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Little Tove’s School Path

Tove Jansson was born in Helsinki in 1914. She spent her childhood in the eastern shore of the the 
inner city, Katajanokka. When Tove was young, the family moved to the artist’s home, Lallukka, to 
Etu-Töölö. Later, she got her own studio in Kaartinkaupunki. Helsinki appears in Tove’s works in 
many forms. The city is most often anonymous, but easily recognisable, particularly in the novels. 
Tove spent her summers in the archipelago and, therefore, Helsinki often occurs in her books, 
paintings and drawings in a wintery form - snowy, large, and dark.

The path

We prepared a walkable route to paraphrase Tove’s journey from home Luotsikatu to school 
Korkeavuorenkatu. On the way there are playgrounds and views that already were there back in the 
19�0s, when Tove herself walked these paths. 
We also see Tove’s father’s, the sculptor Viktor Jansson´s, fountains in Esplanade Park. They have 
been there since the 1940s. 
Halkolaituri, Svenska Teatern, The Observatory on Tähtitorninmäki and Tove’s art school Ateneum 
have also been marked on the map. We looked through Tove’s books and short stories to find 
snippets that would be suited for different places: quotes that tell of work, love and other emotions, 
as well as feelings from home and parks, skating rink and spring nights in the city.

1. Katajanokka - Luotsikatu 4

Luotsikatu 4 was Tove Jansson’s childhood home. It was Viktor Jansson’s and Signe Hammarsten 
Jansson’s studio and home in 1914-1933. From her childhood home, Tove got a lot of inspiration, 
and nearby parks offered excellent playgrounds. From time to time, Tove walked around the corner 
to tobacco-shop Signora to buy tobacco for her father.
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Katajanokka was typified by port operations throughout the 1900s. The dock area had storage 
buildings, warehouses and cargo ship loading operations. Katajanokka attracted artists - painters, 
musicians, and actors. The peninsula is close to the center, but still isolated from the downtown 
hustle and bustle. Before the Janssons, the Luotsikatu apartment was occupied by the artist Hugo 
Simberg.

We ever had a party in the studio, only in the living room. There are two high windows there 

which have a solemn-looking arch at the top and the whole of  Grandmother’s and Grandfather’s 

curly-grained suite with scrolls all over it is there. It reminds Mummy of  the house in the country 

where everything is just as it should be. 

At first she was worried about the suite and was cross because if  the cigarette burns and the 

marks left by glasses but by now she knows that it’s all a question of  patina. 

Mummy is very good about parties. She never puts everything on the table and she never invites 

people. She knows that the only thing that really creates the right atmosphere is improvisation. 

Improvisation is a beautiful word. Daddy has to go out and look for his pals. They might be 

anywhere at any time. Sometimes he doesn’t find anybody. But often he does. And then  they 

feel like going somewhere. One always lands up somewhere. That’s important.

Then someone says: Let’s look and see what we can find in the pantry. And one goes quietly 

to have a look and there’s lots there!. One finds expensive sausages and bottles and loaves 

of  bread an butter and cheese and even soda water and then one carries everything in and 

improvises something. Mummy has everything ready. 

Planting in Katajanokka park in 1907. Photo: Signe Brander, Helsinki City Museum.
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Actually soda water is dangerous. It gives one bubbles in the tummy and it can make one feel 

very sad. One should never mix things.   

Tove Janson

The Sculptor’s Daughter 1968: Parties

2. Uspenski Cathedral (The Tove Jansson’s park) - Kanavakatu 1

Katajanokka park, the harbour area, and the cliffs that surround the Uspenski Cathedral were Tove’s 
childhood playgrounds. The cathedral area repeatedly appears in a number of texts, paintings and 
pictures. 
In the painting Katajanokalta (from Katajanokka), Tove depicts the view from the Uspenski Cathedral 
in the early spring of 194�. At that time, Tove, however, lived in the Lallukka the artist’s home in 
Töölö, where the family had moved in the 1930s. 
In the book The Sculptor’s Daughter, Tove writes about the park and its bird cherry trees at the end 
of the Luotsikatu street. They picked bird cherry twigs for their mother’s birthday. They went to the 
park after dark so that the park keeper, the town council, or God, would not see branch thievery. In 
March �014, the Katajanokka park was renamed as Tove Jansson’s park.

