000
When I entered the Cabinet Gallery at the start of the Cabinet question hour of the Parliament, cameras started clicking in the Session
Hall press gallery. Later, I received requests to call from reporters
from both Ilta-Sanomat and Iltalehti. I replied. I fathomed that if I
don’t, they’ll make up some rubbish off the tops of their heads.
To Ilta-Sanomat, I expressed my wish that this is the last time they
hound me on this matter.
I called Jukka. “If they ask you about your husband’s reaction,
you can tell them that our relationship doesn’t hang on a hair,” Jukka said.

Friday 10 November 2000
Yesterday at the Cabinet meeting, nobody commented on my scarf.
But today, shaking hands with the President, Halonen said: “I see,
so now we are more stylish than ever.” I said that I wondered if
people think I’m a converted Muslim. The President said that Iranian women had sent a message to the West that yes, the headscarf
is uncomfortable, but it doesn’t shrink the brain.
68

The headlines of both evening papers are about former Miss Finland Lola Odusoga’s silicon implants, but I am the cover girl in Iltalehti. In Ilta-Sanomat, too, I’m on the first spread, the photo is of my
confab with Irina yesterday. Today, Iltalehti left another request to
call. I didn’t reply any more, there has got to be a limit.
I was invited to appear in a TV programme on Wednesday evening, to talk about cancer and employment. I said fine, if they come
up to Tampere to make the programme. I won’t give up my Wednesday overnight stay in Tampere.
There was an interview request by email from a certain magazine
from the yellow press. The message began by exulting me to high
heavens, I’m the epitome of admirable determination and so on. Oh
yeah.

Saturday 11 November 2000
At the cabin. Right now it’s the blue moment, the dark tail-end. The
sky is cloudy. There are three lighter patches on the sea beneath the
clouds. One is maybe the spot below which the sun is, the second
the town of Kotka, the third Hamina town. Such moments, in common with all beautiful silent moments here on the island always feel
significant.
A handful of hair has come out every morning until yesterday.
There wasn’t so much left yesterday and today. There is still a line of
hair over my forehead, it’s slowly getting narrower.
In the evening, Jukka turned on the TV to watch the satirical programme Iltalypsy. The ‘Newsround’ mentioned the new Koran circle
in Parliament. “It’s about you!” Jukka cheered. We stayed to watch.
No, the ‘news’ item was not about me setting up a Koran group. It
was assigned to Toimi Kankaanniemi, leader of the Christian Party.

Sunday 12 November 2000
Jukka said that my operated breast has begun to plump out. I
thought I had noticed it too, at long last. As soon as I had bought
the pre-formed bra. I might chuck it in the jumble box and go back
to my familiar and comfortable softies. The nipple of my operated
breast is no longer so clearly higher than the other one.
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Going to bed, Jukka burst out laughing, he thought my hair
looked so funny. I can’t deny it, there is a hair here and there on top
of my head. I said to Jukka that I have a grandad hairdo.

Wednesday 15 November 2000
In the morning, before seven, to studios for Breakfast TV. Then to
HYKS for interim blood test. At the same time, I went to show the
doctor a vein that had turned peculiar. At my second cytostatic drip,
the nurse had explained that they didn’t like to administer the drug
twice in the same vein, because it damages them. A couple of days
after the last drip I noticed that the vein where the first drip had
been felt sore. At first it felt like there was a small blood clot, and
then a smooth, hard lump about a centimetre long appeared in it.
I began to fear that the little tube inserted in the vein for the drip
had been left behind. I could hardly sleep at night for fear that the
tube might be dislodged and migrate goodness knows where, until
it tears blood vessels in my brain or lungs.
I explained my worry to the doctor. He looked at and felt my hand
and said: “You describe the symptoms quite correctly.” I see, thanks
for the acknowledgement, I thought. Then the doctor explained that
this was a typical symptom caused by the chemo. The vein hardens,
like a piece of tubing. And the vein does not necessarily ever return
to normal.
Teollisuuden Voima Oy (TVO, a Finnish electricity company)
lodged its licence application today for a fifth nuclear power plant.
Little birds told me that finance for the plant is still not definite, but
they decided to put in the application regardless. Apparently, somebody somewhere has decided that the application must be made, as
right now is the moment of this parliament with the longest time to
the next election. A couple of months after the March 1999 general
election, we had the European parliamentary election. A good six
months after that we had the presidential election, and again a good
six months later the local election, which was last month. Now it’ll
be two and a half years to the next general election.
Of course, the reporters plagued me about the matter.
I went off to Tampere. We went out for dinner and got home
around half past nine. In Pispala, we bumped into a lady neighbour
to the west of us, she was walking her dog. We stopped for a natter.
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At home I got undressed, put on a dressing gown and started my
evening stretching exercises. The doorbell went. Jukka called that
someone demanded to see me. I went, forgetting that I wasn’t wearing my scarf, but my grandad hairdo was there for all to see.
It was the woman I had just met and her husband. The husband
said: “This is not a stick-up.” They settled down in the kitchen and
began to serenade me. ‘Till the white rose blooms again’ and so
on. I laughed my head off. They got carried away, singing all sorts,
and very well too. The songs were interspersed with gags. The wife
asked, why is she married to that man, answer: he likes to collect
antiques.

Thursday 16 November 2000
At the Green parliamentary group meeting, Irina commented that
if the Chairperson of the Party must lose her hair at some point, the
best moment for dramatic effect is when a nuclear plant licence application is lodged.
Yesterday I had said to reporters that if the Government takes
this matter to Parliament, the Greens will call a joint meeting of the
Party Council and the parliamentary group, which under our rules
decides on participation in the Government and resigning from it.
My position at the meeting will be that if Parliament approves the
nuclear plant, the Greens cannot continue in Government. I have
said precisely the same thing dozens of times before, but now several media say that I’m ‘issuing threats’.
A letter from participants of a breast cancer patients’ rehabilitation course was waiting at home. It contained a poem that began:
“Forty iron ladies,/ breast broken,/ heart in the mouth,/ hair on the
hat shelf,/ boob in the second drawer from the top...” There were
40 signatories, but unfortunately the letter doesn’t reveal which of
them wrote the poem which provided the title of this book.

Friday 17 November 2000
In the evening, it was the Christmas do of the Party and the parliamentary group. I wanted to make a funny speech, since I was hosting
the Christmas party for the last time as Party Chairman. But I couldn’t
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think of anything clever, so decided to stick to my old party piece, belly dancing. It was well received, in spite of the music not working.
‘Everybody’ came across to ask how I was. They hugged me and
wished me every possible good fortune. Someone asked how come
my eyebrows are still intact. Indeed, they haven’t fallen out, at least
not yet.
Many people have come across in Parliament, too, to encourage
me. My former colleague from the Parliamentary Foreign Affairs
Committee said that he admired my determination, staying at work.
I explained that it hasn’t been hard, as I don’t feel any different really, with the exception of a couple of days after each dose of chemotherapy.

Saturday 18 November 2000
I have informed the Green Party that I won’t attend weekend meetings during my cancer treatment. I must set some limits to slaving.
All next week will go in The Hague.
However, today I attended the beginning of the Party Council
meeting, to comment on the nuclear plant licence application. I
talked about how fast new energy technology is developing, how
we must keep at the forefront of development and not be content
to follow in the slipstream of others. I said that whoever puts their
money into nuclear power now is backing a horse already sporting
the knacker’s brand on its bum.

Saturday 25 November 2000, on the plane
The week passed at the Climate Conference in The Hague. The meeting was a dead loss. In other words, we didn’t manage to produce
an agreement on the detailed rules of the Kyoto Protocol which are
needed before industrialized countries can ratify the Protocol. I am
utterly cheesed off.
As for my health, I managed fine, but it took a little courage to go
everywhere wearing the scarf. In the mornings I went jogging along
the canals. One morning I thought I’d found a handy shortcut, but
got lost and was almost late for the first meeting of the morning.
Nobody made much comment on my scarves. Dominique Voy72

net, the French Minister of the Environment, also representing the
Greens, and current Chair of the EU Environment Council, sat beside me and said that she had thought at first that scarves are ‘in’ in
Finland, but then deduced that there is another reason for them. Dominique is a paediatrician. In the corridor, I saw Sweden’s Kerstin
Niblaeus from the EU Council Secretariat, and she commented that
I have elegant scarves. I told her that I wore them because I have no
hair. Kerstin was taken aback. So, at least not all have heard about
my cancer treatment.
At the extraordinary Environment Council two weeks before The
Hague meeting, Dominique had tentatively suggested that the EU
should consider issues where we may be prepared to compromise. I
was then one of the few who supported this. The majority wanted to
adhere strictly to the original goals to the bitter end. The same spirit
continued in The Hague. At times, I wondered if it didn’t occur to
my colleagues that in the final moment, no extraneous force will
coerce the world’s nations into an agreement.
As EU President, France had not prepared proposals for potential compromises particularly well. At EU meetings, French experts
showed graphs with an overhead projector and gave presentations
on negotiating strategy that were intelligent but rather academic, in
view of the situation. The time for these deliberations should have
been a year or two ago.
Those who had attended Kyoto said that the corridors there had
overflowed with representatives of American oil companies, who
had presented ‘proof’ that climate change was a load of hot air. Now
the corridors were awash with representatives of American firms
and universities with visions of new kind of big business made possible by the climate policy.
The corridors also contained representatives of environmental
organizations, appealing to the EU not to give in one inch from our
original goals. One afternoon, there was a demonstration outside
the EU convention hall, where environmental activists shouted: ”EU
stay firm!” From an environmental point of view, the EU’s objectives
were better than those of the others. But I disagreed on this ‘all or
nothing’ line. In itself, it’s a fine thing that environmental organizations want to promote the climate policy, and that so many civic
activists from around the world had turned up at the convention.
The fact that we didn’t achieve a result is the fault of ministers, not
civic activists.
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The main target of the environmental organizations was the United States, whose chief negotiator, Frank Loy, took a pie in his face one
day. I met him soon afterwards and said that I didn’t approve. Frank
Loy said with a grin:”I didn’t like it either, it was a bad quality cake.”
Little Finland was also attacked by the environmental organizations. We were accused of attempting to water down the whole
Kyoto Protocol. Behind this there is a complex issue of the method
of calculating the carbon dioxide sink formed by forests. Forest trees
and other vegetation absorb carbon dioxide from the air. Finland’s
forests appear to be a source or a sink of carbon dioxide, depending
on what is taken into account in calculations. If only the change in
forested area was taken into account, Finnish forests would appear
to be a source of carbon dioxide, as their acreage has slightly declined since 1990. However, the total volume of trees in our forests
has increased since 1990, so if this is also taken into consideration,
Finland’s forests look like a carbon dioxide sink. In this case, our
obligation to reduce other emissions would be reduced. However,
Finland only demanded that the sinks do not increase our burden.
In other word, we demanded that due to the increase of trees in our
forests, the effect of the change in acreage should be neutralized. But
the environmental organizations accused Finland of selfishly trying
to use the forests as a trick to ease our emissions reductions, while
at the same time watering down the entire Kyoto Protocol. I got the
impression that representatives of certain EU countries pretty actively ‘leaked’ malevolent rumours about us.
After the opening session, Conference Chairman Jan Pronk presented a list of the most important issues that remained unresolved,
and suggested that ministers should start discussing them in four
groups. The EU selected lead countries to negotiate on each theme.
Finland and the Netherlands were entrusted with finance for developing countries, or how industrialized countries will help developing countries firstly to initiate their own climate policies, and
secondly to protect themselves from the effects of those climatic
changes that will occur anyway. The Netherlands was represented
at the EU coordinating meetings by Dick Benchop, State Secretary
for European Affairs, seemingly a very smart person. The Dutch
Minister of the Environment himself, Mr Pronk, chaired the whole
conference.
On Tuesday, Dick and I embraced our task and endeavoured to
find a thread of consensus with the other countries in negotiation
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situations. We were constantly trailed by a posse of civil servants
from various EU countries, fussing that you can’t say this or that,
you have no mandate to use such and such a term. On Tuesday
evening, the so-called Umbrella Group, including USA, Canada,
Australia, New Zealand and Japan among others, submitted their
own offer to the developing countries. Dick and I ordered Finnish
and Dutch civil servants to prepare the EU offer. They did it overnight. The proposal was debated at the meeting of EU ministers on
Wednesday morning. It took many hours. A lot of people felt that
it was too early to submit an offer. I don’t know if the decision had
materialized if the Umbrella Group hadn’t put their proposal forward the previous evening. This paper prepared by Finland and the
Netherlands remained the only detailed new offer made by the EU
at The Hague.
Pronk arrived at the conclusion that he should table a proposal
for an overall compromise. He requested a mandate to do so from
the plenary session. We held our breath to see whether the Ambassador of Saudi Arabia would again throw a spanner into the works;
he is a master of conference delaying tactics. He did request the
floor, demanding that Pronk should distribute his proposal translated into all six official UN languages. A pretty clever trick, I have
to admit. Pronk replied evenly that this was not possible, and in
any case there hardly was any non-native English speaker at the
conference whose English he admires as much as that of the Saudi
Ambassador. An unctuous smile settled on the Ambassador’s face,
and he sat down.
Pronk tabled his motion on Wednesday evening. The paper was
given an icy reception by the EU. During Thursday, the EU prepared
a list of proposed amendments to Pronk’s paper, with hardly any
concessions on the original targets. Only a few ministers pleaded
with the others: couldn’t we propose something negotiable? The
vast majority wanted to stick to our original positions to the last
moment. I wondered if I was surrounded by ministers or young idealists from civic groups. I felt like an old, pock-skinned realo. And
in Finland I am seen as something of a radical! Pronk’s proposal included the matter vital to Finland and Sweden, called in negotiation
slang ‘article 3.3 fix’, so I thought it best to refrain from commenting
on the sink issue, not to give the Finland-bashers more grist to the
mill.
We made little progress in our negotiations through Friday.
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During the night between Friday and Saturday, a smaller negotiating group met under Pronk’s leadership, trying to hammer out a
solution. I thought I had nothing to do but hang around and wait.
I went to the canteen with a couple of Finnish civil servants and
bought a small bottle of wine. As soon as I had corked it, a messenger told me that Pronk had set up a separate negotiating group
on finance for the developing countries, and I must go to represent
the EU.
I went. Pronk had appealed to the ministers that they should complete the last-minute negotiations themselves, and not leave the job
to civil servants. But the group dealing with issues of developing
countries contained no ministers other than the Netherlands’ Dick
Benchop and myself, in addition to the Danish and South African
ministers who were chairing the meeting. You wouldn’t have guessed
from the atmosphere that these were the final moments of wideranging and difficult negotiations lasting several years. The coalition
of developing countries or G77 had almost totally rewritten the section of Pronk’s paper referring to financing of developing countries.
The most vocal of the G77 delegates was a female lawyer from the
Philippines, who gave interminable presentations on the historical
backgrounds of various legal terms. While speaking, she practically
worked herself up into a trance, and each time she finished, she gave
an exhausted sigh and sank deep into her chair. The delegate from
Nigeria, President of the G77, sat wearing expensive shades and
smiled sarcastically, his addresses sounded sarcastic, too.
Many hours passed and we were getting absolutely nowhere. At
some point, Dick Benchop had sneaked off. About five o’clock in the
morning I said that this is not the kind of negotiating we should be
doing on the last night; we are nitpicking over minor details, when
we should be concentrating on the main issues. What is more, apart
from the chairmen, I was the only minister present. I stood up and
left.
I went into Finland’s tiny office. I placed three chairs in line
and stretched myself across them. I thought that I won’t be able to
sleep, but at least I’ll be horizontal for a bit. Much to my surprise,
I fell asleep. I woke up at 6.30. I remembered instantly that I had
promised to call TV3’s Good Morning Finland broadcast at 6.39 The
Hague time. I made the call. I asked the civil servants who were
awake to rebook my return flight for a later one.
At around seven, the invitation came to attend the EU meeting.
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At some stage during the night, Britain’s Deputy Prime Minister,
John Prescott, had negotiated with USA’s Frank Loy, and they had
drawn up their own proposal for a compromise. At the EU meeting,
Prescott was the only one to support it. I rejected it too. I had been in
favour of readiness to compromise per se throughout. But Prescott’s
paper proposed very favourable special treatment in terms of carbon
sinks for three countries, the USA, Canada and Japan. The Swedish
Minister for the Environment, Kjell Larsson, said that he can’t return home with an agreement where the forests of three countries
with thriving forest industries are a part of a ‘political package’, but
Sweden’s forests are not. I also took the view that I didn’t have a
mandate to accept such a model.
A little later we were informed that the group led by Pronk had
decided that a solution was too remote, and wrapped up. The last
moment, until which the EU had to stay firm, had passed EU by, and
the others too.
I asked the officials to rebook the flight they had cancelled a
moment ago. I set off for home right away. I wanted to make it to
Saariselkä to the Kaamosjazz festival. It’s the only recreation this
autumn I have booked for myself, excluding spending time at the
cabin.
The Finnish Ambassador accompanied me to the airport. Good
thing, too. I was so confused from exhaustion that after the security
check I dropped my ticket on the floor. I had apparently thought I’d
put the ticket and boarding card in my handbag, but pushed them
past it. I realized at the departure gate. The Ambassador went back
to look for my ticket and fortunately found it.
In Finland, a gaggle of reporters was waiting at the airport, as if
for some celebrity. I called The Hague, and was told that they had
held another EU meeting after my departure, which concluded that
the negotiations had ended in failure. A prominent minister had
exclaimed: “We must start negotiating!” So quick on the uptake,
enough to make a slow native of Häme jealous.
They are recounting the votes in Florida. The new President may
be Bush.
I can’t get my head around Florida’s vote counting. How is it possible that the voting slip of one electoral district in a federal election
is different from the others, and misleading to boot? And how is it
possible to set a deadline for recounting the votes, shouldn’t it continue until all the votes are checked?
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Sunday 26 November 2000

Wednesday 29 November 2000

When I arrived in Saariselkä, I was completely boss-eyed, but managed to make it to the concert where Jukka waited with our friends
from Lapland, Marjatta and Jorma. (Later I heard that some industry reps had expressed their amazement to Taina that I was there
at all, and what’s more, looking quite perky. Well, I certainly didn’t
feel perky.) The concert was good, but unfortunately Jorma had already managed to invite mates from round his way to our shared
digs for a nightcap. I didn’t have the guts to hit the sack right away,
I was afraid the guests would think me snooty. I tried to sit up and
stay awake. I did tell them that I had had almost no sleep the night
before. One of the guests asked: “How on earth do you manage to
stay up?” Tell me about it, I thought. Luckily Marjatta went to bed,
so after a while I dared to leave too.

I managed to have almost my full three sick days. But today I had
to leave Tampere for the evening and go to Helsinki, because I had
promised to go on television to discuss nuclear power with Sinikka
Mönkäre on the Päivärinta talk show. Sinikka is a doctor and looked
a little disapproving when I said that I am actually still off sick. I
didn’t like to confess that before the live broadcast I had already
been to the financial reporters’ club to talk about the same topic.

Monday 27 November 2000
The third dose of chemo. This time I had it at HYKS in Helsinki. The
drug was administered into the vein at a much more rapid rate than
in Tampere, where they put a valve in the drip to slow it down. At
HYKS, the drug is allowed to run into the veins as quickly as possible. The nurses rush around, half running. It’s a wonder they don’t
mix up the patients’ drugs. It’s just as well that each bottle bears the
patient’s name on a label and the patient must check her name on
the bottles herself.
The doctor complimented me on appearing in public and said
that new patients are arriving on average less anxious than before,
as they see me working at full throttle. I was surprised, but of course
it felt good to hear this.
The doctor looked at my veins and said that the cytostatics cause
some of the veins in the arms to wither away, it can’t be helped. The
veins become tight and gradually atrophy. True, I notice the tightness of the veins when I hang from my bar.
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‘green’ alternative. Hah! In other words, they where plotting at the
MTI to present a sales argument for nuclear power that the price of
petrol will rise by a markka, if no new nuclear power station is built.
I insisted that the previously agreed version was calculated on both
alternatives, and this was agreed.
Later I heard that after the meeting, a certain MTI civil servant
had said to a person from the Ministry of the Environment: “It’s
great that someone sometimes trips up Taisto Turunen. Watch out
for him.” Turunen is the head of the MTI Department of Energy.

December.
Ashtanga yoga.

Friday 1 December 2000

Saturday 2 December 2000

Last night, I was already in bed when I heard my younger daughter
come in downstairs. I went to get a drink of water without turning
on the light. My daughter switched the light on the stairs and set off
to come upstairs. I waited to see if she wanted to talk to me. At the
top of the stairs, my daughter saw me, shrieked, took a deep breath,
pressed her hand to her heart and yelled: “How awful, a bald hairless apparition!” She had only come upstairs to get something, and
hadn’t realized that I was at home.
There was a meeting of the Kyoto ministerial working group today. We received the new projections on the costs of the emissions
reductions to the national economy from the two economic research
institutes. They are a little more favourable than previous figures for
‘our alternative’, or the alternative of no additional nuclear power.
There has been a lot of debate on energy taxes in the ministerial
group. According to the projections, they will have to be raised in
any event, whether another nuclear power station is built or not.
The calculations have included a two billion markka increase on
petrol duty, which would mean about one markka on the price of
a litre of petrol. However, the economists at both institutes have
found the tax on petrol to be a relatively ineffective means of reducing emissions. Taxation on power and fuel for heating and industry
is about five times more effective. I had demanded that they should
also do a projection on a scenario where the hike on petrol duty
is omitted and other energy taxes correspondingly raised slightly
more. Nevertheless, this version was still not available. I asked what
was holding it up. It transpired that the MTI had planned omitting
the petrol duty only from the nuclear power scenario, but not the

We didn’t go to the island for the weekend, but to Terrimäki, my
parents’ holiday home in Kuhmoinen. I must run up a dress for
the Independence Day Reception and sewing on the island would
be too awkward. I have picked out the materials with my architect
brother.
I’ve no time to sew today, as it’s already night, we got away from
town pretty late. It was glorious to take a sauna and go for a swim.
It feels odd, when in early December the temperature is still several
degrees above zero. Now we’re waiting for the lavarets to cook in
the oven.
The latest New Scientist opines in its leader that the EU wasted
an opportunity at The Hague that may never be repeated. The Bush
administration may not even agree to the same as the Clinton administration. Quite so.
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Tuesday 5 December 2000
I carried on with the sewing last night in Helsinki, past midnight. I
was forced to break off when I ran out of material for the top layer.
Tonight I couldn’t get on with sewing my dress, as I was on the
TV2 live broadcast ‘Weather night’. It was a discussion on climate
change. There were a large number of participants in the debate,
dozens. I got home to Pispala just before midnight.
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Wednesday 6 December 2000

Thursday 7 December 2000

At the Independence Day Presidential Reception my wig was a runaway success. My outfit has never been praised and photographed
so much. I’ve never had such a great time in general before at the
annual ball at the Presidential Palace.
Admittedly, I managed to break all records in messing up before
the party. I continued sewing the dress today. The sewing machine
whirred in our kitchen in Pispala. I decided that the underlayer of
the dress looked stupid, so partially remade it.
When the dress was finished but for hemming the sleeves and
ironed, I looked at the clock. I decided that if we go now, we’ll just
manage to grab a meal somewhere before the train leaves. We didn’t
dare go further from the platform than the station restaurant. We
had a surprisingly reasonable meal there. Having got on the train,
I realized that my handbag was missing. I had concentrated on not
forgetting the bag with the dress and the sewing paraphernalia
when leaving the restaurant. I ran back to the restaurant, my bag
was there. I even made it to the train. I carried on hand-stitching the
dress. It was finished somewhere between Hämeenlinna and Riihimäki.
Trying on the dress at Pispala, I had thought that the colour of
the wig didn’t really go with the dress. I called my brother from the
train. He agreed to leave his own party to pass judgment. I asked
him if I should wear my usual maroon scarf instead of the wig after all, as it went surprisingly well with the colour of the dress. My
brother had the idea of folding the scarf into a band and tying it
hippie-style across my forehead over the wig. It looked good. Putting on my make-up was also a lot of faffing about, like I couldn’t
find my mascara anywhere. My brother found it in the end. I only
just made it for when the car came to pick us up.
When the President saw me in the greeting line, she burst out
laughing. So did many others. MP Kirsi Ojansuu was bent double
with laughter. She said that she had been a little worried when I
said I’d acquired a Hillary Clinton style wig. She had thought that it
won’t suit me, but didn’t like to say so. But I had actually said that
the wig was Chelsea Clinton style.

I made it to the Sauna Society after the parliamentary session. It was
glorious to take a sauna and to swim in the cold sea for the first
time in ages. In my usual spot, the hotter smoke sauna, one talkative
lady said: “Hey, we haven’t dissected the frocks at last night’s Palace
do!” A lively discussion ensued. I waited with bated breath in case
anybody passed comment on my wig arrangement. To my chagrin,
nobody mentioned it. I sat in the gloom of the sauna with a towel
around my head and didn’t think anyone recognized me. The ladies
were unanimous that MP Leena Harkimo was the most elegant. Her
husband, Hjallis, a well-known sports businessman, was slated for
treading on her dress several times. The President’s dress divided
opinions, as it did in the press. I thought the dress was stylish, at
least seen in the right setting. Of course, it can’t be the easiest job in
the world to design an evening dress for a woman who must carry
all the presidential chains and medals. The insignia of power are
designed for men’s clothing.
I took the car back to Parliament House to pick up my bike and
set off on it homewards.

82

Sunday 10 December 2000
My younger daughter and I have taken a beginners’ course in ash
tanga yoga. I have actually wanted to try it for over a year, but never
got round to it. This autumn my daughter was undecided about what
kind of exercise to take up. We hit on the idea of doing ashtanga together. The first beginners’ course with vacancies was only now. It worked
out well, as Jukka also has things to do in Helsinki this weekend.
The course leader, Petri, is such a good advert for ashtanga yoga
that you’d be hard pushed to find better. I don’t know that I’ve ever
seen a person so positively glowing with health and well-being.
On Saturday we only did sun salutations, or suryanamascaras. Today we went over the series of elementary asanas. At both sessions, I
was streaming with perspiration and felt incredibly good. I slept really well. The whole thing feels positive. I think I’ll choose ashtanga
as my own ‘miracle cure’. People there were mostly quite young. I
didn’t have the guts to go to the session without a scarf, so I’ve selected a cotton scarf as my ‘sweat scarf’ for using at the sessions.
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Wednesday 13 December 2000

Friday 15 December 2000

The Cabinet Wednesday evening negotiation dealt with the policy
decision on repositioning of spent nuclear fuel. I proposed that the
decision should not be made until later, after the conditions deep
inside the bedrock in the Olkiluoto area have been more closely examined. No other party of the coalition supported this. The debate
concurred that the decision actually only constitutes permission for
Posiva, the company responsible for the repositioning of spent nuclear fuel, to embark on expensive investigations at the depth of half
a kilometre. The idea behind the legislation is that if it was permitted to undertake expensive investigations without having the green
light from the Government and Parliament, it would in fact tie the
Government’s and Parliament’s hands.
The negotiating session agreed that Sinikka Mönkäre and I will negotiate the final wording of the decision regarding certain issues, including the items Posiva is required to investigate under the ground.
When the meeting was finished, Sinikka said that she won’t bring
the matter to the Cabinet until the second week in January, so we
will have plenty of time to finalize the texts.
After the weekend course, I have attended led ashtanga practice a
couple of times, and done my sun salutations every morning. I have
slept unbelievably well. Apparently, ashtanga is an effective relaxant. So effective that in meetings during the day, I find I’m about to
drop off if I’m not speaking myself, but obliged to listen to others for
any length of time. Perhaps my accumulated exhaustion is manifesting itself.

The Cabinet proposed and the President passed to Parliament the
long-awaited gay marriage bill. The Greens managed to remove two
items from the statement of reason which gay men and lesbians had
considered demeaning.
After the Presidential Session, we had Christmas mulled wine
in the Prime Minister’s Office. Father Christmas said: “Good thing
we’re getting gay marriage legislation, it’ll certainly make life easier
at Santa’s grotto in Korvatunturi.”
But the first meeting of the morning was the EU ministerial committee. It discussed the next Environment Council, where the climate
negotiations after The Hague will be addressed. One of the remaining bones of contention is whether industrial countries should be
allowed to award themselves emissions deductions if they finance
new nuclear power plants in other countries. In the compromise
tabled in The Hague by Pronk this is forbidden, although it is put
rather obliquely. One minister insisted that Finland must oppose
Pronk’s formula. I interjected, rather perturbed, that Finland has
done a great deal of work to get through the sink issue genuinely
vital for us, the ‘3.3. fix’, and that because of this, Finland has become one of the scapegoats of the whole negotiations. As France and
Britain, the countries selling nuclear power stations, are prepared to
accept Pronk’s formula, Finland would totally lose her environmental reputation within the EU by opposing it. At the same time, we
would jeopardize a truly important issue for us, the carbon sinks.
Lipponen said that the presenting minister, or myself, had acted
quite correctly. Thankfully, I had had the opportunity a couple of
days previously to report on The Hague Conference to the Economy
Council.

Thursday 14 December 2000
Today the civil servants at the MTI informed Taina that the repositioning of nuclear waste will be brought to the Cabinet the week
before Christmas, or Thursday 21 December. In other words, I will
probably again be forced to attend the Cabinet session on my sick
leave day, as my next chemo is on Wednesday 20 December.
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Saturday 16 December 2000
At the island cabin. Last night, I picked fresh parsley from the yard
for the table. Definitely the first time I’ve done that halfway through
December.
Jukka has been here since Thursday, I only made it last night.
Jukka said that Thursday and Friday were pretty bright and sunny,
gorgeous. Now there’s a cold wind, the thermometer is showing
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two or three degrees centigrade. My hands almost froze when I was
washing the dishes in the porch.
I didn’t manage to leave Parliament until after four yesterday,
because I had to wait to be quizzed by the Grand Committee for
quite a long time. It was already dark when I left Helsinki. It was
pitch black at sea. Luckily the wind wasn’t bad. For quite a long way,
lights from an island showed us the way, then it was hard to see anything. There was a little drizzle or fog in the air. It felt like there was
a black wall in front of us; behind us, we could at least see the glow
of lights from Hamina and Kotka. Jukka drove the rest of the way
very slowly. I was really happy that the sea was fairly calm.

Monday 18 December 2000
Brussels, meeting of the EU Environment Council. At lunch, we discussed what to do now that we drew a blank in The Hague. Many
colleagues blamed the failure at The Hague on ‘lack of internal
solidarity within the EU’. The people who expressed this view had
largely represented the ‘we won’t give in an inch’ line at The Hague.
Nobody specified what they meant by the expression, but I was left
with a feeling that it may have referred to Finland, among others.
During the EU internal negotiations, Finland’s policy was to seek a
compromise, but we Finns did not question EU policy when talking
to outsiders. If I had the opportunity of defining those who lacked
internal solidarity, I would point a finger at countries who spread
rumours denigrating Finland. In my own address, I drew attention
to the leader in New Scientist. It accused the EU of wasting an opportunity that will not be repeated. Many people watched me pensively. I wonder if my reputation is terminally ruined?

Wednesday 20 December 2000
I had my fourth dose of cytostatic agents, my sick leave will take me
straight to the Christmas holiday.
I had the drip at HYKS like last time. This time, I had scarcely any
time for listening to music or reading, I was busy gassing with other
patients in the same room. One of them said that she was following
in my footsteps. My example had given her courage. This treatment
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room full of women at least seemed to be in good form, except for
one who apparently had a more severe regime of drug treatment
and who kept silent.
When I got home to Pispala, I spent many hours at the kitchen
table distance working, making phone calls and sending emails. The
MTI had modified the text on repositioning of spent nuclear fuel
roughly as it was supposed to, but it was lacking the undertaking
demanded by the Green Parliamentary Group that the Parliament
is given the opportunity of intervening once more, before the actual building permission is granted for the repository. I extracted a
promise from Osmo that he will put the issue to the vote. Otherwise,
I would have to leave home at 7.45 in the morning, as the Cabinet
session starts exceptionally at ten.
In the early evening I began to feel mildly nauseous. I made some
beetroot juice, drank it and had a little porridge. I lay down on the
bed to read. I began to feel that I needed a more effective anti-emetic. I got up to get it, but in the kitchen, beetroot-coloured liquid exploded from my mouth into the sink. I continued to the bathroom.
I didn’t have time to lift the toilet seat, but my stomach discharged
the next lot into the hand basin. Well, when I had vomited enough, I
felt somehow cleansed, and actual nausea has never returned since
then. I feel slightly queasy from time to time, when the vision of a
luminous orange bag of drugs comes to my mind.
Up to now, I had only vomited the once, in the Helsinki flowerbed. They say that the fourth time is often the worst.
My eyebrows have started to thin.

Thursday 21 December 2000
I slept late. I woke up just after 9. I found a message on my Communicator that my presence was required at the Cabinet session. I called
Katariina, who told me that Lipponen’s adviser had demanded that
I should be there. I began to feel like they were trying to make me
the first human victim of the spent nuclear fuel. Oh well, by then, it
was impossible to get to Helsinki for ten.
After this chemotherapy session, I have started to feel sick at the
thought of future doses. Time and again, I get visions of the bright
orange drug, I think it is called cyclophosphamide. It’s hard to look
at anything remotely resembling the colour of this drug, nausea
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strikes instantly.
Quite a lot of today was again spent distance working, reading
mail I had brought with me at the kitchen table.
When I went for a walk to the shore of Pyhäjärvi, there was already some ice on it.

a few hours of daytime set aside every week for dealing with my
mail. Up to now, I have hardly had time to sit at my ‘actual desk’ at
the Ministry at all.

Friday 22 December 2000

We did get some snow for Christmas Eve, but only just. We, that
is Jukka and I, both my daughters and the elder daughter’s fiance,
spent the evening at Daddy’s. This is the first Christmas without
mother. On the way to father’s, we took a candle to mother’s grave.
In the sauna, my daughters viewed my operated boob and decided that it doesn’t look too bad. It’s true. But you can’t say the same
about the hair. My eyebrows have begun to fall out and my pubic
hair is thinning, which looks silly.
Father had made the rosolli [salad of cooked beetroot, potato, carrot and gherkins], the other dishes were mainly made by Jukka and
myself. On my sick days, I had time to quietly prepare the gravad fish
and potato and swede bakes into the freezer, ready for putting in the
oven. The daughters had made a vegetable bake, the youngsters are
vegetarians. The bakes and lamb roast cooked while we were taking
our saunas, and the scent of Christmas permeated the house.
My appetite has almost returned to normal, and the Christmas
fare tasted exactly as it ought.

According to the news on the radio, the MTI has announced that
meeting our Kyoto target would be excessively costly without nuclear power. What a nice trick just before Christmas! Today, I have
been preparing my response, explaining how ‘Arithmetic according
to the MTI’ exaggerates these costs. To start with, the MTI talks about
total costs and not the difference between two alternatives, with and
without a new nuclear power station. There is a price for the climate
policy even if the nuclear capacity is increased. Secondly, the MTI
includes energy taxes as costs. In fact, energy taxes do not increase
total taxation, but the energy tax is reimbursed to people in the form
of reductions in employment taxes, as has been the case up to now.
As a matter of fact, energy taxes are also needed in order to reduce
employment taxes, and thus to create an incentive for working.

Saturday 23 December 2000
Yesterday the wind had broken the ice on Pyhäjärvi into pieces, they
tinkled against each other on the shore.
I read in the paper that too little sleep increases susceptibility to
malignant tumours. It’s easy to believe that lack of rest will reduce
resistance and increase risk of all kinds of things, including cancer.
I immediately decided to become more disciplined and organize
my schedule so that I can sleep 7–8 hours a night even on working
days, instead of the current 5–6 hours.
Up till now, every single working day, if I’ve been in Helsinki, I
have taken home a pile of mail and printouts of emails, as well as
papers connected with the next day’s meetings and negotiations. In
practice, I have usually been able to attack the mail at the earliest
around ten o’clock at night, often much later. Now I’m going to put
a stop to it, there’s no sense in it. I will insist that my schedule has
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Sunday 24 December 2000, Christmas Eve

Tuesday 26 December 2000, Boxing Day
True to our tradition, we had invited friends round for a meal on
Boxing Day. We moved the table into the living room, so we could
all get around it. The food went down well, which was lucky, since
I’m incapable of cooking small quantities of food for Christmas. Jukka’s gravad whitefish attracted particular praise.
We sat in candlelight, and Christmas surrounded us as a friendly
soft twilight. Markku, my classmate Tiina’s husband, looked at Jukka’s thick hair and substantial beard and said: “Lucky your family’s
hair average is still pretty good!”
When our guests had gone, we packed food and camping gear
and took the night train to Lapland. The doctor has given me permission to spend a week at a cabin in the wilderness.
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Year 2001

January.
Earthquakes in Latin America.

Monday 1 January 2001
We have spent the week in Unarinköngäs, in the back of the beyond,
among silent ancient fir trees. We found the place last year, when we
wanted to escape the millennium nonsense after the pressure cooker of Finland’s EU presidency. The cabin is full of atmosphere and
peace, but no electricity and practically no mobile phone reception.
The Meltausjoki River runs past it, and at the rapids the river remains unfrozen throughout the year. We had to leave the car on the
other side of the river, and carry our stuff for about 400 metres. The
crossing is by a suspension bridge. Underneath, the water rushes
through rocks. In winter frosts, round and oval ice tables form over
the rocks, with fringes of icicles hanging from the edges, like cloths
on a Russian feasting table.
On arrival in Rovaniemi we had a little surprise. Jukka had made
sure that the car was not the first in the wagon on the train, because
the car at the front is most susceptible to being covered in snow. But
in the morning he found that a side window had been left open.
There was a couple of centimetres of snow all over the inside of the
car. We started to clear out the snow in the station car park. My fingers almost froze off, I had to go into the station hall to warm up.
When we set off, the windows steamed up the whole time. The
remnants of snow inside naturally melted and added to moisture in
the air. Thankfully, we found a place for breakfast where you could
drive the car into a garage.
When we continued towards the north, the windscreen stayed
largely transparent. On the way we jested that really, true to our tradition, we should take a morning swim on Rovaniemi public beach
on the River Kemijoki. We always do this on our summer rambling
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excursions, having arrived at Rovaniemi on the night train. This
time we decided to skip the swim, as neither of us had packed a
swimming costume.
When we reached the end of the road passable by car, it was
around twelve-thirty, and the temperature was between 25 and 30
below zero. We had all our gear inside the cabin by around two. At
one stage, walking along the river to the bridge to get more stuff, I
felt like my face was freezing solid.
Luckily, the fires in both the kitchen and main room caught at
first attempt. The sauna warmed up quickly, too. It felt like heaven
to beat my body with a vihta in the dense heat of the sauna. Going
for the first time into the river, which was only partially iced over, I
didn’t think I could fulfill the ‘norm’ or take three dips, but we did
both manage it.
Going to bed, the cabin still felt pretty cool, it took some doing to
get undressed and get into the sleeping bag. But after a little habituation, we got warm in our double sleeping bag, side by side.
Marjatta and Jorma arrived on Wednesday, just right into a nicely
warmed cabin.
The days are short, it’s light roughly from nine-thirty to perhaps
three in the afternoon. That daylight is like the lingering moment
just before sunrise, merged with the moment just after sunset. If the
sky is clear, the high cloud is pink, just like it is supposed to be when
the sun is slightly below the horizon. Only for about an hour it’s
light enough for a candle not to add light to the cabin.
It’s easy to go to bed early, because by nine or ten at night it’s already been dark for hours. So, most nights we’ve had a long sleep.
Every morning I have got up as soon as I can just see the log walls. I
have spread my ashtanga mat on the kitchen floor, so as not to disturb the others’ sleep, and done the sun salutations. I have decided
to be disciplined in my practice of ashtanga. At least up to now, it
has always made me feel good. After my chemo I had a break of
three days from it.
While I’ve been doing my yoga, Jukka has usually woken up,
and we’ve gone together for a morning dip in the ice hole. Jukka
invented a method of making ice hole swimming more comfortable.
He put a cellular plastic camping mattress on the edge, so we don’t
shred our knees on the sharp ice edge when getting out. On Sunday
morning, with the temperature 26 degrees below, swimming in the
river felt like real brisk activity. Marjatta looked out of the window
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and timed us. I took a little more than 10 seconds to take a dip in the
river, from the edge back up again.
During daylight hours, we need to chop the firewood, carry logs
and water into the house, naturally spend time enjoying the outdoors, and if there is time, also lay the sauna fire ready for lighting.
On Friday, Jukka and Jorma went fishing, but soon came back; their
fingers were cold and the lines froze solid. In the meantime, Marjatta
and I went off to search for the spring that was supposed to be about
300 metres from the cabin. The river water is quite dark for drinking.
We tried to follow the direction of the signpost, but couldn’t find it.
In the meantime, Jukka had found the spring, or actually a clearwater brook, from where we have since fetched our drinking water.
On Friday night there was a good snowfall, and we set off on a
skiing trip. The deep snow emphasized the tall, narrow shape of the
spruce trees, the forest was like pillars in a cathedral. It reminded
me of the song: “Let the forest be my church.” Jorma and Jukka tried
fishing again, but caught nothing. We have also tried to find an otter
we saw fishing a couple of times last year, but this year the funny
little chap has hidden from us. Last year, we saw the otter’s slides
too, tracks on snow-covered rocks where the otter had gone for a
swim. We did see a set of fresh otter tracks, and some other tracks
that Jukka and Jorma thought belonged to a pine marten.
I had bought a fun knitted clown hat from a textile artist at a
women’s Christmas fair, and thought that I could wear it here. But
I couldn’t put it on. One of the colours in the hat reminds me of the
orange of that worst cytostatic agent. Lucky I brought another warm
woolly hat.
We have taken a sauna every night. Even Marjatta has taken a
dip in the icy water from the sauna this year, Jorma, too, a couple of
times. And after the sauna, we’ve gorged ourselves in candlelight,
to the sound of a roaring fire. We brought the leftovers of Christmas foods, and there was plenty: Marjatta’s reindeer roast, our roast
lamb and a soup made from the turkey leftovers, oven bakes, beetroot salad, gravad Baltic herring and even a little gravad lax.
One night I had a dream that I had begun to sprout straw-yellow
hair, and the colour looked really stupid. Another night I dreamed
that I was in the bath with Tarja Halonen, the occasion was photographed and I showed Jukka the picture.
On New Year’s night, which according to mathematical logic was
the real turn of the millennium, we lit a big fire in the yard, and lit 20
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big sparklers in the snowdrifts in honour of 20 centuries. We toasted
with champagne and Jorma played the saxophone.

Tuesday 2 January 2001
We arrived at Tampere at the crack of dawn on the night train. In the
evening, our neighbours phoned and again sang a serenade. The
wife said that she had heard in town that I was ‘riddled’ with cancer.
People are so nice!
The doctor has said that people undergoing chemotherapy usually start growing back their hair during the final treatments. So, my
hair should start appearing this month. If my hair grows at its usual
rate, a centimetre a month, by my 50th birthday in June it should
be about 5 centimetres long. That would be quite a sensible length
already.

Thursday 4 January 2001
It must have been the first day in my entire ministerial career when
I have had time to spend the best part of the day tidying the piles
of paper on my desk. Wonderful! Not even a full two years before I
had a day like this.
Yesterday passed mainly grappling with climate policy. In addition, the reporter from Kansan Uutiset came to interview me. He was
surprised when I cracked jokes about my breast cancer.

Tuesday 9 January 2001
Italy’s Green minister of Europe, Mattioli, met Osmo and myself
in Finland yesterday. He is very keen on researching the effects on
health of mobile phone electromagnetic fields.
I discussed Vuosaari Harbour with the Ministry civil servants.
The Supreme Administrative Court has referred the matter for retrial. A good year ago, the Cabinet voted on whether the harbour
has an adverse effect on the natural environmental values of the
adjoining Natura area. I suggested that it does. The majority disagreed. Now, the Supreme Administrative Court has decided that
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the Cabinet was not the appropriate organ to decide the issue, but
the Ministry of the Environment. I said to the civil servants that I
intend to stick to my former position. This means that the Ministry
of Transport must initiate an assessment of whether the harbour is
vital for the country and whether there are any alternatives regarding the location. The directive is written in such a way that projects
of vital national importance, with no existing sensible alternative,
may be implemented, even if they harm Natura. I outlined the situation to the chairmen of the Government Parties. Their faces were
pretty glum. Lipponen said that it looked like there was an election
looming. I felt like saying that there is always an election looming.

Thursday 11 January 2001
The fifth and penultimate chemo. I discussed my trip to Latin America with the doctor. He said that the anti-malaria drug and cytostatic
agents do not interfere with each other. He wrote a prescription for
antibiotics and recommended that to be on the safe side, I should
start the course in a week’s time, to ward off diarrhoea and other
diseases in the tropics, when my resistance is at its lowest around
the tenth day following the chemotherapy.
The doctor remarked that the governing body of the hospital had
demanded that it must cut its cytostatics budget. It seemed cruel.
Cytostatic agents save people’s lives, even if we don’t know who
will be saved and who won’t. Yet, I was surprised by the costs mentioned by the doctor: an average course of chemotherapy costs 6,000
markkas a month. If my cytostatics are medium-priced, the whole
course will cost about 24,000 markkas in all.
My veins were playing tricks. The nurse tried to insert the drip
into a vein that looked promisingly plump, but the vein kept slipping away. We changed hands. When the saline solution ran into
the vein, my hand began to smart. The nurse placed the drip bottle
below my hand, and the blood flowed back from the vein. So, the
reflux was working and everything should have been in order. But
the saline solution kept smarting. Before the actual cytostatics were
administered, the nurse moved the cannula to another vein, to be
doubly sure. Apparently, if the vein is leaky and the cytostatics enter
the tissues, it may cause tissue damage. More stuff for nightmares,
great.
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Sunday 14 January 2001
I have felt better this time than last, and needed fewer strong antiemetics than last time. The back of my hand is bruised where the
nurse first tried to insert the cannula. Obviously, the first vein vas
a little leaky. Lucky that the nurse swapped the drip into another
vein.
The amount of light has increased so clearly that it felt right to
take the Christmas tree away.
On Friday when I went for a walk, the Lake Pyhäjärvi was again
freezing over starting from the shoreline. Today most of the lake
looks frozen to some degree, with a small area open in the middle.
The Lake Näsijärvi is still almost free of ice.
Today Jukka came with me for a walk. The sun shone and it felt
light. On the way back we noticed that on south-facing roofs, the
snow was melting. I can’t remember ever seeing melt water running
down the guttering while Pyhäjärvi is only just beginning to freeze
over.
I will have to leave for Helsinki in the evening, as I’ll have to leave
at a quarter to six on Monday morning for the airport.

