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Päss the punk, Remm the BMW enthusiast 
who spends most of his time in the garage, 
and Pontu, whose curiosity leans towards 
the furry world, form a vibrant trio of friends. 
They may not fit neatly in with everyone else, 
yet together they are inseparable — always 
ready to stand by one another.

Now they are preparing for a long journey to 
visit Remm’s girlfriend. Päss’s father gives his 
blessing, but sets them a challenge: they can 
earn a hundred euros if they leave all their 
smart devices at home. The boys accept, 
and so begins a delightfully disorderly road 
trip filled with close shaves and unexpected 
turns — from dodging gunfire to meeting a 
bear, with a few low spirits along the way, but 
twice as much laughter to make up for it. And 
through it all they grapple with that age-old 
puzzle: why are girls so difficult to figure out?
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You’ve Got 24 Hours: Excerpt

[pp. 7–14]

The roar of BM racing up to the bus stop could be heard long before he arrived. His 
car’s RPM dial was in the red, the tires squealed and smoked, and the speedometer 
showed a number far above the limit. The bass thumped so loud that his license plate 
rattled on the rear hatch. The car itself, on the other hand, was showy and well-kept. 
Sleek black, freshly washed, and waxed. BM no doubt cared just as much about 
appearances as Bar did.
	 BM and Bar were friends. Although it might seem strange, they’d been pals 
since they were kids and nothing could break their bond. Not even the fact that Bar’s 
friend turned into a gearhead while he himself became a headbanger. At least that’s 
what jokingly called themselves. BM’s real name was Bert, but as BMWs evolved into 
an obsession and incurable disease, it didn’t take long for him to gain a nickname 
closer to the automaker. BM was a car fanatic. He tinkered with his own day and 
night, only taking breaks to go to work because he was 18 and had to live a real life. 
That didn’t always turn out perfectly, of course, though it didn’t keep him from trying 
over and over again. Persistence was his virtue.
	 The black German steed with lowered suspension stopped right in front of Bar 
at the bus stop.
	 “Get in!” BM yelled above the thumping bass.
	 He did.
	 “So, we’re going to my girlfriend’s place, k?” BM shouted. One hand adjusted 
the medallion that hung from a thick silver chain around his neck while the other, 
closed in a fist at the end of a tanned arm, remained draped over the wheel. He wore 
a couple massive rings on his fingers. Given that it was summer, BM wasn’t wearing 
his usual track suit but an ordinary white tank top, basketball shorts of a certain 
well-known brand, and flip-flops. That was enough. He probably had dark hair, as 
his eyebrows were dark. He also had an athletic build and a nice smile for dazzling 
the girls. Although Bar was the younger of the two, he was still a little taller than his 
friend.
	 “You mean the one who dumped you?” Bar asked.
	 “No, dickhead! She didn’t dump me; we just need to talk. These long-distance 
relationships are total bullshit!”
	 “And you’re hoping that if you suddenly show up way out there in the 
boondocks, she’ll run up to meet you with open arms?”
	 “Yeah! Just got to use the right words. And strategy is everything! I already sent 
her a couple warm-up texts, so to say,” BM explained.
	 “What’d she reply?” Bar asked.
	 “Told me to fuck off, but I guess she’s still just pissed. Fuck!” 
	 BM’s relationship was rocky because outside of his job, he spent all his time 
(and money, unfortunately) on tuning his car. They’d met sometime earlier that 
summer. Or had they? Who could remember, exactly. Still, he was head-over-heels in 
love. BM had even cut back on smoking. He said he couldn’t get below a pack a day 
but love still works miracles.
	 “Why does your car have foreign plates?” Bar asked.
	 “Why not? And for tax reasons, mainly,” BM replied. “So, right now we’re going 
to pay your parents a visit first and tell them what’s up. I can’t go without you, man! 
We’ll have ourselves a nice little road trip,” he added over the music. 
	 “And Sparky, too!” Bar yelled.
	 “Fucking right Sparky comes with! How can we go without him!?” 
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	 BM put the car into gear.
	 “Now, check out the way this beauty rides. Stage one chip. Installed it myself. 
She’ll rocket to the Moon!”
	 Bam had ridden in BM’s car before; it got faster and more powerful with every 
year. Today, the laws of physics pressed the punk so deep into his seat as the BMW 
sped off that his mohawk was smushed against the headrest. He tried to shift into a 
better position, but the acceleration was so intense that he gave up on the second try. 
The squealing of tires and a cloud of smoke (was it from rubber or engine oil?) trailed 
them for a while before they came to an intersection and had to slow down. Contrary 
to Bar’s hopes that the drive would resume at a speed suitable to his life-insurance 
provider, BM whipped the German iron horse so cockily on the turn that first one side 
of the car slid forward, then the other, then the first again, and the tire-squealing rally 
continued until the next intersection forced them to decelerate. That, of course, was 
only to give BM another chance to show off his driving skills and his car’s capabilities. 
This continued until they arrived at a modern, nice-looking suburban apartment 
building surrounded by a low hedge.
	 The car braked sharply and Bar was now flung forward, held back only by his 