Katajanokalta. © Moomin Characters TM
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Behind the russian church there is an abyss. The moss and the rubbish are slippery and jagged 

old tins glitter at the bottom. For hundreds of  years they have piled up higher and higher 

against a long dark red house without windows. The red house crawls round the rock and it is 

very significant that it has no windows. Behind the house is the harbour, a silent harbour with 

no boats in it. The little wooden door in the rock below the church is always locked. 

Hold your breath when you run past it, I told Sonny. Otherwise worms will come out and catch 

you. 

Sonny always has a cold. He can play the piano and holds his hands in front of  him as he were 

afraid of  being attacked or was apologizing to someone. I always scare him and he follows me 

because he wants to be scared. 

As soon as twilight comes, a great big creature creeps over the harbour. It has no face but has 

got very distinct hands which cover one island after another as it creeps forward. When there 

are no more islands left, it stretches its arm out over the water, a very long arm that trembles 

a little and begins to grope its way towards Katajanokka. Its fingers reach the Russian Church 

and touch the rock.

- Oh! Such a great big grey hand!

TJ

The Sculptor’s Daughter 1968: The Dark

Katajanokka park on the left and Luotsikatu ahead on the right in 1910. Photo: Nils Wasastjerna, Helsinki 
City Museum.
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The Park Keeper

In the book Moominsummer Madness, Snufkin faces a grumpy park keeper. The park keepers were 
a familiar sight at the parks in Helsinki. They stopped children from climbing trees and watched that 
no-one drove a bike, or built a hut, in a park. It was forbidden to walk a dog, and all ball games were 
banned, except in a field. The park keepers had an official cap, and some even wore a complete 
uniform.

To this park came Snufkin with Little My in his pocket. He crept silently along the fence, looking 

in at his old enemy, the Park Keeper. 

- What are you going to do him? asked Little My. Hang him, boil him, or stuff  him?

- Scare him! replied Snufkin and clenched his teeth around the pipe-stem. There’s only one 

person in the whole world whom I really dislike, and that’s the Park Keeper. I’m going to pull 

down all his notices about forbidden things.

Snufkin now rummaged in his knapsack and pulled out a large paper bag. It was full of  small 

glossy white seeds.

- What’s that? asked Little My.

- Hattifattener seed, answered Snufkin.

- Oh, said Little My, astonished. Do 

Hattifatteners come from seeds?

- They do, said Snufkin. But the 

important thing is: only if  the 

seeds are sown on Midsummer 

Eve. 

Tove Jansson

Moominsummer Madness 1954

The Park Keeper and Hattifatteners. 
© Moomin Characters TM
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3. Halkolaituri - Pohjoisranta

Halkolaituri (Log pier), where sailing ships once loaded their log loads, is located in Pohjoisranta. 
Later on, the pier was used by archipelago cruise ships. In summer, the families of Helsinki packed 
their travel trunks and left for their summer houses and villas in the archipelago. The pier was also 
used by a ship called Loviisa, with which the Jansson family traveled to the Pellinki archipelago in 
Porvoo. People usually returned to the city in the autumn when their children went back to school. In 
winter, an ice skating-rink was made next to the pier. The sea was always covered with ice in winter 
time, as the winters were cold in Helsinki. Skating-rink was made by sawing a loose ice area, which 
wasn’s attached to any other ice masses. This way, there did not come any cracks for the track, but 
it moved along the skaters.

I know what it is that’s the worst thing of  all. It’s the skating-rink. I have a six-sided skating 

badge sewn to my jumper. The key I use to tighten my skates is on a shoelace around my neck. 

When you go down onto the ice, the skating-rink looks like a little bracelet of  light far out in the 

darkness. The harbour is an ocean of  blue snow and loneliness and nasty fresh air.  

