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Περίληψη

Ο Χάριτος οδηγεί την Αδριανη στο σπίτι του 
Kαταρίνα. Κατά τη διάρκεια της κίνησης 
συζητούν την κυκλοφορία και ότι οι 
άνθρωποι δεν βγαίνουν εξαιτίας 
οικονομικών προβλημάτων. Μετά  ο Χάριτος 
πάει με τον Φανή για να μιλήσει με τον 
Τσολάκη. Ο Τσολάκης είναι πλούσιος 
άνθρωπος που κατέχει αρκετά ξενοδοχεία 
και ήταν αθλητής Ολυμπιακής. Πιάστηκε με 
στεροειδή που βλάπτουν το ήπαρ και την 
καρδιά του. Έχει πληροφορίες σχετικά με 
την κατονομαζόμενη. Λέει στον Χάριτο ότι η 
Ζησιμόπολος ασχολήθηκε με τη 
νομιμοποίηση εσόδων από παράνομες 
δραστηριότητες με τη χρήση λογαριασμού 
off shore. Ο Τσολάκης υποδηλώνει ότι η 
δολοφονία του Ζησιμόπολου προκλήθηκε 
από μια ομάδα οργανωμένου εγκλήματος 
που εμπλέκεται στη νομιμοποίηση εσόδων 
από παράνομες δραστηριότητες.

Haritos drives Adrianna to Katerina's 
house. During the drive, they discuss 
the traffic and the face that people 
don’t go out because of economic 
hardship. After, Haritos goes with 
Fanis to talk to a man named 
Tsolakis. Tsolakis is a rich man who 
owns several hotels and was an 
Olympic athlete. He was caught using 
steroids which damaged his liver and 
heart. He has information about 
Ζisimopolos. He tells Haritos that 
Ζisimopolos was involved in money 
laundering using an off-shore 
account. Tsolakis implies that the 
murder of Zisimopolos was caused by 
an organized crime group involved in 
the money laundering. 



Τέλειες Φράσεις
• εκείνη απουσιάζει - she is missing/ absent

• Φροντιστήριο - cram school

• χαμηλών τόνων - lowkey

• είναι παρά φύση - it isn’t natural / goes against nature

• Ντοπάρισμαι - to dope / take steroids

• Οι κακές γλώσσες - the bad tongues (malicious gossipers)

• στοργικη αυστηροτητα - rigorous/paternal strictness

• Καρφωμένα - nailed to / stuck to

• από προσωπική πείρα - from personal experience

• τις σκοτεινές πλευρές- dark sides

• ξέπλυμα χρήματος - money laundering

• θυμοσοφικές κοτσάνες - philosophical nonsense



I go by the house, in order to take Adriana and leave her at 
Katerina’s. After, Fanis and I will continue for the house of 
Harry Tsolakis, who lives in Politeia. The time is 8:00, with 
the thermometer showing 29°C, but the traffic of the roads 
are reminiscent of Sunday night in January after the 
holidays.



“The people are gathered in their homes” comments
Adriana. 
“First, because gas got expensive and second, because 
they don’t have enough money to go out. At most, for a cup 
of coffee, and that is in the afternoon.”



In difficult times, Adriana doesn’t resort to despair, but to 
philosophy. “It doesn’t matter, their houses are not leaking 
water, let them stay inside a little,” she comments. “Moreover, 
it is no longer necessary to put a wet cloth on their forehead, 
like my mother did. Now, we all have air conditioning.”



We arrive from Pangrati at the house of Katerina within a 
quarter of an hour. I go up with Adriana in order to give a kiss 
to my daughter, but she is absent. 



“Well, she didn’t tell you?” Fanis wonders.
“What is there to tell us?”
“She found courses in a cram school for prospective law 
students, and goes to 2, two-hour course a week.” He looks at
his watch. “It is likely she should be coming any minute now.



We leave Adriana at the house to wait for Katerina and I start 
out with Fanis for Politeia. He tells me to go down 
Themistokleous street and take Democracy boulevard in order 
to come out on Kisfisia boulevard, just above the Lighthouse 
of Psihiko. The traffic on Kisfisia boulevard is denser than on 
Mediterranean Blvd, but still more low-key than normal.



“Tell me some things about Tsolakis, so that I have an image.” 
I say to Fanis. “I know that he has a chain of hotels, beyond 
that nothing.”
“Correct. His history is missing to you, as we doctors say.” He 
told me, chuckling. "The name Tsolakis doesn’t mean anything 
to you?”



“No. Should it?”
He doesn’t answer directly. “Tsolakis has a lot of money. 
However, he didn’t make it from the hotels, but from athletics. 
His athletics both gave him property and destroyed his 
health.”
My mind went directly there where the mind of every 
uninformed person would go. “What happened? Did he play 
soccer?” I ask Fanis.



“No, he was a track athlete. He ran the 800 meters. He won one
race after the other and he was leaving the African Americans, 
the Moroccans, and the Kenyans in his dust. After every race, 
the number of those who were saying that it is against nature 
and that Tsolakis was doping increased. Only we were 
boasting and whistling indifferently.”



“And?”
“You see him as he is now? He is the result of going against 
nature.”
“That is?”
“They finally caught him in the 2000 Sydney Olympics. They 
excluded him from all the events. He then declared that he was 
stopping athletics.”



“And how did he make the money? Running?”
“Yes, from sports sponsorships which he advertised, and the 
amounts are enormous. But there is also something else which we 
will never learn.”
“What?”