Wednesday 17 January 2001
Peru. Our ultra-active ambassador, Mikko Pyhälä, has prepared a
real killer schedule. On Monday, the flight via Amsterdam to Lima
took 20 hours. On Tuesday and Wednesday too, we have had to leave
the hotel before six in the morning. And Monday was extended by 7
hours by the time difference. The next night was pretty short, too. I
heard that Mikko would have crammed our schedule even fuller, if
I hadn’t been undergoing chemotherapy.
Before the trip, I bought part two of Harry Potter in English, part
one wasn’t available in paperback. Katariina recommended Potter
for me to read while convalescing. I decided to make my acquaintance with the young wizard on this trip, with insufficient official
papers for all the flights. It was fun to find the first book for ages that
I can get lost in, like I did when I was a child.
The early start on Tuesday morning was because there was no
other way of reaching Machu Picchu on public transport. We flew
to Cuzco, capital of the ancient Inca nation, and continued by bus
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and train towards Aguas Calientes at the foot of Machu Picchu. The
mountain scenery was magnificent, but I couldn’t help my eyes closing every now and then. Mikko sat beside me. Every time I opened
my eyes, he started telling me things, such as the decline of biodiversity in the forests. The eucalyptus spreads like a weed, as it does
in many other countries. On the train we were served coca tea, mate
de coca, which is as common a beverage in the Andes as coffee in Finland. The tea was nice, at least no more potent than coffee. I wanted
to buy some to take back to Finland, but unfortunately we found out
that coca tea is classified as a drug in Finland.
In Aguas Calientes, we checked into a hotel consisting of small
cabins, one of the most beautiful I have ever seen, and then we were
taken by bus to the altitude of 2,500 metres on the legendary Machu
Picchu. Finland has funded environmental services in the area, particularly waste management. Hordes of tourists leave behind considerable quantities of rubbish.
The road to the top was naturally exciting, as roads climbing up
mountainsides always are. The higher we climbed, the better the
view of the steep, green mountains that are thousands of metres
high. The Incas must have sweated some, to have built their temple area so high. On Machu Picchu, our guide was a real expert,
the head of the National Institute of Culture in Cuzco. He was a
man with grey hair, but sprang up the slopes and stone steps like a
mountain goat. I am well trained, too, by the long steps of Pispala
ridge, but I had a job keeping up with him, and gasped for air like
a fish out of water. For the first time during my course of chemo,
I wondered if the toxins have impaired my fitness. Naturally, the
altitude played a part, none of the Finns was a better squirrel than I
was. Admittedly, I don’t know if people stayed behind the minister
for the sake of protocol.
In the evening there was an event at the Town Hall, where the
Finns were addresses like some kind of saviours (subsequently, I
received a certificate by post, bestowing to me an honorary citizenship of the town). Most of the time, we sat by candlelight, as the
power lines into the town were malfunctioning. Occasionally the
lights flashed on for a moment, but went out again. Our discussion
revealed that the town of Aguas Calientes receives not a centimo
from tourism, although naturally many inhabitants and businesses
make money from it. The cash required for refuse services should
be coming from the government, but a poor country’s purse strings
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are tight. I gained a new appreciation of local self-government and
the right of municipalities to levy taxes. What would happen, if for
example the municipality of Kittilä in Lapland didn’t receive a penny piece from the tourism on Levi, but was forced to beg the government for cash to cover all the costs incurred by tourists? If Peru
had local self-government, perhaps the river, which looks like one
continuous rapids running past the town, would have a number of
small hydropower plants, and the town’s electricity supplies weren’t
dependent on the large power station some distance away.
From the Town Hall, we set off towards the spa built at the hot
springs, aguas calientes in Spanish. We had to watch our steps, as
the electric lights were still out. Our guide had a torch. The narrow
street was lined with many small restaurants that seemed to serve
mainly pizza and pasta. It was pleasant to wallow in the hot pools.
I had imagined that the next morning I would be able to sit a
while on my cabin terrace and rest my eyes on the wonderful trees
and plants of the tropical forest. But in the evening we heard that
the train will leave earlier than we had been told, and that we would
again have to leave the hotel before six the next morning. To make
doubly sure of a short night’s sleep, someone had kindly booked
a wake-up call for me half an hour earlier than I had set my own
alarm.
During the day, I met with Javier Pérez de Cuéllar, Prime Minister
of the Peruvian interim government. It was good to meet the aged
Excellency, the former UN Secretary General, face to face. Following a tip from Mikko, I said to him that the Machu Picchu problem
could not be resolved without cooperation involving the Ministry of
Education, Ministry of Transport, Ministry of Agriculture and Ministry of Defence. De Cuéllar promised to take up the matter immediately. In many developing countries, cooperation and consultation
between ministries is not a similar everyday routine as in Finland.
In the time of Peru’s corrupt president Alberto Fujimori, who was
overthrown last autumn, inter-ministry cooperation consisted of
Fujimori giving orders and the ministries doing as they were told.
The guests at the dinner hosted by the Ambassador included
ministers of the interim government. I had heard that this government is deemed to be the best in the nation’s history. At least all the
ministers I met seemed very smart. What is more, we had a great
time, I can’t remember laughing as much at any other official dinner. One of our topics of conversation was the Finnish tango. I told
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them about my own first experiences at summer outdoor dances in
the 60s. The most effective dance teacher I had was a boy who got
fed up with me always going in the opposite direction, and finally
snapped: “Keep your legs loose and follow me.” We also talked
about biodiversity of forests. I said that the decrease in forest area
is not a problem in Finland, but that many forest species are under
threat. My conversation partner replied: “Do you have biodiversity
in Finland, too? I thought that you only have two species.”

Thursday 18 January 2001
On the last morning in Peru, we met with representatives of civic
organizations. One of them is involved in a project disseminating information on characteristics of traditional crops of the Andes. Here,
in common with many other developing countries, people have unnecessarily begun to think that varieties developed elsewhere are
superior; although they may yield more, their nutritional value may
not be as good. If people were to grow traditional crops and varieties, such as quinoa, grain amarant and indigenous maize, it might
help reduce malnutrition in rural regions.
In Managua, the capital of Nicaragua, the Finnish attaché Sirpa
Mäenpää was waiting for us with large plastic bags. The bags contained earthquake equipment, a helmet, torch and whistle. After the
recent destructive earthquake in El Salvador, Sirpa had contacted
the Finnish Institute of Seismology and asked whether it was safe
to receive the minister. They had informed her that the earthquake
risk in the region is always the same, the El Salvador quake made it
no more or less.

Friday 19 January 2001
In the morning, my special adviser on development cooperation affairs, Marko Ulvila, joked that it had been hard to get to sleep with
the helmet on.
We visited several rural projects, each more touching than the last.
One project had taught milk producers to look after their cows so
that they produce more milk. The daily milk yield had risen from 2
litres to 4–5 litres per cow. In Finnish eyes, these figures seem pitiful,
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but here it is a major achievement, especially as it is accompanied by
organizing transport of the milk to the dairy without it going off. We
walked around the pastures among skinny cattle and cowpats. The
project had also taught cultivation of garden plants, giving families
a notable boost of both nutrition and income. The women appeared
to particularly appreciate it.
Next, we visited a cooperative dairy, gleaming with cleanliness.
The energetic young woman who showed us around the cooperative
was precisely the same type as women running Finnish dairy farms,
apart from the black hair. Members of the coop told us proudly
that they had found a market for their cheeses also in neighbouring
countries.
In the afternoon, we again picked our way through the cowpats
to a shelter, where people told us, eyes shining, about the small
businesses they had set up with the help of micro-loans: a bakery, a
wood carvery... Finally, we met women who with 500 dollar microloans had built themselves and their children houses to replace the
shacks cobbled up from scrap wood. The houses were extremely
basic by Finnish standards, but they did have straight walls, a floor
and a roof. And the water didn’t come in even in the rainy season.
With the help of cash from the credit organization, the area has also
gained a canal about half a metre wide that drained the water away
during the floods, so that mosquitoes spreading malaria and other
diseases have fewer breeding sites and the children remain healthier.
The micro-loans have also enabled people to purchase wood stoves
for their houses, instead of the former camp fires.
I asked the women about their lives. They informed me that a
number of them are single mothers. In Nicaragua it’s quite usual
that the husband simply takes off, leaving the wife and children destitute; most of the deserted women are unemployed. Yet, women are
very reliable repayers of the micro-loans, as they don’t up sticks and
leave at the drop of a hat. They earn money by cultivating a small
vegetable patch, for example.
In the hotel room, I was struck down by lightning diarrhoea. I
emptied my bowels in a nanosecond. I had failed to take the antibiotics prescribed by my doctor, the course of which I was supposed
to start yesterday, and this was my punishment. I think I might
have been infected by nasties from the bottle of water that had
rolled around the floor in the car. We had walked through countless cowpats. I decided to see if the diarrhoea passes with water and
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c amomile drops. I called room service to order more bottled water.
I had to call three times before anyone understood my request expressed in English. It’s obvious that American tourists do not flock
into Nicaragua.
I still hadn’t finished Harry Potter. I read almost until midnight,
and evil was duly defeated. My hands were almost shaking when I
put the book down.
After I had spent about half an hour trying to clear my brain of
the climax of the Chamber of Secrets, the bed began to shake sideways. An earthquake. Not very strong, nothing rattled or fell on the
floor. Five minutes later the bed shook again. And again five minutes later.
I remembered having heard that before big quakes, there are often smaller ones, as if they were warnings. Were these pre-shocks
of a major quake? I got dressed, grabbed the plastic bag with the
earthquake gear, and went downstairs via the fire exit.
The lobby was sleepy like some small town in a Márquez book,
where time stood still. The restaurant was closed, there was no hint
that a few hours ago, a jolly wedding celebration had been in full
swing. The man in reception leaned on his desk, smoking a cigarette. I decided that the earlier shocks were a part of everyday life
and turned back.
Climbing up to the fourth floor was so exhausting that I reckoned
that the diarrhoea must have made me weak. I decided to take some
of the prescribed antibiotic. At the same time, I read the directions
for the malaria drug. I hadn’t bothered reading them before leaving,
I thought I knew them by heart. Now it dawned on me that I had
remembered them the wrong way round. For five days, I had taken
the medication every day that I should have taken once a week – oh,
no! How can I be so stupid, a dimwit, an idiot! The directions said
that the drug is not suitable if the liver or kidneys are not functioning properly. Have I now ruined my liver or kidneys or both? It’s
Saturday morning in Finland, there’s no point in trying to call anyone to ask if I should do something. I decided to keep my bungling
to myself.
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Saturday 20 January 2001
I felt rough all day. In the morning, my hand shook when I was
making up my eyebrows. My real eyebrows have disappeared altogether during this trip. When there is nothing left of them, it’s hard
to know where to draw them. Many mornings, I’ve felt that I had
got my eyebrows skew-whiff, at different heights and unsymmetrical. This morning it was particularly awkward.
Nevertheless, I decided to continue the tour, as after last night
there was probably nothing left in my stomach.
All the day’s visits were connected to a reproductive health project. They were also very touching. But every time I stood up I felt
like I was passing out. I said that I needed a chair. Consequently,
people fussed around and found me a chair at each destination, in
one place even a rocking chair. Everywhere people made a fuss with
‘senora la ministra’ this and ‘senora la ministra’ that. I felt daft, but
had no alternative. The rocking chair was comfortable, but I was
embarrassed too.
One of the groups we met was of young people who produced a
youth magazine and a radio programme. In both of them, prevention of pregnancy and venereal disease and relations between boys
and girls are naturally only some of the themes. At the next stop, we
watched a performance by a youth theatre, which was a very condensed info bulletin against domestic violence. They presented me
with beautiful traditional dolls, which I’ll put on display at home.
In the afternoon, I ventured to drink a glass of Coke.

Sunday 21 January 2001
It’s years since I have lolled in a hammock! We have taken a breather
on the island of Ometepe in Lake Nicaragua. I have now swum in
the only lake in the world inhabited by freshwater shark.

Monday 22 January 2001
Yesterday, on the way back to Managua, we heard that there had
been more quakes in Managua, this time during the day.
From Nicaragua we travelled to El Salvador on a flying visit, to
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see the aftermath of a major earthquake. The airport at the capital,
San Salvador, was like something out of a science fiction movie.
From the outside, one didn’t see anything unusual, but the scene
was very strange inside. Shop windows were broken. All around,
air conditioning pipes were hanging from the ceiling. We met the
Minister of the Environment of El Salvador at the Foreign Ministry
building. The ceiling of the assembly hall was encircled by a halfcentimetre crack.
The largest numbers of dead were found in a suburb of the capital, in a very small area. Both international aid organizations and
local environmental organizations criticized the fact that building
is permitted in such areas. Construction of the residential area in
question on a mountainside had raised fierce debate at the time,
precisely because of the risk of earthquakes. There had even been
demonstrations against it. The Minister of the Environment told us
that the Ministry had tried to block the building, but the construction company had got its way in court.
In the evening, we continued our journey to Guatemala City, capital of Guatemala. In the night, the earth shook once more, again
around twelve. The bed rocked longer and more strongly than in
Managua. The windows creaked, but didn’t break. Thankfully, there
was only one quake. Still, it was difficult to get to sleep afterwards.
This trip has really taught me to appreciate solid Finnish bedrock!

Tuesday 23 January 2001
We visited a mountain town where Finland has funded the operation of a health centre. On the way, we saw people wearing the
colourful dress of the Maya people, the women’s dresses in particular were very beautiful and bright. This region was particularly
badly mauled by Guatemala’s civil war which lasted decades and
ended only five years ago.
We visited the health centre hospital, for the equipment of which
the local authorities would like further subsidies. Finnish experts
took a suspicious view of the idea. The hospital was built before
some election, as part of the election campaign of the then dominant
party. However, the hospital was not built properly, lacking a drainage system among other things.
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Friday 26 January 2001
We returned to Finland yesterday in the early evening, taking an
overnight flight across the Atlantic, as always. During the journey,
I had watched the inauguration of President Bush, the overthrowing of Joseph Estrada, the corrupt president of the Philippines and
the swearing-in of the new President, Gloria Arroyo, and return to
the Congo of the country’s murdered President, Laurent Kabila, on
CNN. In Finland, I attended a debate on the defence budget.
In the evening I’m off to the cabin in Kuhmoinen to be with Jukka.
A crazy trip, I’ll just have time to take a sauna and a short sleep, as
by Saturday midday I must attend the winter meeting of the Green
parliamentary group. But since I’ve been away for two weeks at a
stretch, I wanted to see Jukka, albeit briefly.

suited me fine. I went off to Tampere, where my mother’s estate was
to be divided.
I had lunch with my brother. My appetite was good. We went to
the bank, where the lawyer had prepared the papers according to
father’s instructions. Going over the papers took surprisingly long.
I felt a little iffy at times. My cheeks were hot and flushed as always
after chemo.
When the papers were signed, I had become the owner of my
parents’ summer cabin in Kuhmoinen, Terrimäki.
In the evening at home, I threw up. Only the third time during the
whole course of chemotherapy.
To my disappointment, my hair hasn’t yet started to regrow in
January. Oh well, if it grows at the rate of a centimetre a month from
here on in, it will be four centimetres long by my 50th birthday,
which is a tolerable length.

Wednesday 31 January 2001
My last chemo in Helsinki. Waiting for my turn for the blood test,
I met a civil servant from the Ministry of the Environment. I had
noticed that she also wore a wig. We chatted while we were waiting.
She didn’t volunteer much about her case and I didn’t ask, she just
said that she was winning. She did say that the most embarrassing
time of her chemotherapy was when her eyelashes kept dropping
onto her papers at meetings.
I felt almost sorry to be talking to my oncologist for the last time,
at least the last on this course. He told me to consider myself healthy.
I asked how I might know that I have reason to suspect metastases.
The doctor warned that I will feel that I have all kinds of symptoms.
There is no need to take any notice of symptoms that come and go.
But any symptom that remains for a month should be investigated.
He also said that cancer treatments are improving rapidly. There
are precision drugs on the way that destroy only cancer cells, nothing else. At some international conference, a guru has said that the
majority of today’s breast cancer patients will live to be a hundred.
He implored doctors to take this into consideration when planning
treatments. The treatments should not impair quality of life, because
it is most likely that there is still much life left.
After my drip was over, the nurse wished me well and proposed
that we agree not to meet again under such circumstances. That
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February.
Radiotherapy starts.

Thursday 1 February 2001
I have been reading New Scientist magazines. A couple of issues carry stories on new types of cancer treatments. One of them is based
on harvesting cancer cells from the primary tumour and tailoring
white blood corpuscles to consume them. The results are promising.
One researcher is already developing the method into a product.
I got to thinking that analysis of a malignant tumour and its cell
type nowadays probably rests largely on examination of a dead tumour and its cells. However, the cancer cell is dangerous because of
how it behaves when alive. Would there be breakthroughs in cancer
research, if it focused more on analysis of living tumours and living cells? It’s doubtful that study of infectious diseases would have
come very far, if it concentrated mainly on dead bacteria.
Current cancer treatments, that is chemotherapy and radiotherapy, are somewhat like using a shotgun. There is no accurate information on the enemy, on its size or location, or if it actually exists
any more at all. With a certain probability it may be assumed that it
exists, roughly in such-and-such a place. As much shot as possible
is aimed in that direction without causing too much ‘collateral damage’. It’s hoped that one or some of the shot hit the target. Whether it
hit anything other than home troops is revealed some time later.

Saturday 3 February 2001
Jukka came over last night to attend the opera performance in honour of opening of Parliament. In the morning, we took the train to
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Tampere and continued to Pispala by taxi. The driver was a young,
blonde, pretty and brisk woman. She said: “I have to tell you, I’m the
other Satu Hassi.”
The event that revealed the existence of my namesake was as
follows: In April a couple of years ago, a call came on my mobile
phone. The display revealed that the call had been transferred from
my Tampere home number. “Many congratulations on the birth
of the baby,” said the voice of an elderly woman. “Nobody’s had
a baby at our house,” I replied, dumbfounded. “Oh dear, did I call
the wrong number,” the voice asked. I told her who I am and that
I was currently sitting in my office in Parliament House. “So sorry,
I’ve been given incorrect information,” the woman said and put the
phone down. In my state of bewilderment, I hadn’t had the wit to
ask who should have had a baby, I or one of my daughters. A few
days later, a social worker of the city of Tampere contacted me to
ask who the father of my recently born son was. This was becoming a mystery. I began to wonder if there was a rumour afoot that I
had secretly given birth and hidden the baby. I saw the headlines in
my mind’s eye. Well, then it transpired that the happy new mother
was my namesake. I found her address from the address service and
sent her a letter of congratulations.
And here she was, driving a taxi. She said the little boy was well,
and the baby’s father too. A moment ago, my namesake had called
home, where father and son were busy baking.
In the evening I finished the third Harry Potter. Jukka was amused
at my intensive immersion in the book. I read like I used to as a
child, without knowing what is happening around me.

Tuesday 6 February 2001
It’s already getting light at around eight in the morning. Soon it will
be the glorious time when it’s already light on waking.
Last night, women ministers had a sauna at the President’s residence together with her. Luckily, Sinikka Mönkäre had thought
to get some flowers to take the hostess. We had great fun. Everybody took a dip in the ice hole, even people who have never tried
it. Maija Rask, who is a real trooper, swam twice and for ages, many
others had taken a swift dip in the ice hole in the meantime. Two
young presidential aides also took the plunge for the first time ever.
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I went to support them. When they had come out of the water, they
shrieked their heads off, “never again!”
For the first time outside the family circle, I exposed my awful
bald head. “Your head is a nice shape,” Suvi-Anne Siimes commented. “You could wear your hair really short.”

Wednesday 7 February 2001.
Today we had the first debate on repositioning of spent nuclear fuel
in Parliament. During the debate, I made the comment that nuclear
waste is a serious problem. Even if it’s buried deep into bedrock,
it remains dangerous for hundreds of thousands of years. I said
that burial in rock is nevertheless the best of known alternatives,
and more responsible than the suggestion offered by some environmental organizations that nuclear waste should be kept in temporary containers on earth’s surface into undefined future. Sinikka
Mönkäre came across to tick me off for breaking the game rules. She
had understood from my speech that I had been against the Cabinet’s position. We appear to have some kind of a mutual problem of
aural comprehension. I had said that the Government’s suggestion
is the best of feasible alternatives. If one accepts that burying nuclear
waste in bedrock is the lesser evil, surely it’s not therefore necessary
to pretend that nuclear waste subsequently becomes harmless.
At the Wednesday evening Cabinet negotiation, Sinikka outlined
the National Climate Strategy over which the Kyoto ministerial
group has wrangled for a couple of years. The differential between
the nuclear power and no nuclear power alternatives in terms of cost
to national economy had grown since our last encounter. No justification for it was volunteered; I must make enquiries at the Kyoto
group. A little bird has told me that both the MTI and the Ministry
of Finance have demanded that the research institutes increase the
price differential between the two alternatives. Now the differential
is estimated at 0.3% of gross domestic product in 2010. Osmo made
the comment that such a small differential would mean that only on
our national poet Runeberg’s birthday on 5 February 2010 would
we be as wealthy as we would otherwise be on 1 January. However,
it’s not possible to forecast the national economy with such accuracy
nine years hence.
Sinikka also showed an interesting diagram that was new to me.
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In both power production alternatives, emissions levels in the Kyoto
target year of 2010 are the same as in 1990. This is precisely what
Finland has pledged at Kyoto. But in the nuclear power alternative,
carbon dioxide emissions are higher both before and after the year
2010.
In other words, the assumptions used in the projection to make
the nuclear alternative look a smidgeon more cost effective also
make it dirtier. In emissions terms, the worst fuel is coal. The nuclear
power alternative means burning copious quantities of coal almost
throughout this decade, and it would be reduced only when the
new nuclear power station is operational. In the other alternative,
practically all the coal would be replaced by natural gas. Replacing coal with natural gas is good for the environment and people’s
health, because coal smoke contains harmful particles and sulphur
dioxide which causes acid rain.

Saturday 10 February 2001
My elder daughter has got herself a job. The company had intended
to employ somebody with more relevant experience, but the lass had
made an impression. Such news naturally make a mother proud.
We are staying at Terrimäki for the first time since the cabin was
transferred to my ownership. Exciting to think that we have our
very own cabin. The cabin in the Kotka archipelago belongs to Jukka’s parents’ heirs, Jukka and his siblings.
Last night as we were having a sauna, there was a magnificent
full moon. In the sauna, Jukka commented that there is definitely
new hair on the top of my head. Yes, there are a few wisps. I can’t
wait to have about a centimetre of stubble, enough to be able to bare
my head. Similarly, I can’t wait to have eyebrows. I have had scabs
under my nostrils for a week. My nose has been running constantly
for a month, obviously the cytostatics irritate the membranes. My
eyes are red-rimmed. All in all, I feel like I look like an undead zombie. It was high time for the chemo sessions to end.
Cancer cells are the body’s own cells, a product of the organism itself. That is why they are difficult to kill without destroying healthy
cells. Bacteria that cause diseases are alien cells, consequently it’s
much easier to develop drugs to counter them that don’t cause ‘collateral damage’.
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Today we skied across the lake to see a beaver’s nest and then another five kilometres to the entrance of an inlet in the national park
area. There were gorgeous watercolour clouds in the sky.

Sunday 11 February 2001
Jukka wanted to ski to a little lake called Ahvenjärvi (Perch Lake)
to see if we could catch perch through the ice. As the crow flies, it
was only a distance of two kilometres, but it was absolute thicket all
the way. We struggled with our skis through the dense, overgrown
forest up and down hills. It took two hours. We were well and truly
shattered when we got there. Going down a hill, I spotted a greenish
yellow fishing line in the tree branches. I commented aloud, wondering why someone had put a line as a marker in the middle of
thick forest. Jukka realized that the ice-fishing lure had caught on
something from his rucksack, and the line had unfurled along his
route. The sun went in immediately we got there, so we didn’t bother to fish for long. We caught no perch. On the way back, we found
a slightly longer but much easier route.

Tuesday 13 February 2001
In the morning, I had a simulation for radiotherapy. A mould was
made of my back for me to lie on while receiving radiotherapy. I
lay on the mould today, while they took pictures of ‘slices’ of my
ribcage, to enable the rays to be directed as accurately as possible. In
order to target the radiation correctly, three tiny spots were tattooed
on my chest. My friend Sini told me that she had refused the tattoos.
I don’t think they look that bad, being smaller than smallest moles in
size, but the colour is different, a bluish shade. Of course it would be
nicer if the tattooing ink was similar in colour as moles.
The radiation oncologist is the fifth doctor I have met in connection with my cancer treatment. If I include the gynaecologist who
referred me to mammography, the doctor who found the tumour by
ultrasound, and the doctor at Parliament House who referred me to
surgery, my case has received the attention of eight doctors so far.
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Thursday 15 February 2001
In the morning I had my first radiotherapy. The equipment looks
frightening, but the treatment itself felt like absolutely nothing. The
equipment makes an unpleasant whining noise during radiation.
I have been warned about burning of the skin, but haven’t noticed
anything at least yet, granted only an hour after the radiation. Sini
gave me the tip that aloe gel is better for the skin than cream.
The radiotherapy takes five weeks and during that time I can’t
travel abroad, which in itself is great. The only trip I intend to make
is to the EU Environment Council meeting. A day must be added
to the end of my radiotherapy course because of it, as the number
of radiations must be exactly 25. The doctor says that the last radiations are particularly important, because the aim is to destroy every
last cancer cell, if any actually remain in the boob at this stage.
I’m sitting in Café Strindberg enjoying an apple strudel and cappuccino in ‘honour’ of my radiotherapy starting. When it’s finished,
I’ll have a party.

Wednesday 21 February 2001
Starting from last Monday, I have had a feeling that I’m coming back
to life. After the last chemo I felt pretty washed out, although my
blood counts weren’t alarmingly low. My hemoglobin was only 111
on the morning of my final chemo session. So, it’s likely that it has
dropped to below 100 since then. I don’t know the precise count,
because the last interim blood test wasn’t deemed necessary.
The cross-country ski runs over the weekend must have refreshed
me, I’m beginning to feel energetic. My head feels clearer than for
ages, too, it feels like a fog has gone from my brain, having sat there
for a long time, probably the four months the chemotherapy took.
Yesterday I woke up to birds singing, and went off on a morning
run. In the evening I did my ashtanga class, so the day was energetic.
The Natura ministerial working group met at 7 this morning.
Later in the day, the leaders of cabinet groups discussed the game
rules of the economy committee of the Cabinet, or whether SuviAnne Siimes had breached them by publicly criticizing one of the
decisions.
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A reporter from Iltalehti interviewed me. She had requested an
interview several weeks ago on the subject ‘personal profile and
topical issues’. She spent a long time asking questions purely on the
cancer. I gave thorough answers, as I have now learned that reporters mostly misunderstand these things. Then I asked if she had any
other topics. We changed the subject.
In the evening I talked with Laura Liswood on the phone. She is
the secretary of the World Women Leaders organization. Its members are former and present women presidents and prime ministers,
Tarja Halonen included. The organization suggested that Finland
should host a conference of the world’s women ministers of the environment. An interesting idea, but I wonder if it has any chance of
success?

Thursday 22 February 2001
I said at radiotherapy that I was having doubts whether their impressive-looking contraption actually produces any radiation,
since I can’t feel anything anywhere, and my skin hasn’t even been
scorched. They said that the skin will only start burning halfway
through the course, with some people not at all. I asked whether
the dosage of the radiation is somehow verified. They said that the
machines are checked weekly, and physicists measure that they emit
the correct dosage.
In the corridor I met a woman who stopped me and said that
she admired me, because I have continued to work throughout my
cancer treatment. She had been capable of doing nothing other than
lying in bed, barely managing to drag herself to her chemo sessions
by taxi. Although she is a healthcare professional herself, she had
become totally depressed. I explained that my prognosis is quite
optimistic, I have never felt that I had any cause for depression.
I received the Iltalehti story for preview. I was really annoyed. The
bulk of the story was about cancer. I told the reporter that I feel
cheated, as I have long since determined to stop granting interviews
that focus on cancer. It’s a different matter if I’m asked questions
about cancer at interviews concerning other issues, I don’t mind answering them. But I don’t want to create an impression that cancer is
the main thing in my life. The reporter said that I should have said
so at the time of interview. How on earth could I have guessed that
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she was going to write a story about a subject other than the one I
was told when the interview was requested?
In the evening, I was interviewed by Mirja Pyykkö, the item will
be broadcast in TV1 on Monday. It was an uncommonly empathetic
discussion, for once something other than an interrogation at gunpoint. We talked about cancer, too, but only a little. She had taken
some trouble, unearthed old archive tapes from the 80s and the time
of a big battle over old factory areas in Tampere in the summer of
1989. This was one of the few occasions where I felt that Satu Hassi
the person is allowed to speak. When I was a freelance writer, between 1985 and 1991, journalists interviewed me as a human being,
a persona. This ended after I had been elected a member of Parliament. One of the benefits of the cancer diagnosis has been that in
some situations one is permitted to speak as a person again, not just
a political animal.

Saturday 24 February 2001
Yesterday, when I arrived at Terrimäki, the place looked like a
postcard, snow-laden trees, a cosy light in the cabin and the sauna
among the trees. Jukka had already come earlier.
In the evening, the temperature dropped to minus 20, the snow
squeaked underfoot on the path to the ice hole for the first time this
whole winter.
Jukka had been looking through the birdwatching telescope at
Venus which is very bright at nights. I had a look, too. Venus is like a
little crescent moon. I read in the book Galileo’s Daughter that Galilei
had observed through his telescope that Venus has the same phases
as the Moon, waxing crescent, ‘full Venus’ and waning crescent. Venus is so close to the sun.
The sun was shining when we awoke in the morning. I had
dreamed about hair. Yesterday morning, as I was looking in the
bathroom mirror, it had looked as if there was the slightest hint of
hair colour on my scalp, as if black watercolour had been very lightly spread across the hair growth area. In the evening it no longer
showed up as clearly. Jukka couldn’t see anything. The few wisps
I had on my scalp a few weeks ago have fallen out. In any case, I
dreamed that when I woke up, I had about half a centimetre of hair,
really cute, and chestnut in colour. I could give up the scarf right
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away. My maroon scarf has begun to look ‘cytostatic’.
I told Jukka about my dream. He said that perhaps the hair grows
quicker if he rubs some beard seeds into my scalp. Then he massaged my scalp with his beard. I said that as a child I had wanted to
grow a beard like daddy’s, and he rubbed some beard seeds on my
cheeks but it didn’t work. Jukka told me that his father had done the
same and it worked, albeit after a long time.
In the evening, as we were going to the sauna, I covered my face
and head with black turf facemask someone gave me as a present.
As I stepped into the steam room, Jukka commented: “You’ve had
three careers so far, as engineer, writer and politician. You could create your next career as horror movie star.” “Thanks for the encouragement,” I said. Jukka went on: “Animals care for their skin with
mud, too; pigs, hippopotami, elephants and other pretty animals.”
And I: “All the animals that are half terrestrial and half aquatic animals.” This is because I like Elaine Morgan’s aquatic ape theory. She
believes that man’s ancestors lost their fur and stood up on two feet
in an era when they were forced to live half in water. Man does
possess quite a few features of aquatic mammals, in common with
elephants. It can’t be a coincidence that man enjoys messing about
in water, especially children.
Jukka regretted not bringing the camera to record me with a black
face, a scarred tit and a couple of hairs on my head. I said that he’ll
have to snap me another time. Of course there must be a nude portrait of me in all my finery.

Sunday 25 February 2001
In the morning, I started on the latest Harry Potter while Jukka went
to cut an ice hole. After quite a while, he came in and said: “So, you
didn’t come for a dip then.” “You should have said you were going
in,” I replied. Jukka said that he had popped in at the door to say
that the hole was ready, but I had evidently not heard, I was so immersed in Harry Potter.
Today we didn’t go out skiing until early evening, because Jukka
wanted to watch the 50 km cross-country skiing at the Lahti winter
games. I was reading Potter, again so focused that I didn’t hear who
won. I did hear that a second Finnish skier had become a suspect for
doping, subject to tests.
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A crazy thought popped into my head. In the Harry Potter book,
the headmaster, Dumbledore, says to Harry that even dead parents
can protect their children. 19 years ago, when I became finally inwardly convinced that I wanted to divorce my first husband, it was a
few months after the death of my 90-year-old maternal grandfather.
For some reason I had a feeling that this dead ‘Canada Grandpa’ sent
me a message to say that it was best to separate. Now it occurred
to me that when I went for the mammogram, it was similarly a few
months since my mother’s death. Did my deceased mother guide
me to the mammogram just at a moment when the tumour was big
enough to be found, but had not yet, probably, had time to spread?

Monday 26 February 2001
Today is my younger daughter’s 22nd birthday.
I saw the Saturday story in Iltalehti today. I was even angrier than
before. The headline was again the repulsive cliché: ‘Satu Hassi’s
battle against cancer.’ The subheading was also total rubbish: ‘When
illness made me stop.’ Bah, in fact the story says that I have continued to lead a normal life throughout. I think that this is too much.
Placing the emphasis on cancer at the interview may be an unintentional misunderstanding, but headlines and subheadings are not.
Publicity is such a devil that if you give it an inch, it doesn’t just
take a mile but the whole person, skin and bones and all. I can’t see
how I could have done anything more sensibly. I felt that it was
right to talk openly about the cancer, and I don’t think I really had
any choice. But the consequence was that some of the media, particularly the evening papers, have appropriated my cancer as some
kind of common property that anyone who feels like it is entitled to
gorge themselves on to their hearts’ content. They may even give the
impression that I’m at death’s door.
Cancer engenders dread, that is a fact. The word ‘cancer’ invariably conjures up a progressive, agonising and unaesthetic death. But
with their exaggerated headlines, the papers themselves are guilty
of sustaining that mythical idea. In other words, they negate my aim
of disseminating factual information about cancer by talking about
my case in public.
The Kyoto ministerial group was attended by no other ministers
apart for me and Mönkäre. True to her custom, she was extremely
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suspicious of everything I proposed, but did agree that the Kyoto
strategy to be presented to Parliament should include the diagram
on carbon dioxide emissions that she showed at the Wednesday evening negotiation of the Cabinet.
The preparation of the Kyoto strategy has proceded roughly as
follows: First, the calculations and other issues were dealt with by
a working group consisting of civil servants from several ministries
and led by the Ministry of Trade and Industry, MTI. According to
Ministry of the Environment civil servants, at these meetings the
MTI representatives often put their case very briefly, without an opportunity for more thorough discussion and confirmation of what
the calculations have ‘devoured’. In the Kyoto ministerial group,
it’s usually mainly I who enquire about the background of things
and questions various issues. This is also because I’m on my ‘home
ground’, as I have my academic qualification in electrical power engineering. Sinikka is unwilling to accept any changes whatsoever.
She is probably afraid that every one of my suggestions conceals
some anti-nuclear hidden agenda, as is indeed often the case, I don’t
deny it. But on the other hand, there are many civil servants at the
MTI whose main function is to embed pro-nuclear power agendas
into the Kyoto strategy. With her long-suffering demeanour, Sinikka
lets me know that I am behaving badly when I make suggestions.
Aloud, she says: “But the civil servants have already discussed and
cleared this.” Of everything that is thus smuggled through the Kyoto ministerial group, she says afterwards: “But we have already discussed and agreed on this.”
It is a joy to listen to Sinikka when she is talking about social and
health issues, in which she is an expert. I sometimes wonder how
she would feel if she was the only medically qualified member in
some organ dealing with healthcare problems, if everyone else, including the chairman, were engineers.

March.
Stubble.

Thursday 1 March 2001
My skin is beginning to look better, I looked pretty ghastly for the
first half of February.
Yesterday morning I thought I felt some teensie stubble on the
sides of my head, rather more clearly on the top. I do hope my hair
is finally starting to regrow properly, and the eyebrows too.
Today, like the day before yesterday, the radiotherapy machine at
HYKS was acting up, and the treatments were an hour late. In the
waiting room, a man said: “You’ve had the cancer for a long time.”
To him, too, I explained that all these post-operative treatments are
given only as an insurance.

Saturday 3 March 2001
Iltalehti published my response ‘Shocked but not stopped’. The Editor replied that the headlines were written later at the office. As if
the paper’s liability was discharged because the headings and headlines are written by somebody other than the journalist who wrote
the article.

Sunday 4 March 2001
On Friday afternoon, as I was about to set off to Terrimäki and
popped into the market hall to do some food shopping, a woman
came across to speak to me at the dairy counter. She said that she
had followed in my footsteps as a breast cancer patient at HYKS.
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She said that it had helped her enormously that I have spoken openly about the disease. It’s nice to receive such feedback.
Yesterday and today we went cross-country skiing again, and tomorrow too probably, since I don’t need to get to Helsinki until 6
p.m. for my radiotherapy. There is quite a good layer of snow on
the frozen lake, and luckily someone has opened tracks there by
machine, it was easy to ski along them.
More and more snow has fallen incessantly, Jukka is cursing and
hoping for it to stop. At breakfast time, there was quite a strong
wind, and dollops of snow fell from the trees, turning into a snow
shower as they went, it was a thrilling sight.
The stubble on my scalp is already sufficient for even Jukka to
discern some slight ‘shading’. The night before last I again dreamed
that overnight or in a day I had grown really cute short chestnut
hair. Unusually clear wish-fulfilment dreams. Or else exaggerated
messages saying that my hair really is growing. Dreams have a habit of exaggerating. A month ago I thought that by my 50th birthday
my hair would be around 4 centimetres long, now it looks like it’ll
be about three centimetres at best.
I told Jukka that it looks like his method of rubbing beard seeds
into my scalp a couple of weeks ago has worked. Now we rubbed
beard seeds into my face, too. Jukka asked if I was prepared to take
the risk of growing a beard. I said that I was.
A little later, I was boasting about a tapestry I had made for my
mother’s 70th birthday, depicting a magic forest on a moonlit night.
Jukka asked if the crescent moon is really angled as in the picture,
where the waxing crescent moon leans a little to the left, contrary
to the waxing crescent moon in real life. “It’s a magic forest,” I said.
Jukka said that the angle of the crescent moon naturally depends on
where one is looking at it, at which latitude. I said that the magic forest is located east of the sun and west of the moon, of course.

Monday 5 March 2001
It felt rotten to come to Helsinki when Jukka went off to Tampere
from the cabin. I said so to Jukka on the phone. He reckoned that we
might be able to set up a shared household at some point.
I feel as if my long-distance vision has improved. Last month, I
gave in and bought some multifocal spectacles. Now it seems that I
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see through their long-distance part less well than without glasses.
Maybe the cytostatics temporarily impaired my eyesight. Or else
ashtanga has improved my sight.
In the evening I was tidying up old piles of papers at my Helsinki
home. I found several letters containing photos sent by people from
events in the summer and autumn, the Vuotos rowing event and the
trip to Paanajärvi among them. It felt weird to see myself in photos
where I still had hair and eyebrows.
The tight vein in my right hand has begun to ease off. It seems
that this always takes more than six weeks after the dose of chemo
into the hand in question. In my left hand, the vein is still tight. The
doctor said before the last chemo that the veins destroyed by the cytostatics dripped into them atrophy and wither away. We can manage without, but yet destruction of veins is not a nice thought.

Thursday 8 March 2001
The EU Environment Council in Brussels, the one day I’m having a
gap in my radiotherapy.
In the morning I noticed that the irradiated nipple has gone darker and that the skin of the irradiated breast is a little red.
At the Environment Council, many colleagues, at least the Environment Commissioner Margot Wallström, Sweden’s Kjell Larsson, the Netherlands’ Jan Pronk and Belgium’s Magda Alvoet, came
across to ask me how I was, as well as the Norwegian Minister of the
Environment, Siri Bjerke, at the Nordic breakfast.
Last night one of the Ministry of the Environment civil servants
said that he didn’t know if this was a correct thing to say, but he
thought my scarf-suit combo is elegant. Nice to hear that. In all the
time I’ve walked around wearing my scarf, I have only bought the
one suit, and it’s this Marimekko linen number which is treated to
look like leather or plastic. I think it’s clever, a natural fibre that almost looks like plastic. I found that a scarf I had bought for another
purpose entirely went with this outfit. I don’t really feel like buying
clothes because they should go with a scarf, and I hope to be rid of
scarves in the not too distant future.
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Saturday 10 March 2001

Thursday 15 March 2001

Washing my face at night, I noticed that the nose ends of my eyebrows are discernible already.

The national Kyoto strategy was adopted in the Cabinet. Before
the Cabinet session the issue was in the Cabinet Finance Committee, where all decisions with potential economic implications are
checked before final decision by the Cabinet.
Sinikka Mönkäre and I have been arguing about the greenhouse
gas diagram she showed some weeks ago at the Cabinet Wednesday
evening negotiation, and which we had agreed at the Kyoto ministerial group to include in the Kyoto strategy which will be given
to the Parliament. A couple of days later the MTI informed us that
the diagram would be excluded from the report. The ministry civil
servants had apparently realized that the diagram confirms that the
nuclear alternative is dirtier and produces more greenhouse gases
than the so-called natural gas or non-nuclear alternative. I insisted
that civil servants cannot change ministerial group decisions, and
demanded that it should reconvene. The MTI replied in the negative. Today at the Finance Committee I expressed my disapproval
of the fact that the Kyoto strategy does not include a diagram of
projected greenhouse gases, which presumably should be the crux
of the whole document. Sinikka said that if I am unhappy, I should
have requested a meeting of the Kyoto ministerial group. I said that
I had. She denied that this was the case. She maintained that the diagram in question is not valid for a reason she could not explain, but
the Director of the Department of Energy, Taisto Turunen, can.
At the Cabinet meeting immediately afterwards, Turunen carried out the presentation. I asked him when an updated diagram of
greenhouse gas emissions would be available, if the one used thus
far is not considered valid. Turunen said that the diagram exists
and is to be found on page 129 of the Kyoto background document,
which will not be given to the Parliament. In other words, the very
diagram we have argued over.
Of course I understand that the MTI considers the diagram an
embarrassment, since it shows clearly that in the nuclear scenario
of the strategy, more coal - which is admitted by all to be the dirtiest
option - is burned and for longer than in the natural gas scenario.
But more fool them, for selecting such a starting point for the projections. The way they have played cat and mouse with the diagram is
descriptive of all the work of the Kyoto ministerial group.
I have no particular wish to have my horns constantly locked

Monday 12 March 2001
The doctors go on strike today. Thankfully, cancer treatments are
not included.
Yesterday Jukka commented how daft it looks that one of my
breasts is dark, as if I had taken a one-boob holiday in the sun. Wonders of modern physics, I replied.

Tuesday 13 March 2001
It was already light when I went off on a run at about 6.30.The jogging track was tricky, with ice underneath and water and slush on
top. Instead of my usual two circuits, I only did one.
The morning radio announced that there will be an interview of a
breast cancer patient later today. I’m glad that there are other breast
cancer mannequins in the country, apart from me.
In the evening, I retrieved my bike from the Parliament House
garage where it has remained ever since I left it there before Christmas. Lovely to cycle again! It was already dark when I left the city to
go home, the puddles were forming thin layers of ice, but it wasn’t
slippery. The only icy roads were near home, our street and the last
two before it. So, the winter break from cycling was only a little under three months. The last time I rode my bike was halfway through
December.

Wednesday 14 March 2001
In the evening I noticed that my pubic hair has started regrowing,
there’s a little bit of stubble. I’m waiting impatiently like a ten-yearold for my pubic hair to grow.
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with Sinikka. She comes from a very poor background, and must
surely have overcome very many obstacles in order to become a
medical doctor and later a Member of Parliament and minister, all
of which is worthy of extreme respect. I come from a middle-class
home, I’ve had it easier in that sense. But in my political activities,
I have defended alternatives that require me to have sought out the
facts myself, rather than have them served on a platter by the official machinery, and that force me to stick my neck out. From where
I’m standing, Sinikka seems in politics to support mainly the mainstream thinking. In preparing the national Kyoto programme, it has
been hard to fathom which part of Sinikka’s activity is her own line,
and which part that of the civil servants. At least at the Kyoto group
meetings, Sinikka frequently relies on the civil servants, mainly Turunen.
After the session, I told Taina about Sinikka’s claim that she hadn’t
been informed about my request for a meeting of the Kyoto group.
Taina told me that Sinikka’s special adviser had assured Taina that
he had shown his minister my e-mailed request printed off on paper.

Saturday 17 March 2001
The weeks are whizzing by at such a rate of knots that I scarcely
have time to make notes of anything. My mind retains almost nothing other than I’m rushing around all the time. Consequently, these
notes place undue emphasis on free weekends.
A glorious sunny spring day, albeit with such an icy wind blowing across the frozen lake that we only skied about five kilometres.
The snows have sparkled and the snow begun to melt on the roofs.
I want to make blinis in the evening, I’ve craved them ever since the
turn of the year.
I have tried to get used to baring my head. I now have enough
eyebrows to see where to apply the colour when making up. In January and February it was still pot luck.

Sunday 18 March 2001
Yesterday after breakfast, I saw a brilliantly red-breasted bird in a
spruce tree near the lakeside, a slightly orangey red. I wondered if a
bullfinch can be so bright red. When more of the birds flew closer, I
identified them as bullfinches.
Jukka looked them up in the bird book and found that the Latin name for a bullfinch is ’Pyrrhula pyrrhula’. I commented that it
was an excellent word to let out of one’s mouth when one feels like
cursing. Jukka began to test me on birds’ Latin names, and I didn’t
recognize any of them. The only Latin animal names I know are
’Lutra lutra’ (otter) and ’Lynx lynx’ (lynx). When Jukka asked what
a ‘Salmo salar’ is, I knew it was a Baltic Sea salmon. I’ve learned it
in connection with dealing with the Natura 2000 programme. But I
remembered more Latin names of plants by heart than Jukka.

Tuesday 20 March 2001
I set off on my bike, although the temperature was 12 degrees below
zero in the morning. My nostrils nearly froze. The day was really
beautiful. In the radiotherapy waiting room, a man came across to
ask the Ministry of the Environment for cash to commercialize his
power plant invention. First time anyone has approached me on a
ministerial matter in the HYKS Department of Oncology.
This week is a real jet-setting week. Yesterday I met the Deputy
Secretary-General of the UN and the Lithuanian Minister of the Environment, today the Governor of northwestern region of Russia
and a group of Ugandan ministers. Tomorrow, the Deputy Foreign
Minister of North Korea is coming. This evening, there was a reception at the Russian Embassy in honour of the Governor’s visit. When
it was over, I was in two minds whether to cycle home. I decided to
go on my bike.

Wednesday 21 March 2001
This morning the temperature was again a little over ten degrees below.
I had to be at the Ministry of the Environment by 7.30, but decided to
take the bike anyway. At the morning meeting, the Natura ministerial
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working group reached agreement on the Natura supplementation
proposal. Yippee! When the proposal has been passed by the Cabinet,
we will drink a toast of Lapin Kulta, which will be the Natura beer. It’s
made of Tornionjoki water. The company is not yet convinced that this
will be a sales point, but I am sure of it. Tornionjoki is a fine river, it will
be one of the pearls of the entire European Natura.
Today was my penultimate radiotherapy session, and I met the
radiologist. We talked for at least half an hour. I wonder if I have
been allocated particularly empathetic doctors, or what might be
the reason that every one of my doctors has seemed so nice? I said
that I had thought of taking some alternative treatments after my
conventional medical treatments, in order to improve my immune
system. The doctor didn’t pooh-pooh them or turn sniffy. He said
that antioxidants may stimulate growth factors that also promote
growth of cancer cells. This emerged when contrary to expectations,
it transpired that beta carotene did not prevent smokers’ lung cancer, but, on the contrary, increased it. So, it is possible that other substances too, that promote regeneration of cells, may also promote
growth of malignant tumours.
If substances that promote regeneration of cells also promote
growth of cancer cells, I wonder if ashtanga yoga, which seems to
do so much good, also refreshes any microscopic cancer cell clusters
possibly remaining in my body.

Thursday 22 March 2001
My last day of radiotherapy. I took some flowers to the nurses in
the radiotherapy and chemotherapy departments. They wished me
well and reminded me to continue applying cream to the skin on
the breast.
In the evening, we celebrated the end of my cancer treatments
with my brother and his wife, my daughters, and my elder daughter’s fiance, in a Nepalese restaurant. Egged on by the company, I removed my scarf and sat the rest of the evening with my head bared,
for the first time in a public place. Everyone encouraged me and
said that my shortest of short stubble looked nice.
I think my hair has more grey than before. When I look in the
mirror, the stubble looks blonde, if there is a dark wall behind me.
When there’s a light window behind, the stubble looks dark.
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Friday 23 March 2001
It’s been a nice and leisurely morning, as the EU ministerial committee did not meet due to the Stockholm summit, and the Presidential
Session was cancelled. I asked Taina at lunchtime if I could remove
my scarf yet. I showed her my head. Taina reckoned that I should let
my hair grow a little more. It’s just that the damned thing grows so
ridiculously slowly.
In the evening, I went to my ashtanga course. I left the scarf off
there for the first time, too, in honour of the end of my treatments.