Sonny doesn’t skate because his ankles wobble, but I have to. Behind the rink lies the creeping 

creature and round the rink there is a rink of  black water. The water breathes at the edge of  the 

ice and moves gently, and sometimes it rises with a sigh and spreads out over the ice. When 

you are safely on the rink it isn’t dangerous any more, but you feel gloomy. 

Hundreds of  shadowy figures skate round and round, all in same direction, resolutely and 

pointlessly, and two freezing old men sit playing in the middle under a tarpaulin. They are 

Halkolaituri in Pohjoisranta in 1930. Photo: Foto Ross, Helsinki City Museum.
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playing “Ramona” and “I got out of  an evening but my old girl stays at home”. It is cold. Your 

nose runs, and when you wipe it you got icicles on your mittens. Your skates have to be fixed to 

your heels. There’s a little hole of  iron and it’s always full of  small stones. I pick them out with 

the key of  my of  my skates. And then there are the stiff  strap to thread through their holes. And 

then I go round with the others in order to get some fresh air and because the skating badge is 

very expensive. But there’s no one here to scare, everybody just skates faster, strange shadow 

making scrunching and squeaking noises as they pass. 

The lams sway to and from in the wind. If  they went out we should keep going round and round 

in the dark, and the music would play on and on and gradually the channel in the ice would get 

wider and wider, yawing and breathing more heavily, and the whole harbour would be black 

water with only an island of  ice on which we would go round and round for ever and ever 

amen.

Tove Jansson

The Sculptor’s Daughter 1968: The Dark

4. The Market Square

Toward the end of the 1�00s (in 1�93 to be exact), swing bridges were built across the Kolera-allas 
(Cholera pool) as well as the Katajanokka channel to Katajanokka. The swing bridge was part of 

Eteläsatama with Katajanokka in the background in 1910. Photo: Signe Brander, Helsinki City Museum.
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the railway track circulating the Helsinki peninsula. From the Katajanokka dock area, the route 
continued to Eteläsatama (the Southern Harbour) and Länsisatama (Western Harbour).
Tove’s school trip often took her over the swing bridge despite the fact that the bridge had been 
designed for trains only. Apart from the rail, the Market Square had bustling market activity. The area 
was full of stalls and sailboats anchored in the harbour. Salt herring, an important food in the dining 
tables in Helsinki, was bought in the autumn market. During summer, fresh vegetables, fruits, fish, 
as well as ice cream were sold in the Market Square.
Life in the streets was active. Particularly in the Market Square area, a lot of peasants came to sell 
their goods, the ladies and servants of Helsinki met in the bustle of the market place, and there were 
children playing in the streets, parks and yards. People travelled by foot. For longer journeys, horse-
drawn cabs were used. In the early 1900s, the first motorcars appeared in the street view.

The evening fog made   the harbour lights soft and dim, and from the front of  these flickering 

lights went past the boats and ships, all going out. Black sand barge and schooners, and 

sailboats, said Ellinor, they were like swan’s wings. There came to Stockholm ferry, high and 

radiant white and decorated with lights strips; slowly, slowly this beautiful ship of  joy glided 

out of  the harbour all the other boats around it…

Tove Jansson

The Dollhouse 1978: White Lady

Autumn market in Eteläsatama in 193�. Photo: Aarne Pietinen Oy, Helsinki City Museum.
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5. Aallottaria (Naiads) and Hei vaan (Hi there) in the Esplanade park - between the South and    
    the North Esplanade

On both sides of the stage at the east end of the Esplanade, facing the building called Kappeli (the 
Chapel), there is a statue: one of mermaids and the other of a fish. Aallottaria and Hei vaan are 
two of five Viktor Jansson’s fountain sculptures completed in 1940-1944. The statues were cast in 
bronze in 1940, but were not set in place until 194�. Helsinki commissioned the statues to beautify 
the pools of Kappeli Esplanade. During the war years, Viktor Jansson’s subjects often were speedy 
fish, mermaids and boys. This has been associated with the sculptor’s love for sea and fishing.  
Aallottaria depicts a mermaid and a twin-tailed Melusine playing on waves with a fish. The model 
for the larger mermaid was the sculptor’s daughter - Tove. The Aallottaria statue is also known as 
Leikki II (Play II). Hei vaan is a statue of a big fish and a little boy riding on its tail. Hei vaan is also 
called Vapaakyyti (Free Ride).
 