“Tsolakis and his coach have never spoken out. They did not 
say which lab supplied then the anabolic steroids. The bad 
tongues say that the lab bought their silence at great expense. 
However, the steroids must have been megaton bombs, 
because his liver is a disaster, and his heart is a miracle that it
still goes. The doctors are betting on now many years they will 
stay going for him.”



By the time Fanis gives me the history of Tsolakis, I have reached 
the height of Diliyianni. I take it right to Gounari and from there, I 
fall upon Euralis. The house is two floors with a big garden and a 
front-facing veranda. Harry Tsolakis is sitting on the veranda in 
his wheelchair and waits for us to climb the marble stairs, to 
welcome us.



“Welcome” he says to us. First, he shakes our hands and next 
shows us two of the four bamboo armchairs, that are closest to 
his chair. 
“You told me that one glass of whiskey is allowed” he tells Fanis 
and shows the glass on the table. 
“Yes, but only one. Don’t overdo it.” Fanis responds almost with 
affectionate strictness.



Tsolakis turns to me. “In the old days, when I ran, I did not put alcohol 
in my mouth. Now, I need a glass, but only at night. During the day, my 
sister comes, sometimes some company executives for business 
matters. In the evenings, I am usually alone, and my hours seem 
endless.”



He asks us what we will have. Fanis asks for a coffee, I am content with 
a glass of water. Tsolakis pushes a button on his wheelchair. 
Surprisingly, I find that the 2 arm rests of the chair have so many 
buttons as to recall the cockpit of an airplane. 



A muscular black man appears, who I had seen standing statuesque 
behind Tsolakis at the wedding reception. He has his gaze pinned on 
his boss. He does not pay any attention to us. He takes the order in 
English and retires. Tsolakis turns to me. 



“Fanis told me that you have taken on the murder of Nikita Zisimopolos, 
Officer. I know certain things about Zisimopolous which might be of 
interest to you. You will have learned certainly that Zisimopolos was a 
very competent banker.”
“Very competent and very cranky. I have learned that.”



Tsolakis smiles. “The crankiness is relative. With large depositors of 
the bank, he was dripping honey. I know it from personal experience. 
But the point is not there.”
I fall quiet and wait for him to tell me where the point is. I feel that I 
finally will learn something about Zisimopolos, which doesn’t have only 
to do with his character. 



“The biography of Zisimopolos is full of successes, Officer. Only that 
the successes each have their own dark-sides.” He makes a brief pause 
and adds with a look to Fanis. “As ministers have their secret funds, 
bankers have their secret companies. In the first case, it is unknown 
where the money goes, in the second case, it is unknown from where it 
came.”



“And from where did the money come for the development of the 
central bank?” I asked Tsolakis, while panic begins to overtake me, lest 
he tells me something and I don’t understand it correctly, because the 
economics which I know are sufficient, enough only for me to manage 
my salary. 



“Zisimopolos founded a small bank of investment, The Coordination 
and Investment Bank. Its headquarters is…”
“An offshore company” I interrupt him, with the certainty that even the 
cops know something of the offshore companies.



“No, its headquarters is in Vaduz, Liechtenstein. In Greece, it doesn't 
appear anywhere, it doesn’t even have a branch. All the big investments 
of the Central Bank abroad started with this investment company.” He 
assumes a teaching style and starts me in cram school. "And now the 
offshore companies are in the game, Officer. A large part of investment 
capital comes from offshore companies in Cyprus. And the others from 
the Cayman Islands.”



I begin to understand. “Money laundering.” 
He nods his head. “Exactly. Cypriot offshore companies manage 
primarily Russian capital. Those of the Cayman Islands, whatever you 
can imagine. I am telling you this because when money laundering 
comes into the picture, organized crime is hidden behind it. 
Consequently, it is not ruled out that that is hidden behind the 
Zisimopoulos murder. As you know, organized crime has evolved into 
the investment capital world since 1989.



I drink the water which the black man brought to me, so that I can take
in the information. Stathakos is looking for terrorism while the data that
Tsolakis gives me point to the mafia. 
“Where did you learn all of this?” I ask Tsolakis, more to satisfy my 
curiosity.



“When I was an athlete, I simultaneously studied economics. After, my 
athletic obligations were so many that I gave it up. Now, while I’m 
confined to this wheelchair, I took it up again. I also perfected my 
knowledge about computers. And when you know where to look on the 
internet, you learn so many things, Officer.”
“And what made you look?”



Tsolakis smiles. “Such a dramatic profit in such a short time is not 
natural, neither for individuals, nor for businesses, nor banks. When it 
happens, something suspicious is always hiding behind.”
“I thank you for your willingness to help me” I tell him when we get up. 
“You gave me information there where I didn’t expect it.”



“I’m glad that your time didn’t go wasted” is his polite response. 
“He wasn’t only an athlete, he also has a brain” I say to Fanis, while I 
start the Seat. 
“Even a good athlete needs a brain.” Fanis responds to me. “For you to 
win the races is not only a matter of competence, but it is also a matter 
of strategy. Especially in the middle distances, which the 800 meters 
is.”



I think how Lazaridis from the Economic Crimes department will be able 
to help me with the investment companies and offshore companies. 
“Did you wait a long time for Katerina?” I ask Adriana, when we get into 
the car for the return trip. 
“Bah, she came in less than a quarter of an hour". She makes a small
pause and adds. “The kids at the cram school are lucky.” 



“Its a good thing that you have trust in the competencies of our 
daughter” I tease her.
“It doesn’t happen every day that a professor with a doctorate gives
you a class in a cram school.”
“Nothing bad happens without the good” I comment, so that she 
doesn’t think that she has a monopoly on philosophical nonsense. 