taut seatbelt. His sweaty back made a smacking sound as it unstuck from the leather 
upholstery.
	 “Fuckin’ right, yeah?” BM crowed as he turned off the engine and shot Bar a 
triumphant grin. 
	 “I think I pissed myself a little,” the boy replied, well aware of his friend’s 
extreme perfectionism when it came to cleanliness inside his car and the care of its 
leather seats.
	 “God damn it! Get out of here!” BM howled before he noticed Bar’s teasing 
grin and the way he released his seatbelt calmly and unhurriedly. 
	 Here, it’s worth taking a little break from the story to comment on BM’s 
vocabulary and manner of expression. His sentences were made up mostly of words 
in several different languages that refer to a person’s or animal’s reproductive organs, 
various methods of reproduction itself, and sounds that imitate them. BM’s remarks 
would be extremely brief if he ever cut out those components. Swear words gave him 
time to think of what he wanted to say next, which meant his profanities sometimes 
stretched out for ages before the actual thought crossed his lips. BM did try to 
restrain himself when necessary, so Bar wasn’t especially worried. They were going to 
his house now to talk to his parents about a very important thing. In the interests of 
decency, I’ll leave out most of BM’s favorite words from this point forward, which also 
means his comments will be shorter and more to the point (though you can never 
be 100% sure about anything). That being said, I’m putting that promise on hold for 
certain reasons while the boys meet Bar’s parents.
	 “Wait,” BM said, grabbing the back of Bar’s shirt just as he was about to get 
out of the car. “Here’s how we play it: I’m an adult now and will be responsible for 
everything. It’s all under control. We’ll just talk your parents into it and go.”
	 “Okay, but choose your words wisely!” Bar scolded and got out of his seat.
	 BM opened his door and exited the sporty vehicle, too.
	 “You know I can when I put my mind to it!”
	 A bizarre creature emerged from behind the building. It wouldn’t have seemed 
so out of place if Halloween were just around the corner, but given that they were in 
the dog days of summer, the sight would give anyone cause to stop and scratch their 
heads. Not Bar and BM, though.
	 “Hey!” Bar called out with a wave.
	 “Yo,” BM said, raising his hand in greeting.
	 The hairy figure strolled up to them. Those hairs waving fluffily in the gentle 
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summer breeze weren’t the creature’s own, however, but part of a curly animal 
costume. A big head piece replaced any human face. On a dusky evening, it could 
easily be taken for a somewhat larger breed of dog that’d run off from its owner.
	 “Howdy!” the creature replied to its friends.
	 “Good to see you, Sparky!” Bar said, playfully scratching him between the long 
ears poking out of the fursuit.
	 “So, nobody’s hauled you off to the pound yet!” BM quipped with a smirk.
	 Sparky growled softly.
	 “Sparky” was actually Matt. And Matt was a furry. Or at least he had an interest 
in the culture.
	 “I’m furry-curious,” Matt a.k.a. Sparky liked to say about himself. 
	 And it was true: although he hadn’t adopted every aspect of the subculture, 
he’d started to enjoy wearing a dog costume when he realized that people’s behavior 
towards him was much friendlier when he dressed that way. They smiled. Some 
would jeer, of course, while others had a mental debate with their moral ego. 
	 Sparky was gray with a white chest and a white stripe running from his snout 
up between his ears. Those ears were perky, but his tail drooped. The paws were 
great: big and slightly clumsy. Overall, the fursuit made him look like a cute pet, 
maybe even a puppy, whom you could never say no to.
	 The three formed an outlandish and unusual gang of friends. Bar and Sparky 
had been in the same preschool group. BM was one year older and in another, but 
they often ended up playing together outside. Later, BM and Bar happened to join 
the same judo club where a one-year age gap didn’t really matter much anymore. 
They also went to the same grade school. BM attended a different high school, but 
they stayed friends all the same. Sparky and Bar were classmates. Finding each other 
was relatively easy because they were both outsiders, and they stayed close pals ever 
since. To put it short, the three had been buddies since they were kids and the fact 
that one was a little one way, another another, and the third totally different from the 
first two had zero effect on their friendship.
	 “I’m delighted that you invited me along,” Sparky panted.
	 “Don’t mention it,” BM replied.
	 “I mean to that girl’s place. That is where we’re going, right?”
	 BM nodded.
	 “Way out there to the boondocks?”
 	 BM nodded.
	 “To see the one who dumped you?”
	 BM shook his fist at Sparky.
	 “Are you really sure she’ll agree to have us, though?”
	 “She didn’t dump me! Jesus! We’re kind of on a break but everything’s going to 
be just… real soon… in no time, okay? And by the time we get there, she’ll have totally 
forgotten the whole thing anyway,” BM irritably explained.
	 “Forgotten. The restraining order, too?” Sparky asked.
	 “There never was one! Fuck! That was just a threat. She’s totally cool, I’m 
telling you,” BM yelled. 
	 “Well, she may be cool, but does she still think you’re cool, too?” Bar asked, 
grinning.
	 “You can just fuck…! Come on, let’s go. You’re going to make me blow my 
stack!” BM growled.
	 Giggling and jostling one another, the three walked towards the front door of 
Bar’s apartment building.