Saturday 24 March 2001
Jukka is spending the weekend in Helsinki, for once. In the morning we noted that my pubic hair is growing quite nicely, faster than
my hair. My underarm hair has not appeared yet, and I don’t miss
it much.
I didn’t think I could get to my ashtanga on the bike, as so much
snow had fallen yesterday and it felt so cold that the snow wasn’t
melting. But today the sun was shining, and it was only a few degrees below, so I could easily bike it. The yoga practice felt very vigorous. We learned the ashtanga mantra. It seemed funny. ”Vandee
gurunam charanaaravindee...” On the other hand, it’s good that in
some areas the international language is something other than English. In ashtanga, it’s Sanskrit. The breaths were also counted in Sanskrit. The numerals resemble Russian numbers.
I hung the washing out for the first time this year, great!

Sunday 25 March 2001
I’ve come through the further introductory yoga course in one piece,
and feel pleasantly exhausted. I don’t actually hurt anywhere, but I
found it hard to keep my balance in some of the new asanas. It was
a really good move to take the elementary course in December.
There is so much light that it makes one feel ecstatic.
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Monday 26 March 2001
In the morning I met with Robert Watson, President of the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change or IPCC. It was fun talking
to him, a lively, intelligent and knowledgeable person. He said that
if the atmosphere warms up for a few hundred years, the seas will
continue to warm up for thousands of years.
In the evening I was in Tampere for local TV. On the way, I went
to see Riitta, my homeopath. She prescribed one item for me. In the
evening, as I was dissolving the crystals in a glass of water, Jukka
mocked: “Are you quite sure that it isn’t dangerously dilute?”
Homeopathic remedies have worked for me sometimes, sometimes not. But my experiences of conventional medicine are the same,
sometimes they help, sometimes not. Conventional medicine maintains that homeopathy is based purely on the placebo effect, or the
patient’s firm belief. But if a firm belief heals, what’s wrong with that?
It’s estimated that in conventional medical treatments, too, about half
of cures are due to the placebo effect, interaction between patient
and doctor. Is this placebo somehow more worthy? Galileo is said to
have made the comment that living creatures can only become objects of scientific research after death. I suspect that medical science
still has too vague an idea of the complex internal interactions of the
living organism. Galileo also brought the ideal of objectivity into science, the idea that research must be independent of the persona of
the scientist. This idea has advanced science a great deal, but it has
also restricted it. Following the ideal of objectivity, medical science
employs double-blind experiments, where neither patients nor doctors know which of two medicines is administered to the patient. Of
course, this is sufficient to eliminate the effect of personality, but at
the same time, it limits what can be tested. For example, a masseur
and the patient cannot be kept in the dark regarding whether massage is administered or not. Double-blind experiments are also based
on the idea that all cases are similar. Homeopathy, on the other hand,
seeks an individual pathological picture, the ‘actual disease’ that Siegel talks about, too, and which may manifest in a disease such as cancer, and endeavours to influence it. I can’t guarantee the effectiveness
of homeopathy. But on the basis of my personal experiences, I can’t
dismiss it as total nonsense either.
Riitta gave me a list by a homeopath specialized in cancer treatments on a recommended diet of cancer patients. Unfortunately, the
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list of foods to be avoided contained roughly all the usual things,
meat, poultry, coffee, pepper, dairy products, fatty foods, smoked
foods, salty foods, fried foods, solanaceous plants, such as potatoes
and tomatoes, white sugar, sweets and alcohol. Recommended are
beetroot, carrots, artichokes, lemons, dandelion leaves, nettles, kelp,
fungi, cucumber, garlic, lychee, papaya, wholegrains, particularly
brown rice, nuts and shoots. What a job, if one tried to strictly avoid
the not-recommended ones.
Since last autumn, I have tried to avoid empty calories, or sugar
and white wheat. I thought that it was the simplest way of having a
healthier diet. But aeroplanes are a hopeless case. It wouldn’t matter if I only flew a couple of times a month, but I have my main
meal of the day on a plane more than once a week. Airlines’ vegetarian meals are often mainly macaroni, which is today called pasta to
make it sound more exotic. So, I have tried to order vegetarian food
with the qualification ‘no white wheat’. I have been given meals
consisting mainly of white rice, similarly empty calories, or dishes
for celiac sufferers with a good dollop of gluten-free empty calories.
It’s as if airlines’ menu planners believe that empty calories should
be the main ingredient of human nutrition.
Every now and then I’m overwhelmed by powerless fury, when
generous hosts offer only drinks containing either sugar, salt, alcohol or caffeine. Ordinary water, the simplest and healthiest of all
drinks, I always have to specially ask for. A minister is considered
such a refined person that she can’t be offered pure water.
Occasions I host myself also often suffer mishaps, because companies taking care of the catering are used to serving mainly sweet
or savoury bread. On one such occasion, I had talks in Parliament
House with the director general of a UN organization, and slices of
fruit were served as refreshments, as I had requested. The display
was splendid, but lacking any kinds of serving implements. So, I
extracted a pen-knife out of my handbag and handed it to Madam
Director General. She had one of her own, and so we each used our
own tools to pick up fruit.

Tuesday 27 March 2001
The Parliament had the first debate on the Kyoto strategy. The atmosphere was subdued. Sinikka Mönkäre made no secret of singing
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the praises of nuclear power in her presentation speech. Today she
again argued that the diagram showing the carbon dioxide emissions caused by the nuclear and natural gas alternatives in the background paper of the Kyoto strategy is inaccurate. That diagram has
been distributed in Parliament.

in the middle of everything else. While we were eating, somebody
asked when I’ll keep my word and show my head. I snatched my
scarf off. “It looks fine like that,” many of them said. “Really, it looks
much better than the scarf,” Katariina said with conviction. “Right,”
I said, and stuffed the scarf in my bag, for good.

Wednesday 28 March 2001

Friday 30 March 2001

At the Cabinet Finance Committee, Sinikka banged on that the debate in Parliament was still about nuclear power, and the participants were precisely those who wanted to prevent it in advance.
Yippee, we did, however, win the vote in Parliament on whether
the Kyoto strategy should go to the Environment or Economy Committee of the Parliament. What is more, the Environment Committee won by a good margin, 95–60 or thereabouts. Goes some way to
healing the wounds created when almost everything I proposed for
the strategy was censured.

This morning I appeared in my official function for the first time
without the scarf. This first appearance was on TV3 breakfast television. I debated with one of the nuclear industry lobbyists about
climate policy and nuclear power.
As a stubble-head, I only have two meetings in Finland, the other
was with the President of the World Bank. Before midday, I had to
be off to the airport, because an unofficial meeting of the EU ministers of the environment starts today in Kiruna. Sweden is now President of the EU.
As we were changing planes in Stockholm, I received a text message that the Ilta-Sanomat reporter wants to ask me about the loss of
my scarf, I knew it. I thought that I can’t avoid answering questions
on this subject once, and made the call.
In Kiruna, some people hardly recognized me. Kerstin Niblaeus
from the EU Council Secretariat sad that I looked like a ’feminine
amazon’.

Thursday 29 March 2001
At lunch with the Norwegian Minister of Development Cooperation, we had an idea. The Nordic countries must agree a common
strategy on how energy projects financed by our development cooperation money should best be used to promote sustainable climate
policy. Combined, the Nordic countries are a very significant development funding provider.
In the restaurant foyer, a woman came over to shake my hand
and introduce herself as the PR officer of the cancer organizations.
She said that she had meant to get in touch but decided against it,
because she had got the impression from an Iltalehti story some time
ago that there had been a change for the worse in my condition.
If a person who is a professional in both cancer issues and journalism
had formed such an impression from the Iltalehti headlines, ordinary
readers must certainly have formed the same impression. Damn!
In the evening I gave my advisers and secretaries a ‘Christmas
supper’ that we couldn’t manage in December. At the same time we
celebrated the ending of my cancer treatments. The advisers and
secretaries have had a job fitting in chemo and radiotherapy sessions
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April.
We find a new home.

Sunday 1 April 2001
I spent Friday night at the Jukkasjärvi Ice Hotel. I was the only minister to take up this opportunity offered by the Swedes. The Secretaries of State of Portugal and Luxembourg also went.
The Ice Hotel in itself is a fun work of art, and it’s also full of
ice sculptures. Every room is unique. Some of the rooms are also
like snow and ice sculptures. My room looked like a cave rent open
by lightning or an earthquake. The double bed made of ice is split,
the halves as if shaken apart. The snow wall, ceiling and floor are
adorned by a lightning-shaped ice figure that is lit up at night. During the day, daylight shone through the ‘ice lightning’ in the outside
wall. At the end of the corridor was a ‘frozen bathroom’. It contained
an ice lavatory bowl, wash basin and bath tub, with an ‘ice man’ taking a bath. There was even an ice rubber duck on the surface of the
water. There was a sign in front of the set, made of cardboard:”Not
in use, frozen.” At the end of another corridor was an ‘ice sauna’,
with an ice stove, platforms and people.
The aperitifs of the ministerial dinner were served in the ice bar,
in schnapps glasses made from ice. The tables were naturally ice.
But dinner was served in a heated area.
The hotel provided overnight guests with down sleeping bags. It
was still a little cold at night, but I managed to sleep. In the morning,
I spread my yoga mat on the snow floor and did the sun salutations,
as I have done almost every morning at every place, ever since I took
the course in December. This time I felt like a total idiot. My toes almost froze off, as I couldn’t wear woollen socks; they slipped on the
yoga mat. (Later I realized that it not only felt idiotic but really was
idiotic, as one should never do ashtanga yoga in a cold place.)
132

I had booked a sauna by the river for the morning. The sauna
caretaker asked if I wanted company. I said that I knew how to take
a sauna alone. After a while, however, he just came in. Oh well, it
was all right, he was a nice enough chap, a German who had settled in Sweden. He had heated the sauna really well, since he knew
the bather was Finnish. The ice hole was big enough to swim a few
strokes. There was a hot tub by the ice hole, with such hot water
that you could only stay in a few seconds. I took a dip in the ice hole
three times, and each time in the hot tub afterwards. As I was about
finished, the caretaker said that there was also an ice hole under
the steam room floor. So, I swam in the ice hole for the fourth time
and only then did it dawn on me that the sauna was actually on the
frozen river Tornionjoki.
I heard that the German Minister of the Environment, Jürgen
Trittin, had expressed his amazement to the others that the Finnish
minister had swum in the river in the morning. For me, the morning
sauna and ice hole were the cream of the whole trip, compensation
for having to be away on business over the weekend.
There were four ice sculptures in the centre of the circular table
in the conference room, dripping water slowly into dishes beneath.
Variations in temperature had caused cracks to appear inside the
chunks of ice. The cracks inside the chunk immediately in front of
me formed a very beautiful pattern. I enjoyed watching this modern art, especially as the patch of sunlight streaming in through the
window moved around the room and was behind ‘my’ chunk of ice
some of the time.
The planned topic of discussion was quite different, but the most
important debate concerned the recent announcement by President
Bush that the USA will not ratify the Kyoto Protocol. All EU environment ministers are very perturbed about this. We prepared a
communique saying that the EU is sticking to its target of the Kyoto
Protocol coming into force in 2002 at the latest, before the 10-year
follow-up meeting of the Rio Summit, to be held in Johannesburg.
In the afternoon we had an excursion to Nikkaluokta. It was fun
to see the place names on signposts on the way, which were more
than half Finnish. Many names were a mixture of Sami, Finnish and
Swedish.
At our destination, the ministers were packed into sleds pulled
by dog teams. The progress was wild at times, the track was very
twisty in places. Early in the ride, the back of my sled went so close
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to an arctic birch on a bend that I hit my knee on its trunk. It seems
that no irreparable damage was caused. The British representative
wasn’t so lucky on the return leg. He was first thought to have broken his foot, but if I understood correctly, the X-ray showed that it
was just a sprained ankle. At the foot of the fell, we were served food
prepared by Sami cooks: arctic trout, reindeer meat, flat bread. The
weather was absolutely glorious, and we made the most of enjoying
it, sitting on benches covered with reindeer skins in the sunshine.
After the Sunday meeting, we visited the Kiruna mines which in
their day were one of the foundations of Sweden’s industrialization.
It was only now that I understood that the initial letters of the name
of the mining company LKAB come from the names of the fells,
Luossavaara and Kiirunavaara. Luossa is Sami language and means
a salmon. Kiiruna is a bird related to a grouse, and vaara is Finnish
for a fell or mountain.
As we left to go back, I received a text message that the Ilta-Sanomat photographer is waiting for me at the airport. I was well hacked
off!
Back at Helsinki airport, the photographer and reporter were
waiting right behind the door of the customs desk. I didn’t stop, but
hurried past without looking at them. The reporter called: “Minister, Minister…” The photographer clicked pictures from the side. I
made tracks as fast as I could.

Monday 2 April 2001
I spent the day in Joensuu. The Ilta-Sanomat headline says: “Hassi’s
hair growing already. More than 90 percent well.” Bah, I had told
the reporter that I was well with a probability of about 90 percent.
Yet another kind of misunderstanding. It seems that reporters find it
totally impossible to get their heads around probabilities.
I wrote a response, saying that 90 percent well means the same as
10 percent sick. It may possibly mean that my body contains around
six kilograms of cancer cells, which in itself would be a medical
miracle.
I received an email from my cousin in Canada. He asked how I
was doing. He had met some Finnish people on a business trip to
the Far East, and told them that he was my cousin. The Finns had
told him that my cancer treatments have become famous.
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Tuesday 3 April 2001
I’m gradually getting used to the skinhead looking at me from the
mirror. Today was the first morning this spring when the cycle tracks
were completely free of ice on my way to work, and even the sand
had been swept away.
At Parliament House, Irina and Kirsi stroked my hair. It feels
soft and silky like squirrel fur. Irina said that I look like Sinead
O’Connor.

Wednesday 4 April 2001
I gave the opening speech at the University of Tampere at the Feminist Culture Week. I talked about women’s relationship with their
bodies, which was the conference theme. A hilariously funny band,
‘Pressan menkat’ [President’s periods], appeared at the opening,
celebrating the fact that we have our first woman president in Finland.
Later I walked to the Central Museum of Labour for the opening
of the exhibition associated with the Feminist Culture Week. It was
still warm, I walked with my head uncovered. For the first time in
months, I felt the wind in my hair. My hair is not many millimetres
long, but still the wind ‘tossed’ it. A wonderful feeling.

Thursday 5 April 2001
The Natura supplementation, negotiated long and hard, was supposed to come up at the Cabinet today, but the office of the Chancellor of Justice had received a complaint on the procedure this morning, and the item was removed. What a crying shame! People at the
Nature Conservation Department of the Ministry have toiled day
and night to have the matter ready within the schedule required by
the EU Commission. Now the schedule went out of the window,
since no one knows how long dealing with the complaint will take.
Before the Cabinet meeting, Maija Rask, the Minister for Education, asked me if it was OK to stroke my hair, it looks so cute. Be my
guest, I said.
There was a reader’s letter in Ilta-Sanomat, maintaining on the
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 asis of my reply on Tuesday that I have received treatment not
b
available for ordinary people, with corresponding risk probabilities.
I wouldn’t have thought that anybody could be envious of me having to have chemotherapy! Ever since September, the evening papers
have nurtured the idea that I’m on my last legs. Now that I’m liberated from my scarf and it turns out that I’m not at death’s door after
all, and never was, that is also wrong in some people’s opinion.

Friday 6 April 2001
At the Presidential Session, Ms Halonen chuckled at the sight of my
head. Her hand twitched a little before she shook my hand. When she
had moved on, Erkki Tuomioja, the Minister for Foreign Affairs, standing by my side, whispered: “She was going to stroke your hair.”

Tuesday 10 April 2001
A magazine requested an interview on the subject ‘living with a serious illness’. I asked Kristina to reply that the sum total of the interview is as follows: “With a probability of 90%, I no longer have a
serious illness.”
In the evening, after ashtanga, I stayed behind at the Ministry
to read my emails and write replies to them. I also wrote three responses for the papers on climate policy. When I left to go home,
it was past 11 p.m. It was pretty cool for cycling; I had optimistically worn a light summer anorak in the morning, spurred on by
the glorious weather on Sunday. As I arrived home, the view from
the yard was the gorgeous night sky: ragged clouds lit up by the
city lights against a dark sky, a few stars peeping through, all this
viewed through the leafless branches of the birch tree.

Saturday 14 April 2001
My doctor friend, Saara, sent a text message asking if we’ll be in Pispala at Easter, she is coming to clean her former home on the northern slope of Pispala ridge. The house is about to go on the market. I
called her and we made a date to meet up on Easter Monday.
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Maire came over with a white long-haired cat. The cat is called
Mikki. Originally, the puss had been Lumikki (Snow White), but it
turned out to be a tom. Maire said that she actually got the cat because her good friend, the poetess Eeva-Liisa Manner had craved
for a cat, she was mad about cats. Eeva-Liisa had tried to keep a cat,
but it didn’t really work out any more, she was too old for it. Maire
saw this kitten at a friend’s house and adopted it. She told EevaLiisa: “Let’s agree that this is your cat, he just lives with me.” EevaLiisa was satisfied with the arrangement. When she was admitted to
hospital, she demanded to see her cat. Maire told her that she was
sure it wasn’t allowed in the hospital rules. Eeva-Liisa enthused:
“Let’s smuggle the cat in!” So, next time Maire visited her, she took
the cat with her. Getting out of the car, she put the cat, still a kitten,
under her coat on top of her breasts. A man shared the lift with her.
The cat walked back and forth on Maire’s breasts so her coat undulated. The man had stared aghast at Maire’s breasts, without saying a word. Luckily the cat kept quiet. In Eeva-Liisa’s room, Maire
had put the kitten on Eeva-Liisa’s chest, and she had stroked it. Her
room-mate had previously agreed to the plot. A nurse had come
into the room. On seeing the cat, she had asked, alarmed: “Does
anyone know about this?” Maire had said: “No, only the four of us.”
The nurse had said: “All right, we won’t tell anyone.” That was just
a few weeks before Eeva-Liisa died.

Monday 16 April 2001, second day of Easter
Saara said that if she hadn’t known I was coming, she would have
thought she was seeing my brother, when I got out of the car with
my skinhead. Jukka fell in love with the house, and I like it too. I
immediately had visions of blooming Easter narcissi on the kitchen
windowsill. The house has clever details thought up by Saara’s exhusband, who was a student of architecture when they were renovating the house. For instance, the bathroom and sauna dressing room
tiles are works of art. They had been given remnants of variously
coloured job lots of tiles free by a tile merchant they knew. The husband designed abstract works of art from the multi-coloured tiles.
Unfortunately, the view is not as nice as from our present house.
On the way back to the cabin, Jukka declared that he would like
to buy the house. I remonstrated weakly about the less magnificent
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view than the present. Then I concluded that it was no good hanging around, waiting to see if one of the shareholders of our current
property owners’ company was willing to sell us some of his building permission, so we could extend our present home. I rang Saara,
said that we’ll buy the house.
Jukka said that we seem to be good at making decisions in small
matters. Decision-making is slower when it comes to big things,
such as what we should have for dinner.

Sunday 22 April 2001
I spent the best part of the week at the New York CSD or the UN
Commission on Sustainable Development conference, which in
practice is a meeting of the world’s ministers of the environment.
On the way to New York, I read my emails. Some nutters are still
sending me recipes for cancer cures. Now the sheaf contained a message from a person who was in effect threatening me by saying that
someone he knew had refused to take certain cures and died, and
another who did, was cured. I’m not a bit cheered by messages that
indirectly hope that the treatments I have received haven’t worked.
In New York the EU ministers did their utmost in corridors and
cocktail parties in order to talk ministers of other countries into joining the Kyoto front. One of the people I talked to was the Canadian
minister. He said that there was no question of Canada ratifying the
Kyoto Protocol, if the USA wasn’t, as the Canadian economy is so
closely wedded to that of the USA.
On Thursday, the environmental organizations got hold of the
speaking notes sent by the US State Department to instruct their
embassies abroad on how they should approach questions on the
Kyoto Protocol. The question on whether the USA might ratify the
Kyoto Protocol under any circumstances, they were told to answer:
“No, it cannot.” The speaking notes were pretty naïve. Slightly different approaches were to be taken with the EU countries, the Umbrella Group countries, and developing countries.
One day in New York, may have been Wednesday, I had a sharp
pain in my left forearm. Naturally, my first thought was: a metastasis in the bone. The pain was still there the next morning. After that,
I have felt all kinds of sensations in different parts of my body, all of
which awaken the same fear: metastases in the bones.
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I remembered the HYKS oncologist’s words that I’m likely to have
various sensations for a long time that I will suspect are caused by
metastases.
EU ministers are now very willing to compromise in the climate
negotiations. At least in theory. One minister preached that we must
hold on to the countries that can agree, and find a compromise that
these countries can accept. A short while later, however, the same
minister objected to the Swedish Minister, Larsson, offering other
countries certain compromise models in his capacity as Chairman
of the EU Environment Council.
René Castro, head of UNDP (UN Development Programme) Central America Office came to see me. He said that they needed a Nordic ‘senior minister’ to visit Central America before the Bonn climate
conference, to disseminate information on climate policy other than
that of the USA. He asked if I could come. I was rather surprised,
I a ‘senior minister’? We checked the calendar and decided that it
might be possible right at the start of July.
At one meeting, I chatted with Björn Stigson. This sympathetic
Swedish gentleman chairs an organization called the World Business Council for Sustainable Development. He asked what had induced me to get such a strange haircut. I told him the truth. Björn
looked utterly shocked. I said that it isn’t as awful as it sounds. “It
did sound really awful,” he said, still wide-eyed. I decided that I
would refrain from telling the truth to foreigners who don’t already
know it.
I returned from New York via London. At the airport, my bag was
selected for a ‘random check’. I had changed into comfy clothing for
the trip, jeans and a fleece jacket, my hand luggage was a backpack,
and my hair of course this provocative crew cut. They were probably looking for drugs in my backpack.
As the plane took off, I was watching Manhattan backlit by the
setting sun. It was beautiful. I thought how privileged I was to see
this wonderful sight.
Last night I finally got to the island. In a way, it’s a great indulgence that we use two cabins, but this one, left by Jukka’s parents, is
not used by any of Jukka’s siblings. And whenever the sea is open,
we long to be here.
Pack ice had blocked our normal route, and we had to take a detour which took over an hour. It was cold, and a fine rain beat our
faces in addition to the wind.
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This morning, as we were having a cup of tea on the rock in the
sunshine, Jukka said that my face was covered in red blotches. I got
into a mood. I growled at Jukka almost the whole day for all kinds
of inconsequential things, for no good reason. I thought that the
blotches were a symptom of something worse. I felt like my body is
rotting all round, as soon as one bit heals, another falls apart. Then
it occurred to me that the blotches were simply due to yesterday’s
boat journey. The biting wind and drizzle for over an hour had been
too much for my face.
Our usual pair of black-backed gulls arrived and began to circle
round its traditional nesting stone. Jukka pointed out a group of
cormorants some distance away. A pair of whooper swans flew over
our heads.

Tuesday 24 April 2001
I made a speech at a seminar on protecting the Baltic Sea. An older
man came across to say: “Great to see the Minister looking so perky.”
It was probably intended as a compliment. I felt approximately like
one time when I was not yet 30, when the father of my children said:
“You’re actually pretty well preserved.”

Saturday 28 April 2001
We went off to the island for May Day. The pair of black-backed
gulls appears to be hatching already.
In the evening, I hennaed my hair. I’ve put it off because my scalp
wasn’t completely covered by hair. When dying hair with henna,
the scalp gets dyed too, and I thought it would look bad if a carrotcoloured scalp was showing under the stubble. The hair turned out
quite acceptable. It’s only a centimetre long, and will evidently not
be much longer at my 50th birthday party. In the old days, it used
to grow a centimetre a month, now the growth rate seems to have
slowed down to half of what it was. Oh well, at least this style is easy
to look after. Almost up to now, I have just showered my hair with
water in the mornings, and only washed it with shampoo a couple
of times all year.
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Sunday 29 April 2001
Here on the island, there is a similar cool, clear, expansive brightness as in Lapland. The sky is often very pale, but the water very
dark blue.
We caught 17 big sea bass in the net, as well as burbot. First time
since I’ve been coming here that we caught a burbot.
Common gulls are starting to pair off and settle on their nesting rocks. Jukka recognized the song of a chaffinch. I, who have
maintained that there were no chaffinches at my childhood summer
cabin, realized that I have indeed heard that tune as a child, but
considered it to be some kind of general bird song. A bumble bee
buzzed over our breakfast table.
We sipped whisky called Bowmore. Jukka said that it’s quite
good, the bottle looks good too. I looked at the picture on the label.
“Birds,” I said. “Probably glaucous gulls,” Jukka specified, “there
are no other all-white gulls in Scotland.” He never says ‘bird’, he
always names the species. When Jukka says ‘flower’, I say, for example, crocus, hawkweed, meadow vetchling, valerian, crane’s bill,
campion, speedwell, may lily or loosestrife. When I say ‘bird’ or
‘water fowl’, Jukka says, for example, diver, oystercatcher, Arctic
tern, tufted duck, sedge warbler or wheatear.
Jukka told me that one year, the physics division of the Baccalaureate Examination Board, of which he has been a member for a
long time, was preparing a problem that included a gull. Someone
dug out a picture to illustrate it. Jukka had commented: “The bird’s
weight must be changed.” The picture was of a black-backed gull,
which is quite a large bird.
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May.
End of my Party Chairmanship.

Tuesday 1 May 2001
We drank a toast of bubbly with our cabin neighbours in honour
of the fact that a cabin recently built on the shore of the same inlet
and in corporate ownership wasn’t granted a licence for a hostelry
business. The cabin has operated an unofficial restaurant over a couple of summers which is pretty much of a nuisance for the nearest
neighbours, which we thankfully are not. I made some doughnuts.
It’s been quite windy, but we managed to find a nook in the rocks
that was sheltered from the wind and in the sun.
I have slipped up in my boycott of empty calories. I have decided
to eat sweet breads and pastries when I buy or bake it myself, but to
decline them at official functions.

Thursday 3 May 2001
The Swedish Ambassador had organized an event for the Helsinki
ambassadors of EU countries and accession countries, in connection with environmental policy during Sweden’s presidency. I said
to one ambassador that we have met. He didn’t recognize me. When
we met at the Department of Development Cooperation, I was still
wearing my scarf.

Saturday 5 May 2001
“If I knew that the world was going to end tomorrow, I would plant
an apple tree today.” We bought three young apple trees and five
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blackcurrant bushes for the Terrimäki garden. My soil hormones
were whizzing round, I also bought some delphiniums and a few
other perennials. Jukka dug the holes, I fetched the soil from the
compost and carried the water.
The scenery at Terrimäki has completely changed in three weeks.
There is not a trace of ice on the lake, wild hepatica is blooming and
the birch leaf buds are bursting. Arriving at the cabin it felt strange
that there was no snow outside or ice on the steps, when the temperature indoors was almost 20 degrees, and when stepping out of the
door one wasn’t hit by frosty air. And there was no need to go out
and break the ice from the ice hole before our morning swim. And
there was no need to fetch the water in a bucket, but we could install
the pump and draw our water in the kitchen right out of the tap.
We have never before spent time here in summer, except as guests
of my parents.

Monday 7 May 2001
Sunday evening at Terrimäki was so delightful and warm that we
decided to stay until Monday morning. The lake glistened blue and
the surface of the water reflected a shimmering light onto the sides
of boats.
Today we signed the contract for our new house. There was an
unbelievable number of various papers. We took Saara to Tillikka
for a champagne toast, but the restaurant had run out, it had all
gone on May Day.
The next mishap was when we went at 4.30 to pick up packing
cases from a firm near our new home, it had closed half an hour earlier. We bought some refuse sacks and found some cardboard boxes.
We managed to move quite a lot of stuff on the trailer. This was because I wanted to spend the night at the new home right away.

Tuesday 8 May 2001
I couldn’t get to sleep at night. The birds began to sing in the early
hours, it must have relaxed me.
I had to be up early to catch the train to Helsinki. I noticed that the
morning sun shines in from the windows facing northeast, which
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felt nice. We didn’t have the morning sun at the old house. The windows could do with a clean though.
The garden is sweet. But I’ll miss my old view.
I spent some of the evening with a group of civil servants from
the Ministry of the Environment and representatives of some environmental organizations. A few of the civic activists seem convinced
that the Ministry civil servants do nothing other than try to water
everything down.

Wednesday 9 May 2001
I met with representatives of biology and geography teachers. One
of them had very short hair that I thought looked really good. As
the guests were leaving, the woman told me that she had looked
just like me a few months ago, as chemotherapy had taken her hair,
too.
The Kyoto ministerial group had an awful meeting. Lipponen has
appointed me to present my proposal for Finland’s position in the
climate negotiations after President Bush’s declaration, for debating in the Cabinet. A memorandum on the subject was prepared at
the Ministry of the Environment, and I was to take it to the Cabinet
Wednesday evening negotiation. The MTI demanded that the matter must pass through the Kyoto ministerial group. I assented, even
though I was annoyed. The Kyoto group has already completed its
actual task, the climate report submitted to Parliament, the preparation of which was led by the MTI. Now it would seem that the MTI
civil servants want to use this ministerial group to ride roughshod
over matters the preparation of which is the remit of the Ministry of
the Environment.
At the Kyoto group meeting, Sinikka distributed a paper written
at the MTI, and exploiting her position as Chairman, used it as the
basis of the debate. The paper was quite incompetently written. If
such a paper had been approved and leaked to the media, it would
have provided grist to the mill for all those who blackball Finland
and accuse us of trying to torpedo the whole climate negotiations.
Then we would have had to say goodbye to our efforts to gain sympathy at the EU for Finland’s goals in the carbon sink issues. Fortunately, Olli-Pekka Heinonen, the Minister for Transport and Communications, seemed to understand that we couldn’t approve such
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a paper, and after him, others too. At the end of it all, the meeting
didn’t manage to produce any actual text, but accepted my dictated
list on what is Finland’s primary aim, and what we consider to be
the next best alternative, and the best after that. The written version
was left for the officials to formulate.
After the meeting, I was huffing and puffing. One of the Ministry
of the Environment civil servants surmised that the whole mess was
private enterprise on the part of a certain MTI civil servant. “Good
thing the paper was so poor that it turned against itself,” she said.

Friday 11 May 2001
I outlined the situation in the climate negotiations and the proposal
for Finland’s policy at the EU ministerial committee. My proposal
was approved with unusually slight opposition.

Sunday 13 May 2001
The week has been spent with the house move. We only brought our
last load of stuff from our former home tonight. The kitchen things
have now been put away in cupboards. There’s still a lot of other
junk to sort out, and the bookcases are yet to be assembled.
At some stage it occurred to me that a major part of my free time
is spent packing, carrying and washing up. My city homes have
dishwashers in principle, but the one here has given up the ghost
and there’s naturally a lot of washing up involved in moving house.
At the cabins we wash up by hand, which is relaxing and pleasant,
if there’s no rush. Every time we go to the island, we carry our stuff
six times, from the house to the car, from car to boat, boat to cabin,
and then back again. The trips to Lapland involve endless packing.
First, we pack the car at home. At the departure point of the ramble
we pack our rucksacks. While trekking, the backpacks are undone
each night and repacked each morning, and backpacks are partially
unpacked and repacked at every single meal and coffee break.
On working days, too, I have to do a lot of packing, since I travel
so much.
Well, a little later I decided that this kind of practical pottering
around with Jukka is actually really nice. Now my brain is bursting
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with new ideas on how to organize our things, which is fun.
I’ve grown to like the house more and more, with the exception
of the living room that is pink all over. I’ve begun to find enchanting
views from the windows. This morning, Jukka brought me breakfast in bed in honour of Mother’s Day, and I turned around in bed. I
noticed that if we sleep with our feet towards the windows, the outlook is really pretty, with branches of birch trees and roofs of Pispala
houses. We immediately decided to sleep that way round.
The garden is small enough; I think I’ll have time to look after
it. There are quite a few of birch trees. Yesterday morning I noticed
that the garden was bathed in sunlight at ten o’clock, earlier than
at our old house. All in all, our new garden is sunnier on summer
days for longer than the last one. Spring bulbs are flowering in the
garden. In addition, I planted colourful pelargoniums in a window
box under the kitchen window, and pansies and dahlias in big pots
in the front garden. There’s plenty to do in the garden, the shrubs
are full of dead branches.
The compost bin is purchased and started. Wherever we go, Jukka and I seem to initiate our settling in by acquiring a compost bin.

Monday 14 May 2001
One day last week, as I was getting my bike from the Ministry of the
Environment gateway, I bumped into a couple of ministry officials
in the street. One said: “I really dig your hair. Real sorry, but I prefer
it to your last hairdo.” Again today, someone paid me a compliment
on my hair. I have never received so many compliments on my hair
as thanks to this crew cut, in the same way as I have never received
as much positive feedback on anything in my life as on making my
cancer public.

Thursday 17 May 2001
On Tuesday, I was in Brussels at the UN LDC Conference. LDC
means the least developed countries. In the evening, we took the
bullet train to Paris, which was much nicer than flying.
Yesterday, Wednesday, the OECD countries’ environment ministers met in Paris. It feels peculiar to be at a meeting of ministers of
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the environment with representatives of only industrialized countries. Usually, at all international environment meetings, the majority of ministers come from developing countries. Today the meeting
continued as a joint conference of finance ministers and environment ministers. What a joy to hear one finance minister after another
speaking for sustainable development and improvement of ecological efficiency. One of them made the comment that decoupling economic growth from growth of harmful environmental effects is the
only realistic survival strategy. The OECD Secretary-General quoted
a certain biologist. His message was that the biosphere will survive,
but humans possibly not, if we don’t change our ways, as at the moment man ‘consumes natural capital’. In my own speech, I recalled
reading books by philosophers who were analysing the paradigm
of Western natural sciences in the 80s. One of them remarked that
Western industrialized society relates in the same way to both nature and women. Both are assumed to provide an unlimited source
of free services.
According to the French alphabet, Finland was placed next to the
United States. My American neighbour wondered at my fiddling
with my communicator the whole time.
The biggest wrangle was over what the meeting should say about
the Kyoto Protocol. Finally, the United States agreed to language
where all the countries undertook to take part constructively in the
Bonn climate negotiations next July. At lunch, Jan Pronk came out
with a skilful interpretation as to what this means. Everyone will
come to Bonn with the solemn intention of achieving agreement on
the rules of interpretation of the Kyoto Protocol. The countries that
do not intend to ratify, read the USA, will not sabotage negotiations
of others. The Canadian Minister of the Environment made many
accusations against the EU, but no longer said, as was the case in
April, that Canada will not ratify if the USA does not. I thought it
was a good sign. The US representative praised the present administration as results-oriented and said that it will also apply to climate
policy, you’ll see. Well, we’ll see.
In the ladies’ loo I met a woman in a leading position in the OECD,
who told me that about a year ago she looked like I do now. She had
also lost her hair as the result of chemotherapy.
Before lunch, I was again chatting with Björn Stigson. He said
that my hair was beginning to look pretty normal again, while at our
last encounter in New York it had looked ‘real radical’. He knows
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that my youth was radical and had thought the crew cut was somehow connected.
The environment ministers of the EU countries held a meeting
and discussed possible compromise the EU might propose at the
climate negotiations. Sweden’s Kjell Larsson had a couple of suggestions. Several countries opposed offering compromises. One minister said that it is too soon to propose compromises, their place is
only at the endgame. I said that we are already at the game after the
end, which was supposed to be last November in The Hague. How
can we get the rest of the world to believe that the EU is prepared
to compromise, if we don’t give them any practical indication of it?
Jan Pronk concurred. I sometimes wonder of some people think that
Pronk and I are somehow in cahoots. We’re not, but we seem to
think on the same lines on quite a few issues.

Sunday 20 May 2001
Last weekend we had the Green Party Conference, where Osmo was
elected Chairman and I was relieved of the position. At long last!
Now is a good time to give up the chairmanship, when the Greens’
opinion poll support is the best of all time.
If I had yielded to requests and continued as Chairman, which
would have required changing the Party rules, the press would
probably have labelled me greedy for power. But since I stepped
aside, not one paper has commended me for my willingness for rotation.

that the cancer won’t recur is to die of something else. In other
words, it’s best not to know.
That the paper maintains that I have declared my victory over
cancer gives me a sense of foreboding. I hope that the goddesses
of Fate take note that it was the reporter’s copy and not mine, and
won’t wreak revenge. Why on earth don’t they get it that recovery
from cancer and recovery from chemotherapy are two different
things?

Saturday 26 May 2001
On the island for the Ascension Day weekend. On Wednesday, waiting for the Presidential Session to start, I told colleagues that I’d go
to the island for the holiday, come sleet, hail or high water. We’ve
had the hail, yesterday in two bursts and once the day before. The
daytime temperature has been six or seven degrees, but there has
been a constant stiff north wind. So, it’s been pretty bracing, as the
cabin is situated on the northernmost tip of the island. But whenever the sun shines, it’s still incredibly beautiful and wonderfully
light. We are now in the lightest sixth of the year. It is less than a
month to the summer solstice and there’s roughly as much light as
in mid-July.
Today we heard a cuckoo calling. I didn’t actually count, but listened anyway. The cuckoo called at least 40–50 times. Of course I
took it as a positive omen, I still have many decades ahead of me.

Tuesday 22 May 2001
Yesterday’s Iltalehti carried the interview I gave in Savonlinna. The
reporter has headlined: “Having overcome cancer, Satu Hassi is
happy to step aside. ‘I feel on top of the world.’ In the copy he says:
“I have now beaten breast cancer.” In reality, I said to him that all
I can say is that I’m fully recovered from the cancer treatments. Instead, he has put the words into my mouth that I have recovered
from cancer. But it’s impossible to know it! There are only two ways
of knowing. One is that the cancer recurs. Then one knows that the
treatment was necessary, but didn’t work. The only way of knowing
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June.
My 50th birthday.

Friday 1 June 2001
In the morning Kimmo Sasi, Minister for Foreign Trade, created
havoc in the Cabinet Committee on EU affairs, as is his usual way.
He has made it his habit to always bring large numbers of proposals
for amendments to my mandate for the EU Environment Council
direct to the Cabinet EU committee.

Saturday 2 June 2001
We only arrived here on the island this evening. Until early afternoon, I was painting the living room of our new home to give it a
new look. I wanted the pink surfaces covered up before my birthday. I managed to wash down the ceiling and the wall panelling,
and to give them both the first coat of paint. Now the worst of the
pink is covered up.

Sunday 3 June 2001
It’s my 50th birthday today. It’s the first reasonably warm weekend
here on the island.
Last night after our sauna, it was past midnight by the time we
finished supper. When Jukka realized the time, he wished me many
happy returns and gave me his present which was a warm bathrobe.
Very useful, especially when swimming in cold weather.
We had a champagne breakfast on the spit by the boat pier, which
was the only sunny spot that was out of the wind.
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As we were drinking coffee on the shore, Jukka was watching
a tern that dived for a fish. I commented that it’s actually logical
that the tern is a fish-eater, since it travels annually almost from
the South Pole to the North Pole and back again. Very true, Jukka
agreed, the bulk of the globe’s surface is water. I went on that it also
seems logical that swallows and other insect-eating birds are small.
If they were bigger, they wouldn’t be nimble enough to catch insects.
Jukka pondered that in the sea, the largest whales are baleen whales
that eat ocean ’insects’ or plankton. I said that in the air, insect-eating wouldn’t work by flying into swarms of insects and sifting bugs
through the baleen. If it did, we’d have insect-eaters the size of Zeppelins flying around in the air. Yes, Jukka said, the greater viscosity
of water means that small creatures move slowly in water and from
the perspective of larger creatures, are practically still.
The black-backed gull has young, once again three cute, greyspeckled fluff balls. The pair of gulls feeds them constantly, no wonder, as the chicks always grow at amazing speed.
The birch trees are a lovely, bright pale green.
I watched a common gull sitting on top of a net-drying frame
on the rock. The sight seemed somehow eternal. The bird is like
thousands, maybe millions of generations of gulls before it. The netdrying frame has turned an ageless grey. Actually, it’s around thirty
years old, but it’s like its innumerable predecessors over hundreds,
maybe thousands of years. Maybe the fisherman who ten thousand
years ago wove the world’s oldest known fishing net from bast in
Antrea, Karelia, used similar frames, with wooden pegs in place of
the iron nails.
I need this landscape, but the landscape doesn’t need me. The
landscape has existed before me and will remain after me. Melting
of the ice, summer-blue sea, autumn storms, icy winters forever repeat themselves. In the summer sky, an eternal wind drives clouds
that disintegrate and are replaced by others, like the previous ones.
Summer after summer, the setting sun highlights the redness of the
bedrock against the blue sea. Rising from the sea, the bedrock is covered by patterns made by lichens, mosses, flowers, grass and finally
trees. At the same rate, new red boulders and bedrock, shaped by
the glacier, rise from the sea. Every summer, the gulls, terns, mergansers, eiders, grebes and their broods of young come. The species
may change, but the birds always come.
At moments like this, I think that I’d like to live here on the island
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a whole year round, take photos of places at different times of the
year and write a poem for each picture. The cabin itself is tiny and
basic, built by an ordinary working-class family in the 60s. Inside,
there is barely room for a bed, a table and a kitchenette of two square
metres. Jukka tells me that almost all the building materials are recycled, for example the timber boards lining it came from an old salt
warehouse. But the scenery makes this a lovely place. Of course, we
have added ‘luxuries’. Thanks to the solar panels, I can write here
on my computer. On dark nights, we can put on the light enjoying
the knowledge that it comes from stored sunlight. A couple of years
ago, Jukka even bought a little fridge, as in the heat of the summer it
was hard to keep food fresh in an earth cellar.
As we were leaving, our cabin neighbours brought a 50th birthday present of a shingle basket full of pretty split birch logs. They
come in very useful here on the island!
Early in the year, I imagined that by now my hair would be almost back to normal. Like hell it is, it’s only just over a centimetre
long. But at least it’s easy to look after.
Of course, I have granted a pile of birthday interviews. From
the point of view of the principal party, it’s nice that 50th birthday
interviews are customarily written in a positive vein. Reporters of
two magazines had written that I had supposedly had the whole
breast removed. Fortunately, I saw this copy in advance and had
time to correct them. Neither interview had touched on the operation in particular, but they had made up this information. Apparently, headlines the size of a cat written on the removal of a tumour
the size of a pea have brought about this idea, too.
In most interview pictures, I look happy. I am happy. My hair is
back and I feel great in every way.
On Sunday evening, on the way to Tampere in the car. I don’t
know if this quite makes sense, but I’m going with Jukka to Tampere
for the night and taking the early train tomorrow morning to get
to Helsinki to work. I’ll have a short night’s sleep, but I get to sleep
next to Jukka.
The forest is incredibly sweet with its various shades of green.
The birches are still light green, although their leaves are already
quite large. The spruce trees adorned with their new growth are
like they were dressed up in their best. Early summer is indeed a
cause for celebration. This year, for the first time, I have noticed how
multi-coloured aspens are in early summer. I have always thought
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that in early summer, aspens are rust-coloured. Now I have noticed
that the shades range from very dark rust-red to a very pale green.
Apparently, aspen leaves have varying amounts of red pigment.
Groups of exactly even-coloured aspen stand at the roadside, with
different-coloured groups alongside. Perhaps the groups of uniformly coloured aspen are suckers from the same original tree.

Monday 4 June 2001
I spent the first part of my 50th birthday celebrations in a cabin in
the Nuuksio forest. A Finnish-African band, a kantele and African
drums, played great music. The food was Africa-themed. Irina made
a speech typical of herself. She enthused over my new hair, new
underarm hair, new leg hairs and a new puberty. I had forbidden
speeches, but Irina said that I don’t always stick to rules either.
I had feared that my guests wouldn’t find the kota spa, but was
glad to see that many people did. Those who found it didn’t want
to leave. We took saunas, swam in the cool pond, lolled about in the
big wooden tubs which contained warm water and in which one
could have stayed forever. We stayed at least an hour longer than
we had agreed with the owner of the place. I had to really order the
guests to leave. When we returned from Nuuksio to drive home, it
was an unbelievably gorgeous, scented summer night, with mist lying in hollows here and there.

Tuesday 5 June 2001
Today has been a day of variable emotions.
I arrived at the Department of Development Cooperation in the
morning tired, but feeling good after last night. I was informed
that Kalevi wants to speak to me before the meeting of the steering
group. He said: “This cancer story that was supposed to end is going on.” They have found metastases in his body. “I feel a bit like I
don’t know if it’s Monday or Wednesday,” Kalevi said.
Oh no!
Kalevi was diagnosed with cancer some months after Finland’s
EU presidency ended. During the presidency, he was one of the central civil servants of the Department of Development Cooperation,
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for example, the Lomé negotiations would hardly have succeeded
without him. At least I couldn’t have coped as the chairman of the
EU side of these negotiations without him. He had an operation and
was on sick leave for many months. We thought that that was the
end of it. It seems not to be the case. Most upsetting is that at least
according to the books I have read, his cancer is the kind that cannot
be cured through current methods, if it has developed discerniblesized metastases. At that stage, it’s only possible to delay the spread
of the cancer. Breast cancer is similar.
Kalevi sighed that he didn’t find it at all pleasant to read in the
papers my birthday interviews, in which I promised to write a fun
book about cancer. I felt guilty, I have probably opened my big
mouth with insufficient forethought. On the other hand, some of the
reporters have perhaps drawn slightly incorrect inferences. I don’t
know if I’ve actually talked about a ‘fun’ book, but I have said that
this experience has involved a lot of amusing incidents, which is
true.
In the Ministry of the Environment courtyard, I invited the staff
of both ministries for a birthday champagne toast and some Baltic herring marinated in curry I had prepared myself. The folks at
the Ministry of the Environment had tied a sweet floral wreath and
written a song about who tied which flower into it. In other words,
they had replaced the names in the lyrics of an old song.
In between, a French-German TV company interviewed me on
nuclear power and then there was an event at Suomenlinna, which
I had been invited to attend by the Finnish Environment Institute,
so they could present me with a gift there. A good choice, a warm
sweater. The number of gifts has remained within reason, almost,
because I have requested that the gifts should go to a charitable
foundation which provides aid for the disabled in developing countries.
Finally, I cycled to my brother’s, where father had also come. We
agreed to have lunch together tomorrow in Daddy’s honour, as his
80th birthday is tomorrow.

Wednesday 6 June 2001
Unusually, I had some time during the morning to tidy my desk at
the Ministry. I was immersed in my papers, until Kristina came to
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say that my brother had called from the Savoy and asked what was
keeping me. Embarrassed, I rushed there, but luckily everyone was
in a good mood.
In the middle of lunch, I had to leave to attend the Cabinet session. The Cabinet extended its congratulations. Lipponen made a
nice speech. Naturally, it’s good manners to praise the birthday girl,
but it still felt good to hear from Lipponen’s lips that it is too little
known in Finland how highly regarded I am in international climate
negotiations. “You have borne your burden with your head held
high, without your sporty demeanour letting up for a moment,” he
said, handed me the Cabinet’s present of a floatation suit, and continued: “Take care of yourself and stay afloat.” Then the ministers
present hugged me. “Good health,” said Sinikka Mönkäre as she
gave me a hug.

Thursday 7 June 2001
Luxembourg, the EU Environment Council. Belgium’s Magda Alvoet came across to tell me how well I look. She said that my colour
is much better than before. This is true, but mostly due to the summer, cycling and weekends on the island.
The group of experts appointed by President Bush has published
its report. The group’s remit was evaluation of the latest report by
IPCC, the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change. The group’s
unanimous view is that the IPCC report is correct. In other words,
this American group of experts, too, is convinced that firstly, the
planet is warming, and secondly, that the climate change is at least
partially caused by human activities.

