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  Chapter 1


  Today they had selected an Indian restaurant near Fridhemsplan, one of their favourites. One of the characteristics they shared was a passion for foreign dishes. Jonte, who spent two holidays a year in Thailand, loved Thai food. Matte, often called the Linux Cowboy, or just Cowboy, said he could eat sushi five days a week. Tomas, a dark-haired adonis from the Maldives, with an undeserved reputation as a ladies' man as he was totally faithful to his Croatian girlfriend, was a true gourmet with a leaning towards French cuisine. Lennart himself was particularly partial to all types of oriental food, from India and all points eastward.


  Today he had bravely ordered a vindaloo, which had exceeded his expectations, and half way through the meal he stopped a passing waiter.


  “Tanda panee lao mehebani,” he said.


  The waiter shook his head from side to side in the Indian equivalent of a nod and smiled at him.


  “Ji,” he said and went away.


  “What was all that about, Lennart?” asked Nils.


  “So teach us a few words of Mandarin. How do you say “hello” or “good day”?”


  “Nǐhǎo,” said Nancy, and helped them to say the word correctly.


  “How about “thank you”, and “goodbye”?” asked Tomas.


  “Thank you is zhìxiè and goodbye is zàijiàn. It really means “see you later”.”
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