Saturday 9 June 2001
Today was the Pispala part of my birthday celebrations. Last night,
I came from Luxembourg straight to Terrimäki, where we took a
sauna. We had to leave for Tampere in late morning.
At my party, I met my younger daughter’s boyfriend for the first
time. I was aware that my daughter had a night visitor, but I haven’t
asked questions, thinking that she’ll make the introductions when
she deems it appropriate. A seemingly very nice young man. By
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the by, both my daughters’ friends are very well-mannered young
people, at least in my presence. I think that they conduct themselves
much better than I and my mates did at their age, or that in that respect, the talk of deterioration in young people’s behaviour doesn’t
seem to hold true.
We held the party on the shore of Pyhäjärvi Lake, among Pispala’s
garden allotments. My friend Iita, who had organized the band and
a fun Pispala choir, had composed a song for me.
Towards the end of the evening everyone gathered around me
and sang: “For she’s a jolly good lady.” Next, someone started the
Internationale. Naturally, the party was attended by quite a number
of old mates who in their student days were involved in the Marxist
movement. After the Internationale, I started, regardless of being a
lousy singer, the Red Guard song from the Finnish civil war in 1918,
which says that the Government is spreading terror throughout the
unhappy country (Later I heard that some locals had hatched a plot
that they’ll hide in a nearby shrubbery and sing in chorus the very
same Red Guard song). Then we got carried away singing anything,
until we were quite hoarse. As we were winding down, it started to
rain. The weather forecast had been for rain, but it hadn’t arrived in
Tampere until then.

Sunday 10 June 2001
The final part of my birthday celebration was today at Daddy’s
house, Dad’s and my combined 130th birthday party for the family.
That was a good do, too. The family is large, there were around a
hundred guests. All these parties cost a pretty penny, but they all
left a good feeling, they were worth organizing. One is only 50 once.
What’s more, I can’t be sure that I will ever round off another decade.
Granted, who can? We must celebrate when we have the chance.

Tuesday 12 June 2001
President Bush made a speech yesterday which included the comment that although the USA produces 20% of the world’s greenhouse gas emissions, it must be remembered that the rest of the
world produces 80%. As if there were two countries in the world,
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USA and ‘the rest of the world’. In any case, the USA produces 25%
of the world’s greenhouse gas emissions, and about a third of the
emissions of industrialized countries. Per capita, USA’s emissions
are double those of the EU, and 20 times those of India.
I met Russia’s new Deputy Minister responsible for environmental
issues, Yelena Katayeva. She seemed like a sensible and determined
woman, I’m very pleased. Russia’s environmental administration is
in a state of constant turmoil. Some years ago Russia discontinued
the Ministry of the Environment and replaced it with the State Committee on Environmental Protection, which has less authority. Last
year, this Committee was also scrapped, and environmental issues
were transferred to the Ministry of Natural Resources. The Deputy
Minister is in charge of environmental matters at this Ministry.

Thursday 14 June 2001
Early this morning, I set off for Gothenburg, where an EU summit
meeting is held, as well as a large number of meetings and seminars
of civic organizations. I spoke at a Friends of the Earth seminar on
globalization.
When I arrived at Gothenburg airport, I received a text message
on the decision of Vaasa Administrative Court. The Court has overturned the licence to build the Vuotos reservoir in Lapland, because
it would cause too much damage to nature and the environment.
Yippee!!!! Unfortunately I couldn’t immediately jump up and down
at the airport. The weekend’s Vuotos rowing event will be a celebration.

Saturday 16 June 2001
Yesterday was busy, as usual. Among other things, I visited the Ämmässuo landfill site to hear the opinions of local residents. It happened to be a lovely summery day, and visiting the site itself, the
grass-covered knoll looked as pretty as it’s possible for a landfill site
to be. We were standing above the wind, so there was hardly any
smell.
In the evening, I caught the night train to the Vuotos rowing
event. It had occurred to me during the day that I hadn’t thought
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to bring suitable shoes for rough terrain. I thought I’ll buy a pair of
wellington boots on my way to the station. At the first shoe shop,
they looked at me gone out, when I asked for rubber boots. At the
second, they again shook their heads. It seems that wellingtons
are not a part of Helsinki residents’ standard kit. I decided to try
the sportswear department at Sokos. They, too, shook their heads,
suggested the shoe department. I said that I doubted they stocked
them. Two salespersons looked at me, unsure as to what to do. Then
one said: “Well, we do have these Kontio boots.” “What are they?”
I asked. Well, traditional, long Nokia rubber boots. “What’s wrong
with them,” I thought and tried them on. I only had about ten minutes to catch the train. I handed the wellingtons to the sales girl and
asked her to be quick. Then I set off running, rucksack on my back
and carrying the wellington bag. At the department store door the
alarm went off. I looked at the carrier bag. The alarm tag had been
left on the wellies. Thankfully, the receipt was in the same bag, and
the tag was removed at the nearest cash desk. I made it to the train
by the skin of my teeth. The restaurant car contained many jolly
rowing participants.
In the morning, it poured with rain in Kemijärvi, and the rain
continued throughout the bus journey. Just before we reached the
river, the rain stopped and the sun came out after a while.
Kingcups bloomed yellow along the riverside, and the globeflowers were just starting. Several people asked how I was. It was
a special event, the tenth rowing festival. But the cause of the jolly
atmosphere was the decision of the Vaasa Administrative Court. I
was sorry to leave half-way through. But so many weekends have
passed with no opportunity of spending time on the island that I
wanted to go there, too. I took the evening plane to Helsinki and the
official car to Kotka. Jukka picked me up to take me to the island. By
the time we got there it was 1.30 a.m.

Sunday 17 June 2001
It was wonderful to wake up on the island. While we were breakfasting on the bedrock, I admired the flowers. The sweet-scented bird’s
foot trefoil is opening in rock crevices. Cow parsley and sorrel are
flowering, wild chives have big buds. The chives are plump because
it has been rainy. I said: “Isn’t it nice that someone takes care of the
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flowers so well, and hoovers and mops up.” “Except that instead
of mopping, he likes a spray wash,” Jukka said, “and instead of a
hoover, he seems to have a blower.”
It was warm enough to have supper outdoors, too. When we
carry our little table to the bedrock near the water’s edge, we lay
the table, a bottle of wine and stemmed glasses, and sit down to eat
while admiring the sunset over the sea, and it feels like we’re in a
Tavian brothers film, out of this world.

Saturday 23 June, Midsummer’s Day.
The first period of my holiday has begun. We went off to the southern end of the island, as there is quite a hard wind from the north,
and there is no sheltered spot near the cabin. At the southern tip,
out of the wind, it was downright hot. We made some coffee and ate
rhubarb tart left over from yesterday. Jorma and Marjatta are also
staying at the cabin.
Yesterday, Marjatta and I developed an exceptionally delicious
bass bake. We complimented ourselves and each other and said that
we could write a bass cookery book.
The day before yesterday, we did some trolling, but caught nothing. Jukka and Jorma have been wistfully reminiscing about the
10-kilogram salmon they caught last Midsummer. We went quite
close to the Russian border. We could see the mountains on Suursaari Island clearly. This island belonged to Finland before World
War II. Jorma spotted a seal a short distance from the boat. I was certain it would swim away quickly, but it swam right toward us. We
were worried in case it got tangled in our trolling lines or swallowed
a lure. “Go away, it’s not safe here!” I called, but the seal stayed
alongside us for several minutes and goggled at us with great curiosity. Finally, it dived away and evidently managed to avoid the
lines and lures. This was the first time I had seen a wild seal in its
natural environment. I guessed it was a grey seal, as they are more
common, but Jukka said the creature was a ringed seal. Jukka has
told me that in his youth, he saw many seals here every summer.
The fact that seals are again on the increase is due to the reduction of harmful chemicals in the Baltic Sea. At some point in the 70s
and 80s, seals were on the verge of extinction, as the toxins in the
environment caused a uterine disease in females that made them
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sterile. Now the seals have increased to the point where fishermen
find them a nuisance.
A pair of mute swans nesting nearby presented a scene of a total
family idyll. First and last of the line were the cob and pen. Three
cygnets swam in between. In addition, each parent had a cygnet on
their backs in the shelter of their wings, stretching their necks to
look at the world. If you saw such a picture, you’d think it was set
up.
A moment later one of the adult swans came up on our bedrock
and attacked the only remaining common gull chick. We’ll never
know what would have been the chick’s fate, if Jukka hadn’t intervened.
The morning of Midsummer’s Eve was sunny and even pretty
calm. In the evening, the wind got up from the northeast. We still
managed to eat outdoors after our sauna at the shoreline, which was
the most sheltered from the wind. Jorma played the saxophone, and
Jukka found a couple of boards for a dance floor. It was probably
only the second time in my life I had been to a Midsummer dance.

Monday 25 June 2001
I am in The Hague, where an unofficial climate negotiation is due to
start tomorrow. Jan Pronk has convened it to do the groundwork for
the official negotiation, to be held in Bonn in July.
I thought, great, several nights at one hotel for once, I can have
my clothes pressed, and don’t need to iron at night myself. But it
turned out that there was no pressing service in the hotel. The iron
they managed to provide never got beyond lukewarm, didn’t even
burn the fingers when I tested it. More than half an hour was wasted
pressing my suit. Daft to have to lose sleep over such things.

Tuesday 26 June 2001
The meeting of industrialized countries was surprisingly constructive, although Japan was very cautious. The USA declared that the
compromise proposal prepared by Pronk could not form the basis
of the Bonn negotiations, nor even a contribution to Bonn. Pronk has
done a gigantic job. Last November, he made a proposal for a ‘politi160

cal decision’, containing the main issues that were in dispute. Now
he has developed his model of compromise further and formulated
it into a legal text, a tome of several hundred pages.
The USA had promised to formulate its own proposal by this
meeting, an alternative to the Kyoto Protocol. No proposal was
forthcoming, but here they promised that it will be finished by the
Bonn meeting.

Wednesday 27 June 2001
Today’s discussion felt reasonably genuine. People commented on
Pronk’s proposal and responded to others’ speeches in concrete
ways. This is how the discussion should have been last November at
The Hague conference and before it too. The atmosphere was good
at the meeting of the EU and the group of developing countries,
G77. The G77 President is now Iran, which is discharging its duties
very much more competently than Nigeria did last autumn. Nigeria
is an oil-producing country, and maybe didn’t even want a result.
Admittedly, Iran is also an oil-producing country.
The only cause of pessimism was that the spokesperson of the
developing countries’ group in finance issues still appears to be the
same Philippina woman who made an indelible impression on me
on the final night of the November negotiations in The Hague. If she
comes to Bonn as a negotiator, we can say goodbye to any hope of
finding a solution.
At the coordination meeting of EU ministers, I began to wonder
whether the EU made a historic error in sticking rigidly for years
to the proposal that no more than half of each country’s emissions
reductions may be implemented abroad, using so-called flexibility
mechanisms, or various forms of emissions trading. At Kyoto, the
USA and the whole Umbrella Group apparently signed the whole
Kyoto Protocol thinking that they will implement a large proportion
of their emissions reductions abroad. The tight EU policy prevented
reaching agreement on the rules of application of the Kyoto Protocol
during the Clinton administration. Now it may be too late.
At coffee break, I stood chatting for a while in a group including a USA representative I knew. He gave me a compliment on my
new hair ‘style’. I didn’t bother saying that it’s not a style. I heard
that officials of other EU countries had been complimentary about
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my hair. The British Minister of the Environment, Michael Meacher,
came across to say: ”Lovely to see you looking so good!”

Friday 29 June 2001
I went to HYKS for a blood test. It felt unpleasant to go to the HYKS
oncology department again. There is a lingering smell of death, or
a smell of fear of death. You don’t really want to look at people, because it immediately leads to wondering how bad a case this one is,
or that one. So, I mainly looked at the floor, as did most of the others,
which doesn’t do much for the atmosphere.
The Presidential Session was held at the President’s summer residence, Kultaranta on the West coast. In a way, it’s a lunatic tradition
to go here in summer time, but on the other hand it’s also extremely
pleasant.
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July.
Breakthrough at Bonn climate
negotiations.

Monday 2 July 2001
Yesterday, we flew to San José, the capital of Costa Rica, via Amsterdam and Miami. This is the visit René Castro asked me to make.
There are two businessmen with me. One of them is the wind power
expert from ABB, who is Brazilian by birth.
I have never seen clouds like the ones over Costa Rica, as we
made our descent. Thick cloud reached the height of ten kilometres,
maybe even higher, but we didn’t fly that high.
The Deputy Minister of the Environment and the Under-Secretary
of State of the Ministry themselves drove the cars that took us from
the airport to our hotel. Nice cooperative spirit! Costa Rica seems an
empathetic country in every way. After the Second World War, the
country decided to disband its armed forces. The saved resources
have largely been spent on education, and the results are evident in
people’s standard of living.
The receptionist at the hotel couldn’t understand what I meant
when I asked where I could swim. He kept repeating that the ‘Olympic pool’ was closed, and belongs to a private club. He explained
that there is a ‘Hotel pool’ and an ‘Olympic pool’ in the building. I
asked what was wrong with the other pool, if one was closed. He
kept insisting that the private pool is closed. I set out, towel and
swimming costume under my arm, in the direction of a signpost to
the Olympic pool. The gate was indeed closed there. I went back to
my room, and read the hotel brochure which said that a restaurant
‘on the poolside’ is open until 11. I asked another official the way to
the restaurant ‘on the poolside’. He showed me. And lo and behold,
I found the pool and got my swim. Our Braziliano had had precisely
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the same experience at Reception. Taina, on the other hand, had
succeeded in getting into the closed pool, but had difficulty getting
out. She said it had been wonderful to swim in the moonlight. We
couldn’t see the moon from the ‘hotel pool’.

Thursday 5 July 2001
On Monday, I met the Environment Ministers of all the Central
American countries in the capital of Honduras, Tegucigalpa. I said
to everyone that I deem it important for also the ministers of developing countries to come to Bonn themselves, and not to leave
the negotiations to their countries’ UN diplomats. They gave me interesting insights into internal differences of approach within the
developing countries’ group. Climate policy is crucial for Central
America; the area is very vulnerable, as was once again evidenced
by Hurricane Mitch a couple of years ago.
I spoke about climate policy at an event open to the public, where
the eminent audience rewarded me with enthusiastic applause. In
the evening we had dinner at a restaurant well away from the centre, on a mountainside. The band played rhythmic music, and the
whole posse of ministers started performing impromptu. My expertise in belly dancing came in useful. It’s the first time I’ve been party
to such a show in a company of ministers.
On Wednesday in El Salvador, we visited a rainforest certified
coffee cooperative. It was a really pleasing meeting. In El Salvador,
all coffee plantations are shaded, the bushes are interplanted with
shade trees. From a distance the plantations look just like forests.
The certification of this plantation showed that there were 129 different species of shade trees. There are threatened species among
both the trees and birds and mammals found in the area. The coffee
provided by the cooperative was American type tea-coloured wishwash in polystyrene mugs, even ready-sweetened, but it still tasted
surprisingly good. Jukka Uosukainen from the Ministry of the Environment whispered miserably: “It’s as weak as gnat’s pee.” I replied
that it was best to view the drink as a form of herbal tea.
After the plantation, we went for a swim in a crater lake. It is
the least polluted in El Salvador, and the cooperative has a holiday
home on its shores. The first time I swum in the crater of a volcano.
The water was like warm ass’s milk. We Finns swam at length and
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savoured the experience. On the shore, our hosts were amazed at
our swimming skills.
The Minister of the Environment of El Salvador, Ana Maria Majano, is an energetic woman. On seeing a lorry tipping a load of rubbish at the roadside, Ana Maria bid the driver to stop, leapt from the
car, took down the registration number, and called someone. She
told me that some local authorities attempt to get out of landfill fees
by tipping refuse anywhere. In many developing countries, one of
the most eye-catching features to a European is the amount of litter.
Plastic packaging is a damnable nuisance in countries where refuse
services are badly organized.

Friday 6 July 2001
We left the hotel for home at five in the morning, and arrived in Finland at around nine this morning.
I had a couple of hours’ breather at home, then to HYKS to see the
doctor. It was yet another new doctor. The results of my blood test
were good, the leucocytes even excellent. Nothing about the breast
gave cause for concern. If the cancer in the breast recurs, I’m told it
will recur in the scar. There is nothing there now. I told the doctor
about the sensations in my arm. She said that metastases don’t usually form in the bones of the arms, but mainly in the spine and thighs,
both of which have much stronger blood circulation. She also told me
that a metastasis in the bone would be so painful that one couldn’t be
unaware of it, as sleeping would be impossible without analgesics.
This doctor, too, told me to keep myself healthy.
I read the report of a Foreign Ministry civil servant on the recent
conference in The Hague. His interpretation on the conference is
diametrically opposite to mine. He appears to have only listened
to the USA representatives who kept on repeating that the USA
will not ratify the Kyoto Protocol. He has concluded that the Bonn
climate negotiations are unlikely to get anywhere. Personally, my
main impression of The Hague was that as the result of the USA’s
withdrawal, not a single other country said that it was throwing
in the towel. This same Foreign Ministry civil servant has even declared at the Environment Committee of the Parliament that there
is not much point in Finland adopting the National Kyoto strategy,
since the USA has withdrawn from the Kyoto Protocol.
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Thursday 12 July 2001
Everything on the island was bone dry, as we’ve had no rain at all
since Midsummer. The flora on the bedrock had withered. The same
chives that were juicy at Midsummer were absolutely dry. The annual flowers I had planted in the barrels bloomed handsomely, I
have watered them with washing-up water and from puddles collected on the rock.

Sunday 15 July 2001
My elder daughter and her fiance came to visit us on the island.
The weather continued glorious, and the youngsters were energetic
and helpful. The daughter offered to do the dishes, and the potential son-in-law fished enthusiastically with Jukka, he wants to learn
fishing. They didn’t even complain about having to conserve fresh
water. It was a forced situation, as there has been no new rainwater,
and we have to bring our drinking water from the mainland. Fortunately, my daughter has learned to conserve water, sailing at sea for
many summers with her father.

Thursday 19 July 2001
My second bit of holiday over, worse luck. Yesterday I had my first
haircut after the chemotherapy.
Yesterday morning, we discussed my mandate for the Bonn
climate negotiations in the Cabinet Committee on EU Affairs. No
agreement had been reached in negotiations between civil servants
of the Ministries. Obviously, the officials of other ministries had not
cottoned on that it is a question of formulating last-resort back pocket stances, or what we might agree to at the last minute in order not
to ruin the whole show. At the Cabinet Committee I explained it in
great detail. Finally, we reached agreement, and my colleagues even
wished me luck for the negotiations, something I can’t remember
ever happening before.
Everyone has come to Bonn with low expectations. Comments
in the Finnish press have been pessimistic. Helsingin Sanomat wrote
roughly that getting a result would be extremely important, but that
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there was little chance of success. The USA still hasn’t published the
alternative programme it promised.
At the meeting of EU Ministers of the Environment this morning,
my colleagues seemed pessimistic, but people appear to have determined to do their all in order to save the Kyoto Protocol. Otherwise,
international climate policy would have to be re-created from point
zero, and heaven knows how many years would be wasted, during
which time climate change would march on. The atmosphere was
one of ‘it’s now or never’. Someone had heard that a certain US negotiator had said: ”This is your last time to put the cat into the box.”
With this, he had hinted that at these negotiations, the USA will not
attempt to hinder negotiations of others, but can no longer guarantee it in the future. There are a few among the US officials, too, who
hope that the other countries will achieve a result.
The EU ministerial meeting was chaired by the Belgian Olivier
Deleuze; Belgium became EU President from the first of July. Belgium’s green Minister of the Environment, Magda Alvoet, and the
green Energy Minister, Olivier Deleuze, have agreed that Olivier
will chair the climate negotiations, and Magda at other environmental issues. Magda also has the health portfolio, so she also has the
EU Health Council to chair. Olivier was absolutely brilliant. At the
meeting, we went over various matters that may be conducive to
reaching a result. Finally, as people were beginning to rise from their
chairs, tense but full of enthusiasm, Olivier said:”Have a good day!”
This simple sentence had everyone burst out laughing.
The opening session was a repeat performance of The Hague.
Apart from the United States, not one country suggested that it
would not attempt to find a solution. Japan said that it would endeavour to implement the Protocol in 2002. This was a positive signal.
Whenever anyone says that the Kyoto Protocol must come into
force by 2002 at the latest, I smile inwardly. This was approved as an
EU goal under the Finnish EU presidency. This is how it came about.
That autumn, too, the climate conference was in Bonn, at this same
Hotel Maritim. The day before the opening, Chancellor Schröder
said in his speech that the Kyoto Protocol should come into force by
2002 at the latest, 10 years after the Rio Summit. At that conference,
I was to speak on behalf of the EU, as the Minister representing the
Presidency. At the EU Environment Ministers’ coordination meeting
I proposed that I would include this point in my speech. My colleagues approved it unanimously. Later I heard that civil servants
167

of several countries muttered in the back benches about whether
the ministers had the mandate for such a decision. Since this date
had been declared in the name of the EU, it was also included in
the conclusions of the EU Summit in Helsinki. Subsequently, it has
been repeated in the resolutions of all EU summits. Last spring, after
President Bush had withdrawn from the Kyoto Protocol, this target became a kind of EU flag, waved wherever people talked about
climate policy. And I have been very pleased about that. So this is
self-praise, pure and simple.
The ministers of the EU and the Umbrella Group met. We heard
that the Umbrella Group had previously spoken about an ‘icebreaker meeting’. I thought that the atmosphere was icy, rather than
ice-breaking. It occurred to me that the environment ministers of the
Umbrella Group don’t meet as often as those of the EU. The meeting of the EU Ministers of the Environment these days is like an
old mates’ club, with the atmosphere almost as laid-back as in the
meetings of Finland’s Green Parliamentary Group. Our shared cliffhangers and shared bitter disappointments in climate negotiations
have welded us together.
The conference Chairman, Jan Pronk, had suggested that the negotiations should be initiated with the leadership of a reduced membership or an ‘extended bureau’. Finland was invited to attend the
first session of the extended bureau. I was very flattered. The official
justification was that Finland happens to be the technical President
of the UN Group of Northern Industrial Countries.
At the first meeting of the extended bureau, the developing countries group G77 ambassadors tried to scupper the setting up of a
smaller negotiating group. They made pretty speeches on how there
were so many ministers present and the negotiations must be held
in plenary session, as you can’t have the ministers hanging around.
In reality, the ambassadors’ ulterior motive was quite the opposite.
If a plenary session of a couple of hundred ministers tried to negotiate, the real negotiations would take place in back rooms by professional negotiators. Pronk suggested that each group of countries
would have five representatives in the extended bureau, selected by
the groups themselves. Robert Hill, the Australian Minister of the
Environment, interjected that the Umbrella Group is so heterogeneous that it cannot be represented by five countries under any circumstances. This provided grist to the mill for the developing countries which do not number just 77, but over 100. The EU ministers
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a pproved Pronk’s model, although there were sharp exchanges over
representation of the EU countries. Certain large countries consider
themselves entitled ex officio to a seat in the extended bureau. I gave
up Finland’s place for rotation, which caused a protest by a Foreign
Ministry civil servant. It was agreed that in the EU contingence, two
seats are rotated according to theme, and the EU is throughout represented by a troika, or the Commission and both the current and
next President country, Belgium and Spain. Olivier came across in
the corridor to thank me for my flexibility.

Monday 23 July 2001
We succeeded in Bonn! But what a breath-stopping process, without
a doubt the most exciting international drama of which I have been
part. One of my main ambitions as Minister of the Environment is
now fulfilled.
On Friday morning, Iran announced that the Group of Developing Countries agrees to Pronk’s suggestion of procedure. The Iranian Ambassador, Asad, must have done an enormous amount of
work to get this through, especially after Australia’s minister Hill
had behaved like a bull in a china shop.
Finland represented EU in the negotiations on carbon sinks. Finland’s only major national interests are associated with forest sinks.
The most important issue to Finland, that the sinks do not increase
our burden, already seemed assured. The next most important issue
was to treat different countries’ forest sinks equally. In the EU, Finland had pursued the idea that the right of use of sinks should be
calculated according to a formula common to all. Many other EU
countries wanted country-specific quotas, in order to ensure a clear
upper limit to the right of use of sinks. The Umbrella Group also
proposed this model. In the internal EU negotiations between civil
servants, the Finns had after a lot of hard work succeeded in formulating a model for the EU proposal, which in a way contains both; a
formula applied to all countries is agreed, and in addition a figure
showing the gain for each country according to this formula. In addition, we knew that Japan had to be granted extra bonuses, otherwise Japan cannot ratify. Japan is already a very energy-efficient
society; the Japanese produce a national product unit with half the
energy of the Finns, and their emission target is much tighter.
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Before the extended bureau started with the sinks, it had already
debated two other subjects. The EU permanent negotiators appeared
exhausted. Olivier held his head in his hands and whispered:”I am
lost”. I volunteered to take the EU opening speech, to which he
agreed gladly. Before we got to the matter itself, the South African
minister, Moosa, said that he was extremely disappointed that the
negotiations had made no progress. He asked Pronk to table a motion for an overall compromise. Discussing this frittered away a lot
of time. In the sink group, the other rotating EU representative was
Germany, or Jürgen Trittin. I had earlier rather doubted whether
he really wants to defend the sink model agreed by the EU. To my
pleasant surprise, Trittin made a brilliant speech in its favour. We
explained together that the EU proposal is a generous offer to the
Umbrella Group, which it was. Compared to Pronk’s proposal in the
early summer, the EU proposal reduced the usage rights of the EU
countries’ own sinks, and enlarged those allocated to the Umbrella
Group.
Regrettably, the ministers of the Umbrella Group didn’t seem to
understand what the EU proposal meant in reality. This was because
the EU had only published the formula, but not the corresponding
figures for each country. The EU had not yet internally agreed what
percentages it should propose to be used in the formula.
After the sinks negotiation was finished, I was left with a sense
of irritation because the EU proposal had clearly remained abstract
for the Umbrella Group representatives. I had with me a strictly
confidential paper, with calculations of sink allocations using a certain percentage as an example. I went over to Australia’s Hill and
asked if he would like to see a secret EU document. Naturally, he
did. I showed him the figures and explained again why it would be
important to allocate the sink usage rights to countries according
to common principles. Finally, Hill had a eureka experience: “The
common formula would allow everyone to see what USA would be
allocated, if it would join.”
The Japanese Minister of the Environment, Yoriko Kawaguchi, a
slender woman who exuded sensitive dignity, had sat by the wall
watching us. She obviously realized that I showed Hill something
interesting. After Hill had gone, she came to ask if she could see
the paper, too. I showed it to her and explained the same things.
Kawaguchi seemed to understand that the EU had genuinely made
a remarkable offer to the Umbrella Group.
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On Saturday morning, I heard from Finnish civil servants that
during the night, after the sink negotiations had ended, the Umbrella Group officials had invited EU officials to discuss. I heard that it
had been the first genuine negotiation between these nation groups
at civil servant level. Naturally, I daren’t reveal my unauthorized
deed to anyone other than the Finns, in order not to again provide
grist to the mill of those spreading rumours denigrating Finland.
As luck should have it, on Saturday morning, the EU approved the
very same percentages for its formula as on the figures I had shown
Ministers Hill and Kawaguchi.
My optimism grew. I told that to several reporters. They looked
unconvinced. One TV reporter asked: “Are you saying this in your
official capacity only?” To Taina and a few others I said that if we
now reach an agreement, contrary to all expectations, probably nobody will thank us. Instead, a stream of complaints will start, saying
that the agreement is wrong in every respect.
On Saturday morning, Pronk informed us that he would table a
motion for an overall compromise, as requested the previous evening by the South African Minister. To prepare the sinks proportion of his proposal, he appointed Argentina’s Estrada, a man who
before the Kyoto Conference had shuttled around the world conducting preliminary negotiations. Unfortunately, a technical error
was left in Estrada’s proposal, giving Canada an excessive sink use
quota, greater than Canada had itself requested.
As he published his motion late that night, Pronk said that judging by comments of representatives of various countries, this proposal should not contain any absolute obstacles to ratification for
anybody. He asked people to view the paper as a whole, and to take
into consideration not only where their own country and group of
countries would have to make concessions, but also where others
would correspondingly have to give way.
The EU ministers immediately held a meeting, to which only one
person from each country was invited in addition to the minister. I
asked the leader of the Finnish climate expert team, Outi Berghäll,
to attend with me. Before the meeting, we had time very briefly to
scan through Pronk’s proposal, but noticed that the annoying ‘gift
to Canada’ still was there.
To start the EU meeting, some minister spoke on issues he wanted
to change in Pronk’s paper. Germany’s Trittin asked: “How do you
see the nature of this paper?” “What do you mean?” he asked Trittin,
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who answered that at some point, we must stop seeing Pronk’s proposals for compromise as yet another basis for further amendments.
At some stage, some paper must be approved as it is. In Trittin’s view,
this could be that paper. Although it includes several points that differ a great deal from the original EU goals, he believes that it contains nothing that would prevent ratification. When I got the floor,
I said that I didn’t think the paper contained any absolute obstacles
to ratification, but at least three points I would like to change. Originally, I had intended to draw attention to these points, but Trittin’s
appeal changed the direction of the discussion. Several people said
that the EU must now demonstrate flexibility. The world must not
be given the idea that the negotiations would collapse for a second
time, due to the EU’s intransigence. At this, as in many other meetings, I was surprised by how much my colleagues spoke of the EU’s
public image. Trittin spoke of the G8 summit currently under way in
Geneva, where a demonstrator had been shot. He said that we now
need to prove that globalization does not only mean shooting demonstrators, but also finding real solutions to real problems. It was rumoured that Schröder had called Trittin and ordered that something
must be achieved in Bonn, for the prime ministers and presidents of
EU countries in Geneva to defend. If this was true, it was good.
Sweden’s Kjell Larsson looked troubled. He asked if we were sure
we could approve this. He didn’t mention Canada’s sink gift in so
many words, but everyone understood that that was the sticking
point. Kjell’s position was awkward. In the first half of the year, he
had done a mammoth job as chairman of the Environment Council
in order to educate the EU ministers into understanding that compromises are absolutely necessary. Now Pronk’s proposal contained
a point that was difficult precisely for Sweden. Naturally, it was also
difficult for Finland, but luckily I had a detailed mandate in my back
pocket. Pronk’s proposal wasn’t even near the limit of my mandate.
Maybe Kjell hadn’t been given such detailed powers. Olivier offered
Kjell time to consider. Kjell said, let it stand, he agrees. Consequently, the EU decided to announce that it would approve Pronk’s paper
if other countries will also approve it as it is. After the meeting was
over, Magda came across to thank me for acting in a statesmanlike
manner. I was surprised, as I didn’t think I had done anything very
extraordinary. Maybe she meant that I hadn’t scuppered the EU
resolution on the grounds of Canada’s sinks, which everyone knew
was an awkward matter for Finland, too.
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After the EU meeting, a group of people stayed chatting in the
Hotel Maritim corridor. We were pretty excited. Is this it, the solution to extremely complex and difficult negotiations that have gone
on for almost four years, probably the most complex negotiations
ever conducted in the world. I gloated to somebody that as a person
who in my time hung out at anti-Vietnam war demonstrations, I will
be greatly pleased, if negotiations of this magnitude succeed with
the leadership of Europeans, and with the USA out of the picture
to boot. I commented that this would probably be the first really
top league international negotiation where Europeans bring the job
home and in which the others don’t allow the USA to scupper the
outcome. We would not only be making history of international nature conservation, but also international politics.
My jolly ruminations were interrupted when an MTI civil servant
who was part of the delegation appeared, yelling with flashing eyes:
“What authority did you have to approve this, that’s not what the
memo meant!” (The memo means the Government memorandum
which included my mandate with the explanations.) I watched his
ranting with amazement. It occurred to me that it would be unheard
of for a Ministry of the Environment civil servant to rant in the same
way to a minister from another ministry at international negotiations, say WTO negotiations.
This was not the first time I felt that the Ministry of Trade and
Industry feels a certain amount of jealousy towards the Ministry of
the Environment due to the climate negotiations. Perhaps the official in questions was also irritated by the fact that under Pronk’s
proposal, no country can ‘buy’ emissions reductions by funding
nuclear power stations for other countries. This has been one of the
hot potatoes of the negotiations. For many EU countries, such as
Austria and Denmark, this point in Pronk’s paper was an absolute
threshold question. I had the mandate to approve this point, but not
to advocate it. Of course, I was personally glad that the issue was
included in Pronk’s paper.
A little later, I mentioned to Magda that there had been a little
drama within the Finnish delegation. Magda said that in being a
minister, she had been most surprised by how much drama there is
to go round for every day. In some other connection, Magda has told
me that since she became a minister, she has begun to enjoy housecleaning. In cleaning, you see the results of your work, a pleasure
rarely experienced as a minister.
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On Sunday morning, two other groups of nations in addition to
the EU announced that they approved Pronk’s paper. One of these
groups comprises most of the former socialist countries, except Russia and the Ukraine. The other is a group of progressive Western industrialized countries, including Switzerland among others. In addition, Norway, which belongs to the Umbrella Group, announced
its agreement. We prepared a joint communique of four Nordic
countries, which Iceland declined to join.
At the Sunday morning EU meeting, we considered contacts with
other countries that each EU country could exploit. It fell on my
shoulders to extract from Norway the bottom lines of Japan and
other Umbrella Group countries. The Norwegian Minister gave me
the same advice as the British obtained from the Minister of another
country.
The group of developing countries, G77, hesitated agreeing to the
compromise. Pronk convened a plenary session. During it, different
countries and country groupings criticized totally opposite issues
in Pronk’s paper. This apparently served to clarify the situation for
several ministers of developing countries, since soon afterwards, the
G77 also announced that they could agree to Pronk’s paper, provided that not one comma is changed.
A group of EU environment ministers met with the Russian representatives. They reported on the meeting to their EU colleagues
quite horrified. It seemed that the Russians had lost the plot. They
had a single English-Russian interpreter who seemed to be on the
point of collapse. The negotiators didn’t speak English. Unfortunately, the Russian delegation was not led by a minister, but the director of the Hydro-Meteorological Institute. Initially, he had told the
EU representatives that he is not a politician, but a specialist, with
no mandate for political decisions. A little later, he had criticized
Pronk’s paper as too detailed, and wanted a more general, ‘more
political’ paper. It transpired that the Russians were commenting on
Pronk’s previous proposal which had existed since early summer,
and not the compromise proposal tabled the previous night. They
had repeated that they do not approve of a certain item. The EU
representatives had said several times over that the item in question
is no longer included in Pronk’s latest paper, but this didn’t sink in.
At the EU meeting we agreed that the ministers of EU countries that
were members of the G8 would try to get in touch with their own
prime ministers, for them to get in touch with Putin, whom they had
174

met at the Geneva summit just finished. Silently, I was amazed that
Russia wants to sit at the table of leading industrialized countries,
G8, but on the other hand doesn’t send a qualified team with a mandate to the climate negotiations.
The carbon sinks expert of the Finnish delegation, Heikki Gran
holm from the Ministry of Agriculture and Forestry, was worth his
weight in gold on a number of occasions. Heikki had already said
that he was worried because the Russians’ top carbon sinks expert
was not present. He had attempted to explain to the Russians that
from their perspective, Pronk’s paper is a generous offer, but this
had not got home. The only person who could make the Russians
understand this was missing. Heikki feared that, to be on the safe
side, the Russians would reject Pronk’s paper, and thus topple the
entire negotiations.
Later in the day, I again saw Heikki, and he told me that the Russian carbon sinks expert had arrived in Bonn. He had tried to enter
Hotel Maritim, but hadn’t been cleared by security. Having heard
this, Heikki had gone to the Russians’ hotel to look for the man and
to help him get into the negotiations, but he had already left the
hotel. Heikki explained this to us, wide-eyed. We listeners didn’t
know whether to laugh or cry. “This is like something out of Laurel
and Hardy,” I wailed. By then, none of the leaders of the EU countries had managed to contact Putin, to our knowledge. I asked Taina
to find out through Lipponen’s adviser whether he could help. We
received the reply that he can’t contact his counterpart, Prime Minister Mihail Kasyanov, until Monday morning in official hours. We
decided that we couldn’t allow the negotiations to fail because of
this. We wracked our brains feverishly, wondering what we could
do. We came up with the idea that I could call Yelena Katayeva, the
Deputy Minister I had met in June and who seemed like a sensible
woman. The Finnish Embassy in Moscow tried to find out Yelena’s
telephone number, without success. However, at some point during
the evening, the Russians’ carbon sinks expert had managed to gain
entry to the conference venue.
We, who were not among the chief negotiators, had nothing else
to do most of the time but to loiter around the corridors, waiting
for an invitation to the next EU meeting, and to lobby behind the
scenes at every opportunity. While I was hanging around in the
corridor, Tuomas Kuokkanen, a member of the Finnish negotiating
team, came over. He wanted to talk to me about the legal sanctions
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of Kyoto Protocol, something the EU held to be the golden egg in
Pronk’s proposal.
Suffering from a combination of exhaustion and hypertension, I
didn’t feel at all like listening, but Tuomas didn’t give in. He said
that in actual fact, the whole issue is largely symbolic. The key part
of the construct is a penalty for a country that has emitted more
greenhouse gases than permitted. The penalty means that the extra
emissions, raised by a certain penalty percentage, are taken away
from the country’s emissions right for the next commitment period.
In reality, the penalty hangs firmly in the air, as the emissions allocations for the next commitment period, or post 2012, are not yet
agreed. Tuomas also reminded me that the Montreal Protocol on
banning substances that destroy the stratospheric ozone layer has
worked extremely well, even though it doesn’t include corresponding sanctions. Emissions of ozone-depleting substances have been
reduced dramatically, albeit that recovery of the stratospheric ozone
layer itself will still take decades, because harmful chemicals remain
in the atmosphere for a very long time.
On Sunday evening, Pronk made the announcement that the
paragraph on the legal sanctions must be opened up for negotiation.
Japan has said that it cannot ratify this part of Pronk’s proposal.
The EU ministers gathered in an extremely sombre mood. The
night before, Jürgen Trittin and many others had justified their yielding in many other issues precisely by this legal sanction. Now Jürgen and the Commissioner, Margot Wallström, were gloomy for the
first time during the entire Bonn conference, and said that this was
going too far. Many others also expressed their frustration that the
EU backs off in one issue after another, and the others give nothing.
Pronk arrived on the scene. He was asked how Japan is prepared to
reciprocate, if the EU agrees to open up the paragraph in question.
“They will give their ratification,” Pronk replied.
I remembered the things Tuomas had insisted in explaining to
me in the corridor. I said that we should now be able to distinguish
between what is real and what is symbolic. I explained roughly the
same as Tuomas had explained to me. I concluded by saying that
agreeing to opening up the point in question is painful for the EU,
but if the pain is more due to symbolic than real issues, I suggest
that we accept the pain.
Many colleagues looked surprised. The speaker for Britain was
Margaret Beckett, the new Cabinet Minister above Michael Meacher.
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She was at the climate negotiations for the first time, but had got
‘into’ it phenomenally quickly. Margaret said that Satu’s comment
was very courageous and very weighty. After a while, the same issues I had referred to were being repeated in the comments of several colleagues, although no one alluded to my comment. The EU
decided to agree.
The plenary session was convened. The atmosphere was dense.
When Pronk spoke, people listened to him silently as if in church. A
few countries took the floor. One of them was a French-speaking African country. I listened to the interpretation. The African said that
if one point is opened up, all other issues must also be opened up.
Of course, this would have meant saying goodbye to any hope of a
result. The interpreter was tired. Before he had turned off the microphone, we heard through our earphones his outburst, expressed
from the bottom of his heart:”Jesus!” The entire hall, over a thousand
people, exploded in laughter. Beside me, Magda Alvoet, who speaks
French, wondered what people were laughing at. I was incapable of
answering for guffawing. The laughter went on and on. I felt that
through this laughter, we were all telling each other that we were
exhausted to the point of hysteria, and wanted desperately, with all
our hearts, that the conference would achieve a result. When the
laughter finally abated, Pronk said:”Amen.” Another long outburst
of laughter ensued.
On the Sunday night, the EU met every couple of hours. The chief
negotiators got no sleep all night, the rest of us managed a little.
On Monday morning around 7, the EU met again. After the meeting ended, most of the ministers and other participants of the meeting remained in their chairs, dog tired, and fell asleep where they
sat. They hadn’t had much sleep on several preceding nights either.
Magda, I, and the Dutch chief negotiator, Teresa, were awake and
laughed at the sight. We wished we had had a camera. The caption
might have been: “Intensive negotiations under way.”
I told Magda that I was going to Lapland the next day for a ramble. Because of their own schedules, my travel companions had to
leave earlier, and I had to hurtle after them by air taxi. I’m worried whether Jukka will make it in time to our rendez-vous point.
I will naturally have clothing and food in my backpack, but Jukka
will have the tent and the map. Magda wasn’t with me at all. “But
you’ll have your car,” she said. “The car is several days’ hike away,”
I explained. “Well, you’ve got your mobile,” Magda said. “But there
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is no mobile phone field where I’m going.” Magda, whose home
country is inhabited to the tune of three hundred people per square
kilometre, clearly couldn’t conceptualize how far away from everything it’s possible to be in the wilderness of Lapland.
On Monday morning, Helsingin Sanomat professed that the climate negotiations were on the verge of running aground. At around
ten we received the information that the result was achieved and in
fact wasn’t even watered down. The result meant that certain details pertaining to the legal sanctions of the Kyoto Protocol will be
agreed after the Protocol becomes effective, or after the minimum
of 55 countries, representing the minimum of 55 percent of all emissions of industrialized countries, have ratified it.
At the plenary session the atmosphere was sky-high. People applauded dozens of times, like in bygone days for Brezhnev at conferences of Soviet Communist Party delegates. Pronk extended his
thanks separately to the leaders of each group of nations. People
applauded almost every speech. When the Japanese Minister Kawaguchi had spoken, she was applauded especially warmly. The camera filmed her and the picture was projected on a large screen. She
looked emotional. The USA’s climate negotiator, Paula Dobriansky,
made an extremely skilfully constructed speech. If one didn’t know
that the USA has dismissed the Kyoto Protocol, a careless listener
could not have guessed it, but got the impression that the USA is
taking rather decisive action against climate change. The Americans
are much better at selling themselves than Europeans.
Outi Berghäll told me that her colleagues from many EU countries had come ‘as a proper delegation’ to thank me for my action
and to say that without it, the EU would probably not have agreed to
the compromise, in other words the solution would have remained
out of reach. I thought it was an exaggeration, although to tell the
truth, my own feeling was that I played a part in it. Sometimes while
speaking at EU meetings, I had a feeling that I am led by something,
I’m given the words. At the best moments while writing my fiction, I
have a similar feeling. But if my speech at the previous night’s meeting had been decisive, the thanks for it are due to Tuomas Kuokkanen. The actual heroes of this conference are, of course, Jan Pronk
and the Iranian delegates, Vice President Masoumeh Ebtekar, enveloped in a black chador true to the custom of her country, and
Ambassador Asad, and the Japanese Minister Kawaguchi.
A morning flight had been reserved for Taina and myself, but
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we had to defer it to the last evening flight from Frankfurt. Having
checked out of the hotel, we decided that we had plenty of time for
a meal. We found an outdoor restaurant nearby. We sat down, dog
tired but happy. We forgot the passage of time. I came round when
departure of the Bonn-Frankfurt train was only about twenty minutes away. We paid our bill and hurried to the nearby tram stop. The
tram glided away right under our noses. By that time, the train’s departure was only 10 minutes away. We knew that the tram ran every
10 minutes. We set off running in the direction of the tracks, but they
soon disappeared underground. The line was a combination of tram
and metro. We asked a passing woman for directions to the station.
She said to turn left at the next junction. The crossing street looked
like a back street, we thought the woman had meant the next one.
When we got there, we saw the station at a disappointing distance,
and realized that we had taken an unnecessary detour. I sprinted
as fast as my legs would carry me, dragging my case behind me.
The petite Taina was left behind. I ran on, thinking that I’ll hold the
train if I make it. At the station, I rushed down the escalator, calling ”Entschuldigung” (excuse me). Two women in front of me gave
way, but closed in again after I had passed, as they didn’t realize that
there was another person coming behind. The train was still at the
platform. I stayed standing in the doorway. The officer came to order: “Get on the train, it’s leaving.” I explained that my travel companion was just coming. The officer repeated the order: “You must
get on the train, it’s leaving.” I didn’t obey, and finally Taina puffed
her way onto the platform. We collapsed in our seats and fell asleep.
At the airport, we again forgot ourselves sitting with a glass of wine,
so that they had to put out a tannoy call for us to board the plane.

Tuesday 24 July 2001
On my arrival from Bonn, I didn’t get to bed until after midnight.
Of course, I didn’t have the energy to start packing my backpack for
the ramble, nor did I in the morning, since I had to go to do morning
TV early. One of the questions asked by the reporter on breakfast TV
was whether I had felt strange attending the climate negotiations as
Minister of the Environment, when the other countries were represented by energy ministers. I wondered who had fed the reporter
such bunkum. Probably someone from Finland, who didn’t want
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me to represent our country at the conference. Oh well, the Danish
environment minister also has the energy portfolio, and Belgium
had sent both.
The daily papers said, just like I had expected, that the Bonn climate conference had achieved a watered-down compromise.
However, the result we achieved enables ratification of the Kyoto
Protocol, and with it, the first binding commitments in history to
reducing emission, as the result of which the greenhouse emissions
of industrial countries will turn to descent. During the first commitment period, the reduction in emissions will still be small. The
crucial thing is the turning point, a historical turn. For the past 200
years, emissions have only risen.
After breakfast TV I had time to shop for food for our ramble.
Because I was going to the wilderness for the first time in my life by
air taxi, I bought some wine, nice cheeses, salads, fruit and a bilberry cake. Such things are not transported on rambles in a rucksack.
However, Jukka’s and my principle is that we don’t live on tinned
meatballs or packet soup in the wilderness, but enjoy delicious
foods. Dry food can be nice, too, if you’ve brought dried vegetables
and a good selection of spices. Even better, if you manage to catch
fish and pick berries and fungi. Garlic, a couple of fresh lemons and
onions and a tube of grated horseradish don’t weigh much, but provide a lot of flavour.
At the Foreign Ministry budget meeting, Kimmo Sasi condemned
our negotiation outcome, some agreement, to be fulfilled by the EU
alone. I retorted that the Kyoto Protocol will not come into force
if a number of other countries do not ratify. In the spring, as soon
as Bush had left the Kyoto Protocol, Kimmo rushed to declare that
there was no point in Finland remaining with it either. I don’t know
whether this was Kimmo’s own brainwave, or whether the hymn
sheet belonged to the Confederation of Finnish Industry and Employers, on behalf of which Kimmo often appears to sing. The Confederation is unlikely to have ever really wanted a climate policy.
To them, it serves mainly as an excuse to allow them to promote
nuclear power for supposedly climatic reasons.
After the Foreign Ministry meeting, I went back to pack my rucksack. I was feeling pretty unsure of myself. I had to try and throw
together all that was necessary, as there are no shops in the wilderness. At the last minute, I visited the doctor to have the rose thorn
removed, as it had not deigned to come out of my finger. I didn’t
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dare go into the wilds with a sore finger.
At the bilateral budget negotiations with the Ministry of Finance,
my anaesthesized fingertip felt like a piece of wood, and Niinistö’s
little digs unreasonable. When one has been party to making history,
couldn’t one be spared criticism at home just for one single day?
From the budget negotiations, I went straight off to the airport.
On the plane, I realized that I had forgotten my towel. I took a taxi at
Ivalo airport and asked to be driven to a shop. It must have been the
most expensive towel of my whole life. On the way from the shop to
the air taxi stand, it occurred to me that I had left my kuksa at home.
The driver knew a service station on the way, where I found a very
good kuksa. On a ramble, one must drink coffee from a traditional
wooden kuksa, and that’s the end of it.
The pilot of the air taxi was a nice fellow. By chance, there had
been an interview of him in the previous day’s Helsingin Sanomat. In
it, he had said that he likes flying because it allows him to be above
other people. During the flight, we had to dodge rain and storm
clouds. Flying over Lake Inarijärvi, the underwater shallows were
clearly visible. The pilot pointed out yellowish smoke rising in the
east from the Petchenga-Nickel factories in Petsamo in the northwestern corner of Russia.
Lucky that Jukka had noticed that there is some mobile phone
reception on the slopes of the fell, although there is none below. He
had texted me to say he had arrived.
Jukka had set up camp and Marjatta and Jorma had just arrived
when the pilot landed on a little lake, where we had arranged to
meet. The lake is near the spot the 20th anniversary of which Jukka
and Jorma wanted to celebrate.
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August.
More travelling.

Monday 6 August 2001
The third holiday period of the summer is over.
We spent three days camping with Marjatta and Jorma. The
weather was so glorious it was unreal. It was warm but there were
no mosquitoes. Marjatta and I went topless like indigenous girls
in tropics. I have never before experienced such conditions on our
treks in Lapland. The men caught a nice lot of fish which we cooked
over the campfire. Jukka spouted forth that he has seen people fish
under-sized tiddlers in Lapland. At one river, Jukka had put all the
fish he caught back in the water, because they were so small. Another fisherman came along. Jukka complained to him that there
was only small fish here. The guy replied: “Yes, you need to put at
least 20 of them in the pan for something to eat.” In that situation,
Jukka had managed to keep his mouth shut, but to us he preached
that “you don’t put babies in the frying pan”.
Marjatta and Jorma set off to return home, Jukka and I went
on and met no more people in the wilderness. The progress was
difficult, but it was excellent detox therapy. We dropped in at the
Moreshvei peat cabin for a coffee, with the previous entry in the
guest book dated September 2000. We continued in the rain to the
Pulmanki river source lake. From there on in, it mostly rained the
rest of the way. We visited ‘Adolf’s Cabin’, with a Helsingin Sanomat
weekly supplement story from last autumn entitled ‘The remotest
spot in Finland’ about it on the table. However, we were ‘already’
the sixth visitors this year. In other words, the Moreshvei Cabin is
even more remote, as is a fell called Isokivennokka. A previous year,
when we climbed to the top of the Isokivennokka Mountain in July,
we were only the second visitors of the summer. The waterfall by
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Adolf’s Cabin rushed by, particularly spectacularly because of the
rains. We also went to see the wreckage of a German World War II
military plane at the top of the river Pulmanki, from which Adolf’s
Cabin has got its name.
The rain went on and on, and Jukka cursed that last time he was
there, the Pulmanki source lake had been quite different. They had
lolled on the sandy beach in the sunshine and pulled an unbroken
stream of grayling out of the lake. Oh well, he caught a big grayling
this time too, so the lake hadn’t changed its ways altogether.
The water in the rivers rose rapidly. On the return leg, we had difficulty crossing them. Last summer we had leapt across Askasjohka
River with dry hiking boots, now we needed full-length waders of
which we only have one pair. Jukka crossed the river first. The water
reached almost the top of the boots. From the opposite side, he threw
the boots to me. One of the waders fell into the river, fortunately upstream from me and near the bank. I was forced to step into the river
and wet one of my hiking boots, but did manage to catch the wader.
Swimming and washing dishes in the rain and cold wind was not
pleasant.
On the last day of the trek, we were so fed up with the rain that
went on and on, that we didn’t stop to cook, not even to make coffee or tea. We drank water from streams and nibbled a packet of
raisins. On the last day, there were two difficult crossings of swollen
rivers. Crossing one river with the waders, Jukka stumbled carrying the heavy backpack, and I had a fright. Pulling the waders on
in turn, I cussed, of all the bloody things we have to have a go at!
The flood water was dark. It was hard to see where there were rocks
and where it was deep. I stumbled, too, and it was Jukka’s turn for
a fright. But I made it.
It rained all day, and I didn’t even dare to dig out my communicator from my backpack pocket, to see if we had reception and to book
us a bed for the night. By the skin of our teeth, we made it to the car
and got to Nuorgam cabin village in time for an evening sauna and
a room for the night.
After a trek, one appreciates basic things, such as a sauna and
shelter from rain where one can stand up.
The next day we drove towards home. It was already early evening when we dropped in on Marjatta in Kittilä in Lapland. She gave
us cloudberries and bilberries picked by her nephews. After visiting
Marjatta, we drove through the night non-stop across Finland. We
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didn’t even stop for a pee, just swapped drivers at one point.
The US Senate Committee on Foreign Relations has unanimously
sent a letter to President Bush on 1 August, urging him to return to
the climate negotiating table. Quite right too! It was apparently quite
a surprise for the USA that the other countries achieved a result in
Bonn. This is possibly also reflected by the fact that after the ministers had left Bonn and the civil servants stayed behind to polish
the technicalities, the US negotiators argued that the decision made
by the ministers contained an error of form and thus attempted to
topple the whole agreement. The matter had taken up an entire day
of the civil servants’ time, but finally the US negotiators had to admit that they were wrong.

Wednesday 8 August 2001
Back at work. I came back to Tampere for the night. Our old home
has been sold. Jukka had to pack up the rest of the stuff in it. Of
course, he didn’t know which items in the attic and in the cellar were
mine, and which belonged to previous generations of residents. Our
basement houses an unbelievable mountain of junk.

Friday 10 August 2001
The budget rounds are over. How wonderful that Osmo represented
the Greens in the ‘Posse’, as he is now Party Chairman.
The rounds began yesterday with the ‘first reading’ of the budget,
where each minister submits his or her wish list. At the end, Lipponen cast a searching eye over the row of ministers and said: “Are
you sure you have picked every bone clean?”
When the development cooperation budget was discussed within
the posse in the early evening, all other Government parties apart
from the Coalition Party were for increasing it. Naturally, it was a
good feeling that for the first time during this administration, other
parties apart from the Greens support an increase. The matter was
left open, to be decided by the plenum.
After the Foreign Ministry matters were dealt with, I assumed I
would have a long wait for the Ministry of the Environment’s turn,
because it is the last on the list, being the youngest of the ministries.
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The housekeeper of the House of Estates showed me into a quiet
room and I went in to do my yoga. Anni Sinnemäki commented in
the Greens’ room: “Don’t tell Niinistö, that’s all we want, yogic flyers
whingeing for cash for the blacks.”
Doing the yoga felt nice, I began to relax. Yet another addition to
my series ‘Yoga in strange places’. Soon afterwards, I was surprised
to be invited in to the posse. The budget of the Ministry of Finance
contained a matter linked to the environment. When it had been
dispatched, Niinistö made an offer also on the outstanding matters
of the Ministry of the Environment. I reckoned that I was unlikely
to improve on it, if I hung around the House of Estates all night. I
accepted the offer. Thus, to my great surprise, I got to bed as early
as around midnight.
In the morning, Osmo said of the posse: “What an unsavoury experience.”
At the full session, the national product proportion of the development cooperation fund was raised from the previous 0.335 to
0.341. It was the first time since 1990 that the development cooperation percentage was raised. It felt good, even if the increase wasn’t
exactly dizzying.
A year ago, I received the news of my breast cancer during the
budget rounds. The rounds left much better memories in every way
this time.
I went to spend the evening in Tampere, where the Great Nocturnal Happening of the Theatre Festival was on again. We didn’t have
the energy for anything more adventurous than going for a meal.

Wednesday 15 August 2001
The fourth and final stretch of my holiday. We spent the weekend
again toiling at Terrimäki. Jukka felled a birch tree that was growing
at an angle and too close to an apple tree. The birch was tall and I
was frightened, but Jukka controlled the direction the tree fell precisely. We found black trumpet chanterelles in the yard, aaahh!! We
made dozens of vihtas from the birch branches.
Yesterday, we got to the island again, at last.
This morning, after breakfast on the rock I asked: “Shall we make
some coffee?” Jukka replied: “You do it, you’re younger.” I promised to revenge him by calling him Doctor for at least a week.
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Thursday 16 August 2001
I have found a cancer risk in my lifestyle. I don’t smoke, I’m not
obese and I think my alcohol consumption is moderate. But I henna
my hair. The papers say that the red pigment in henna has been
found to be a carcinogen. Admittedly, according to the news item,
it has been found to cause cancer in animal testing when ingested.
When applying henna to hair, less than one percent of the substance
is absorbed through the skin. Nevertheless, researchers recommend
discontinuing use of henna. I wondered whether the materials hairdressers use to colour, bleach and perm hair are edible. I decided to
carry on hennaing.

Sunday 19 August 2001
And off again! From the cabin, I went straight to the airport and then
to Ivalo, the venue for a meeting of Nordic ministers of the environment.
One can be so plain stupid; as it has been warm in Southern Finland for some time, I didn’t think to take any actual warm clothing to Lapland, even though we’ll be going on even further north,
to Kirkenes in Northern Norway and the Kola Peninsula in Russia.
I had had to pack my case at the time of the budget rounds, as I
was going straight from there to my holidays and from the island
straight to Ivalo. En route from the island to the airport, I read the
instructions of the Norwegians about the Kirkenes meeting: dinner
on the river, warm clothing necessary. We have all kinds of shawls
and sweaters on the island, but I didn’t have the wit to take any.
Finland is currently chairing the Nordic Council of Ministers, consequently I am the chair and hostess of this meeting. For the subject of
my after-dinner speech, I thought of the role of the Nordic countries
in climate policy. It is actually pretty remarkable. The first UN meeting with an environmental theme was held in Stockholm in 1972. In
the 1980s, the Norwegian Prime Minister Gro Harlem Brundtland led
the UN Commission that brought the concept of sustainable development to the world’s awareness. This work formed the foundation
of the Rio summit in 1992, where the UN Framework Convention
on Climate Change was signed. In 1997, when the Kyoto Protocol,
refining the Framework Convention, was negotiated, the EU Envi186

ronment Commissioner was a Nordic woman, the Danish Ritt Bjerregaard. At the next turning point, the Bonn conference this summer,
when the rules of application of the Kyoto Protocol were agreed, the
EU Environment Commissioner was again a Nordic woman, Margot
Wallström from Sweden. In the first half of this year, when President Bush left the Kyoto Protocol, the EU President was Sweden,
which right up to the Prime Minister ran an excellent campaign for
the Kyoto Protocol. Kjell Larsson as Chair of the EU Environment
Council taught his colleagues to understand the necessity for compromise. Norway and Iceland as members of the Umbrella Group
have worked for a responsible climate policy. Apart from transport,
Iceland operates on renewable energy, and is about to move over to
the era of hydrogen technology in transport, too.

Monday 20 August 2001
On the way to Murmansk, we stopped off at Siida, the Sami Cultural
Centre in Inari. A fine place, worth showing off to foreign guests. The
food was also excellent. Unfortunately, the same is not true of the
food at the hotel where we dined last night. Too many places in Lapland serve lousy food. Thankfully, Siida saved the day. At least the
Danish minister Svend Auken is in Lapland for the first time ever.
The Norwegians’ welcome dinner was not a culinary feast either, but otherwise brilliant. We were taken in boats along the river
Paatsjoki to within a few metres from the border between Norway
and Russia. We dined in a kind of outdoor camp. The wind was
terrible. Fortunately, there was a large kota in the camp, where one
could warm up. The fleece jacket kindly lent by Kari Kinnunen, Director of Lapland Regional Environment Centre, was still needed.
A lightweight metal bridge was provided for us to get to and from
the boats. When we returned to the boats, the bridge collapsed. Nobody was in actual danger, as the handrails stopped people from being swept away by the current, but one of the Finnish participants,
Harro Pitkänen, got a cold bath and a few other guests got wet feet.
Harro laughed with the hosts that in Finland, it’s customary to take
people into the hot steam of a sauna after cold baths.
On the river, I watched the wonderful scenery and thought that in
scenery terms, the surrender of Petsamo to Russia was a great loss
for Finland.
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Tuesday 21 August 2001
In the morning, the Nordic ministers met Russia’s new Deputy Minister responsible for environmental issues. Yelena Katayeva, whom I
met in June, has been replaced, more’s the pity. This new incumbent
is a youngish man, friendly, but I didn’t form a clear idea of him.
Fortunately, only the morning was spent at the actual Barents Environment Ministers’ meeting. Then we went off on an excursion
across the border to Russia. We went to see the Petchenga-Nickel
factory. It was an actual ante-room to Hell, perhaps the most horrific
place I have ever seen. To the east of the factory, or predominantly
down-wind, nature is completely dead over a large area, not a twig
left alive. The Russians maintained that it was due to forest fires
originated from fires lit by mushroom-pickers fortified with a bottle
of vodka, but fires do not kill forest undergrowth for years on end.
It was hard to breathe in the factory area. A few dozen metres
from the factory, we saw children on swings. After we left, the whole
party coughed on the bus for at least half an hour.
The Petchenga-Nickel factory belches out five times the amount of
sulphur dioxide as all of Norway. It is the greatest polluter of northern Norway, and naturally also pollutes Finnish Lapland. The Norwegians are footing the bill for modernising the factory’s processes
and making them more modern and cleaner. It’s probably a cheaper
way for Norway to clean up its own environment than any domestic
investment. But the situation is still appalling because the company
that owns the factory makes a profit. It is not a case of the poor and
sick, but of the rich and ruthless. Colonialism, I thought. The firm’s
owners live goodness knows where. The pollutants spread across
Russian borderlands, to neighbouring countries, and into the lungs
of the factory employees and their children.
It was strange to see Finnish place names transliterated in Russian, such as Liinahamari. When the Norwegians told the guests
that Petsamo used to be part of Finland, all others apart from the
Finns seemed surprised.

Wednesday 22 August 2001
We visited Murmansk and the Atomflot company which treats spent
fuel from nuclear-powered ice-breakers. The people at the firm ap188

pear to be proud of their expertise. Yet, the plant looked mainly like
a museum of Soviet technology on the inside, as did the Sosnovyi
Bor nuclear power plant on the southern coast of the Gulf of Finland, which I visited some years ago. In Murmansk it occurred to
me for the first time that nuclear technology, not only nuclear weapons but also nuclear power plants and nuclear-powered icebreakers,
are a salient part of Russia’s superpower identity.
The representative of the Natural Resources Committee said that
there is 39,000 km2 of polluted land in the Kola Peninsula. That is
more than 10% of the area of Finland. Petchenga-Nickel is one of the
main sources of pollution, and Montchegorsk another. The smelting
plant of Nickel belches out more than 200 different pollutants into
the air.

Monday 27 August 2001
On the plane to India. Life is constant flight, literally. Sometimes I
feel like my soul can’t keep up. Last Wednesday, as I arrived late at
night from Murmansk, I had to pack for the Nordic development
cooperation ministerial meeting, the weekend on the island, and the
Asian trip now starting. This is because I came straight from the island to the airport again. Since the week before Midsummer, I have
only had time to use the washing machine once. All summer, I have
spent two nights together in Helsinki only once, so that I’ve been
able to hang the laundry I have washed. The rest of the time, I’ve
washed by hand at the cabin, in Lapland and in hotel rooms in various parts of the world. Of course, it’s my own choice to spend almost
all my free time at the cabin.

Tuesday 28 August 2001
In Mumbai, formerly Bombay, I had been assigned a room in an
incredible luxury hotel. A young man reported to me, saying that he
was my ‘personal servant’. Unaccustomed to such things, I’ve had a
job to think of anything else to ask him apart from wake-up calls.
The delegation of businessmen accompanying me to Mumbai
held a seminar on environmental technology. I gave a speech. The
Foreign Ministry had produced a totally spiritless speech for me,
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fortunately I had time to rewrite it completely on the plane. There
is more to say about Finland than empty phrases. In the 60s, many
of our lakes were in a terrible state, but now people can again swim
and fish in these same places, as the effluent of cities and industry
is cleaned very effectively. Emissions of sulphur dioxide that cause
acid rain are under a fifth of what they were in the early 80s. It was
nice to have time also to produce the written version of my speech
myself. Quite often, the spoken and written versions of my speeches
are pretty dissimilar.
The Mumbai Chamber of Commerce had organized an event for
women entrepreneurs. As well as me, the world-famous civic activist, Vandana Shiva, made a speech. The woman has a really good
turn of phrase! And she’s right on-message. The developing countries have given seeds of their plant species to international gene
banks in the name of preserving the world’s genetic heritage. Now
companies from industrialized countries are using the seeds in the
gene banks as source material for manufacturing genetically modified, patented varieties. Shiva also asked: with what right does anyone patent a living being and its ability to procreate? Man has never
produced a single living cell from start to finish. Genetic engineering has only managed to make small changes in a complex system
which is the product of evolution.

Suresh Prabhu appeared knowledgeable and well-qualified.
Marko, my adviser of development cooperation issues, had arranged for me to appear also at a civic organization seminar. At
lunch there, I met Maneka Gandhi, who is the Minister for Animal
Welfare and widow of Indira Gandhi’s son Sanjay, the less favoured
son. Maneka also excelled herself at the seminar. At lunch she asked
in what kind of development aid work Finland is involved in India.
We told her that we support a civic organization that endeavours
to help Kashmiri women by organizing education on how traumas
caused by the conflict may be diffused. Maneka completely dismissed the project. In general, she offhandedly dismissed almost all
the topics we tried to introduce. She took a similar dismissive line
also in discussions with people from the civic organization.
At the civic organization seminar, I spotted a poster with a picture
of a lotus flower and the text ‘Kamala Lotus’. It turned out that ‘kamala’ [‘horrible’ in Finnish] means lotus and is a common woman’s
name, for example, Nehru’s mother was called Kamala.

Thursday 30 August 2001
Many of the meetings in Delhi were quite unusual. The Minister of
the Environment spoke English with a difficult accent which was
hard to follow. Naturally, the accent is not his conscious choice, but I
have never before met a minister who behaved so rudely. He didn’t
let me finish my sentences and refused to discuss certain topics,
such as trade and the environment. Maybe he wanted to show off
to his civil servants that he was a stern operator in front of a representative from the wealthy North. On greeting me, he handed me a
large and ostentatious flower arrangement. Then a picture of us was
taken, after which the flowers were taken away. I didn’t miss it, but
it seemed odd. The Minister for Renewable Energy was very friendly and sweet, but only spoke English from paper, allowing any other
discussion to be conducted by civil servants. Oh well, command of
English is not a civic duty, even for a minister. The Energy Minister
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September.
Many kinds of symptoms.

Saturday 1 September 2001
Yesterday, we entered Nepal overland. It was nice to see some normal Indian countryside, even a little slice from the car window.
Finland’s chargé d’affaires in Nepal had been afraid that crossing
the border this way might be awkward. When everything went off
without mishap, he commented with obvious satisfaction that I
was probably the first minister who had entered Nepal from India
overland. Well, on the other hand, people have lived here before the
aeroplane was invented.
On the Nepalese side, a security man got into our car, and ever
since followed me like a shark follows a ship, not exactly into the hotel room, but up to the door. The hotel had thoughtfully prepared an
‘Italian-Chinese’ dinner for us. They were surprised when we asked
if we could have something Nepalese.
We stopped off in Lumbin which is held to be Buddha’s birthplace. It was wonderful that I was able to visit it. It is one of the four
places of pilgrimage of the world’s Buddhists.
Admittedly, the story about the birthplace seems to be largely a
matter of faith. The story is that Maya Devi, Buddha’s mother, had
been on her way to visit her own mother in the 600s BC. Maya became tired, so she went for a swim in a pond and rested under a
large tree, until she woke up to give birth to Buddha. While giving
birth, she hung on to a branch of the large tree, helped by her sister
who was with her. There was a temple on the spot, with a couple
of reliefs on the subject. The location of the spot is based on a column erected there 400 years later by the Indian ruler, Ashoka; the
remains of the column have now been found, as well as the ruins of
a temple later built on the spot. When Muslim rulers invaded the
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area, the place was abandoned and gradually forgotten. Maya Devi
was a queen, Buddha a prince. Believe if you will that a queen gives
birth in a wood under a tree, and 400 years later, some ruler knows
the precise spot in the forest.
The main agenda of today has been visiting three villages. It was
pretty wet and muddy work, it poured with rain. Good job my usual
coat is a waterproof cycling anorak. In one of these villages, wells
have been built with Finnish support, in another biogas lavatories,
in the third, a water pipe running from the mountains was inaugurated. Especially the latter visit was memorable.
I was told that because of the torrential rain, the security men
don’t recommend attending the inauguration. There was a risk of
landslides on the road leading to the start of the mountain path
leading to the village. I thought that it would be unkind to say to the
villagers prepared for a celebration, awfully sorry, but as it’s raining, the minister didn’t bother to turn up. It would convey quite the
wrong message about democracy and say that we don’t really care
for these people. I said that if the road is open, I want to go.
The rain bucketed down. On one side of the road, way down in
the crevasse, was a river, on the other side a steep mountainside.
In many places, a sandy and muddy stream of rainwater poured
across the road. The crevasse side of the road had eroded away in
places. Once the cars had stopped, even Marko, who has had many
adventures in Asia, sighed that he has travelled on many kinds of
road, but this was one of the scariest. We were met by the villagers’ orchestra, the most amazing band I have seen. The instruments
were home-made, various drums and stringed instruments, and a
long, thin, bent horn. The players were barefoot, of varying ages,
all skinny. They set off walking ahead of us and played all the way,
regardless of the rain. The path went over two suspension bridges.
The first of them was slippery. At the head of the bridge, we were
filmed by a video camera, so I tried to march on in the pouring rain,
umbrella aloft and looking erect above the crevasse on slippery
boards, as if I did this every other day. There was no actual danger,
the bridge had good handrails. The path itself mostly resembled a
brook. Lucky it was warm, there was no danger of catching a cold,
even if our feet got wet.
In each village, dozens of flower garlands were hung around our
necks, so that you could barely see our faces. Due to the rain, the
ceremonies were held indoors. There wasn’t anywhere near enough
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space for all the spectators in the room, the rest watched through the
windows. Finally we went out to the great miracle, the water pipe.
I had to light the sticks of incense poked into a fruit, cut the ribbon
around the water pipe and raise the hood. Then I turned on the tap.
It occurred to me that the Finns working here had told me that they
test the safety of drinking water in all their projects. So, I rinsed my
hands under the tap, cupped them and drank. There was a rush of
surprise in the crowd.
The rain stopped around the same time as the ceremonies. We
walked back in the sunshine, admiring the magnificent green steaming mountainsides.
Up to now, I’m pretty well used to my short hair. In fact, very
short hair has begun to look downright normal in my eyes, and any
longer hair seems somehow exaggerated. But on this trip my short
hair has been an embarrassment, as all local women have magnificent long black shiny hair.

Monday 3 September 2001
Yesterday, we were supposed to fly to Kathmandu in the morning, but because of the weather we were forced to wait in the VIP
lounge of the airport of a small town called Bhairawa almost all day.
It was far from luxurious, the roof leaked and most of the seats were
more or less wet. Surprising that the entire room wasn’t covered in
mould. Truth be known, I was quite pleased with this breather of a
few hours. I wrote my own notes into my palmtop.
In Kathmandu, we went directly to meet the Finance Minister and
then to a dinner hosted by him. We got to the hotel late, as usual. I
imagined that they would take clothes for ironing here around the
clock, but no such luck! My explanation that I was to meet their
king the next morning was no help at all. Part of the short night was
again spent ironing. At least I was given a decent iron and an ironing
board, so I didn’t have to crawl on the floor with the travel iron.
The Minister of Finance wore a normal men’s dark suit jacket
and under it, a pyjama-like garment made of light-coloured fabric,
the shirt part of which almost reached his knees. The combination
looked cute, I thought, what a casual guy. But this morning, the
Prime Minister, the King and the Leader of the Opposition all wore
similar clothing. It appears to be standard men’s office attire.
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All the people I have met in Nepal have been thoroughly pleasant, both the ministers and representatives of the opposition parties. It is hard to understand that the country of such utterly sweet
people can be engaged in a civil war.
I didn’t know in advance how to approach meeting the King. In
early summer, there was a terrible bloodbath in the royal family.
According to the official version, the drug-crazed crown prince first
shot his parents and other members of his family, and then himself,
because the parents didn’t approve of his lover as future queen. The
former King’s brother became the new King. Of course, rumours
abound saying that he was behind the whole episode, but there is no
proof to support any other than the official version. In any case, the
King gave a much better impression than I had expected.
Nepal holds incredible amounts of all sorts of beautiful things.
After the official meetings, we managed to nip out for a moment
into the shopping streets. There were unbelievably gorgeous traditional handicrafts, knives, musical instruments, religious statues
and paintings, textiles. In the morning we went for a walk. We went
up to see the temple district an hour before the start of the official
programme. We also popped into the house where Kumari, the ‘living goddess’ lives. The previous day’s newspapers had reported
that the new Kumari had appeared in public for the first time. In the
pictures, the new King hands the heavily made-up Kumari a kind
of traditional bread.
The meeting had great symbolic significance, because the King is
also deemed to be a kind of representative of deity. Out of the blue,
we were asked if we wanted to see Kumari. Of course we did. After
a while, a bored-looking little girl stepped out into the balcony in
the courtyard. In fact, it is a case of a very cruel tradition. A four-tofive-year-old girl is imprisoned and forced to appear in the garb of
the goddess until she begins to menstruate. That is the end of her
appointment, but an out-of-work goddess naturally has difficulty
fitting into a normal life.
In the afternoon we arrived in Hanoi. Once again, the programme
had been planned in such a way that I would be taken directly from
the airport to official meetings, and only get to my hotel late at night.
But I was so fed up with two and a half months of hand washing that
I rebelled. I demanded an hour’s delay in the programme, so I could
leave my laundry to be done before it was again too late. The demand caused a certain amount of discomfiture. At all the meetings
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for the rest of the day, the host began: “You must be very tired.”
My demand to access laundry services during a two-week trip even
once had been turned into some kind of personal decrepitude.
In Hanoi, it is hard not to think of Kalevi, who should have just
started here as Ambassador. His chemotherapy has worked, but
less well than they had hoped, and the doctors have not given him
permission to leave Finland. People have waited for him here, as
for once we would have had an Ambassador in Vietnam who had
plenty of experience of development cooperation.

Wednesday 5 September 2001
Leading Conservatives in the Foreign Affairs Committee of the Parliament have been spouting forth about the development aid granted to Vietnam, because Vietnam is a single-party country and hasn’t
even any intention towards a multi-party system. I have promised
to broach the matter with representatives of the Vietnamese Government, and now I have at least fulfilled this promise. I broached
the subject with the Deputy Prime Minister and another minister.
The topic is clearly sensitive, because both spent at least a quarter
of an hour justifying the reasons why the single-party system suits
Vietnam. They have a certain point in that unlike many other countries, Vietnam has coped without a civil war, having liberated itself
from an external invader. But that was 25 years ago, and the state of
emergency cannot continue ad infinitum. I said, as is my wont, that
democracy, freedom of speech, a multi-party system and respect
for human rights are not only ethical ideals, but means of releasing the citizens’ creative energy. In the end, one of these ministers
concurred that the single-party system has its drawbacks, such as
restrictions on democracy and corruption. The representative of the
Finnish Foreign Ministry said that this was the first time she heard
any representative of the Vietnamese government admit anything
of the kind.
I have marched in anti-Vietnam war demonstrations in my time,
but it’s the first time I’m visiting Vietnam. In a way, it’s nostalgic to
see a portrait of Ho Chi Minh in almost all official premises. But
gilded busts also bring about a stuffy feeling and faint aromas of
less pleasant things from the era of 1970s student Marxism, belief in
the infallibility of the one and only ideology.
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The Hanoi streetscape is dominated by mopeds that fill the wide
streets, especially at rush hour times. In terms of the city’s air quality, this is not the best possible state of affairs, but an amusing sight,
perhaps also reflecting a more even distribution of income than in
most developing countries. Many young women charge around on
mopeds, looking elegant and erect, many wearing a hat and heels.
If the moped is driven by a young man with a girl on the back, she
hardly ever holds him by the waist.
In the evening in the hotel bed, I found a distinct lump in my
breast, a couple of centimetres from the operation scar. I immediately recalled the words of the doctor I saw in June: if the cancer
recurs, it usually recurs in the scar.

Friday 7 September 2001
At some point I happened to overhear a couple of members of the
party complaining that it was hard to travel for a fortnight in one go
without a single day off. Nice that someone else thinks so too!
We visited some rural projects in Central Vietnam that is supposedly the poorest region in the country. The Vietnamese villages
we saw were a good deal more prosperous than the Nepalese ones.
Difficult to quantify the part played by more even distribution of
income.
On the way from the former administrative capital, Hue, to the
countryside, a police car led us all the way with sirens blaring. As it
took several hours, the wailing got on my nerves. When we arrived in
the small town where we were to spend the night, the car loudspeakers called for people to move out of the way of the minister! As we got
out of the car, I made it clear that I didn’t want any such VIP treatment
the next day, when we visit the villages. Fortunately, they got the message. Naturally, it was not the fault of the hosts that around two or
three in the morning, a crazy cockerel started crowing outside the
hotel, and went on every quarter of an hour until the morning.
On the return leg, we stopped off in Ho Chi Minh City, formerly
Saigon, and travelled on from there via Bangkok non-stop to Helsinki. It was hard to believe downtown Ho Chi Minh is a city in a
developing country, the neon lights glowed like on Broadway, and
there were plenty of luxury hotels and shops. At one point, I spotted
that we were driving along Ngyen Van Troi Street. I remembered
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that in the 1970s we had collected cash for building of a children’s
hospital named after Ngyen Van Troi in Vietnam. I asked the guide
who this celebrity was. Our guide, a young man, exclaimed:”Oh,
we love him!”, and told us the story. During the Vietnam War, Dean
Rusk, the US Foreign Minister, had visited Saigon. His route took
him along this street. Ngyen Van Troi had hidden under a bridge
along the street, with explosives under his clothing. But the youth
was caught, imprisoned and sentenced to death. After that, Rusk
would only travel in Vietnam by helicopter.
We didn’t care to start a conversation on whether suicide bombers really are clever.
On this trip, too, I have done my yoga in strange places, such as
the balcony of an airport hotel. Yoga keeps me reasonably supple,
but yet excessive sitting in planes and cars has got my left thigh
somehow seized up, I can’t loosen it up.

Saturday 8 September 2001
I arrived in Finland before seven in the morning, and the official car
whisked me straight off towards Kotka. After Loviisa, I called and
woke Jukka. He made it in time to meet me at the marina. When
we had passed Ruotsinsalmi strait, Jukka started caressing me. And
so we made love in the boat. Jukka kept one hand on the wheel the
whole time, as he didn’t stop the boat, although slowed down of
course. I thought it was hilariously funny. Naturally it’s a nice feeling when my husband shows an interest after I return from a long
trip. We didn’t cause any actual hazard, as we were in open water
with no other boats in sight.
Jorma is staying at the cabin. In the evening, the men went out
to let out a trawl line and fishing nets. Tired from the night flight, I
went to lie down. I came to after snoozing for over an hour. I went
down to the shore, no sign of the men. It was already dusk and the
wind was up. I got worried. I took a torch and went to have a look
on the lee side of the island, assuming that they had put down the
nets there. I couldn’t see the boat. I became increasingly concerned. I
returned to the cabin, they weren’t back. It was already almost dark,
I became really worried and decided to call the emergency number.
Just then, I saw the silhouette of the boat coming in towards the
mouth of the inlet, two men in the boat.
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Tuesday 11 September 2001
I had my hair cut for the second time this year. I’m beginning to feel
right with short hair.
In the early evening in Tampere, I showed my gynaecologist
the lump in my breast. She didn’t think it felt like a malignant tumour. They are generally harder. At the medical centre cash desk,
the woman said: “Let’s get home to see the day’s news on TV.” I
wondered what she meant. “Two planes have crashed into some
skyscrapers in America,” the cashier replied.
A moment later I received text messages from Katariina and Taina. Two hijacked planes had smashed into both World Trade Center
towers.
I went to Hervanta to meet Dad, as we had arranged. While we
were chatting, we watched television, with the events reviewed over
and again. Both of the World Trade Center towers have collapsed,
thousands of people are dead. A third large Boeing has smashed
into the Pentagon. The fourth hijacked plane fell to the ground. One
expert commented that the hijackers must have been able to fly a
plane. No professional pilot would steer into a building, even with
the barrel of a gun on their necks.
A stupefying event. The United States and the world´s wealthy
North in general has proved to be vulnerable. At the same time we
have seen that military machinery is not necessary in order to do
harm. This terrorist strike was carried out with civilian planes.
Who could be behind this? The television mentioned Al-Qaeda,
which naturally comes to mind immediately, but is it too easy an
explanation? How will this extreme shock impact on the future politics of the USA? Will Bush now become more willing to co-operate
with other countries?
The Cabinet was called into crisis session. I couldn’t make it to
Helsinki in time. Osmo told me that the information given there was
pretty general in nature.

Wednesday 12 September 2001
I took a train in the morning from Tampere to Jyväskylä, where I
gave a speech at the inauguration of a composting technology test
centre. In unofficial discussion, everyone naturally kept rewinding
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yesterday’s terrorist strike. The thought for the day seems to be:
“The world is no longer the same.”

Thursday 13 September 2001
After yesterday’s occasion in Jyväskylä, I made the mistake of also
talking to a reporter about the terrorist strike. I thought that during the conversation, the actual interview was the part concerning
the subject of the Jyväskylä occasion, and everything else was just
chatting by and by. I said that I hoped the USA would rethink its
foreign policy. To my astoundment, this remark became a Finnish
News Agency (FNA) news item. It was in Helsingin Sanomat today,
complete with a picture. The paper’s leading article today slates me.
When I read the news item from FNA, I see that it contains sentences I said. Yet I feel that there is some mistake in the news item.
But I can’t say what.
This explains the episode yesterday that puzzled me, as I didn’t
know that the FNA news item had already been sent out into the
world yesterday. Katariina called me in the afternoon and said that
Lipponen’s office wants a copy of my Jyväskylä speech. Fine, I said,
and wondered why they should be interested in a speech about composting organic municipal waste. Katariina wondered the same.
Today, the parliamentary group hauled me over the coals more
thoroughly than ever before. In place of the normal Cabinet question hour in Parliament, we had the Prime Minister’s statement on
the terrorist strike. Sakari Smeds of the Christians asked me about
my ’statement’. I said that I regretted my choice of words and timing. Mäki-Hakola of the Coalition Party gave me a thorough lambasting, but the Speaker wouldn’t give me the floor a second time. I
am utterly vexed that I made the mistake of opening my cakehole on
this issue with a reporter present. I have felt like the most wretched
of people. On the other hand, I got to feeling that Finns also need
someone on whom to direct all the anxiety and hatred brought
about by the terrorist strike. The actual perpetrator is still unknown.
My ‘statement’ gave them the opportunity of directing those feelings on me.
At the same time, I’m cheesed off that a catastrophe involving
people living in wealthy countries like ours evokes quite different
reactions from those to war or famine in some poor country. We
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identify with people who look like us, and are thus shocked by a
misfortune that befalls them. Millions of people in Africa have died
of hunger and Aids, but no two-minute silences have been organized in Europe for them. Irina said that we calmly watch Africans
about to die on television, as if we thought that suffering is a racial
characteristic of black people. But when we see a woman in a suit
running in panic on our TV screens, we are shocked.
After the Cabinet session, Lipponen said that he hopes that only
Prime Minister and the Foreign Minister will comment on the matter on behalf of the Government, nobody else. I said that was fine
by me.

Friday 14 September 2001
The leader in Kauppalehti and the column written by the Editor-inChief of Ilta-Sanomat, Vesa-Pekka Koljonen, give me absolute hell,
at least. Koljonen writes under the heading ‘Cynical advice’: “...
the statements reflect some degree of understanding that the deeds
would be somehow justifiable, if not downright defensible, by the
actions of the opposite side or the United States. Such an application of morality could be used to justify any deeds as in ‘the person
beaten up was asking for it’.”

Saturday 15 September 2001
There is an unofficial meeting of the EU environment and transport
ministers in Belgium. Last night, the transport ministers also held an
official meeting, on the subject of flight security.
Naturally, I have gone over and over the events in the USA with
colleagues. Surprisingly many have feelings in common with mine,
the very ones I had made the mistake of thinking aloud in Jyväskylä.
One minister who has met Colin Powell told me that he had said
that solutions to political problems should be sought through political means. On the other hand, it was Powell who decided that the
USA should boycott the recent UN anti-racism conference in Durban. That conference would have been an attempt to solve political
problems through political means.
Like me, many colleagues had also thought that next time, the
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terrorists might strike using much worse means, such as polluting
some city’s drinking water. Many are afraid that the USA will do
something that will only serve to feed the cycle of revenge and violence.
A Commission official said that the USA behaves as if it doesn’t
need the rest of the world, this is the case in climate policy and also
in nuclear arms policy.
We did talk about other things, too. Magda Alvoet, who is one
of the two chairmen of the meeting, seems to have a Nokia Communicator. I mentioned it at dinner. Britain’s Michael Meacher was
interested in the contraption. Magda sang its praises: “It’s a telephone and computer and you can send text messages and e-mail
and faxes.” I joined in. Michael was quite amazed. “I feel like I belong to last century.”
Mornings and evenings, I watched CNN news broadcasts on TV
in my hotel room. They talked of nothing other than the terrorist
strike. The studio wall is adorned with the text ‘America’s new war’.
CNN reported that the vast majority of Americans want a war to
be declared, but 60% cannot say against whom. Wesley Clark, the
former NATO commander, said that there is no point in invading
Afghanistan; what would USA do with that poor country, as the
threat is not it but terrorism. Someone also made the comment that
the nation wants action, the president is under enormous pressure,
and he should act in a way that shows but yet sensibly.
It’s awful to watch over and over again TV footage of the burning, collapsing WTC towers and weeping people. Heaven knows
how many times they have screened a woman who screams: “I saw
people jumping out of the windows!” It is even more awful to think
that in Finland, many people imagine that I approve of all that,
mass murder of civilians who incidentally happened to be there,
and where even the murder weapons were civilians, passengers of
ordinary passenger planes.
I almost hope that my breast cancer would come back and kill me,
so I would be relieved of receiving all this hatred.
The lump in my breast is really worrying me a great deal. If there
is a lump almost a centimetre in diameter a year after the operation
and six months after the other treatments ended, it means that at
the time of surgery, there has already been a pretty large metastasis
outside the primary tumour. It must have been brewing for a good
while before the surgery. That in its turn means that the original
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tumour has started to dispatch cancer cells outside itself a long time
ago, lord knows how many.
From information I read in one book, I deduced that in order to
grow from one cell into a one-centimetre lump, the tumour must
double in size 30 times. This means that a one-centimetre tumour
has about a billion cancer cells. If one per mille of the cells has set
off, this means a million cancer cells or a million metastases. Even if
only one cell in every million had gone walkabout, that would mean
a thousand cells or a thousand metastases. Encouraging!
But, as I said, right now I’m not even sure that I want to overcome
the cancer.

Sunday 16 September 2001
After returning home, I saw that Helsingin Sanomat had published
my apology, but not Ilta-Sanomat, even though I had sent my piece
to both papers simultaneously, and even though one would think
that an evening paper would ‘go to bed’ later than morning papers.
Instead, Ilta-Sanomat published two readers’ letters lambasting me,
with a picture, and with my name in both headings. It was a conscious choice by the paper. One letter compares me to Saddam Hussein.
Only today did it occur to me what was wrong with FNA’s sensational news item on Wednesday. I wasn’t capable of it on Thursday, I
was so flummoxed by the condemnation aimed at me. The reporter
had thought that I was talking about the reasons for the strike. This
was the basis on which my ‘statement’ has also been read and commented. But my thinking aloud was rather connected with what effect this extremely dramatic experience is likely to have on USA’s
future policies. I wondered whether the USA will become more willing to cooperate with others, having understood its vulnerability. I
remember saying to the reporter that I hope the USA will from here
on in rethink its policy which up to now has been arrogant, as examples of which I mentioned its climate and nuclear arms policies.
So, this was pondering on the effects of the terrorist strikes on the
future. But the reporter had thought that I was talking about the reasons for the strike and asked, seemingly surprised, do I mean that
the US environment policy would have been the cause of the strike.
I said that I don’t mean that at all. That is also included in the FNA
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item. It was stupid to add to it that the policies of the USA naturally
influence how others relate to the United States. It was precisely the
basis of why people thought that I was talking about the reasons for
the strike. If you go over the FNA item with a fine-tooth comb, you
realize that it is actually self-contradictory. The item contains what I
said. But through it runs the reporter’s idea that I was talking about
reasons for the strike. However, nobody examines any news item
with a fine-tooth comb, but the effect of the piece is determined by
the mental image it creates.
As I said, it was stupid to talk about the issue at all in the presence of a reporter, especially on that very day. And unfortunate that
I couldn’t clearly say right away, on Thursday, where the misunderstanding lay. But since I was suddenly accused of approving of the
murder of thousands of people, I couldn’t think clearly. And so I will
probably be labelled an approver of terrorist strikes for the rest of
my days.
Sometimes I seem to assume guilt too easily. I have sometimes
wondered whether my entire generation, ‘the children of soldiers’,
is affected by a certain kind of trauma. Slightly younger people,
whose parents were too young to be sent to the front as soldiers
and service women, seem to be able to live somehow more lightly.
There is a special branch of psychotherapy in Israel, specialized in
treating ‘the second generation’ or children of people who have experienced the horrors of concentration camps, whom the parents
have unwittingly and unconsciously contaminated with something
of their own traumatic experiences. For the generation of my parents, too, the war must have been a traumatic experience. I suspect
that unnecessarily easy assumption of guilt troubles almost all of
my generation. Maybe some people’s need to allocate blame on others is their way of displacing their own guilt.

Monday 17 September 2001
Today I was again able to enjoy the privileges of the Minister of the
Environment. I visited an area in Puolanka which the local authority is campaigning to have designated a national park. Wonderful to
walk in a beautiful forest and be served tasty hunter’s fare in a kota!
I read Ilta-Sanomat on the way back. The paper has printed my
response only today. In the same issue, Jari Tervo berates me. “Hassi
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cannot accept the United States in the role of a victim. It is against
everything she has ever represented. In Hassi’s world, the role of
the victim is irrevocably reserved for the innocents imprisoned in
camps by the Chilean Junta, all women and a few birds.”
Perhaps Ilta-Sanomat had delayed publication of my response because of Tervo’s column.

Tuesday 18 September 2001
I had a mammogram and ultrasound examination of the breasts.
Neither found anything that might indicate cancer. After the ultrasound I was apologetic that I had whittled over nothing. The doctor
who had examined me said curtly that I had done precisely as I
should. That felt good. In between, I popped round to do a PR session on this year’s car-free day. The event was in a tram, which was
fun. From there, I went back to HYKS to see the oncologist, or last
winter’s ‘chemo doctor’. He palpated my breast and said that there
is a clear lump there. Although it is most likely harmless, he wants
it removed. Furthermore, lobular breast cancer (glandular; my tumour removed last year was ductal) does not show up on X-ray and
ultrasound in the same way as ductal cancer. I will meet the surgeon
next Friday.

Thursday 20 September 2001
This week in Hufvudstadsbladet, my Conservative colleague Kimmo Sasi compared me to Saddam Hussein and asked whether the
Greens should be placed under special surveillance, as there are
various organizations approaching terrorism close to the Greens.
There was a ray of light in yesterday’s Taloussanomat. The columnist Jukka Kuikka writes about how the world is now divided into
rogue states and others. Rogue states are countries not inhabited by
white Anglo-Saxon Protestants. The column ends: “Leading thinkers have continued their reasoning to the extent that they have even
found the culprits of the New York tragedy. They are Erkki Tuomioja [the Foreign Minister], who used half a sentence to criticize
the treatment of another nation by a certain nation [the treatment of
Palestinians by Israel]. The other culprit is Satu Hassi, who slipped
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out a fair clanger, but only a clanger, on US policy. Hassi is a combination of all demonic elements. She is an engineer, a feminist and a
Green, a former henchman of the Kingdom of Evil.”

Saturday 22 September 2001
The autumn equinox. It’s still summery on the island. The wind has
been slight, from the southeast, in other words one can sit in the
porch out of the wind. The sun is shining, the temperature is almost 20 degrees, and the birch trees are still fairly green. The rowan
leaves have dried up, as we had a period of drought at one stage.

Sunday 23 September 2001
Two beautiful starlit nights. The waxing moon is a thin crescent.
It’s been pleasant to chill out in the hammock, which I bought from
Honduras, as there are no more mosquitoes. There is still a surprising amount of blue-green algae in the sea; it has been there roughly
from midsummer, fortunately only here and there, and fortunately
the stick-like kind, the less dangerous. There are delicious-looking
lily-of-the-valley berries in the yard. But we didn’t try them. A mouse
runs around in front of the porch.
Yesterday we only caught three bass in the nets, today a bream.
For once, just the right amount of fish, and no more.

Thursday 27 September 2001
For the first time this autumn, it was dark as I woke. This week, I
have had the luxury of sleeping until seven on two mornings, only
today I had to get up at six as normal.
Yesterday I met with Pérez de Cuéllar, we discussed Peruvian
affairs. On the evening news, he said that while he was Secretary
General of the UN, he had done his utmost to prevent the war in the
Persian Gulf. He asked all the allies of the USA to do their best to
avoid war now.
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Friday 28 September 2001
I went to Maria Hospital in Helsinki to see the surgeon who is to
remove the lump from my breast. She said that feeling by hand,
the lump doesn’t seem like a malignant tumour. Nevertheless, she
wanted to take a biopsy. While inserting the needle in the breast, she
explained that if the lump is a malignant tumour, the whole breast
must be removed. Naturally, this goes without saying, but it still got
me worried.
The Parliament passed the Act on Registered Partnerships, at
long last. There are two votes in this Parliament that I don’t want
to miss, if I have any breath in me. This was one of them. Before
the start of the session, many members of the Green parliamentary
group were pretty worried, as the campaign of those opposed to the
legislation has been so aggressive. After the vote I wanted to cry, I
was so relieved. A reporter said that Sinikka Mönkäre had said the
same thing.
My brother told me on the phone that his six-year-old son was
very pleased when he heard on the news that the Act on gay marriage had been passed. The boy had commented: “In that case, I can
marry Antti.” Antti [a boy] is his best mate.

Sunday 30 September 2001
In the evening, Jukka and I set off to the cabin in Kuhmoinen. We
found a patch of chanterelles in the forest, some trumpet chanterelles, and even a cep fit to eat.
After the surgeon took the biopsy, I have felt symptoms of metastases all over me. Among other things, I feel a slight pain in my left
thigh and lower back. I have been trying to decide in bed whether
the pain is in the bone. In the summer, the doctor said that metastases in the bone usually appear in the back and thighs. Something
feels odd in my right side, too, which I naturally suspect is a heavy
feeling in the liver, symptom of liver metastases.
At times, I am really worried, and think that if discernible metastases appear so soon, the cancer must be really rapidly progressive
kind, and I have perhaps six months to a year left to live. On the
other hand, I remind myself of the oncologist’s words. I will feel all
kinds of symptoms that I suspect are caused by cancer. But there
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are so many different symptoms that even if one or two were due
to something else, it would be a miracle if one of them wasn’t true.
If there is a metastasis in my spine and/or thigh bone, I will not see
a pain-free day for the rest of my life. On the contrary, the pain will
intensify as the cancer progresses, and until I die, I will be forced to
take increasingly stronger analgesics to be able to sleep, or even to
manage in general.
When dying of cancer seems to be just a theoretical alternative,
I’m able to view the matter with philosophical tranquillity. But when
it begins to seem more likely, my tranquillity is burst like a bubble.
I chew it over in bed, restless and bitter, too. Every now and then I
wonder if this unreasonably busy lifestyle is kind of selling one’s
soul to the devil after all. I think I’m only promoting good things all
the time, but that is what every person believes of themselves.

October.
Another operation.

Tuesday 2 October 2001
Yesterday I had a Gua Sha session. It’s a Chinese treatment that relaxes the muscles and improves the circulation. The Chinese Doctor
Li applied pressure to certain points in my feet and said that I have
sciatica. Any other time, I would hardly be delighted about such a
diagnosis, but now I was delighted. For a while, I stopped being
afraid that the pain in my back and thigh was caused by cancer.

Thursday 4 October 2001
The morning began at the Technology R & D Fund, where I went on
my bike. After that, I had to call the doctor about the result of my
biopsy, which made me very nervous. I popped the earpiece in my
communicator, keyed the number and set off pedalling towards the
Ministry, although not sure I’d keep my balance if I heard bad news.
This evening I had invited a group of friends to celebrate a book
we have written together. I thought I’ll have a miserable time at the
party if cancer cells were found in the biopsy.
The number was supposed to be a direct line to the doctor, but the
call was answered by a nurse who was not familiar with the case.
She asked me to ring the doctor later in the day. I said that it may be
impossible, as my day is scheduled full of meetings. A minute later
the nurse said that the results have been found, but that the doctor
wants to discuss them with me personally. I was certain that this
meant it was bad news. To my relief, the doctor said that the sample
was benign. But she wanted to say personally that she still wanted
the lump removed. I was happy to agree. I said that at my age, I was
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unlikely to enter for the Miss Naked City contest. I was able to pedal
off to the preparation meeting on the next EU Environment Council
with my spirits high.

Sunday 7 October 2001
We are spending the weekend in Lapland. Tomorrow I will visit the
prospective Ylläs-Aakenus National Park, and I was offered the opportunity of spending the weekend at a cabin in Lapland, because
by flying in on Monday morning, I would only reach my destination
at midday. We grabbed the opportunity gladly. Jorma and Marjatta
came along. We were at a beautiful spot on the Lake Pallasjärvi by
Pallastunturi Mountain. A good sauna, a beautiful, clear, cold lake.
Outside the window, some birds are preening, identified by Jukka
as pine grosbeaks.
My back is still a little sore, especially when sitting. If I sit with
my back absolutely straight, it helps. So, I have sat like a ramrod all
weekend.
Yesterday we set off on the trail towards Hotel Pallas, but didn’t
have the energy to climb all the way, so stopped off at a campfire site
and made some coffee.
Today we drove to the hotel, to climb the Palkaskero peak from
there. There was about 10 cm of snow at the hotel, higher up. There
was a pretty stiff wind. It wasn’t easy to see the trail under snow,
fortunately it was also marked by sticks. The summit was covered
by cloud, and naturally the wind stiffened, the higher we climbed.
When the climb became steeper and we could see nothing of the
view, there didn’t seem to be any point in climbing to the top. But
the trail went that way, and we didn’t dare leave it in the fog. At the
top we took some pictures in which you can hardly see anything.
Coming down, my back started hurting again, and the pain radiated
into the thigh. I was still able to walk by keeping the ‘bandas’ tight
as I had learned in yoga, in other words avoided slouching.

Monday 8 October 2001
Last night, USA struck Afghanistan. During the night, I had received
a message that I should attend a meeting of the Cabinet Committee
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on Foreign and Security Policy, today at 9 a.m. There was no way of
getting to Helsinki for nine, so I followed my original schedule.
The day was very pleasant, although it rained all day. As the rain
beat down, we enjoyed campfire coffee and Lappish delicacies under a laavu shelter. Much more fun than sitting in auditoriums of
international conferences. A picture of me with my face and hair
soaked was taken for at least one local paper. It was nice to hear
local authority and business leaders demanding the national park
and even extension of Natura. Hiking cross-country, I again kept my
‘bandas’ tight, but yet towards the end of the hike, the little piranha
again started biting at my back.
After the trek we had a meal in a local restaurant with a really
pleasant interior. A kind of chandelier had been constructed from
reindeer antlers, and a fire roared in the big fireplace. The atmosphere was mellow like at Christmas, almost made me shed a tear.
At home, I was cheered by the latest Helsingin Sanomat weekly
supplement, commenting on ministers’ freedom of speech. The pictures show Erkki Tuomioja’s mouth zipped up and mine sewn shut.
The magazine interviews Juha Sihvola and writes: “Sihvola cites as
an example the column by the Editor-in-Chief of Suomen Kuvalehti,
Tapani Ruokanen, who, in Leninist fashion, labelled Hassi a ‘useful
idiot’ for criticizing the United States after the terrorist strike. ‘In my
view, it was dangerous exaggeration. It gave the impression that all
debate that emphasizes the problem of the social basis of terrorism
is kind of playing into the terrorists’ hands. We certainly should not
criticize the politicians who divergently think where the terroristic
reaction might arise from.’”

Tuesday 9 October 2001
Didn’t feel like going to work, the night was a short one again. We
arrived from Lapland around midnight yesterday. Jukka had to
leave for Tampere at six, so got up just after five.
Lipponen’s column appeared today in Turun Sanomat and Erkki
Tuomioja’s column in Hufvudstadbladet. Both write that USA’s separatist policy has reached the end of the line, and USA has realized
that it is dependent on the rest of the world. They are permitted to
say it; it’s good that at least they can.
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Thursday 11 October 2001

Sunday 14 October 2001

The EU Development Cooperation Ministers’ meeting was in Brussels yesterday. We were surprisingly unanimous that wealthy industrialized countries must now show solidarity towards developing
countries. We must increase development aid and make the rules
of trade fairer. Some Development Ministers, Britain’s Claire Short
the loudest, unfortunately seem to have got it into their heads that
including environmental issues in international trade negotiations
is a plot against developing countries.
Today in Brussels, there is a ministerial meeting between the EU
and Africa. I did my yoga at the hotel in the morning, now my back
again feels more inflamed. Maybe it’s not good to do yoga in the
morning, with the muscles still sleepy and stiff. In spite of the back
pain, I have continued with yoga, both the lessons and at home.
Some yoga postures hurt, and I try to do them carefully. Nevertheless, mostly the back feels better after yoga, and particularly after
yoga it’s easier to sleep.
The security arrangements at today’s meeting are tight. I talked
with the Foreign Minister of Tanzania in a room next to the conference hall. I left my handbag there. A Foreign Ministry civil servant
went to get it. She said that the staff was almost ready to blow the
bag up.

A calm, sunny morning. It was too cold to breakfast outdoors without my ice-fishing overalls, but it was still lovely to sit on the rock.
I told Jukka that I had heard on the grapevine that the Finnish
Security Police, Supo, has concentrated on watching animal rights
activists and skinheads for the past few years. When the FBI asked
Supo after 9/11 if it could provide any tips, all they could offer was
information on animal rights activists and skinheads.
I pointed out that it was the same at the turn of the 60s and 70s.
The then Suopo focused on hunting out young radicals. “The same
gang who are now high-ranking officials, ministers and directors,”
Jukka said. “And professors,” I added.

Saturday 13 October 2001
Last night at the Green Party Council, we discussed a statement
about USA’s activities in Afghanistan.
I got away to go to Kotka pretty late, and got to the jetty only just
before nine in the evening. It was already pitch dark. In the boat, I
felt like we were entering an absolutely black darkness. We could see
behind us, there were enough lights in Kotka, Hamina and between
them. Luckily it was almost dead calm, otherwise Jukka wouldn’t
have come to pick me up at night time. He knew the way with no
problems, but I was pretty nervous.
It’s still mellow here. There is a slight southerly wind, so one can
sit in the porch out of the wind. A large proportion of the leaves
have already fallen from the trees. There are yellow leaves on the
pine branches, as well as on the mosses, looks nice.
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Wednesday 17 October 2001
I had invited a group of women opinion leaders for supper, to discuss a female perspective of the world situation. All seemed to be
very concerned about the possibility of famine in Afghanistan. To
my surprise, almost everyone praised my famous and much maligned statement. (Civic feedback on it was also surprisingly positive, by the way. Usually, when the media are down on one like a ton
of bricks, emails from the public are also fire and brimstone. On this
issue, I received a lot of praise.)
I had planned to cycle after the supper to the Night of the Homeless event, to meet the participants, since my sphere of responsibility at the Ministry of the Environment also includes city planning
issues. But I simply didn’t have the energy.

Thursday 18 October 2001
My name day. The breast lump was removed. I had to be at the Maria Hospital for ten, so had time to do hardly anything useful in the
morning except go for a run, as I won’t be able to run or do my yoga
for a few days.
In the ward, I had to wait around in the corridor, which was
pleasant as I had a good book for company. I recommended it to
the surgeon who came to say hello. Lying down, my back that had
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already started to improve got worse again. I stretched both in bed
and standing up, trying to loosen it up.
After midday I was given the pre-med. This time, unlike before
the cancer operation, it made me sleepy. I half nodded off. In the theatre I met the anaesthetist. I had heard her name a little earlier, and
realized that she was the daughter of my parents’ neighbours, who
as a child had played with my daughters. She installed the drip in
my right hand. A sheet was placed over my face, evidently partly to
prevent me from seeing the operation. A ‘muzzle’ was placed over
my nose and mouth, an oxygen mask, to prevent a claustrophobic
feeling under the sheet.
It was interesting to stay conscious during the surgery. I felt that
something was being done in my breast, but felt no pain. I heard the
staff’s conversation and was able to talk to them.
Back in the ward, I was already pretty hungry. After I had eaten, I
was detached from the pain-killing drip and allowed to leave. I went
and bought a few goodies and went over to my brother’s to celebrate my name day. Just as I arrived, my elder daughter called and
asked if they could come over to her uncle’s for an evening stroll. It
turned into a pleasant spontaneous family gathering. My daughter’s
fiance was relieved to have kept his job, although the firm had made
people redundant.

Friday 19 October 2001
I am actually on sick leave, but wanted to go to the debate at the
Foreign Ministry at eight in the morning, about Finland’s position in
the impending World Trade Organization conference. It was a little
difficult to decide what to wear, because there’s a whacking great
wad of gauze on my left breast. I chose a loose-fitting garment and
don’t believe the others spotted anything different.
Today has been the first day in many weeks that I haven’t had to
think of my sitting or walking posture. I began to believe that the
pain was about to pass. Similarly, I again began to believe that it was
not a metastasis, as the pain it would cause would not pass.
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Monday 22 October 2001
I’m spending a few vacation days on the island, to make up for
weekends spent on working trips. Today has been sunny, but there
has been a strong north wind. So, we trekked to the southern tip of
the island and made coffee over a fire. Jukka did some reel fishing, I
did some belly dancing and stretching, hoping it would improve my
back and thigh. Yesterday I felt as if the belly dancing and stretching
were beneficial, since I can’t do my yoga yet.
The incision in my breast already feels quite good. I have been
taking Arnica under instructions from my homeopath. Contrary to
the instructions of the hospital, I have taken saunas and bathed in
the sea. Granted, I have always lain on the lowest platform in the
sauna, and left before I have properly perspired. As for the sea, I
have waded in up to my bellybutton, and by means of various acrobatic tricks, submerged everything else apart from the operated
breast. After my sea dips, I have wiped the wound with a tissue
moistened with plantain extract, an excellent all-purpose remedy
that prevents infection in wounds.

Tuesday 23 October 2001
Last night, as we were going from the sauna for a swim, Jukka
gasped: Wow! I followed him. At first I thought that the stars had
been hidden by cloud. Then I realized that the Aurora Borealis covered the entire northern sky.
Overnight, frost has collected in places sheltered from wind. The
sun is still shining, albeit low. From the window we saw bullfinches,
great tits and bluetits.

Monday 29 October 2001
Yesterday I had to leave at midday to go to Luxembourg where the
EU Environment Council is meeting. At the Nordic breakfast, we
met the new Norwegian Minister of the Environment, Børge Brende,
who is a talkative young man. Before the actual Environment Council meeting, the Nordic ministers met with the British Minister of
the Environment, Margaret Beckett, and Michael Meacher. We are
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demanding that the British stop discharging radioactive technetium
from the Sellafield nuclear waste treatment plant on the North Sea.

Tuesday 30 October 2001
A meeting of Nordic Ministers of the Environment in Copenhagen.
Ever since my teens, I have carried a pocket knife as standard
equipment in my handbag. After 9/11, I purposely left it in my handbag to test when airport security would spot it. It was spotted and
confiscated at Copenhagen airport. The knife flew without mishap
to Brussels and Luxembourg.

Wednesday 31 October 2001
I went for my post-op check-up. They say the scar is remarkably
clean. I was lucky that I did no harm by taking saunas and swimming quite soon after the surgery. The lump has been examined and
found to be benign. It was some kind of dead fat tissue, quite often
caused by radiotherapy. The doctor, another new one, clearly expected that I should shriek with joy. Maybe I had reason to be concerned, but my worries over this subject were over when the content
of the biopsy was found to be benign.

November.
Climate conference in Marrakech.

Sunday 4 November 2001
We spent the weekend in Tampere for the first time in ages, because
of the Jazz Happening. At the Friday night concert, we met the same
woman who a year ago, also at the jazz concert, said she was undergoing a course of chemotherapy. Now she looked well, beautiful and
happy. She was beautiful the last time, too, but seemed a little sad.
At home, we finally got the ceiling light fittings in place in the
‘dining room’ and living room, as well as clearing the best part of
the mountains of stuff that had sat in the porch and first floor for almost six months. I planted a ridiculous number of tulip and daffodil
bulbs in the garden.

Tuesday 6 November 2001
It has been a real morning of adventure. After five in the morning, I
took a taxi from Pispala towards the Marrakech Climate Conference.
In the taxi I realized that I had again left my passport in Helsinki.
I did precisely the same thing about a year ago on my way to
Brussels. Since then, Finland has joined the Schengen Agreement.
I have acquired a Schengen ID card to keep in my wallet, which is
sufficient for most trips. But it won’t get me into Morocco. I had to
pack for Marrakech a week ago. At the same time, I also packed bags
for two weekends, as well as collecting the materials for a lecture in
Tampere University.
I called Taina from the taxi, sending her to the Ministry of the Environment to see if one of my diplomat passports was there. When
I arrived at Tampere airport, Taina was already at the Ministry and
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said that she couldn’t find my passport in Kristina’s hiding places. I
decided once more to try and get an express passport in the Helsinki
airport. As the Tampere plane parked a good distance from the terminal, I was already certain that I wouldn’t make it. Nevertheless, I
set off at full belt. I made it by a whisker, helped by having checked in
my bag. The passport officer couldn’t understand that I didn’t want
to wait for my receipt, I just wanted my passport. Taina held up the
plane, the departure of which wasn’t even delayed, but only just.
That wasn’t the end of my mishaps. My case had been sent direct
to Marrakech from Tampere. On the plane to Paris, I learned that I
should have only sent the case to Paris, as we change airports there
and all bags must be taken to the other airport by ourselves. In Paris,
myself and Mr Vilkuna, the MP, who had the same problem, were
bounced from one department to another, and every place gave us
different information. The cases were not found.

Friday 9 November 2001
On the way back from Marrakech. The resolution was not yet quite
finished as I left, selfishly in the morning, otherwise I would make
it to the island only on Sunday, a couple of hours before we would
have to leave. My case arrived in Marrakech only the night before
my return, thankfully even then. And thankfully, I had a few items
of clothing in my hand luggage.
The negotiation itself was mostly nitpicking. In the summer in Bonn,
civil servants were left to transform the political agreement by ministers into the form of a legal text. Then, we ran out of time and a couple
of issues were left open, seemingly minor at the time. But even those
scraps managed to turn into a big quarrel in Marrakech. Russia set out
to milk more carbon sink credits. Such tactics are annoying, but have a
positive side. Carbon sinks cannot be counted as emissions deductions
just like that, they must be scientifically proven. To do this, the country
must build a monitoring and reporting system on its forests and the
carbon sinks they form. If Russia does this, it’s a good thing.
The USA still hasn’t published the alternative for the Kyoto Protocol
it promised, but after 9/11, nobody seriously expected it by the Marrakech Conference. Sadly, 9/11 stopped the rethinking of the US climate
policy which had started after the Bonn climate negotiation success.
Marrakech is a most interesting place, but there was not much
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opportunity for tourism. To a degree, tourism was replaced by a
lunch for ministers hosted by the King’s brother in the Marrakech royal palace. Everything there was like pictures in a book of
fairytales. We were met at the gate by trumpeters and sabre soldiers
in colourful uniforms. The waiters, all of them men, were also spectacularly dressed. We were seated at round tables. Each course was
placed in the middle of the table in a large tin dish, like a wash bowl.
All five courses were practically pure meat. Usually, I order vegetarian or fish courses on trips, although I’m not a food dogmatist at
home. Now I decided to try everything. The royal lamb and birds
were very tasty, except for meat baked in a pastry case and seasoned
with a lot of sugar and cinnamon which didn’t really appeal to me.
My back has stood up reasonably well to long periods of sitting
on planes and in meetings; sitting seems to be the worst thing for my
back. I have sat as ramrod-erect as possible the whole time. But it’s
tiring to think all the time of one’s sitting posture.

Tuesday 13 November 2001
I had lunch with Kalevi, because we’ve never had chance to talk
between work meetings. Kalevi’s treatment has not been as effective as everyone had hoped. Yet, he still looks quite normal. He was
surprised to hear that I had also had all kinds of symptoms that I
had suspected were caused by metastases. I feel bad that I can’t do
anything to help Kalevi.

Wednesday 14 November 2001
I had an eye test. I was prescribed less strong lenses than my previous ones. Last time, the lenses were made quite a bit stronger. The
spectacles I was prescribed then have never felt right, they make
my eyes ache. I have mostly worn my older glasses. I don’t know
if ashtanga has improved my eyesight or if the chemo temporarily
made it worse, as my previous eye test was immediately after my
last chemotherapy session.
I also saw a physiotherapist to whom I was dispatched from
Parliament. Gua Sha, which I’ve had a few times, unfortunately
hasn’t helped, although I know that it has worked for some people’s
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s ciatica. The physio told me to do various tricks which led him to
deduce that a disc is not slipped, but rather I have a trapped nerve.
This was naturally reassuring. He showed me a plastic model of
the spine. The vertebrae have extensions. Bunches of nerves emerge
from holes between these extensions. If a hole is flattened, the nerve
coming from it is like in a vice, and that naturally hurts.
The physiotherapist taught me some exercises and recommended
that I get a proper ergonomic office chair. Ha ha, and that’s not going
to work! If I wanted to sit on a special chair at work, one would have
to be purchased for the Ministry of the Environment, the Department of Development Cooperation at the Ministry for Foreign Affairs, the Cabinet session hall, meeting rooms of the Prime Minister’s
Office, my office in Parliament House, the Session Hall, the Cabinet
enclosure and meeting rooms, and also of course trains, official Cabinet cars and planes. And I would have to drag the special chair along
with me to Brussels and heaven knows where all around the world.
I did the tricks ordered by the physio in the evening in Tampere.
During the night, my back felt better than in ages. I also did thigh
stretches in bed. Jukka sighed that it’s a bit awkward that I do tricks
in bed. Then he got to thinking of all the health tricks I do, with food
and otherwise, and said: “You’d probably be in a really bad way if
you didn’t do all that.” We both burst out laughing.

Thursday 15 November 2001
The day before yesterday, the news reported that the northern part
of Afghanistan is under Northern Alliance control. Today it said on
the news that the Taleban have already lost 4/5 of the country. This
might mean that food supplies to the mountains can be mobilized
in time to prevent hundreds of thousands of people from dying of
starvation. This has been feared to be the case, if the winter closes off
the mountain villages before food can reach them.

Thursday 22 November 2001
There was a celebratory session of Parliament in honour of the 75th
anniversary of the first radio broadcast of a plenary session. All surviving former members of Parliament were invited to a reception.
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I chatted with Lea Savolainen, an ex MP and old acquaintance from
the ‘train committee’ of 91–95, MPs travelling often on same trains
from Tampere to Helsinki. She has also had breast cancer. Laughing,
Lea told me that she had given statements to the media about my
breast cancer. Last autumn, I refused to call an Ilta-Sanomat reporter
on a Sunday evening after my breast cancer surgery. Next, the reporter had phoned Lea Savolainen, who has also recovered from
breast cancer, and asked her: “Can Hassi carry on as minister?” “I
replied unequivocally, yes she can,” Lea laughed. Later the same
autumn, the same reporter again tried to get an interview from me
on a Sunday evening, when I had disclosed in the column in Vihreä
Lanka that I would need chemotherapy. When I refused this time
too, the reporter had again called Lea and asked: “Can Hassi carry
on as minister?” Lea had given the same reply as last time. I told
Lea that I had been slightly surprised that no reporter had asked me
directly if I was capable of working. As a matter of fact, my famous
comment ‘My work is not a tit job’ was a response I had thought up
in preparation for questions on my capacity for work.

Friday 23 November 2001
I went for a bone scan. Sometime at the turn of October into November, I decided that my back pain had continued for at least a month,
and contacted the oncologist. The doctor sent me for a similar bone
scan I had last autumn.
The day was again an exercise in shuttling between different
worlds. At eight in the morning, the Cabinet Committee on EU Affairs that meets every Friday. Then I went to the hospital, where
a radioactive marker was administered intravenously. It must be
allowed to be absorbed into the bones for a few hours, so in that
time I received one delegation and attended the most official event
of the week, the Presidential Session. While shaking hands with the
ministers, the President said that she was reading Harry Potter. “If
someone calls another a muggle, just remember that all it means is
an ordinary person who doesn’t have magic talents,” Halonen recounted what she had learned. So, as well as myself, at least Ministers Olli-Pekka Heinonen, Tarja Filatov and President Halonen
are in the gang. After the Presidential Session I went back to the
hospital. When my bones had been scanned, the nurse operating
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the machinery said that she couldn’t see anything abnormal in the
pictures. That was a relief. In fact, the doctor also said that my verbal
description doesn’t really fit in with symptoms of a metastasis, but
he wanted to make doubly sure. After the scan, I had another four
meetings and the Green Party Christmas party, after which I caught
a plane to Lapland, to the Kaamos Jazz Festival.

December.
Decorating the house on sick leave.

Tuesday 27 November 2001
In the morning, I presented the draft Baltic Sea Protection Programme at the Cabinet Committee on Economic Policy. Sauli Nii
nistö, the Finance Minister, had every possible kind of comment to
make on it. I had imagined that the Baltic Sea Protection Programme
could soon be sent to the Cabinet session, but it was decided that a
Baltic Sea ministerial group should be set up to negotiate it. Oh well,
at least one minister from each Cabinet party will have to familiarize
themselves with the subject.
In the evening we had the Ministry of the Environment Christmas
party. The theme was the 70s. Guests had been asked to dress in 70s
gear. I found my old blue shirt, the symbol of Marxist students. The
minister must make a speech at the Christmas party. I wrote a 70s
revolutionary speech. I requested and got from the Parliamentary
Library copies of articles in the Marxist student magazine, Soihtu,
from the early 70s, opposing the free trade agreement between Finland and the then EEC and criticizing non-Marxist environmentalists, as they don’t understand that the primary condition of real environmental protection is the class struggle and socialist revolution.
I assembled the speech largely from genuine quotations, although
I wasn’t sure that this would not be a little over the top in the ears
of some listeners. But when the comperes appeared on the stage,
the woman in a boldly patterned long cotton frock and the man in a
long-haired wig, corduroy suit and thick-rimmed glasses, I calmed
down. We had a great time.

Friday 30 November 2001
Yesterday I rang the doctor who confirmed that no abnormalities
were found in the bone scan.
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Saturday 1 December 2001
I’m on the train travelling from Tampere to Helsinki, to attend the
Green Party Council meeting. Daft to travel from Helsinki to Tampere on Friday evening, only to return to Helsinki on Saturday. But
what can you do, if you want to spend the night next to your old
fellow.

Sunday 2 December 2001
I only just got round to sewing my dress for the Independence Day
reception at the Presidential Palace. I haven’t managed to look for
a dressmaker, so will have to run up my own again. I cut the pattern from newspaper and fitted it on my person with masking tape.
Didn’t get it finished yet.

Tuesday 4 December 2001
I organized an ‘Iftar Evening’ at the headquarters of the Ministry for
Foreign Affairs. We have decided to promote interaction between
cultures and religions. Iftar is linked to the Islamic fast, Ramadan,
which is currently ongoing. During Ramadan, one is not permitted to eat or drink between sunrise and sunset. Iftar means inviting
friends round on the evening of a fast day. The guests must be present as the sun goes down. Then there is a feast.
We had invited a number of prominent Finns and also representatives of Islamic communities in Finland, as well as the ambassadors
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of Islamic countries. The occasion was a real success, it is rare to experience such a warm atmosphere. One of the ambassadors cracked
jokes about how easy Ramadan is here in the Nordic winter. He
had heard about an entrepreneur who is planning Ramadan tours
to Lapland.
The occasion caused some early consternation at the Ministry. We
wanted the guests who want to pray before the meal to be able to
withdraw to do so. So, representatives of Islamic communities visited beforehand to check the facilities. The security people at the
Ministry were disturbed by the idea that Muslims would be invited to the ‘inner sanctum’ of the Ministry. I received a letter from a
very high-ranking civil servant, informing me that such a function
could not be organized in these premises. I argued that it is totally
contrary to Finland’s foreign policy to label members of any single
religion as a security risk. I contacted Erkki Tuomioja. He gave his
permission and that was the end of it, as the Foreign Minister is
the top dog at the Ministry. The guests themselves were extremely
peace-loving folk.

Wednesday 5 December 2001
There was something of a spat in the Cabinet EU Committee about
the emissions trading directive proposed by the Commission. The
proposal would mean that factories and power stations in six sectors of industry, all of them significant belchers of carbon dioxide,
should be set individual emissions quotas. A company that wants to
emit over and above its quota would have to purchase more emission permits in the market, while a firm that succeeds in reducing
emissions below its quota could sell the extra emission permits. The
Confederation of Finnish Industries is fiercely opposing the proposal. I think that this would be a good way of encouraging industry to
reduce emissions. The market is a very powerful creative force. Precisely through this kind of incentives, the market can be guided to
develop new, cleaner technology, provided naturally that the details
of the directive are formulated in the right way. Several ministers
argued that Finland should oppose mandatory emissions trading.
After a long debate, my suggestion was approved that Finland does
not yet take sides regarding the mandatory or voluntary nature of
the trading.
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Completely voluntary emissions trading would mean that there
would only be sellers, not buyers, and the whole scheme would
collapse. Many people don’t appear to understand that the Kyoto
Protocol sets an emissions quota in any case for Finland and other
industrialized countries, too. If no emissions quotas are set for the
most prolific belcher firms, it means that as they increase their emissions, the rest of the nation would be forced to reduce correspondingly. Industry would be allowed to go its own sweet way and the
people would foot the bill.

Thursday 6 December 2001
My frock for the Palace reception was again finished in the nick of
time on the train. The MP Sirpa Pietikäinen, former Minister of the
Environment, got in the same carriage in Hämeenlinna. Jukka joked
with her that sewing the evening dress on the train was one of our
family traditions. I just managed to finish the last seam less than an
hour before we got to Helsinki.

Monday 10 December 2001
The Ambassador of the United Kingdom, Alyson Bailes, organized
a ‘ladies only’ dinner in honour of the arrival in Finland of the new
United States Ambassador. The new US Ambassador, Bonnie McElween-Hunter, seemed like a feisty woman. I got carried away, waxing lyrical about the glory of ice hole swimming. Bonnie said that
she was frightened by the idea that she wouldn’t find her way out
from under the ice. I calmed her that an ice hole swimmer need not
submerge the head at all, never mind go under the ice, and invited
her to try out this noble sport at the Sauna Society.

Tuesday 11 December 2001
I discussed emissions trading with representatives of the Confederation of Finnish Industries. I wanted to organize the meeting
before tomorrow’s EU Environment Council in Brussels. It was attended by representatives from companies that would be affected
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by emissions trading. I admit that I enjoyed the situation in a certain
way. The industrial bosses’ arguments are beyond all logic. If Finnish companies have already reduced their emissions with exemplary efficiency, on what grounds would they necessarily be forced to
buy more quota? The only way I can interpret this negativity is that
industry takes a reluctant view of the whole Kyoto Protocol. During
the Kyoto negotiations the CFI backed the idea of an international
emissions market. Now that it is being created also within the EU,
industry is up in arms.
We asked one firm’s representative what would be the largest additional quota they think they might need. We calculated its likely
price and ended up with a lot less than one percent of the firm’s turnover, although the share of the profits would naturally be greater.
I consider myself a technology optimist. In other words, I believe
in development of technology. It’s not clever to think that technology is always evil, but it’s no cleverer to think that it is always good.
I believe that through politics, it is possible to influence whether
‘clean’ or ‘dirty’ technology is developed, and at what speed.

Monday 17 December 2001
I’m on sick leave at home in Pispala. I had a small operation on my
leg.
When I came round from the anaesthetic, I felt in excellent form.
At home, I thought that I have never felt so healthy on sick leave
before. However, I have all of two weeks off work, while I have to
keep a stretch bandage on my leg.
We have been pottering around in Pispala, cooking on the wood
stove. At the moment we’ve got water on for tea. Näsijärvi and Pyhäjärvi lakes appear to be fully frozen now. Until yesterday, Näsijärvi was still steaming; we’ve had quite a bit of mist for a few days
as the lakes have released steam while cooling. Or, more accurately,
they cool as they steam.
Yesterday I finished recovering the seats of some old dining chairs
we found in the attic of our old Pispala home. Jukka has sanded
and varnished the chairs. We have also had some classic 1930s Alvar
Aalto chairs recovered, originally from my ex-parents-in-law. We’ll
have some really fine chairs!
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Saturday 22 December 2001
My old school friend, Eve, had a 50th birthday party. In the spring of
our baccalaureate exams, we escaped our mothers’ mollycoddling
to an outbuilding at Eve’s gran’s wooden house, our luxuries water
fetched in buckets from a well and a wooden outside lavatory. Eve
had asked a few of us, myself included, to make a speech under the
theme ‘When I was 8, I knew that the whole world...’. I recalled that
at the time, the end of the 50s, we had just moved to Tampere, as my
father had got a job at the technical college. From what my parents
said, I had understood that money was tight. (Later, my mother explained that the mortgage had to be paid off in three years.) I had
drawn a picture for a competition in a magazine for primary school
pupils, sealed it in an envelope and stuck on a 10 penni, or in those
days actually a 10 markka stamp, when I realized from the magazine
that the deadline had passed. So, I had wasted a stamp for nothing. I
was overcome with crushing guilt, I could barely sleep. In the morning I confessed my sin. Father steamed the stamp off the envelope
and the burden fell from my shoulders.
I had such a good time at the party that my back stopped hurting.

Sunday 23 December 2001
I painted some old cupboards for the living room and chairs for the
kitchen, also found in the attic of my old house. We collected an old
sideboard, renovated by Jukka long ago, from Helsinki. I made new
cushion covers for the living room sofa from fabric left over from
the dining chairs. At some point, it occurred to Jukka and me that
almost all the furniture in our Pispala home has been found in flea
markets, attics and yards of demolition sites, or donated secondhand by friends. Really only the bookcases have been bought new,
gradually over 30 years.
We took a load of stuff to the dump. When we had cleared the
junk from the basement, I piled the heaps of paper into the bookcases like a woman possessed. Only then did I manage to hoover the
basement for the first time since we moved here.
Saturday and Sunday were spent cooking Christmas fare and
making ice lanterns. I split two buckets, messing about with the ice
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lanterns. Today I went to pick up my younger daughter from the
station.
Jukka has put off wallpapering the dining room till the last possible moment, or tonight. He stayed up wallpapering, as I got the
Christmas cooking done and went to bed.

Thursday 27 December 2001
On the night before Christmas Eve, Jukka didn’t get to bed until
just before four in the morning. In the evening, or night, as the first
lengths of wallpaper were up, Jukka said that they looked too bright
blue for his liking. They looked pretty revolting to me too, a different colour from what I thought I’d chosen. I thought I had picked a
very muted blue-grey wallpaper. I had even brought a sample home
and checked the colour in situ. But on the morning of Christmas
Eve, the paper looked really nice. Perhaps the nocturnal impression
had come about because there was still old pink wallpaper around
the new strips.
On Christmas Eve morning, Jukka nailed the dining room skirting boards in place. We humped in the sideboard, table and chairs,
hung the curtains, and tapestries I had brought from Peru and Nepal on the walls. Voila, our new charming dining room was finished!
I felt really pleased, at last!
We went to father’s for a sauna, and took a candle to mother’s
grave on the way. In the evening, when we came home for our
Christmas dinner, father was amazed at the transformation our
house has undergone in a week. He had popped round a couple of
days before and didn’t believe that we would finish decorating by
Christmas Eve.
We had our festive meal in the new dining room in candlelight.
There were enormous quantities of food; my Christmas neurosis is
to prepare lots of dishes, and all of them myself. This time we had
seven different kinds of gravad fish, three kinds of roe, potato and
beetroot salad, traditional baked dishes of mashed swede and potato, a reindeer roast, liver pate and cranberry sorbet.
Sitting at the dinner table, I felt ridiculously happy. At last, a cosy
home in Pispala! It occurred to me that this is the first time in three
years that we are spending Christmas in a shared and comfortable
home, and the first time in my time as a minister, too. Our Helsinki
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home is lovely, but since Jukka moved to Tampere with his job in the
summer of 1999, it is no longer our shared home.
On Christmas Day, my elder daughter also came to visit with her
fiance. Father was still with us, and for the first time in ages we
all sat down for a meal as a family. In the early evening on Boxing
Day we entertained a bunch of friends. Maire, who was also invited, didn’t turn up until the others had left. In fact, we had already
gone to bed when she arrived, but we got up and laid the table with
goodies again. When we had gossiped for a time with Maire, Jukka
said that he was off to the sauna. He had surreptitiously heated the
sauna. So we took a sauna, too.
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Year 2002

January.
Government’s nuclear power
proposal.

Wednesday 2 January 2002
We didn’t go to Terrimäki until Friday. It was cold, but incredibly
beautiful. Every night, the moon looked almost full, although the
actual full moon was probably on the day before New Year’s Eve.
Heating the cabin took a long time, temperature in the living room
only reached 20 degrees on the following day, and the floors remained cold the whole time. But I felt happy as soon as we got to
the cabin, because it was so pretty. It was also wonderful to swim
in the ice hole. Because of the hard frost, Jukka lit a bit of a fire under the sauna stove in the mornings too, so we didn’t have to get
dressed and undressed in sub-zero temperatures when we went for
our morning swim. I made ice lanterns at Terrimäki too, and we put
them along the path to the sauna on New Year’s Eve.

Tuesday 8 January 2002
The euro is here, and my old markkas went in a day. Before the turn
of the year, I stuck on the wall an old twenty-markka note, because
it depicts a view of Tammerkoski River that I have fought for.
I was given a report on quite an extensive evaluation project on
development cooperation programmes being implemented in several countries. Nothing catastrophic was found. But the evaluers
question the feasibility of continuing the aid programme in Zambia,
because there is no real proof of sustained results. The country is so
profoundly corrupt.
In the development cooperation steering group, Kalevi presented
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the action plan. It will be applied to implement the Government’s
decision of last spring, tightening the selection criteria of countries
and organizations aided by Finland. The action plan is good, Kalevi
was on excellent form. To look at him, there is no way of guessing that he is undergoing chemotherapy and that the potency of his
medication is being stepped up all the time. Many times he has been
so poorly after the sessions that he has had to stay in hospital for
several days. But he still has his hair.
Marko had organized a small-scale introduction to the Alexander
technique. It is a method of learning to use one’s body in a more relaxed and at the same time more controlled way. I have sometimes
done Alexander training, but now I understood a new fundamental
thing. One should learn to keep one’s body in balance also while
doing a movement. You should be able to stop at every intermediate position of a movement. Apparently, I’m in the habit of moving
pretty much with the force of speed. I think mostly of the end point
of the movement, not the route and intermediate stages.
The Alexander training also made me realize that a free, easy posture means standing, or sitting or lying down, whichever the position, in as relaxed a way as possible on a supporting surface. I got
to thinking that these two things might say something about my
own way of being. For example, when pursuing political goals, it’s
typical of me to pay attention mostly to the goal and not to the route
through which that goal may be reached. If I could ‘rest on a supporting surface’ and ‘maintain my balance also en route from one
point to another’, I would probably be able to achieve things with a
lot less stress to myself.

Wednesday 9 January 2002
I have been waiting for shops and cafes to start displaying the prices
as ‘two-fifty’, and not ‘two euros fifty cents’. It happened today. It
still feels a little like being abroad, when people ask for payment in
a strange currency.
In the morning, I was supposed to have a magnetic resonance
image taken of my back, but it came to nothing. The oncologist has
sent me for a scan, to find out the cause of my back pain. I have
waited anxiously for final clarity on the matter. I received the paper
outlining the investigation only last night as I was going home. I had
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imagined that I would be inside the contraption perhaps from knees
to chin. But the sheet explained that the patient must lie wholly inside a tube 60 cm in diameter. The thought was horrific. Regardless
of my doubts, I went to Meilahti hospital in the morning. I said to
the nurse that I need a tranquillizing drug at least. The young man
gave me a pill, although he didn’t think it would work fast enough.
I asked him how long I had to stay in the tube. ”45 minutes,” the
nurse replied. I was more apprehensive than ever. I lay down on
the couch, got my earphones on and the nurse started to guide the
couch into the tube. As soon as my head was in the tube, I yelled
that I wanted out. The nurse stopped the machine. I repeated firmly:
“Get me out of here.” The nurse did so, looking miserable. “It’s no
good,” I said. When I was getting dressed again, I was weepy and
almost limp. I don’t know whether this was more because I was embarrassed about being such a coward, or the terrifying thought that
I should have had to spend three quarters of an hour in a tight tube,
with no way of getting out on my own accord. I said to myself that I
was allowed to have limits on my feistiness.
On the way to work I wondered what the engineers must think of
who want to put people wholly inside a humming tube, even if they
are only scanning the lower back. I was afraid that the tranquillizer
would make me drowsy, but didn’t notice the slightest effect. It was
the same as before the breast surgery.

Monday 14 January 2002
Much of the weekend was spent writing a dissenting opinion on the
Government’s decision on nuclear power. I had agreed with Osmo
and Suvi-Anne that we would table it together, and I will write the
text. The matter will be dealt with at the Cabinet session on Thursday. It would have come to the Cabinet much sooner, if it hadn’t
been for a woman from Eurajoki making a complaint against the
decision by the municipality to approve building of the new nuclear
plant in its area. A nuclear plant cannot be built without the agreement of the municipality. Now the Supreme Administrative Court
has dismissed the complaint.
Although I had to spend my free time working, I have to say I’m
pretty pleased, as I think that the dissenting opinion lists the arguments clearly. We don’t need the new nuclear plant. According to
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the national Kyoto strategy presented by the Government to Parliament last spring, there is a better alternative, a combination of
natural gas, renewable energy and energy efficiency. The difference
in national economy terms between ‘our alternative’ and the nuclear
alternative is negligible, much smaller than the margin of error in
national economy forecasts. ‘Our alternative’ is cleaner, as it produces, both in this decade and the next, lower carbon dioxide emissions and less acid rain than the nuclear alternative. I was also able
to refer to last year’s resolution by the Environment Committee of
the Parliament, according to which the potential of both renewable
energy and energy efficiency are underestimated in both scenarios
of the national Kyoto strategy. Since a safer and cleaner alternative
exists, why choose nuclear power, which is associated with wellknown risks. Choosing the gas-renewables-efficiency option would
also serve better to further development of new, clean technology,
also for export.

Wednesday 16 January 2002
Taina and I had a meeting with Sinikka Mönkäre and her adviser.
The meeting was stressful. However, it was excellent that we managed to have the meeting, although I cannot say that we reached full
mutual understanding. However, it’s best to talk matters through.
I complained that the MTI tries to control preparation of the EU
emissions trading directive, which is the remit of the Ministry of
the Environment. Sinikka appealed to the fact that the directive will
concern emissions created by industry and energy generation, both
within the scope of her Ministry. I made the point that this applies
to all emissions, as the environmental administration doesn’t create
them. Following her logic, we should close down the Ministry of
the Environment altogether, although it was originally set up by the
Social Democrats, her own party.
It has to be said in favour of Sinikka that she has suitably reprimanded the MTI civil servant who came across to yell at me at the
Bonn Climate Conference.
I told her that there is a kind of shadow drafting process going on,
with civil servants from the Ministries of Trade and Industry, Transport, Agriculture and Forestry, Finance, and occasionally the Ministry of Foreign Affairs too, meeting in order to agree on a common
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policy in EU issues prepared by the Ministry of the Environment.
This has accidentally slipped out in some situations and become
known by Ministry of the Environment civil servants. Sinikka said
that she knew nothing of such things, but it remained somewhat
unclear whether she approves of it.
I didn’t say this aloud, but it seems to me that ‘polluter ministries’
have had a fright when they have realized that the Ministry of the
Environment is producing decisions that even old ‘strong’ ministries
must sit up and take note of, whether they want to or not. Climate
policy is the prime example.
Immediately after our discussion there was a meeting of the Cabinet Finance Committee. Raimo Sailas, Secretary of State in the Ministry of Finance presented tomorrow’s nuclear power decision from
the economic perspective. He said that if the permission is valid for
five years and the actual building is started towards the end of the
period, around 2007, the plant may not be completed until quite
close to 2012. If this is the case, the new nuclear plant will not really
help in meeting the Kyoto target. (The Kyoto target means the average greenhouse gas emissions for the years 2008–2012. Thus, if the
nuclear plant was completed say in 2011, it wouldn’t have much of
an impact on the average emissions for those years.) I was surprised
that nobody picked up on this astute observation of Sailas’s.
In the evening I was on A-talk on television, talking about nuclear
power. The producers had invited Marko Putkonen, the infamous
trade union lobbyist who used rather crass methods in the nuclear
power battle of 1993, but he had declined at the last minute. The producers concluded that Putkonen had been told not to come because
he is not one to improve the image of nuclear power. To replace him,
Ulla Sirkeinen from the Confederation of Finnish Industry had been
sent, as she knows how to conduct herself. The other advocate for
nuclear power was Minister Kalevi Hemilä, and the other opponent
in addition to myself Harri Lammi from Greenpeace.
After the broadcast, Harri and I sat in the coffee bar chatting
with the presenters, Riikka Uosukainen and Seppo Toivonen. Harri
expressed his frustration that the Finnish media indiscriminately
swallow the headline arguments of the pro-nuclear brigade, without checking whether or not the headlines are grounded on fact. For
instance last spring, when the Government passed the national Kyoto strategy to Parliament, the Ministry of Trade and Industry headlined its press release that the nuclear power alternative is more cost237

e ffective. The press repeated this parrot-fashion, without bothering
to take a critical look at the papers in order to ascertain whether the
difference in economy was firstly significant, and secondly, true in
the first place. Even the Government investigation revealed that the
difference in economy was negligible. The civic organizations went
through the background research of the report and pointed out numerous issues which create grounds for questioning the economy of
nuclear power, even disregarding its singular risks. The calculations
take no account e.g. of the effect of technological development on
the price of the alternatives. I quoted some examples, too. Riikka
Uosukainen looked pensive and said: “But you see, what the Government or the Ministry of Trade and Industry say is objective. But
what you two say, Harri and Satu, is not objective.”

Thursday 17 January 2002
The Cabinet voted 10-6 for the policy decision to grant the permission for Finland’s fifth nuclear power station. The permission will
become effective if Parliament passes it. Last time, in 1993, Parliament rejected a similar decision.
There was a strange twist at the Cabinet session. Yesterday, Foreign Minister Erkki Tuomioja had announced that he will vote in
Cabinet for nuclear power, but will table a statement. In the Session
Hall, he had a paper distributed saying that he was going to vote for
the permission now, in order to bring the issue to Parliament. However, in Parliament he will only vote for nuclear power if certain
conditions, listed in the statement, are fulfilled. When we reached
the nuclear issue on the agenda, Erkki declared that he will table this
statement. Sinikka Mönkäre said that Erkki’s statement is too detailed. Sinikka tabled her own statement, containing the same points
put in a little more roundabout language. The statement makes a
commitment to reducing emissions from fossil-fuel fired plants, to
triple the owner’s liability for damages for nuclear accidents, and to
save energy, so that electricity consumption will not exceed the level
of last year’s Kyoto strategy non-nuclear alternative.
I was flabbergasted once again. How can any minister do this!
If I operated in such an inconsistent manner, I would certainly
be crucified. First, last year’s Kyoto strategy was prepared under
Sinikka’s leadership, and the nuclear alternative was made to look
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a smidgeon more cost effective by such a choice of basic assumptions that less energy is saved and coal burned as long as possible.
Now that the nuclear power licence is being pushed through, these
starting points are changed. I made the comment that Mönkäre’s
statement means changing the bases of economic comparisons of
nuclear and non-nuclear alternatives from those of last year. Consequently, it would be honest to prepare a new economic comparison
of the two Kyoto scenarios. Lipponen remarked that the statement
in question is by ministers who are in favour of nuclear power. I
said that I understood this very well. Sinikka argued that the bases
of the projections are unchanged, in fact all the issues of the statement are included in the decision we have in front of us. I said that
this is not the case. I have not read all the annexes attached to the
decision, amounting to hundreds of pages, but the decision itself or
its explanatory memorandum makes no mention of e.g. raising the
threshold of liability for nuclear accidents. Sinikka repeated that the
items of the statement are also in the decision itself. They are not, I
repeated. Sinikka started to leaf through her papers. Lipponen gave
the floor to someone else. Sinikka did not request the floor again, apparently realizing that the issues on her statement are not included
in the decision-in-principle or the memorandum. Once again I wondered if she doesn’t know what she is talking about, or what all this
is about.
After the session, I asked Taina to find out whether it was possible
for the Ministry of the Environment to obtain from the Government
Institute for Economic Research an updated economic comparison
that takes into account the points contained in Mönkäre’s statement.
Another item on the session agenda was a licence permitting repositioning of the waste from the potential new nuclear plant in the
same cave in the bedrock that will also house the waste from the
old nuclear plants in time. On this decision, I, Osmo and Suvi-Anne
submitted a statement saying that the liability of the nuclear waste
producer should continue another 50 years after the repository is
sealed. That the economic liability of the nuclear waste producer
ends when the repository is sealed constitutes subsidizing of nuclear power. One can somehow accept that operating conditions of
existing power plants cannot be changed retrospectively by increasing the period of liability. But it is a totally different matter when a
new nuclear plant is under consideration.
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After the session ended, I was in a good mood, strange as it may
sound. There was a group of reporters waiting and I was happy to
grant an interview. I told them that the Cabinet majority statement
changes the basic assumptions of the economic comparisons of the
two alternative scenarios presented last year. The reporters seemed
doubtful which surprised me, as the matter is crystal clear. Erkki
Tuomioja also agreed when I chatted to him after the Cabinet meeting.
Katariina told me that she had attended Sinikka’s press conference. Afterwards, she had complained that she was absolutely exhausted. Katariina said that the Minister did indeed look worn out.
Sinikka has just returned from her vacation; maybe she doesn’t enjoy her current role.
The same afternoon, I caught a flight to Beijing. It is the venue of
a conference of Asian and EU environment ministers, for which I
should have left a few days earlier, but I couldn’t be absent from the
Cabinet’s nuclear power vote.
Marko and I were supposed to fly Aeroflot via Moscow to Beijing. Around midday, we were told that the Helsinki-Moscow flight
would be late and won’t make the Beijing flight. The only alternative was to order a business jet to Moscow. It took us to Sheremetyevo international airport. Most of the check-in gates for the Beijing
flight were closed and there was an impossible throng in front of
them. Most of the people milling around were bound for other, later
Asian flights, and the officials tried to stop them from going through
check-in. We had to practically fight our way through to get on the
plane.

Sunday 20 January 2002
The air in Beijing was quite grey. Especially in the mornings, it stung
in the nose and throat unpleasantly. As well as ministers, I met the
Chair of the All-China Women’s Federation, a former minister of
chemical industries. The lady smiled incessantly and reeled off numerical information like an automaton. I also met representatives of
civic organizations.
We managed a quick visit to the forecourt of the Forbidden City
and Tiananmen Square, where a man was throwing flyers in the air.
In a split second, the militia popped up, picked up the flyers and
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arrested the man. I dug out my camera, but the militia came across
to forbid photography. People from the Embassy advised me to put
my camera back in my bag without any fuss. Maybe the incident
was connected with the Falun Gong movement which the Chinese
government started to persecute a couple of years ago. Last November, a group of foreign Falun Gong practitioners organized a silent
protest on this same square. They were beaten up.
We also drove to the Great Wall, the spot was some kind of a side
wall. We spent a couple of hours climbing steep steps. It was wonderful to move one’s limbs for a change. It also seemed to do my
back good; these long periods of sitting down are real poison for it.

Monday 21 January 2002
There was an Afghanistan pledge conference in Tokyo. Tokyo is the
most machine-like of all the cities I have seen. Hardly surprising,
with a hundred million people living on a group of islands a little
larger than Finland, with only a third of its area habitable.
The atmosphere at the conference itself was like that of a sporting event. In attendance was Kofi Annan, a large number of heads
of UN organizations, Prime Minister of Afghanistan’s interim government, Hamid Karzai and Colin Powell. Colin Powell looked like
my brother’s younger son, with the same eyes and the same way
of looking. Hamid Karzai was quite charismatic. In my speech, I
reminded the conference that we must not forget other poor nations
of the world.
At the conference, the EU Commission and member countries
combined were by far the greatest provider of aid. But each member
country focused on presenting their own figures, allowing the USA
to bask in the glare of publicity as the largest donor. The EU is not
very good at marketing itself.
As we left Tokyo to travel to Manila, it was raining heavily. The
plane took off into a thunder cloud. For a good while, lightning
flashed on both sides of the plane and there was a lot of turbulence.
The inside of a thunder cloud is a very turbulent creature.
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Thursday 24 January 2002
We spent the first day in Manila at the Asian Development Bank, of
which I am the ‘Finnish Governor’. I wanted to get to know the bank
before the annual general meeting in May, where I have promised
to act as deputy chair. We put the bank’s management to task over
the environmental effects of the projects it funds, and the dearth of
women in leading positions at the bank. At the Ambassador’s dinner I met the Minister of the Environment and his wife. The wife
told me that the couple had spent 13 years in exile under Marcos,
because Marcos’s administration had ordered that her husband be
executed.
The second day was mostly spent at a landfill site, one for our
series of horrible experiences. Finland is funding an investigation
on how the Payatas dump could be closed down. This is because
it’s dangerous. Some time ago, the rain caused it to slide and bury
hundreds of people who lived on the edges of the dump.
5,000 people work on the landfill site, rifling through the bags
of rubbish dumped there for anything that can be recycled or sold.
They live at the side of the dump. The system is strictly organized.
Those with certain coloured cards work mornings, owners of other
cards afternoons, and a third group nights.
When we stepped out of the bus on top of the dump, the stench
was so awful that I almost threw up at the feet of the line of rubbish
sorters. I held my breath and managed to subdue the reaction. Every
time I tried to breathe in, I again had a powerful vomiting reflex.
Finally, I managed to breathe in very carefully. Awful to think that
people live and work in such a place. But the idea of closing the
dump is not popular among the rubbish riflers, as they earn much
more than the minimum wage. They do a very valuable job sorting
refuse for recycling, but must the sorting be done on top of a stinking rubbish dump?

Friday 25 January 2002
This time the MRI scan was a success. This machine was open on one
side, and I managed to stay in it for the duration, although it didn’t
feel pleasant in this contraption either. However, my eyes could see
the room. The doctor looked at the pictures immediately and said
242

that there didn’t appear to be slipped discs or trapped nerves, “nor
anything else special, such as metastases”. Aha, so the reason why
my oncologist wanted to send me for an MRI scan was a suspicion
of metastases after all. Thank goodness he didn’t tell me. There is a
reduced disk in one place, but I was told that is just normal ageing.

Monday 28 January 2002
In the evening, there was a public debate on energy policy organized by trade union women in Tampere. Ulla Sirkeinen from the
Confederation of Finnish Industry and myself had been invited. I
thought that Sirkeinen focused mostly on scaremongering. Natural
gas would make us dependent on Russia. Without additional nuclear energy, the price of electricity will rise, families will feel the pinch.
We may run out of electricity; last autumn many people had no electricity when a storm felled trees across power lines. The scaremongering seemed to sink in with the audience worryingly well. Scaring
with power cuts is in my view especially dishonest. Giant power
plants, such as the new nuclear plant would be, are the worst alternative from the security of electricity supply perspective, because
when a large plant malfunctions, a large amount of spare capacity
is required. One of the organizers, who is pregnant, said that she for
one takes an emotional view of the subject, and on that basis she is
against Russian natural gas. Well, the air that she and her unborn
child breathe would be much more polluted, if the power stations of
Tampere didn’t burn that frightening Russian natural gas instead of
the coal the municipal power company originally wanted to use.
The CFI talks all the time as if all of Finnish industry was energyintensive. In reality, the only energy-guzzling industry is process
industry that transforms material into another form, such as ore into
metal or wood into paper. However, e.g. paper pulp can be made using two different methods. A factory using the chemical pulp method takes its energy from wood and is able to even sell electricity to
others. A factory using the mechanical method, on the other hand, is
forced to buy electricity and a lot of it, for these factories electricity
is one of their ‘main raw materials’. Manufacturing machinery and
equipment, say mobile phones, consumes much less energy relative to value of production and number of jobs. The relative importance of process industry is declining all the time. Of all electricity
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c onsumed by industry, the paper industry consumes more than
half, but of industrial jobs it only provides less than one tenth; of
added value in industrial production, about one sixth comes from
paper industry.

Wednesday 30 January 2002
The atmosphere at the winter meeting of the Green parliamentary
group was initially rather sombre, due to the Government’s nuclear
power decision. Pulses had also been raised by the telephone interview given by Osmo from his holiday trip on the Canary Islands,
where he said that he is in favour of the Greens continuing in Government, regardless of which way the nuclear energy issue goes.
The vast majority of the parliamentary group disagrees. I said that
I had a good feeling about it. This time round, the facts that show
the existence of a better alternative are much clearer than in 1993.
About the Cabinet majority statement I think that the supporters
of nuclear energy have got their knickers in a twist. After all that,
the atmosphere was good and we had a good laugh together. Anni
Sinnemäki had a press cutting of an interview of Rosa Meriläinen,
the Deputy Party Chairman. The reporter had asked Rosa what the
Greens intend to do if the new nuclear plant is approved. “Maybe
we’re not yet quite an ordinary party, at least when it comes to choice
of words,” Anni said and quoted Rosa: “If the job is a cock-up, then
we’ll have a cry.”

February.
Media mill.

Friday 1 February 2002
Japan’s Minister of the Environment, Kawaguchi, has been appointed Foreign Minister.
Ariel Sharon has said that he regrets not having had Arafat executed.
President Bush made a speech yesterday and designated three
Asian countries the axis of evil.
The Kyoto ministerial group discussed the emissions trading directive. The discussion was rare in that I got the others interested in
my points, too. A graph had been prepared at the MTI showing that
the cost of reducing carbon dioxide emissions per tonne exceeds the
EU average in the Netherlands, Belgium and Finland. I said that
Holland and Belgium are fiercely demanding the emissions trading directive, and wondered under what logic many people in Finland are making the opposite conclusion. This point seemed to get
through to them. It was helped by Suvi-Anne’s presence; she is an
economist.

Sunday 3 February 2002
The Green Party Council and parliamentary group held a joint meeting to decide whether we should continue in Government or not.
The press has put us through the mill. This is a situation where
we can’t do right for doing wrong. Perhaps we should have refused
to discuss whether we’ll leave the Government at all, right from the
start. But I’m still optimistic and believe that we will win the battle
in Parliament.
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The meeting left a good aftertaste. We decided to continue in
Government for now and look at the matter again after Parliament
has voted. The decision was pretty clear-cut in advance, but almost
everyone wanted to have a say. Quite obviously, the discussion was
necessary. Osmo was brilliant.

Monday 4 February 2002
The publicity received by yesterday’s meeting has been surprisingly
positive. They even said on TV that Osmo and I quashed the arguments of nuclear power supporters one by one.
A reporter from the Helsingin Sanomat monthly supplement interviewed me for the ‘Body & Soul’ column. When I was invited to take
part in this series, in which all interviewees are photographed nude
but ‘decent’, I hesitated at first. Then I thought, what the heck, even
Claes Andersson, the former Minister for Culture, did it, and one’s
relationship with one’s own body is one of life’s main issues. Still, it
felt strange to get undressed for the photo. When we had tried many
different angles, I wanted to take a little break and sat with my head
resting on one knee. “That’s it,” the photographer exclaimed.
Sinikka Mönkäre has claimed at a press conference that running
down coal-fired power generation will cost the country tens of billions of markkas. This does not seem very consistent, since the Cabinet statement signed by her promises to tighten up the emissions
limits of fossil-fuelled plants. At the very least, this is scaremongering. The idea is that if the new nuclear plant is not built but use of
natural gas is increased, coal-fired power plants would have to be
banned by law and the state would have to pay compensation. In
fact, coal-fired power stations can be phased out in practice by a
right model of energy taxes, or through the EU emissions trading
directive.
I do think that the negativity of industry and the MTI towards
the proposed emissions trading directive is partially due to the fact
that the directive would bring additional alternatives for meeting
our Kyoto target. The MTI appears to do everything in its power to
sweep the alternatives to nuclear energy under the carpet.
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Wednesday 6 February 2002
I had an appointment with a sports masseur. I got the tip from Riitta,
my homeopath, when our paths crossed while out for a walk around
Christmas. The masseur, by the name of Hannu, does ‘trigger point
massage’. The idea is to relax the muscle by massaging the point
where the movement-producing nerve enters the muscle. The same
points are stimulated in acupuncture. Hannu was the first person
who seemed to understand the cause of the pain in my back and
thigh. After the MRI scan, the doctors said that there was nothing
that could be done.
In Hannu’s opinion, the root and reason for my pain is my feet
with their seized-up muscles. My ankles are a little iffy. I have to
tense up my calf muscles to prevent the ankles from twisting. The
consequence is tension in the thigh and lower back muscles. According to Hannu, the thinned disc could only be caused by normal ageing if I weighed 30 kilos more. It is caused by muscle tension. All
this seemed to make a lot of sense. I voiced to him my frustration
that one needs to root out treatment for muscle and nerve problems
on the grapevine, doctors don’t know to send one to the right places.
Hannu said that doctors rarely recommend anything other than the
scalpel, syringe or drugs.

Thursday 7 February 2002
My optimism is growing. At long last there is some drive in Parliament, shown by not only the Greens, in the nuclear issue I mean.
The opposition might be getting worried because their justifications
are self-contradictory. Last week, the Central Organization of Finnish
Trade Unions, SAK, presented its energy model, showing very substantial growth in electricity consumption by the year 2010. The Cabinet majority in its resolution promised to limit growth of electricity
consumption to the level of the natural gas alternative, while in the
SAK model electricity consumption exceeds even the Government’s
nuclear alternative of last year. The difference between the SAK model and the Cabinet majority model is equivalent to a good half of the
output of the nuclear power station for which licence is now being
sought. The only common denominator in the Cabinet majority model and the SAK model is the new nuclear power station.
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The Confederation of Finnish Industries’ Managing Director, Johannes Koroma, has stated in his article, published in several papers
early this week, that in 500 years ‘the harmful radiation from spent
nuclear fuel will be equivalent to that of the bedrock surrounding
it’. In fact, after 500 years, spent nuclear fuel will still be 150 million times more radioactive than the average Finnish bedrock, and
even after 200,000 years, the difference will be two-million-fold. In
500 years, only short-lived radioactive isotopes have disintegrated.
But the real problem is posed by long-term radioactive substances,
which in 500 years undergo practically no change at all. If I let out a
similar cardinal error, I would be immediately publicly slaughtered.
Nobody has mocked Koroma.

Friday 8 February 2002
There was a debate on the proposed emissions trading directive
at the House of Estates. Jos Delbeke from the EU Commission was
present. The argumentation of industrialists doesn’t appear to have
developed at all in a couple of months. They keep echoing, they
don’t want, they don’t have confidence, they fear, they find it unjust.
Almost the only real point presented by the industry representatives
was that emissions from energy generation and process emissions
might be treated differently. Of course, energy can be produced from
many different fuels. But for example in steel manufacture, carbon
dioxide is formed in a quantity directly comparable to the volume of
steel production, and there is nothing that can be done about it.
Today I heard that VTT, the Technical Research Centre of Finland,
has banned the institute’s wind power experts from appearing in
public. I also heard that VTT is expecting a series of large orders, if
Parliament approves the licence for the nuclear plant, among them
some connected to safety of the new nuclear power station. Oh well,
I lost confidence in the VTT in these issues years ago.

Tuesday 12 February 2002
Members of Parliament opposing nuclear energy held a press conference. The surprise attendant was Kirsi Piha of the Coalition Party,
who declared that she had decided against nuclear energy.
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Professor Peter Lund had been invited as an expert. He gave a
very good example. What would it cost if in 2010 the same volume
of electricity was produced by renewable energy sources as that
generated by a 1,000 megawatt nuclear power station? Let’s assume
that instead of the new nuclear power station, plants using the currently most expensive renewable energy, wind power, are built.
Let’s assume further that prices will not come down in line with
technological development. The electricity bill of an ordinary family
would rise on today’s levels by 15 euros a year, if industry was also
paying the higher energy prices, and 30 euros, if households were to
pay the whole increase. 30 euros a year equals 2.50 euros a month.
So, this would be the worst case scenario for the standard of living
of ‘granny in the country’, if the new nuclear plant is not built.
After the debate, I talked to Lund about my surprise that industry
which normally displays the market spirit now takes a strictly negative stance on use of market methods, or carbon dioxide emissions
trading. Lund told me about analyses that show that creativity flourishes more in a market of several small operators than in a market
with a few large operators. Lund believes that the nuclear lobbyists
are not motivated by the market spirit but oligopoly. For instance,
the gas company Gasum cannot speak freely for natural gas because
it is tied to the Finnish energy giant, Fortum. Committing to nuclear
power creates conditions in the markets making it difficult to move
over to a different operational model later.

Wednesday 13 February 2002
The Cabinet Committee on Economic Policy discussed the schedule
of increasing the development cooperation funding. The discussion
was stressful, but we did finally manage to agree that Finland will
increase the share of development aid of the gross national product
from the present 0.34% to 0.4% by the years 2007–2008. The pace of
the schedule is hardly hair-raising, but in my view the crux of the
matter is that the schedule will be kept, and I said so too.
The Parliament began the first debate on nuclear energy. A memo
had been sent from Lipponen’s office saying that the Government’s
motion will not be opposed from the Government’s box. So, I had to
sit below in the hall and to make my address from there. I heard that
some reporters had wondered whether Mönkäre and Hassi are on
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such bad terms that Hassi can’t even sit next to Mönkäre.
The reporter head count shows a slight lead on our side.
Frankly, the discussion amazed me. In my opinion, the honest
question would be: If we want to produce sufficient energy and
implement the Kyoto Protocol, we may have to pay a little extra, if
we do not build the new nuclear power station. Last year, the Government Kyoto strategy presented an estimate of the economy of
these two options. Are we prepared to pay this additional price for
the sake of avoiding a new nuclear plant? But the ‘nuclear energy
party’ talked as if last year’s report and its alternatives had never
been seen. They argued that without increasing our nuclear capacity we will run out of electricity, and that carbon dioxide emissions
can only be controlled with the help of the new nuclear plant. For
goodness’ sake, the gas-renewables-conservation alternative of last
year’s Kyoto strategy would reduce emissions more effectively than
the nuclear alternative.
It looks to me like people at some secret headquarters had decided
that the price differential between the alternatives in last year’s report is not a powerful enough argument for nuclear power. Granted,
the price difference is not large. Consequently, the nuclear faction is
now trying to convince people that there is no other alternative.
One way of conjuring the alternative out of sight is to make Russian natural gas an evil monster. In the 90s, natural gas usage grew
by 60%, and I didn’t notice anyone thinking it a problem. Sinikka
Mönkäre has publicly labelled the natural gas alternative ‘theoretical’. In Parliament, they are scaremongering with gas price rises. But
if gas is expensive, it will increase the competitive edge of domestic
renewable energy, which would only be a good thing from environmental point of view. Such a situation cannot arise that simultaneously gas would be too costly and it would be worth investing in
renewable energy.
I was also surprised by the inconsistent speeches about coal-fired
energy. Sinikka Mönkäre attached a resolution to the Government’s
nuclear power proposal, promising among other things additional
limitations to emissions from fossil-fuelled plants. Last week and in
this week’s preliminary debate, Sinikka said again that without the
new nuclear plant, coal-fired power stations would have to be closed
by government decision and the state would have to stump up massive compensation payments. On the other hand, many pro-nuclear
MPs argue that nuclear energy is the only alternative to coal.
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It must have been a pretty strategic step that the diagram Sinikka and I argued over was censured from last year’s Kyoto strategy.
That diagram is available on the MTI website, if one knows where
to look. But it would have been more transparent, had the diagram
been distributed to MPs as part of the Government report. The diagram would have shown clearly that of the two alternatives, it is
precisely the nuclear alternative that produces more carbon dioxide
emissions, or that increasing nuclear capacity means more burning
of coal. Furthermore, the diagram would have shown that nuclear
power reduces emissions only temporarily. ‘The greener alternative’ would give a better incentive for new technology, in that way
emissions in the next decade would be better controlled than in the
nuclear alternative.
There was one clear difference from the debate in the early 90s.
Then, renewable energy was ridiculed, and we heard comments
about going back to the 19th century. Now everyone is swearing
allegiance to renewable energy. In reality this means the nuclear faction saying that it is in favour of subsidies for renewable energy. But
subsidies are not enough, renewable energy needs above all market
demand, and that may be thin on the ground if the new gigantic
nuclear plant is built.
Renewable energy has taken great steps since 1993. Since the latter half of the 1990s, Finland has produced more energy from forest
biomass than nuclear power.
True to form, Irina made a lovely address. Admittedly, it was a little rambling, I’m not sure many people understood her. Irina’s main
point was that climate change is an enormous threat. Why shouldn’t
fighting it be felt in daily life, not even as a little rise of electricity
prices?
In the café, I questioned the sense in nuclear power being promoted through such conflicting arguments. One of my company reckoned that it was a matter of principle. A young Socialist MP sighed:
”Looking at everything happening here, victory of nuclear power
would be a victory of injustice!”

Thursday 14 February 2002
The debate on nuclear power continued in Parliament, I was there
late into the night. Yesterday, during the group address of the
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Christian Democrats, Toimi Kankaanniemi had hurled abuse at the
Greens, calling them ‘beautician greens’. I heard that the Christians’
office had received a lot of feedback on this, angry beauticians had
called.
At least two MPs maintained that 11 new nuclear power stations
had been built in the EU area after Chernobyl. I think this constitutes
pretty deliberate misleading. After Chernobyl, in the EU countries
only one new nuclear power station construction project has begun,
in France. In addition, outputs of old nuclear plants have been increased, as has happened in Finland.
The papers hardly report at all on the alternatives proposed by
opponents of nuclear energy. They give an impression that opposition to nuclear energy is mainly based on fear. However, in my
view, those against nuclear power spoke more about alternatives
than risks. More scaremongering reached my ears from the side of
the nuclear faction.
President Bush has finally published his climate action plan. Environmental organizations estimate that these actions will not halt
the rise of the United States’ greenhouse gas emissions, but this
decade, too, emissions will grow by ten percent, as they did last
decade. In Kyoto, the USA promised to reduce emissions by 2010
by 7% on 1990 levels. The ‘Clear Skies’ programme contains firm
actions to reduce emissions that are harmful locally, such as of mercury, nitrous oxides and sulphur dioxide. But greenhouse gas emissions that harm the entire globe are subject to voluntary actions.

Friday 15 February 2002
What a day! I have been absolutely awash with adrenaline.
The energy tax report was presented at the Cabinet Kyoto Group.
During last summer’s budget rounds, an investigation was initiated
into how much energy taxes must be raised in order to reach our
Kyoto target, and what kind of a model would be best for the national economy. A thoroughly peculiar report had been prepared
under the leadership of the MTI, initially starting from the premise
that the current taxation model must not be changed one iota, for
example, tax incentives for renewable energy will not be increased
at all. The conclusion was - surprise, surprise - that we must either
build more nuclear power or ban coal-fired energy by law. I made
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the comment that the report does not fulfil the remit of seeking the
optimal taxation model. I demanded that several different models
of taxation must be calculated. In her usual way, Sinikka Mönkäre
threw her spanner into the works. We sew-sawed on the issue for at
least an hour. Regrettably, Jan-Erik Enestam and Suvi-Anne Siimes
were absent, they were represented by their advisers. Oh well, every
minister is forced to prioritize, and I have never made it to the Cabinet group on developing administration, led by Suvi-Anne.
During the discussion, I happened to refer to the calculation that
the Ministry of the Environment has ordered from VATT. Sinikka
became more agitated than ever. Kimmo Sasi said that the starting
assumptions of the report should have been discussed by the Cabinet Kyoto Group. I said that the basic assumptions are exactly the
same as those approved by this ministerial group when preparing
the national Kyoto strategy, with the exception of the new conditions tabled by the government majority in the recent nuclear vote.
Sinikka asked the MTI civil servants if the other Ministries should
order an equivalent investigation. I said that if this is done, I have
achieved my goal.
After the meeting was over, a senior civil servant of the Ministry
of the Environment said to me that Sinikka is clearly anxious. For
instance, she doesn’t have the guts to enter into a public debate with
me. This is quite true; the last time we were face to face on TV was
more than a year ago.
In Parliament in the afternoon, a TV reporter came to request an
interview, as three ministers (apparently Mönkäre, Sasi and Tammilehto) have accused me of breaking the Government game rules.
The reporter seemed convinced that I was in the wrong. I was
amazed. I am put in the dock for obtaining basic information for
decision-making.
I heard that Sasi’s adviser had called round the reporters and said
that I had acted appallingly. Katariina said that supporters of nuclear power were trying to create an image of me as a lonely, troublemaking nutter.

Sunday 17 February 2002
We are at Terrimäki. It’s lovely and light. We were on the ice, Jukka
skied and I did some Nordic walking. Jukka won’t be reduced to
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‘dementia walking’, even if skiing on the practically snowless ice is
difficult. I have bought some walking poles because I can’t cycle yet.
I have Nordic walked a few times from work to my Helsinki home,
and felt middle-aged in a nice sort of way.

Monday 18 February 2002
The highlight of the day was that I released the updated calculation
of economic comparisons between nuclear and non-nuclear power
alternatives, ordered by the Ministry of the Environment. The room
was packed out with reporters. A VATT economist presented the
results. When the basic assumptions of the Kyoto strategy are supplemented by the Mönkäre resolution, the economic advantage of
the nuclear alternative is reduced, which is not surprising. Sinikka
released a response immediately after the press conference, accusing the premises of the updated economic calculation to be flawed.
I replied. The premises are identical to those in the Kyoto scenario
headed by Sinikka herself, the only difference being the points from
her own resolution. I didn’t see the news on TV, but heard that the
public YLE channel had given quite a balanced view, while the commercial TV3 made me seem like a trouble-maker. Sinikka also criticized me for commissioning a report on a matter that belonged to
another ministry’s remit. Well, her own ministry has ordered reports
on issues under both the Ministry of the Environment and the Ministry of Social Affairs and Health, without informing the ministries
in question. Conversely, the MTI civil servants were informed of this
investigation immediately on commissioning.

Tuesday 19 February 2002
The report published yesterday is in the papers today, with many of
them, Helsingin Sanomat included, making the main news story the
fact that Sinikka Mönkäre and Kimmo Sasi were furious. My counter-arguments to Sinikka’s response were not printed. I sent a comment to Helsingin Sanomat. I was informed that the paper refuses to
print my comment because it focused on the message of Mönkäre
and Sasi, and not the paper’s own stance. Neither is there any ‘space
available in the next few days’ in the readers’ letters. The matter has
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been discussed in the editorial offices with the Editor-in-Chief.
In the morning, I flew to Copenhagen for the conference of Nordic Ministers of the Environment. A civil servant from the Swedish
Ministry of the Environment came to deliver greetings from Kjell
Larsson. Kjell has had surgery for prostate cancer and is on a long
sick leave. I was told that Kjell is doing well and had liked the book
I sent him. It was Moominpapa and the Sea in the original language,
Swedish. Lena Sommerstad, who is standing in for Kjell, was involved in producing the periodical Häften för kritiska studier in her
youth. Nice coincidence, I have been a subscriber of the same journal in the 1970s.

Wednesday 20 February 2002
Today is a ‘palindrome day’, or the date is the same read backwards.
I had thought I’d celebrate it. My celebration consisted of a drubbing
in the leaders of almost all the papers, at least Helsingin Sanomat,
Aamulehti, Iltalehti, Hämeen Sanomat, Sosiaalidemokraatti and Kansan Uutiset. In Helsingin Sanomat, I was already the ‘golden girl’ of
leader writers, having been thoroughly lambasted by them at least
five times, more often by far than any other minister of any Finnish government. The final comment in Helsingin Sanomat is: “Satu
Hassi’s actions in Government are disloyal in every respect.” Surely
that kind of criticism is the prerogative of the Prime Minister? The
editors are more like Paavo than Paavo himself. When the ‘rainbow government’ was formed, the five parties forming the coalition
agreed that we would disagree on nuclear power. The Greens made
it clear then that we will also oppose nuclear power in Parliament, if
the matter comes before it.
The press sets itself up as champion of openness, but takes umbrage if someone releases new information about a major issue. I
bet that if someone makes a study of this process later, he or she will
find this a strange chapter in the history of Finnish media.
I received the text of an interview of myself by Suomen Silta magazine. It concludes with a little personal sketch. It says that I have a
sense of humour, that I’m considered stubborn in politics, but after
disagreements it is often found that I knew what I was doing. Hmm,
I haven’t really seen myself described in public as having a sense of
humour. Humour is so much ‘with the listener’. Towards the end
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of the 80s, when I was a freelance writer, I told some friends gathered at my home that the self-same books of mine had been praised
as humorous in some papers, while others criticized them for total
absence of humour. “What, they’re saying that your books aren’t
funny?” one friend commented. “Your books can’t be called humorous, that’s for sure.” said another. Then they started arguing about
whether or not my books are humorous.
Yesterday I was invited to Thursday’s breakfast TV, the topic my
much-discussed investigation. I asked for time to decide, because
agreeing would mean that I couldn’t go to Tampere tonight. Having
read today’s leaders, I decided to accept. I heard that the subject had
been changed because the other guest invited, Sinikka Mönkäre,
had declined.

Thursday 21 February 2002
In today’s Helsingin Sanomat, the ‘Other papers’ column quotes three
leaders criticizing me. Aamulehti also quotes three other papers in
which I was the ‘star’ of the leading article.

Friday 22 February 2002
In Kansan Uutiset, Jukka Parkkari describes the view on the most
beautiful islands of the Gulf of Finland after wind power plants
have been built: “There would be a steady thud of headless swans
and white-backed woodpeckers falling from the sky. The merciless
sails of the windmills would have cut the throats of the poor migrating birds.”

Tuesday 26 February 2002
While skiing, I find the trunks of wintry aspen endearing, they have
some special magic.
On Sunday, we skied 18 kilometres across the ice in glorious sunshine. On Saturday we only managed a couple of kilometres, as the
blizzard beat against our faces. Today we did around ten kilometres
and made coffee on the ice.
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I read an interesting article on the energy markets. In it, the energy market analyst Jari Ihonen criticizes the Government’s Kyoto
strategy of last year and makes a point new to me. The Government’s projections start from the assumption that in both alternative
scenarios, electricity imports from other Nordic countries are nil in
2010, and on the other hand they estimate that in ‘our alternative’,
we would be forced to generate relatively expensive electricity from
natural gas. However, in an open market, electricity imports cannot
be equal in two alternatives if there is a significant difference in the
marginal price of electricity generated by domestic power plants.
According to the article, companies in the power sector assess the
future quite differently from the Government’s Kyoto strategy. How
could I, an electrical engineer, not think of that before? This sleight
of hand, too, skewed the economic comparisons of the Kyoto strategy in favour of nuclear energy.

Wednesday 27 February 2002
Having returned to Helsinki, I saw the papers from the back-end of
last week. Mr Ruokanen, Editor-in-Chief of Suomen Kuvalehti, claims
that in my youth I promoted Russian nuclear power, now in the
same vein Russian natural gas. The ‘Grain and Chaff’ column of the
same paper quotes Tekniikka ja talous magazine: “Satu Hassi is a godsend for nuclear lobbyists. I know several people who have turned
to favour nuclear energy after listening to Hassi.” In Taloussanomat,
the pseudonym Anna Purna says that my Helsinki house is heated
by electricity and that I go to work in a petrol-guzzling four-wheel
drive instead of my bike. The only truth in the story is that we have
no chickens strutting around our back yard and that I don’t live in
a gatherer economy. The house did have electric heating when we
bought it, but we installed more environmentally friendly district
heating as soon as it was possible, if it’s any of the business of any
paper’s readers.
Little by little, it all has an effect on one’s spirits. A while ago I was
still optimistic and felt I could encourage others, too, now I’m no
longer sure. Perhaps all this is also a warning for others. If you don’t
keep your mouth shut, this may be your fate, too. I have to admit
that I’m pretty bad at minding my words. My father has sometimes
said of his own mother, Hilja-Maria that nothing would hold her
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back when she believed she was in the right.
Talk of the Greens being fat cats enamoured of their black official
cars were instantly turned off after publication of that famous report
ordered by me. Instead, sniping directed at me personally began.
The claim that I promoted Russian nuclear power in the 70s turns
up in quite a few places. I can’t remember any such thing. I wasn’t
against nuclear power in the 70s, but I can’t remember promoting
it either, let alone singing the praises of the Soviet-made Loviisa
nuclear power station, another claim I have seen. I am a pathetic
singer. In the 70s, the risks of nuclear power stations seemed small
compared to the threat of nuclear war. The arms race between the
United States and the Soviet Union didn’t cease until the 80s, and
finally ended with the collapse of the Soviet Union. Furthermore, in
the 70s the whole environmental thinking was in its infancy, eyeless
herrings swam around in the Gulf of Bothnia, you couldn’t swim
in lakes near many factories, and in winter, new snow in cities was
blackened in a few days.
A lot is made now of my participation in the Marxist student
movement in the 70s. I haven’t seen a mention of the similar past
of Matti Viialainen, one of the most prominent nuclear advocates of
Finnish trade unions. I was only a voluntary activist in the Marxist
movement, while Matti Viialainen spent years as a paid official of
the Communist Party.
Ville Komsi, one of the first Green MPs in Finland, said a long
time ago roughly that theft and murder may be atoned and forgiven,
but having been a member of a party at some time is never forgiven.
The former Editor-in-Chief of Dagens Nyheter, Olof Lagercrantz, in
his book Min första krets, says: “You may break the written law at a
pinch and on the sly if you can, but the unwritten law – which often
comprises the written – must not be broken.” I have obviously broken unwritten laws.
In last week’s Tekniikka ja talous, Arja Haukkasalo talks about how
’Teollisuuden Voima Oy experts’ are promoting nuclear energy
through factual argument, while the environmental organizations
are opposing nuclear power with the help of ’fantasies’. Well, well.
Naturally, I am 100% biased, but in my opinion, the situation is precisely the opposite. For example, all the figures in the alternative
model published by the environmental organizations are based on
investigations commissioned by the MTI.
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March.
Conference of Women Ministers.

Friday 1 March 2002
Yesterday I read that one of the papers, maybe the Uutispäivä Demari, had said that Hassi is amassing supporters for nuclear energy through her fanaticism, Hassi is doing a Putkonen in reverse.
In 1993, when Parliament rejected the nuclear power permission,
many people thought that this was aided by the clumsy methods of
Putkonen, a trade union lobbyist. I began to feel like they are trying
to make me a hunted animal. At least, I have been denominated free
prey, or a politician who may be personally attacked without it being considered dishonourable conduct.
Well, there are some exceptions. Only today did I hear that last
Saturday’s Uutisvuoto, a satirical TV quiz, had touched on the famous
Ministry of the Environment investigation. The punchline was roughly: “The Ministry of Trade and Industry does not believe that commissioning such investigations is the business of the Ministry of the Environment. The latter should know its place and be happy with making
coffee for the Cabinet and emptying the wastepaper baskets.”

Saturday 2 March 2002
There was a seminar in honour of the 15th birthday of the Green
Party in Tampere. It would have been really nice to stay for the banquet. But on the same evening, there was a concert in Helsinki organized by the Valtavirta (‘Mainstream’) movement that opposes
the new nuclear power station. We decided that someone from the
parliamentary group must attend and it would be me. The concert
was very good and funny.
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MP Rosa Meriläinen had prepared a quiz for the Greens’ banquet.
She read our excerpts from writings of well-known Greens, and the
listeners had to guess who had said what. As I had to go to Helsinki
for the evening, I asked Rosa to show me what she had quoted from
me. The quote was from the book Seitsemän naisenelämää, of which I
am one of the co-authors, and went: “[MEP] Heidi Hautala wanted
to suspend the [Party Council] meeting for the duration of Diana’s
funeral, but it was not possible. I was sorry to miss this shared European experience, I only saw a little bit at lunch break.”

my ‘assumption of guilt for my cancer’ and at the same time making
other breast cancer sufferers guilty too, in the Body & Soul interview. I deplore people writing practically speaking anonymously,
without giving the opportunity of replying. In the interview I make
the simple comment that I believe that my stressful life has something to do with the origin of my cancer. Nobody can stop me from
thinking how I could live more sensibly.

Monday 4 March 2002

Yesterday I spotted in the Ministry of the Environment press cuttings that Sunday’s Lapin kansa has published an interview on energy policy I gave the Finnish News Agency, and illustrated it with
the nude picture from the Helsingin Sanomat monthly supplement. I
think that really is going too far! I think it’s plain wrong that a photo
taken for a certain story is used in an entirely different context.
On the morning train I unburdened my heart about it to MP Sirpa
Pietikäinen. She said that some time ago, there was a story about
Lipponen in the Helsingin Sanomat monthly supplement, with a
photo showing the Prime Minister in his swimming trunks playing
water polo. We haven’t seen that picture in other papers, illustrating Lipponen’s comments on the future of the EU or the national
economy.
Bisquit of Ilta-Sanomat saved my day. He entitles his piece ‘Green
post’. “Under the new Constitution, it is not necessary for any member of the Cabinet to be a physicist. But this has now accidentally
happened. Satu Hassi, Minister of the Environment, is the only person in Lipponen’s cabinet who can tell the difference between an
artificial geranium and natural uranium, and top it with spin of a
nuclear furnace. This sort of uber- and nuclear know-how is often
detrimental to the decision-making process. This is the case now,
too. ‘Many a decision would have remained unmade, if I had understood anything about it.’ When it turned out that Hassi couldn’t
be strung along, sheep-like, to the new nuclear power station, the
nuclear lobby launched a personal mobbing against her. Looking at
the matter from the fence perspective, Hassi’s career is undeniably
unnatural. Trees turn red when green chlorophyll is lost from the
leaves back into the trunk. Hassi’s progress was the opposite; she became greener as the redness waned. We’ve heard enough criticism

The EU Environment Council in Brussels ratified the Kyoto Protocol. They managed to build up a quarrel from that, too. The decision
was unanimous, but the quarrel was about whether or not the legal basis of the decision requires unanimity. I wonder if any normal
mortal not up to their necks in the quagmire of EU nit-picking can
understand such things?
The Body & Soul interview was in Saturday’s Helsingin Sanomat.
Today in Iltalehti, the Deputy Speaker of Parliament, Sirkka-Liisa
Anttila, voices her disapproval. A reporter from Ilta-Sanomat called
me and interviewed me on the telephone about the nude photo.
What a poor show!

Tuesday 5 March 2002
In Parliament, one young woman MP from the Center Party said:
“The picture and story were good, let the envious hold their tongues!”
Eva Biaudet, the new Minister for Health and Social Services, came
over to say: “It was a BEAUTIFUL picture.” The Social Democrat MP
Ilkka Taipale said: “What a pretty picture, maybe not very recent?”
Another Social Democrat said: “When I first saw it, I just thought,
what a nice picture, and then I got a shock when I realized it was of
a minister.” The Green MP Rauha-Maria Mertjärvi said: “I said to the
boys that our Satu has more balls than all the men in this house put
together, with courage to have such a picture taken.”
A letter has arrived today at the Ministry of the Environment,
with the sender’s name just an unclear signature, disapproving of
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Thursday 7 March 2002
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of the Natura Programme. A new development is the wet towel
whipping received by Minister of the Environment Hassi from Parliament Deputy Speaker Sirkka-Liisa Anttila, after Hassi launched
her own Naturist Programme without a towel in the Helsingin Sanomat monthly supplement.”

Friday 8 March 2002
The Conference of Women Ministers of the Environment was a great
success. A flu bug attempted an invasion, but I coped through doping. The atmosphere was warm, as is mostly the case in women’s
conferences. It was attended by exactly half of the world’s current
female environment ministers, and also women directors of several
international environmental organizations.
The second chairman of the conference was the Deputy Minister
of the Environment of South Africa, Rejoice Mabudafhasi, because
our theme of globalization, poverty and the environment is related
to the UN summit on sustainable development, to be held in Johannesburg next September.
Today, as the conference was coming to a close and we were waiting for the outcome of the resolution committee, I told the participants of my fear that nobody will attend the conference, and that
I was surprised by the strong attendance. Last night I still had a
nightmare where half the people went to the wrong building and
terrible chaos prevailed in general.
I walked from the conference venue the Presidential Palace to
Tarja Halonen’s reception with Carol Browner, the former US Minister of the Environment. Carol is from Florida, and icy pavements
were a novel experience for her. I asked her what she thought the
Bush government would do if the Kyoto Protocol comes into force.
Carol reckoned that her country’s present administration didn’t believe that it would happen. The environmental organizations accuse
the Bush administration of lobbying Canada, Australia and Russia,
to stop them from ratifying. Of those countries, at least Russia is
necessary for the Kyoto Protocol to come into force.
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Monday 11 March 2002
They said on today’s news that the majority of newspaper editors
are in favour of nuclear power. That was pretty obvious without
running a survey. 23 editors-in-chief were in favour, 4 against, 4 declined to comment.

Tuesday 12 March 2002
Kalevi has been moved to Terhokoti, a hospice for the terminally ill,
or for nursing patients approaching death. So soon! It was only in
June that he was given to understand that he might be able to take
up the posting of Ambassador in Vietnam.
Myself, I almost fainted in the early evening, because the day was
packed full of occasions where I got absolutely nothing to eat, excluding one cinnamon bun in the afternoon, and there was no lunch
break, naturally.

Wednesday 13 March 2002
A TV reporter from New Zealand interviewed me about the Greens’
government policy. It is considered very likely in New Zealand that
the Greens will be in the next government there. He asked me the
reason of the criticism from the Finnish press after publication of
that much-maligned investigation. He couldn’t really understand
what was wrong with commissioning the report.

Thursday 21 March 2002
Monterrey, Mexico. The journey here was a real adventure. We came
via New York, and had a few meetings there. We, that is Marko and
my civil service secretary Pasi, were supposed to continue via Dallas
to Monterrey, but the Dallas flight was cancelled due to a tornado.
We only found out at the departure gate of the Dallas plane. We
had real problems finding an alternative connection. The American
Airlines official offered various flights that were either fully booked
or otherwise impossible. Only a Finnair airport hostess saved us
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and organized a connection that worked. We were forced to spend
the night at an airport hotel. We had to leave at a quarter to five in
the morning. I set my alarm clock wrongly by mistake. I only woke
up when they called me from the hotel reception. Pasi and Marko
thought I did well to turn up in the foyer five minutes after the call.
At the opening session of the conference I sat next to the President.
As Kofi Annan was speaking, Halonen whispered: “Hasn’t he got a
gorgeous soft voice!” I told her about a study that found that men
are most impressed by women’s looks and women by men’s voices.
“In that case, I’m a very ordinary woman,” Ms Halonen laughed.
“You and me both,” I replied. “Men would rather look than listen,”
the President added.
The day’s loudest applause went to Fidel Castro, who laid the
blame for all evil on the wealthy countries, and naturally not entirely without good cause. He ended his speech by saying that he was
going home, because of the situation that had arisen because of his
coming here. Rumour was rife in the corridors that the Americans
had demanded that Castro should leave, so that he and Bush would
not be in Monterrey at the same time. The US denied this.
Dinner was served in a very beautiful industrial museum, in a
marquee. It was fun to watch Tarja Halonen sandwiched between
the King of Jordan and President Bush, resulting from the alphabetical order of countries’ names in Spanish. The King’s general knowledge and especially knowledge of Finland amazed Ms Halonen. She
said that she also had a pleasant time with Bush. Bush said that he
hoped that Russia will become more prosperous. “So do I,” Ms Halonen had replied, “it’s nice to have a neighbour that is not poor or
hungry.” “I’ve said the same about Mexico,” Bush had said.
I chose my own table at random, and was joined by two Yemenis
and the UN Ambassador of Croatia. The Yemenis wanted to know
to which countries Finland provides aid. I said that we were focusing our aid to the poorest countries. “Ours is one very poor country,” the Yemeni minister said at once. Later on, he suggested that
we should do a swap, Finland could give Yemen some lakes, and
they could reciprocate with some people. The Croatian ambassador
told me that he had worked in Moscow during the Soviet era. He
often visited Helsinki, but never the Foreign Ministry, only to shop
at Stockmann’s.
As we were leaving, the Swedes quipped that Bush probably felt
great, sitting next to a real President who was elected by the people,
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with the majority of the people having voted for her, and not just a
majority of electors.
Monterrey has been the scene of a kind of beauty contest between
the USA and the EU. Prior to the conference, the USA announced
that it would raise its development aid by 5 billion dollars. With
closer examination, it turned out that the figure was not for an annual raise, but of the next three years in all. The EU had previously
made the decision to increase its development aid to 0.39% of gross
national product by the year 2006, which of course is pure gobbledegook as far as the general public is concerned. Here, the Development Cooperation Commissioner Poul Nielson held a press conference and explained that the EU decision in effect meant that by
2006, the EU would increase its annual development aid by 7 billion
dollars. On the same day the US’ offer was doubled. Now it stands
at 10 billion in all over the next three years, and the increase at annual level will be 5 billion in three years’ time. This beauty contest
brought benefits to developing countries, if the promises are kept.

Friday 22 March 2002
President Chirac of France appealed very eloquently for ratification
of the Kyoto Protocol in his speech. It was a good situation; President Bush was forced to listen, as he was the next speaker. Bush
already received applause while walking towards the lectern, which
had so far only happened to Castro. However, Bush’s speech was
obviously something of a disappointment to representatives of developing countries, since the applause he received after his speech
was more subdued than Chirac’s. Bush said that hope is the best
medicine against terrorism. Both Chirac’s and Bush’s speeches were
really election speeches for their domestic public. As speeches, both
were good in rhetoric terms. But the speech made by Romano Prodi,
President of the European Commission, was boring, as was the one
made by the Prime Minister of Spain, current Presidency of the EU.
Prodi began by talking about adoption of the euro. Of what interest
is it to people from developing countries? Not for the first time, I felt
that the EU appears in international forums as insular.
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Monday 25 March 2002
I will move out of my Helsinki house next month. It’s far too big for
me. Ever since Jukka moved to Tampere with his job, I have had a
guilty conscience for occupying such a large space where I do nothing other than sleep a few nights a week. I will have a little tworoomed apartment in the city centre, and my younger daughter will
assemble a student commune to move in here.

Tuesday 26 March 2002
Kalevi died last night. Pertti Majanen, Under-Secretary of State for
development cooperation, called and told me. I have thought of
Kalevi a lot along the way. It has seemed such a great injustice that
he was diagnosed with cancer less than six months after Finland’s
EU presidency ended. If the period of the presidency hadn’t been
so hectic, would his cancer have been found in time, before it had
spread?

version and I modified the text further. I called Vuokko and a few
other people from the cabin to ask about Kalevi as a person, as I
only knew him from work. I already received the version edited by
Helsingin Sanomat, on my communicator. Unfortunately, the most
personal details had been censured from the piece, including the
fine poem found by Pertti.

Good Friday 29 March 2002
Jukka and I went ice-skating on touring skates Jukka had bought.
On returning, we saw the spring’s first brimstone butterfly on the
sauna porch. As we were drinking coffee and making pancakes on
the porch, I saw some blades of grass and ground ivy leaves in a
snow-melt patch. A little later I saw wild strawberry and hepatica
leaves in front of the lavvy door. Jukka saw four whooper swans,
and I heard their song, too.

Wednesday 27 March 2002
We drove to Terrimäki via my friend Tuula’s house. I couldn’t attend her mother’s funeral, as I was on the trip to Mexico at the time.
We took Tuula some flowers. She told us that the funeral was really
fun. Then she told us tales that had us doubled up with laughter.
Tuula’s mother had wanted the ashes of her dog, which died a few
years before, put in her coffin. Tuula and her brother had had to
resort to certain ploys at the funeral parlour, but managed it in the
end. When a certain relative had stood up at the memorial service
in order to make an address, Tuula had worried about what might
be coming, since the same person had inscribed her wreath at her
father’s funeral: “As the sinner sinks into the grave...”

Maundy Thursday 28 March 2002
At the cabin at Terrimäki. Kalevi’s widow, Vuokko, has requested
that Pertti and I should write Kalevi’s obituary. Pertti wrote the first
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April.
Kalevi’s funeral.

Easter Monday 1 April 2002
Summer time began yesterday. Our standard of living at the cottage has risen; we have purchased a Styrofoam seat for the wooden
outside lavatory.
Jukka said that people at his work canteen believe that the proposed new effluent rules for sparsely populated areas will ban composting lavatories altogether. Jukka had said that the present Minister of the Environment will certainly not approve it. They didn’t
believe him.

Tuesday 2 April 2002
In last week’s Suomenmaa, MEP Paavo Väyrynen writes under the
heading ’Satu Hassi’s costly mistake’. He sings the familiar energyintensive industry laments about the emissions trade directive. He
also lets it be understood that the Ministers of the Environment,
Pekka Haavisto and Satu Hassi, in their Green enthusiasm had gone
and approved too stringent a Kyoto target for Finland in the socalled burden sharing within the EU. I wonder if the source of this
claim is also the Confederation of Finnish Industry? In Finland, the
CFI doesn’t have the guts to denigrate the Kyoto Protocol in public, but seemingly doesn’t mind doing so to euro-parlamentarians.
Väyrynen, an ex Minister of Foreign Affairs, should be perfectly
well aware that ministers don’t negotiate anything off their own
backs, but the mandate for negotiations is approved by the Cabinet
together with the Parliamentary Grand Committee.
At the time of the Kyoto Conference in 1997, Finnish experts
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believed that the level of emissions we had promised there, or the
level of 1990 by 2010, would be a hard slog, because emissions were
thought to rise significantly throughout the 1990s. But in 2000 Finland’s greenhouse gas emissions were a little below the 1990 level.
The papers at the end of last week carried small news items about
a close shave situation at the Davis-Besse nuclear power station in
the United States. The head of the reactor pressure vessel was almost corroded through. I have only seen reports of last January’s
close shave situation at the Brunsbüttel nuclear plant in Hamburg
in the Green newspaper Vihreä Lanka and the small Swedish speaking local paper, Vasabladet. In both cases, a meltdown of the core
was close, or a mega-class accident. Most worrying was the fact that
the chain of events that had caused the fault in both cases was an
unforeseen one.

Thursday 4 April 2002
Last night I attended a discussion on energy organized by the Tampere Chamber of Commerce. One company director said: “Actually,
it would be beneficial for my business if no more nuclear energy
was built, but...” After the discussion, we went off on a tour of the
factory. When it was over and we were getting our coats, another
company director told me that nuclear energy was a difficult thing
for him; at the time of the Chernobyl disaster he was in France with
his wife, the children were at home in Finland, and the French media at first gave an impression that returning to Finland was impossible. Naturally, they were most alarmed. A third company director
also came over to say: “As a matter of fact, I have a green lining in
my coat.” I wondered when businessmen will dare turn the green
lining outwards.
I told Green MP Janina Andersson about this. Janina said that a
friend of hers teaches Swedish to a number of businessmen, all of
whom are against nuclear energy in private, but don’t dare say so
in public.
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Friday 5 April 2002
I met with some VATT researchers. It transpired that the Technical
Research Centre of Finland model used in energy tax projections
makes the assumption that energy consumption is practically fixed,
depending on quantity of industrial production. Hardly surprising,
then, that the calculations yield results according to which energy
taxes cannot really be employed to control electricity consumption.

Monday 8 April 2002
I have just returned to Helsinki from Moscow, where I met with the
new Deputy Minister for environmental affairs. A very empathetic
woman. Turnover of incumbents of that position seems to be pretty
rapid; she is the fourth Russian Deputy Minister for environmental
affairs I have met in the course of a year.

Tuesday 9 April 2002
Today was Kalevi’s funeral. A sad occasion, but at the same time a
very warm one. A woman priest made an excellent speech. She told
us that Kalevi’s last night was spent with his entire family sleeping
with him on mattresses on the floor. Kalevi’s wife, Vuokko, seemed
precisely the kind of wonderful person she has been described as to
me. One of Kalevi’s sons made a superb, positive speech. He even
had the audience laughing several times. But it was impossible not
to weep in the church. It seemed so hard to understand that it was
Kalevi in the coffin. The Cathedral was almost full, and the priest
said that it was rare to see so many people at funeral services in
Helsinki.
When I went to speak to Kalevi’s mother at the reception, the first
thing she said was: “Kalevi told me that you had said that having
heard about your cancer, you had thought: Thank God, mother’s
dead.” Kalevi’s mother seemed to be amused by the idea but bemused at the same time.
This was the first time in my ministerial career that I had to speak
at the actual funeral of one of my staff, and with his family present. After Kalevi’s son’s speech it was difficult in a way, because he
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made such an excellent speech, in a way easy because he relaxed the
atmosphere.

Wednesday 10 April 2002
I was at a wind power seminar this morning. The electricity company Pohjolan Voima has published the results of an enquiry, according to which building wind power plants doesn’t pay. At the
seminar, Esa Holttinen, wind power specialist from ElektrowattEkono, said that the enquiry concerned one particular area with not
especially good wind conditions, so the result cannot be generalized. He also said that Finland’s official wind power target of 500
megawatts of windmills could be installed into coastal harbour and
industrial areas, or existing ‘techno-environments’. He further said
that the number of offshore windmills to generate the same amount
of electricity as a 1,000 megawatt nuclear power station would with
modern technology fit on an area of 300–350 km2 of shallow coastal
waters. This is one thousandth of Finland’s area. And of that area,
the actual windmills would only occupy a fraction, the rest would
remain open water.
In other words, the claim much bandied around that the entire
coastline and archipelago would have to be studded full of windmills, if significant volumes of electricity are to be generated by
wind power, is a lot of twaddle.
A Danish expert told us how environmental effects of windmills
are researched and minimized in his country. He said that birds collide with each windmill at the rate of about one a month. This accounts for about a thousandth of all migratory birds, whereas several tens of percent naturally die of the stresses of migrating. So much
for the bird guillotines.
In my own address I made the observation previously made by
Sinikka Mönkäre that Finland is already a major force in selling wind
power technology; the share of our industry of the world market is
around five percent and our exports last year exceeded 170 million
euros. I added that we have every chance of becoming a major force
also as producer of wind power electricity.
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Thursday 11 April 2002
Helsingin Sanomat tells us that large weight gain during pregnancy
increases susceptibility to breast cancer after the menopause. That
at least doesn’t apply to me, after my confinements I was the same
weight as before the pregnancies.
I gave a presentation to the Social Democrat parliamentary group.
I don’t know whether I impressed anybody, but in any case, it was
civilized of them to invite me. For the occasion, I again assembled
a new information pack. I had good wind power figures from yesterday’s seminar. According to the Finnish Forest Research Institute,
the wood biomass reserve accumulated from so-called logging residue, if a third of it is left in situ to provide nutrition to the forest and
creepy-crawlies, exceeds the official wood energy target by such a
wide margin that the difference could replace the output of a 1,200
megawatt nuclear plant. There are several similar examples of energy conservation. For example, if a heat pump was installed in about
half of all detached houses heated by electricity, energy equivalent
to that generated by a 1,000 megawatt nuclear plant would be saved
every year. Companies manufacturing frequency converters maintain that installing converters to industrial electric motors would
also save energy to the tune of the output of one nuclear plant. I’m
not suggesting that any one of these things could be wholly implemented. But I am saying that a combination of these things could be
used to assemble a safer and cleaner alternative. In other words, if
the new nuclear plant is not built, we are not forced to increase use
of natural gas, if we don’t want to. There are other alternatives.
In the evening I finally fulfilled my promise to invite the new US
Ambassador to the Sauna Society to take a sauna and a dip in the ice
hole. The Education Minister Maija Rask came along, she’s the real
ice hole trouper. The Ambassador jumped into the sea three times. A
feisty lady! She was in the sauna for the first time in her life.

Friday 12 April 2002
In its leading article, Pohjalainen brands the potential of wind power
in Finland as negligible on the basis of the Pohjolan Voima enquiry
of the day before yesterday, and says that I am ‘strong in my faith
that says that facts must be ignored, if they can’t be bent to reinforce
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the faith’. Keskisuomalainen says that I reject ‘definite facts’ and offer
‘suppositions and uncertainty’ in their place.
Wind power is denigrated and made to seem like the primary
alternative to nuclear energy. In reality, the primary alternative is
biomass, the use of which for energy can be increased much more
quickly. But energy from the wind is not a lot of hot air either.

Saturday 13 April 2002
I have made it to the Helsingin Sanomat Viivi and Wagner strip cartoon. The pig Wagner has set up a TV channel that has become a
roaring success. Today, Wagner welcomes the viewers to a natural
science show. “Today, we will cross a cat with a sand pit. Tomorrow
we will cross Satu Hassi with the fifth nuclear power station.”

Wednesday 17 April 2002
I have spent the early part of the week in Bosnia and Kosovo. The
atmosphere in both is still rather tense.
The city of Mostar is still divided on ethnic lines. One side of the
river Neretva is inhabited by Croats, the other by Bosnyaks, or Muslims. Those people whose original homes are on the ‘wrong’ side of
the river remain as refugees on the opposite side. They may see their
home across the river, with strangers living in it. On the Bosnyak
side children were much more timid. In the daycare centre on the
Croat side, the children rushed to see the parcel we had brought,
on the Bosnyak side we had to cajole them. We had lunch by the
river, looking at the destroyed bridge that had been the symbol of
the whole city ever since 1566. I can’t understand how anyone can
deliberately destroy historic monuments that way.
Finnish peace-keeping forces seem to be doing a fine job both in
Bosnia and Kosovo. They participate in rebuilding the villages, and
thus encourage people to return to their home villages. In Bosnia,
we inaugurated a water pipe in a village that nestled in a divinely
beautiful valley. The houses built to replace destroyed houses were
traditional, in harmony with the landscape.
We were also meant to visit Srebrenica, location of the horrific
bloodbath in 1995, by helicopter, but due to cloud hanging low, the
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pilots couldn’t find a mountain pass they considered safe, and we
were forced to return. Meanwhile, as we were wandering around in
the helicopter, the Dutch government resigned due to the report on
Srebrenica.
In Tuzla I was invited to the peace-keepers’ sauna, which was
lovely.
In Kosovo we visited a refurbished school in a Serb village. The
village chiefs talked about multicultural Kosovo, the very same issues we want to emphasize. But when the school’s aged headmaster
got to his feet, he expounded how Kosovo belongs to the Serbs. He
began his chain of proof from the battle of Kosovo Polje in 1389. The
other village representatives looked uncomfortable.
When we visited the EuropeAid Office, we found their perspective to be very inward-looking, in other words, they talked more
about EU resolutions than the real situation in Kosovo. This was not
the first time I had noticed this tendency among EU representatives
abroad.

Thursday 18 April 2002
Olivier Deleuze, the Green Energy Minister of Belgium, is visiting
Finland. The Belgian government has recently decided on a programme to phase out nuclear energy. I had lunch with Olivier. He
expressed his astonishment at the Finnish thinking that they should
know precisely today, what kind of a combination of power stations
will be used to generate energy in 2010; it is a sheer impossibility in
open energy markets. They have decided in Belgium - in common
with Sweden - to set an obligation to power companies that a certain minimum percentage of electricity sold must be generated from
renewable energy. If the company itself does not produce enough
‘green energy’, it must purchase the missing quantity from the markets. The markets themselves must find the most economically viable methods of producing electricity from renewable energy. The
state does not intend to pay one cent in subsidies. I told him that
the means offered by modern markets are discussed in Finland very
rarely, and that the Greens have attempted to introduce the theme.
Here people seem to think that renewable energy can only be supported through direct subsidies.
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Friday 19 April 2002
At the Cabinet EU Committee, we discussed the agenda of the coming EU Agriculture Council meeting. There was something to do
with pets on the agenda. Lipponen quipped: “If we’ve got to give
minks bathtubs, then French taxi drivers’ dogs must at least have
seat belts.”

Wednesday 24 April 2002
New energy tax projections were presented at the Cabinet Kyoto
Group. They proved that by fine-tuning the taxation model, its impact may be improved, resulting in a more effective reduction of
carbon dioxide emissions through taxation.
Kimmo Sasi demanded an investigation into how the economics
of the non-nuclear alternative changes if the price of natural gas rises. Taisto Turunen informed him that such an investigation already
exists and may be found on the Internet. The results show that the
effect on the national economy is marginal.
Quite so, as electricity is always produced from several energy
sources. If the price of one source of energy rises, it doesn’t affect
the average price of electricity much. But Parliament is told horror
stories that we will be doomed without new nuclear capacity, if the
Russians increase the price of natural gas. I’m not surprised that this
study has been quietly placed on the Internet pages of MTI without
any particular publicity.
Sinikka Mönkäre has written a piece for Etelä-Saimaa under the
heading ’For children or for wind power’: “I think I know the citizens’ response, if they are asked whether to sink more taxpayers’
money into supporting families with children and healthcare, or
even more to subsidize burning wood and wind power.”

Thursday 25 April 2002
After a press conference, the reporter who had interviewed me for
the Body & Soul article came across to speak to me. The fuss created
by my photo had been a surprise to her. She had tried to get a male
politician to take part next. Everyone she had asked had declined,
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and many justified their refusal by saying that ‘they wouldn’t look
as good as Hassi’.

Friday 26 April 2002
After the Cabinet EU Committee, I set off to HYKS on my bike for
my blood check-up. By the railway depots, I saw the first tiny leaves
on the birch trees this spring. Leaves on bushes were already well
advanced, and could be seen on maples too. The sun glowed behind
a thin curtain of cloud. It felt lovely. It even felt lovely when at the
side of Parliament House, a barrier came down across the cycle track
to allow a train through, which is pretty rare. It’s easy to be happy to
be alive in springtime. Some man sounded a May Day hooter as he
was going into a block of apartments.
At the crossroads of Mannerheimintie and Helsinginkatu, I bungled in the traffic lights with my thoughts miles away, and almost
got run over by a tram. Oh yeah. I have often said that my most likely cause of death will be to faff around in traffic and to be knocked
down by a car or tram.
Going for a blood test made me a little nervous, I almost felt like
giving it a miss. But if I didn’t have them, I’d probably worry quite
a lot.
In the evening we unpacked the last boxes in my new apartment.
We left for the island so late that by the time we got there it was past
10 o’clock. A great full moon lolled in the sky.

basic bird,” Jukka said. “You mean the common-or-garden bird,” I
said. It was a chaffinch, but I didn’t recognize it, seeing just its belly.
After I once said that chaffinch song was for me kind of common-orgarden birdsong, Jukka has called the chaffinch the common-or-garden bird. Jukka said that there are probably as many chaffinch and
willow warbler nests in Finland as all other birds’ nests put together.
I told him about the story in Kansan Uutiset, claiming that the sails
on wind farms slaughter birds like a production line. This story was
also quoted in Tekniikka ja talous. In reality, birds are killed by windmills at the rate of about one bird per mill per month. “Many times
that number are killed by traffic,” Jukka exclaimed, “the reporter at
Tekniikka ja talous who quoted such rubbish should be forced to read
a book on number blindness!”

Saturday 27 April 2002
Again this glorious, intoxicating, stupefying brightness on the island!
The pier has suffered from the winter. In a way it’s fantastic that
nature still displays its power to man.
We went down to the shore of the bay to drink our coffee, when
the sun reached it. A female goosander was diving in the bay. I was
looking at a young aspen nibbled by a moose, that had branched out
from the nibbled spots and now the new branches stick out in all
directions like Struwelpeter’s fingers. A bird sat at the top of a larger
aspen, and I asked Jukka what species it was. “It’s probably that
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May.
Leaving the Government.

Wednesday 1 May 2002.
A pair of large pikes was splashing around the inlet, occupied with
spawning. The weather was glorious, so we decided to stay the
night, even if it meant an early start.
In the shallow waters by the rock opposite, we saw a cute courtship ceremony. Three male mergansers were ’curtseying’ and diving
in front of a female. A little later all four were companiably asleep
on the rock.
The birch leaves will unfold soon on the island, too, the protective
calyces have already fallen from the buds.

Sunday 5 May 2002
Yesterday I went to a friend’s daughter’s wedding. She was born two
days before my firstborn, and now she is getting married a month
before my firstborn. The bride’s father presented his adaptation of
the Sermon on the Mount in his speech. Number one, do not sulk.
Number two, you don’t always need to be right. Number three, give
time to your nearest. As a subparagraph of this point he proffered:
“Watch birds together.”
The rain came after the ceremony, and while we were having
lunch, a mighty thunderstorm raged. I hope it augurs well for the
young couple.
This morning at Terrimäki Jukka started to get annoyed by the
ceaseless rain. He said that the old man or woman upstairs is always
overdoing things. We started thinking that if the fellow upstairs
doesn’t procreate, what does he actually need a sex for? Then we
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wondered whether Allah or the Jews’ Jahve has a gender, or whether God the Father was a Christian invention. As a matter of fact,
the idea of Father, Son and Holy Ghost is intrinsically contradictory,
because if the Father does not need a Mother to produce a Son, why
would he be a man? An odd family, made even odder by the Virgin
Mary, whose virginal motherhood was long used to label normal
earthly motherhood unclean, because it was not possible without
‘dirty’ sexuality. I was reminded of the idea of Hannele Koivunen in
her book Madonna ja huora [Madonna and whore], that as well as being an eternal virgin, the Virgin Mary is also eternally wrinkle-free;
in other words the ideal of eternally young and unwrinkled womanhood has its roots in her.

Monday 6 May 2002.
The International WWF awarded the Finnish Government the Gift
to the Earth Award for the Baltic Sea Protection Programme. It was
so nice for once to be acknowledged by an environmental organization. The President was present too. There was a glorious view
of the sparkling sea through the Kulosaari Casino windows. The
Nigerian Chairman of the International WWF complimented us on
the well-polished bedrock we have here in Helsinki. I replied that
we had an excellent polisher, an ice sheet two kilometres thick, more
than 10,000 years ago.
I came back to Tampere for the evening, as I’ll be off to China for
the rest of the week, including the weekend. In fact I only realized
today that I’ll be away on Ascension Day, too.

Wednesday 8 May 2002.
I went for a check-up at HYKS, Helsinki Central University Hospital. All my blood counts were OK. I asked how quickly cancer shows
up in the counts of cancer indicators in blood. I hear that recurring
cancer is most often first noticed from them. But in about one case in
ten the cancer is not evident in the blood counts. The oncologist told
me that someone had invented a device to save the hair of patients
undergoing similar chemotherapy as mine was. The device cools
the scalp to 4–5 degrees for the duration of the chemo, so that not
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much blood containing the drugs flows to the hair roots.
The fact that they found nothing indicating that the cancer had
spread naturally proves nothing about the future. If there is no sign
of metastases five years after surgery, or in my case by 2005, one can
be pretty sure of survival, but one can never be totally certain. The
only way to be certain that the cancer won’t recur is to die of something else. So, the best alternative is continuation of the uncertainty.
Life in general is uncertain; a cancer diagnosis makes it even more
uncertain. But I want to live the life I have been gifted to the full.
It’s wonderful to cycle in the sunshine!
Another happy thing happened today. The Cabinet approved the
supplement to Natura. The issue has stalled for over a year, because
the Chancellor of Justice has investigated a complaint made to him.
Thus, the river Tornionjoki is now within Natura on the Finnish side
too, it already was on the Swedish bank. I want to celebrate with
Lapin Kulta [Lapland’ Gold] beer, because it’s made with Tornionjoki water and will be a Natura beer, but I’m not sure it’ll be possible
on the plane; I’ll be leaving for Beijing in the early evening.

Thursday 9 May 2002
We arrived in Beijing at about seven in the morning local time. I
didn’t want to wake up for breakfast on the plane, and consequently got hungry in Beijing. I was taken straight from the airport to
make a presentation at a Finnish-Chinese seminar on environmental
technology, and from there to meet the Chinese minister. At around
midday we returned to the airport to continue to Shanghai. At the
airport VIP lounge we requested something to eat. Some instant
noodle soup was organized for us, which was surprisingly tasty. We
were also surprised to be given a plastic fork for cutlery. We used it
to fish out the noodles and drank the rest.

Sunday 12 May 2002
I’m spending Mother’s Day in a plane over the Gobi Desert. I’ve
brought along Finnish newspaper articles, containing all kinds of
nonsense about wind power and other things. I ought to be writing
responses, but I simply don’t have the energy.
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Shanghai was amazing. There were luxuriously stylish skyscrapers as far as the eye could see. The architecture of the newer skyscrapers is surprisingly elegant and they are luxurious inside. It was
also unbelievably pricey, a hotel breakfast was almost 30 euros. I
was compelled to wonder how economically sustainable all that
could be. Yesterday I read in the Herald Tribune that the Chinese
themselves estimated about 25–30% of all their banks’ loans to be
junk loans. Some estimates put the number of junk loans at 50%. I
recall that Japan considered it a terrible banking crisis that 15% of
its loan stock was junk, or loans for which the banks had no hope of
recouping repayments.
Yesterday’s Financial Times also carried an interesting story on
Arab states. It reviewed Western interference in affairs of Arab and
Muslim countries that had ended in disaster. In the 1950s, the USA
removed Iran’s Prime Minister Mossadeg, because he had nationalized oil, and replaced him with the Shah. In order to abet the overthrow of Mossadeg USA also supported the ayatollahs, who eventually displaced the Shah. In order to weaken the Iran of the ayatollahs,
USA supported Iraq’s Saddam Hussein, who started a war against
Iran. But Iraq also invaded Kuwait and threatened Saudi Arabia.
USA supported the holy war against Afghanistan’s pro-Soviet government, and chanced to elevate the Taleban into power in Afghanistan. Israel in its time supported the Muslim brotherhood in order
to create a competitor for the PLO. The brotherhood developed into
Hamas, which now organizes suicide bombings against Israel.
The annual general meeting of the Asian Development Bank in
Shanghai was a dull routine meeting, but the Chinese had organized
an impressive cultural show, including truly amazing acrobatics.
Jiang Zemin, the President of China, spoke at the opening session
of the meeting. He wanted to shake hands with the participants. We
were led into a side chamber to wait well in advance. The officials
put us in order. On entering the hand-shaking room, we had to hand
the official a piece of paper with the name of the country and the
person in English and Chinese. Then the official announced this information in Chinese, so the President knew whom he was greeting.
We were supposed to turn towards the photographers while shaking hands, which I naturally forgot, but the President yanked me
back, and so we smiled at the camera like Cheshire cats. A framed
photograph of this occasion was waiting in my hotel room in the
evening.
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We were taken to the famous Peace Hotel in Shanghai’s Old City
for lunch. From its roof terrace we had a magnificent view of the river and the city. I chatted to the Australians. I asked them about the
progress of ratification of the Kyoto Protocol. Australia was unlikely
to ratify, they replied, as Australia considers it unfair that the EU
countries have a communal bubble, with which the EU emissions
reduction requirement can be shared between the member countries
as they wish. But that’s nothing new, I said, it was already agreed in
1997 in Kyoto. Furthermore, in the Kyoto Protocol the EU undertakes to reduce its emissions by 8%, while Australia has the right
to increase its emissions by 8%. After this exchange, the Australians
were starting to look like uncivilized plebs in my eyes, and I set off
to find new company. Should one start believing that the USA is lobbying it closest partners not to ratify the Kyoto Protocol?
At dinner I talked with the president of an international organization. He opined that if Finland grants permission for the new
nuclear power station, the only correct action of principle is to resign from the Government. This seemed rather funny, as the person
in question was a former minister of a conservative party.

Monday 13 May 2002
Jukka came to Helsinki from the island and we went to Tampere
together. At the dinner table, I told Jukka that I’d eaten soup with a
fork in China. He looked at me surprised and remarked: “Good job
it wasn’t chopsticks.”

Thursday 16 May 2002
Today I held a press conference for financial news reporters together
with Minister Eva Biaudet. We explained how renewable energy and
energy effiency could together form an alternative to nuclear power.
The reporters listened, seemingly interested. Someone said: “This
presentation should have been organized sooner.” I didn’t bother
telling him that we had tried to do so the whole spring. Minister
Suvi-Anne Siimes, who opposed nuclear power should also have
attended, but cancelled every time, and the presentation was postponed. In the end, we went ahead without her.
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I also met analysts from VATT [Government Institute for Economic Research], who told me about preliminary results from research on emissions trading. They showed that emissions trading
would be advantageous for Finland, in other words it would reduce
the price of Kyoto to the national economy. Quite so, benefit to the
national economy is not always the same as benefit to certain large
and vociferous companies, or what they believe to be their benefit.
In the evening I invited the women political reporters to Uunisaari
for supper and a sauna. We had great fun. Many were reluctant to
go for a swim, but in the end quite a few jumped into the sea.

Saturday 18 May 2002
The Conference of European Green Parties has been taking place
yesterday and today in Berlin. I’ve rarely seen such a relaxed atmosphere at any international conference. An ordinary Finnish family
gathering is much more formal. The Greens are always criticized for
becoming an ordinary party, but at least they retain their easy-going
ways of carrying on.
Before the conference, I met with Jürgen Trittin at the German
Federal Ministry for the Environment. I asked him what the Germans might think, if Finland decides to give permission to the new
nuclear power station. “In the eyes of Germans, Finland would seem
an even more exotic country,” Jürgen reckoned.
I’m probably more nervous about next Friday’s vote than I realize, because I’ve been perpetually forgetting things. On Wednesday I was shopping for all kinds of bits and pieces for the new flat,
and forgot my cycle helmet at the check-out. On Thursday I went to
lunch and left my bike unlocked in the street. Thankfully, nobody
had time to steal it. Next, I forgot my bunch of keys in the pannier
of my bike, only that time luckily the bike was in the Parliament
garage, so naturally, the keys were safe. But as I was leaving Parliament, I had a fright when I realized that the keys were not in my
pocket, my backpack or handbag. Yesterday, on the way to Berlin, I
left my cagoule in the luggage locker on the plane. The Embassy got
it back for me. In the evening I left my backpack in the restaurant
where the evening party of the conference was. The backpack has
still not turned up, I hope nobody’s pinched it. And this morning I
left the iron in my room as I left the hotel. Katariina went back for it.
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Since then I haven’t (so far) scattered stuff in my wake.
The weather was fine on the return flight, and we admired the
bright yellow rape fields over Germany and Denmark. A blooming
rape field always gets me thinking that I’d like to paint that landscape, a field of rape looks so dramatic, so incredible.

Sunday 19 May 2002
I managed to get to the island for the day, it’s Jukka’s birthday. The
marsh marigolds are in bloom. It’s quite windy, and on the way here
a big wave crashed over the deck of our boat and we got thoroughly
drenched. It felt almost the same as when I was a child, and somebody stuffed snow down the back of my neck. My face came out in
red blotches again from the wind, despite trying to hide behind a
woolly sock in the boat.
Our standard of living improved. Jukka knocked up a proper sink
in the porch using a basin he had salvaged from some junk yard at
some point. We no longer have to do the dishes bent double.
From time to time I weigh up which I want more, to win the nuclear power vote or to stop running around like a blue-arsed fly.
Well, whenever it looks like we might win after all, I’m over the
moon.
I said to Jukka that I bet I won’t be a minister any more in a week’s
time. “I don’t believe it”, Jukka said, “if the Greens resign the Government, I’ll buy you a bottle of the best whisky Alko has to offer.”

Tuesday 21 May 2002
Parliament began the debate on nuclear power. The majority of the
Commerce Committee has taken a stance for nuclear power, as expected. I imagine the major parties have taken care of the matter
immediately after the election, by selecting suitable members for the
Committee. In 1993, it was a surprise to everyone, when the majority
of the Committee voted against nuclear power.
Eva Biaudet came to tell me that she had sent out a press release
yesterday, criticizing Lipponen’s Sunday statements on nuclear
power. Eva’s piece wasn’t published by any of the media. By and
by, I’ve wondered why I haven’t received one invitation to appear
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in a television debate on the issue since the Government passed the
nuclear power proposal to the Parliament, with the exception of the
one that was cancelled when Sinikka Mönkäre declined to take part.
I used to get such invitations frequently.
The ‘head count’ this morning was 97-94 in favour of nuclear
power. The small extra subsidy, the so-called ‘bundle of twigs’,
given to renewable energy in the supplementary budget, has given
many members an excuse to vote for nuclear power. The ‘bundle of
twigs’ is supposed to guarantee that renewable energy will be promoted. I wouldn’t have thought that members of Parliament could
be bought so cheaply.
A somewhat more credible argument is that by building the nuclear plant, the national economy would grow more and thus be
able to pay more subsidies to renewable energy. I got hold of the statistics on development of the national economy in the 80s and 90s.
But they don’t support the premise that nuclear power has boosted
economic growth. In fact, the statistics almost reveal the contrary.
When the present four power stations had been commissioned, the
worst slump of the 80s began. In contrast, when the Parliament rejected the nuclear power proposal in 1993, there was an upturn, and
the economy continued to grow at a record pace for seven years.
At the plenary session I had a surprise. I already knew that I
wouldn’t be allowed to speak from the ministerial enclosure, since I
was opposing a proposal by the Government majority. But I was under the impression that after the round of group addresses, I would
be able to take the floor ‘past the queue’, like ministers have always
done, and as was the case at the preliminary debate. I pressed the
button to request the floor, my name came up on the list, but was deleted. I pressed the button again, my name came up on the list, but
after a moment was deleted again. When this happened for the third
time, I went up to the Speaker’s rostrum to ask if this was deliberate. The answer was yes, the Prime Minister’s Office had decreed
that at today’s plenary session the only minister to speak would
be Mönkäre. I almost felt like I had already been sacked from the
Government. Oh well, the morning paper is already reallocating my
job.
However, I was given the floor for a minute during replies after
the group presentations. To my surprise, the news on TV showed
footage of me speaking. But there was no sound. As soon as my
picture disappeared from the screen, the sound was back. “That’s
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called censorship,” said Tuija Brax. Well, it’s impossible to know
whether or not it was deliberate.
During replies, an SDP member called across to the Centre Party
members: “Now’s your chance to break up the Government. Vote
for nuclear power, and you’ll split Government coalition!” The week
before, the Finnish National Broadcasting Company TV news had
been asking members of the Green party committee and parliamentary group, whether the Greens should resign from the Government
if Parliament passes nuclear power. The clear majority answer was
that they should. Osmo and I were annoyed that folks had forgotten
our January agreement not to disclose this to the public. We were
afraid that if it was leaked, a few undecided members might vote
for nuclear power for the sheer hell of getting the Greens out of the
Government.
In the evening there was a dinner for the civil servants who had
prepared Natura, to thank them for toiling for years with sweated
brows. I had prepared to be late for it due to the parliamentary debate. But as I wasn’t given an actual slot in Parliament, I went off to
the party and just made it in time.

Wednesday 22 May 2002.
A reporter from Reuters interviewed me. He said that the Finnish
argumentation sounded weird. “What’s wrong with importing electricity, or with buying Russian natural gas - that sounds like a cold
war argument,” he asked.
“You’ve got a press conference on Friday,” said a parliamentary
reporter. I wondered about the logic of the rumour. A few days previously, to a reporter’s query as to whether the Greens should resign
the Government if Parliament passes nuclear power, I replied that
I’ll let them know my view after the nuclear power vote. This was
the source of the rumour that I would hold a press conference. I
don’t intend to do so; I’m sure there’ll be plenty of reporters milling
around the Session Hall door immediately after the vote.
Another reporter wanted to know if I intend to disclose my personal decision on Friday, for example that I was resigning from the
Government, even if the party was to remain there. No, I intend to
only disclose my stance to what the party decides, I replied.
During yesterday, many MPs who had kept their position under
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wraps announced that they would vote for nuclear power. The situation is becoming clear. I have suspected for a while that there is a
large number of members in SDP who are all over the shop, wanting to be loyal to Sinikka Mönkäre and Lipponen; both have been
pilloried within the group over many other issues. In this issue,
pressure from the general public is no longer great, a matter apparently aided and abetted by leading opinion polls conducted by
SAK [Central Organization of Finnish Trade Unions]. Their questions first describe the awful things that will supposedly happen
if the new nuclear power station is not built. The final question is:
“Do you agree with building the new nuclear power plant?”, and
lo and behold, the majority has responded in the affirmative. I’m
pretty sure that the opinion polls would have returned the opposite
result if the question had been: “If Finland meets the Kyoto target
without a new nuclear power station, your family’s cost of living in
2010 may be 3–4 euros a month higher than if the nuclear plant is
built. Are you willing to pay this price?”
Perhaps fear has had a greater impact on the nuclear power voting than I had realized. In 1993, I understood that Parliament had
not only said ‘no’ to nuclear power, but also ‘yes’ to the renewables,
conservation, gas. But maybe the decisive parliamentary majority at
the time was produced by fear of nuclear accident. This spring, the
decisive factor appears to have been fear of the Russians. In 1993,
only seven years had passed since the Chernobyl explosion, now it
is sixteen.

Thursday 23 May 2002
After the official Cabinet meeting Lipponen asked the ministers to
stay. He said that tomorrow we will ‘slap in our votes’ on nuclear
power, and subsequently will have to live with the result. He had
learned that if the new nuclear plant is approved, the Green Party
will reconsider its position in the Government. No discussions had
taken place on allocating the Greens’ place, and will not take place
until the Greens have made their own decision. Lipponen ended by
expressing his wish that the Greens would continue in the Government.
A generally super-correct female MP suggested in the Parliament
café: “Perhaps we ought to infuse the Parliament’s meat dish with
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salmonella, the rate of accuracy on target would probably be pretty
good.”

Friday 24 May 2002
During the Presidential session, Tarja Halonen confirmed ratification of the Kyoto Protocol. I just made it to experience this moment
as minister.
Two reporters, one from the newspaper Aamulehti, the other from
TV2, followed me around today like sharks tracking a ship. The TV2
reporter wanted to film me cycling after the Presidential session
from Government Palace towards Parliament House.
Before the vote, I attended the Foreign Affairs Committee presenting an issue linked with development cooperation. Both myself
and committee members may have had problems concentrating. In
the middle of it all I was handed a note saying that the Prime Minister wants me to call at once. I excused myself and departed through
a side door into the corridor. The reporter from Aamulehti came to
earwig, I shooed him away. Lipponen said that he had heard that I
intended to make an announcement about some ‘personal decision’
after the nuclear power vote. “No, no,” I exclaimed, and explained
that after the vote I only intended to disclose my opinion of whether
the Greens should resign from the Government. “Do think carefully
about what you do,” Lipponen said.
On the way to the Session Hall, Ulla Anttila, the Greens’ representative on the Foreign Affairs Committee, laughed that she had
spotted the light flashing on my communicator. Ulla had whispered
to the colleague sitting next to her: “Paavo wants to talk to Satu.”
I hadn’t noticed the flashing light myself, and a moment later I received the note.
Setting foot in the Hall felt like the last judgment. Most of the
Members of Parliament were sporting flowers in their lapels; the annual ‘blitz’ of horticultural producers was under way in the House.
I didn’t feel inclined to adorn my person with flowers before the
vote.
I focused on keeping my face looking calm. The vote result was
107-92 in favour of nuclear power. After President Kekkonen’s Exceptive Law in 1973, this was the first time that all the members were
present. Inkeri Kerola, a member from the Centre Party, announced
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that she had pressed the wrong button and voted ‘no’ by mistake,
although she intended to vote for nuclear power.
Since 1993, the figures had turned roughly on their head, as in that
year, 107 voted against nuclear power. A campaign was launched
immediately to revoke that decision. We cannot do the same, this
decision cannot be revoked.
I whispered to Osmo that the rumour spread by reporters about
my ‘personal decision’ had also reached Lipponen’s ears. Osmo admitted, embarrassed, that he had heard the rumour from reporters
himself and called Lipponen, instead of checking with me first.
All of us women of the Green parliamentary group hugged each
other. We felt that we had done all we could, and could demand no
more of ourselves.
I walked through the rear door of the Session Hall into the Hall of
State, which was milling with reporters. For about an hour, I fielded
questions in Finnish, Swedish and English. I said that the decision
was so clearly contrary to sustainable development that in my view
the Greens could not continue in Government. At Lipponen and
Mönkäre’s press conference, Lipponen had said that he didn’t want
the Government to lose a good Minister of the Environment. When
a reporter repeated Lipponen’s praise, I felt like I was about to cry.
I had a moment to go to the café, bought an espresso and a chocolate cake. Then I had to go to a meeting of the Grand Committee
to brief on the inofficial meeting of EU environment ministers to
be held in Mallorca on Sunday, which I can’t attend because of the
party conference, and next week’s meeting of the EU Development
Council. While we were waiting our turn, I said to the civil servants
present that it looked like the Greens would resign from the Government. They looked sad, and we hugged.
The Green parliamentary group met, because Lipponen wanted
to come and talk to us. Once more, he praised the Greens as a Government party and me as Minister. After a few of the group members had spoken, Lipponen uttered, looking glum: “It would seem
that you have already decided.” We told him that our experience of
working in the Government had been mainly positive for us, but after this decision it was impossible for us to continue. The discussion
ended on a surprisingly warm note.
And then a plane to Jyväskylä and the party conference. At the
evening reception organized by the City, the Mayor appealed to us:
“Don’t leave the Government. Finland needs you.” While walking to
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the hotel I called my brother. He wondered why the winners didn’t
look happy on TV, but guilty. Once I got into bed, I felt that a billion
little muscles were starting to release the tensions that had accumulated because of the fiendish schedules of three ministerial years.

Saturday 25 May 2002
In the morning I spoke to dad on the phone. Dad, who supports nuclear power, but also thinks of technological development, told me
that he had had a discussion at one of his gentlemen’s clubs about
the lack of common sense, when a certain big paper mill uses more
electricity than the city of Tampere, and more water than the city of
Jyväskylä. The mill grinds wood into a powder, which is initially
mixed into the water at a rate of about 2%. In the end the paper contains 2% water and 98% wood fibre. Would it be in order to employ
common sense, too?
Many papers quote yesterday’s Talouselämä leader page: “Once
again, the nuclear power debaters were on most shaky ground
when they tried to wear the hats of the opposite party. When sworn
opponents of nuclear power sought their main arguments in hard
economic facts or defendants of nuclear power from ethics, they
sounded false.” Throughout the spring, we were much maligned by
the press because we hadn’t offered an alternative. In my opinion
we had, but it didn’t get through very well. Now I know why, the
alternative was ‘false’.
Osmo made the statement right in the opening speech of the party conference that it was clear the Greens would leave the Government. He said it so there wouldn’t be any conflict over the issue on
the opening day of the conference. The feelings of party officials are
absolutely clear.
I was presented with flowers to say thanks for the nuclear power
fight, together with Tarja Parviainen. Tarja is a member of the parliamentary group secretariat and has been an invaluable data bank
for us all. I was surprised. I had wondered beforehand whether accusations would start after possible defeat and whether I would be
nominated as the guilty party.
During the evening get-together, we nine women of the parliamentary group sat together at a table for a long time, which of course
was discourteous towards the others. Irina said that to her, on TV
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yesterday Lipponen and Mönkäre had looked like an old pair of
doctors who had been murdering rich pensioners for decades in the
hope of getting their hands on their cash, and had just been caught.
Irina’s other topics were even more coarse. We laughed ourselves
silly. That was just what we needed.
A few political reporters tried, seemingly quite genuinely, to talk
us round to stay in the Government. At least one of them said that
he was sincerely worried about what will happen to the Greens if
we move over to the opposition.

Sunday 26 May 2002
I sent Jukka a birthday greeting by text message from the conference.
As had seemed inevitable in advance, the joint meeting of the party council and the parliamentary group that met after the conference
decided that the Greens would resign the Government. However,
almost everybody wanted to speak and so the meeting took quite a
long time. The reporters waited outside nervously, wondering what
was keeping us.
The cameraman from Ajankohtainen kakkonen gave me a lift to
Tampere. In our garden in Pispala, the tulips were in full bloom.
I poured myself a glass of whisky. Jukka turned on the TV. There
was a hilarious Indiana Jones film on. I never knew that the Indiana
Jones films are full of such over-the-top action that they are very
funny.
“I received a strange text message,” Jukka said and showed me
the text I’d sent. “Oh no, it’s not your birthday, it’s our wedding anniversary,” I exclaimed.
I remembered in bed: “Oh yes, happy anniversary.” “It was yesterday,” Jukka said. The time was 00.01.

Monday 27 May 2002
Ever since Saturday, I’ve felt relieved, I feel as free as a bird. They
said it showed in my face on this morning’s breakfast TV.
As I stepped in through the door of the Ministry, I admit I was
struck by melancholy, I almost wanted to weep. I felt as if many
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people were looking at me accusingly: you Judas. However, the first
thing I did was sign my resignation, in accordance with the party
decision.
I went back home to Tampere for the night. At Helsinki railway
station, I saw a university chancellor I knew. He expressed his surprise at the marked gender distribution of the nuclear power vote
and his disapproval of the explanation that women worry about life
and think of future generations. “Don’t men think about life, then?”
he asked.

Tuesday 28 May 2002
I took part in a debate on ‘Radio Finland’, the English service of the
Finnish National Broadcasting Company. I said that if the supporters of nuclear power are now consistent, they will stop importing
electricity from Russia, which they have seen as such an evil in Parliament. Minister Kimmo Sasi said that of course these imports can’t
be stopped. I didn’t think they would.

Wednesday 29 May 2002
My time has gone mainly in giving interviews and sorting out my
papers. Interviews with foreign reporters have clearly shown that
the Finnish Greens would have become the international eco-label
of nuclear power, if we had stayed in the Government.
We had farewell glasses of bubbly both at the Department of Development Cooperation and at the Ministry of the Environment.
Particularly at the latter, the atmosphere was sad, we shook hands
and hugged and some people had a tear in their eyes. We’ve been
through some wringers together. The Permanent Secretary, Sirkka
Hautojärvi, expressed her thanks in her speech that I hadn’t interfered in minor issues. I was surprised, as I’d had more than enough
to do with major issues.
I found an email from Frank Loy, the United States chief negotiator for global environmental issues under the Clinton administration. He said that he can’t take sides in the nuclear power issue, but
was sorry that my time as a minister was at an end, as I had been ‘a
thoughtful leader’. I could almost become big-headed. I met Frank
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Loy in New York having been Minister for all of a week. The glint in
the eye of this grey-haired gentleman behind his bottle glasses was
somehow such that I was bold enough to tell him about my first introduction to his country. In the August of 1983, I walked from New
York to Washington together with a hundred other Nordic women.
We were protesting against the planned positioning of new nuclear
missiles in Europe. Loy was not shocked.
I’ve been amused by all the media now opining that we must find
a competent politician for the position of new Minister for the Environment. Only a minute ago I was a total fool according to the papers. After Lipponen’s praise, it’s suddenly a well-known fact that I
have been a competent minister, internationally esteemed. It almost
feels like in some inexplicable way I’m leaving the Government as a
winner after all.
Before my resignation became effective, I wanted to tell Lipponen a couple of things. A meeting was booked for us in Parliament
House. I had to wait over an hour, because the chairmen of the remaining Government parties were arguing over how to divide my
portfolio. While waiting in the corridor among a group of reporters,
I thought how funny it was that our departure has caused a greater
dilemma than we had envisaged.
After the negotiation ended, Lipponen was in a hurry, but agreed
to allow me five minutes. I quickly explained the two things to him
and finally thanked him, as he has been a good Prime Minister in
my opinion, which I have also said in public. He looked touched
and hugged me.
In the evening, I invited the special advisers and secretaries for
supper.

Thursday 30 May 2002
The EU Development Cooperation Council in Brussels. My last service for this Government. Before my return flight left, I heard that
Suvi Linden, Minister of Culture, had announced her resignation in
Parliament during Ministers’ Questions, due to the furore created
by the subsidy she had granted to a golf course in Oulu. This turned
out to be a real week of ministerial changeovers.
As I got on the plane, I thought that this may be the last time I see
Brussels from the air. I felt no regrets.
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Friday 31 May 2002
At the session started at eleven o’clock, the President accepted my
resignation. I took a bouquet of flowers to the transport office at Parliament House. I walked round to the Ministry of the Environment
to hand over the keys, and some flowers to a few people there too.
Jouni Backman, the new Minister of the Enviroment, must go off
immediately this evening to Indonesia for a week to a ministerial
meeting. I’m glad I don’t have to go. If I had continued as Minister,
I don’t know when I would have had time to get an outfit for my
daughter’s wedding next Saturday. Now I’ll have time to go shopping.
Clearing my office was left unfinished. I let the office assistants
pack the rest in boxes, I’ll sort through the rest of the papers in my
parliamentary office.
When I got home to Tampere, Jukka handed me a bottle of whisky, 16-year-old Lagavulin.
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June.
Summer.

Saturday 1 June 2002
Tiina Kivinen, secretary of our parliamentary group, was celebrating her matriculation and I came to Helsinki for it. Tiina has studied
for the baccalaureate in night school, which is an achievement worthy of some respect, alongside a job like this. Katariina and Taina
were also there. It felt strange that I will not see them daily any
more. They have both been among my closest colleagues for around
ten years, and both have been treasures worth their weight in gold.
As advisers, they have conducted thousands of negotiations on my
behalf, prepared speeches, obtained information, maintained contacts here, there and everywhere. Among other things, they have
saved me from many a disaster. Taina said that she was off climbing
on the Kilimanjaro.
Jukka came to Helsinki quite late. We didn’t get to the island until
just before midnight. We were received by the scented, soft, dusky
summer’s night. A red glow hung on the horizon. Little white star
flowers of chickweed wintergreen lined the path to the cabin.
I don’t know if I have been at all cured of the disease of being
strong. I’m not sure if I have remembered to be grateful for every
day. But I’m ludicrously happy that it is summer.
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Epilogue

Much has happened since May 2002. The picture of Kyoto and nuclear power in Finland now looks very different.
Prior to the vote on nuclear power in the Finnish Parliament there
were rumours that industry leaders were saying “when Kalle (Kyoto) has done his job, we let him go”. With this they meant that Kyoto
was being used as an argument for nuclear power, but as soon as the
vote is over the climate treaty will be forgotten.
Indeed, after the vote on nuclear power the industry lobbyists
were very quick to accuse Kyoto of being very bad and unfair for
their industry. The following strongly worded message was reported in the press in big headlines; ´the overly strict emission limit for Finland is killing our industry, the cleanest industry in the world. Two Green
ministers, Pekka Haavisto and Satu Hassi have, in their green enthusiasm
negotiated a limit which is far too restrictive for our small country’.
Industry lobbyists, supported by some trade union leaders demanded that Finland should opt out of Kyoto. This campaign was
linked to the EU directive on carbon dioxide emissions trading,
which was due to begin in 2005 and which would set the first CO2
emission limits for power production and other energy intensive industries. The companies wanted inflated emission quotas, and they
succeeded. When the first emission statistics were published, it became apparent that Finland was among the countries with biggest
overallocation for the industry.
For several years it was a widely shared opinion in Finland that
Kyoto was killing our industry and the culprit for this disaster was
Satu Hassi. This was reported at least once a week in some newspaper somewhere in the country. Only the Stern report on climate
change and economy, published in 2006, put a stop to this.
The story of the new nuclear power station has been a sad story
of scandals and delays.
The power company TVO chose the European Pressurized Water
Reactor, or EPR, produced by the German company Siemens and
French company Areva. Olkiluoto 3 was going to be the biggest
nuclear reactor ever built, with an electric output of 1 600 MW. The
construction started in 2005 and the power plant was expected to be
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operational by the first half of 2009.
Many experts said that it was unrealistic to build a world record
reactor in world record time.
Soon problems emerged, with respect to both quality and the time
schedule. In late 2005 TVO announced a delay of 6 months. In February 2006 it was reported that the concrete cast for the foundation
of the power station was too porous. This was a total shock in Finland where people put a lot of trust in our engineers. One scandal
followed another; the manufacturing of the containment had been
given to a Polish company which did not have adequate technology
or experience to manufacture major components of nuclear power
stations; the main water pipes to the reactor had to be manufactured
anew, because the Indian engineering company responsible for the
design did not take into account the big temperature differences
between Finnish winter and summer, and so the scandals continued…
The Finnish nuclear and radiation safety authority, STUK, published a very critical report of the quality and safety problems in
the construction of Olkiluoto 3 in July 2006. An English translation is available in the webpage www.stuk.fi/ydinturvallisuus/
ydinvoimalaitokset/suomen_ydinvoimalaitokset/en_GB/olkiluoto3/ (under “investigation report-pdf”). Over 1000 quality deviations were identified.
New delays have been announced practically every year. In late
2005 the delay was a half year, the next year it was one year, the year
after it was 2 years. In October 2008 TVO announced that the delay
would be 3 years.
The power plant has been sold as a turn key project with a fixed
price of €3.2bn. In autumn 2007 Areva said that they would not
continue to pay for the delay alone, TVO must participate. TVO refused, saying that the contract is very clear. After the announcement
of a delay of 3 years, the companies once again began accusing each
other in public. The figures mentioned in the press for the price of
the delay vary between €1.5–3bn, depending on what is counted,
solely the cost of construction, or also the cost of the alternative
way to achieve the emission reductions which were expected to be
achieved by this nuclear power station.
The Finnish trade union of construction workers has protested
against the French construction company Bouygues, for irregularities in payments to the workers.
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In October 2008 STUK expressed their frustration over the fact
that the state authority has had to intervene too often, because both
Areva and TVO have failed to take care of the quality control aspects of construction.
As this book goes to print, it is quite clear that Olkiluoto 3 will
not help in meeting the Finnish Kyoto target. Unfortunately it has
delayed national policies to promote renewable energy technology
by several years. Finland is one of the very few countries in the EU
which still does not have a feed in tariff to encourage investments
in renewable energy, nor a mandatory “green” electricity quota for
power companies.
I was elected to the European Parliament in 2004 and I enjoy my
current work there. No sign of cancer has been found following
treatment, the latest check was in May 2005. Meanwhile, I have become a grandmother.
Satu Hassi, December 2008
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