Mummy was at the Mint drawing. Daddy stood in front of  the modelling stand with his clay rag 

in his hands. He flung them onto the box of  the clay and swung the revolving chassis round so 

that it squeaked. Then he stepped backwards and looked. 

He swung the chassis again and stood looking for a long while. Then he went over to the window 

and looked down into the street. He moved a tin and went into the sitting-room and looked out 

of  that window. Then he went and fetched some water to water the ivy.

- - -

Daddy climbed down again and called Poppolino. He called in his kind and treacly voice that 

made me very cross. Now they were both in the studio. 

Poppolino was sitting on a plaster but close to the ceiling, gaping. Daddy stood below calling 

him enticingly. Then it happened again.

Poppolino started swinging on the bust and then sprang. It was a big bust of  an alderman and 

there was a frightful noise as it smashed to smithereens all over the floor. Poppolino clung 

to the curtains and shrieked with fright and Daddy said nothing. Then something just as big 

crashed to the floor, but I only heard the noise as I daren’t look any longer. 

When all was quiet again I assumed that Poppolino had taken refuge on Daddy’s shoulder and 

was being consoled. In a while they would go out for a walk in the park. I listened carefully. Then 

Daddy put on Poppolino’s velvet jacket and hat. Daddy talked the whole time he was doing up 

the buttons and the hat ribbon, and Poppolino was saying how rotten and beastly everything 

was. Now they were out in the hall. The door made a clicking noise as they went out.

I got out of  the bed and took all my plaster animals and threw them down into the sitting-room. 

I climbed down the steps and fetched the hammer and bashed them to powder and rubbed the 

plaster into the carpet with my feet. Then I climbed up and crept into Poppolino’s cage. I sat in 

his bits of  newspaper and breathed German measles on everything as hard as I could. 

When they came home again I could tell that they had been to the shop and bought liquorice 

and herrings. I lay under the bedclothes and heard Daddy put Poppolino back into his cage. He 

talked away in a cheerful voice and I took it that Poppolino had been given some liquorice. Then 

Daddy came over to my bunk and tried to give me some liquorice too. 

- Monkey food! I said. I don’t want to eat the same things as some who smashes statues.
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- But it wasn’t good one, Daddy said. It was good that Poppolino knocked it over. How do you 

feel now?

- I shall soon be dead, I answered, and crept lower down the bed.

- Don’t be silly, Daddy said. 

When I didn’t  answer he went into the studio and started working. He was whistling. I heard 

him walking up and down in front of  the modelling stand, whistling and working.

I felt my guilty conscience in my toes, and before it could creep any higher I sat up quickly and 

started to crochet. I wasn’t going to make a kettle-holder any longer. It would be a pullover for 

Poppolino.

It’s difficult to tell why or how people cheer up and get the feeling they want to work. It’s 

not easy to be sure about germs, either. Best not to think about it too much but try and put 

everything right as quickly as possible with a good deed.

Tove Jansson

The Sculptor’s Daughter 1968: German Measles

Viktor Jansson’s studio. Photo: Per Olov Jansson.
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6. The Swedish Theatre - Pohjoisesplanadi 2

The Swedish Theatre, located at the western end of the Esplanade Park, played host for the world’s 
first Moomin-play: Comet in Moominland. It premiered in 1949. The play was directed by Vivica 
Bandler and the text was Tove’s. Tove also took care of costumes and production design.

- A theatre, that’s not drawing-room, nor is it a house on a raft. A theatre is the most important 

sort of  house in  the world, because that’s where people are shown what they could be if  they 

wanted, and what they’d like to be if  they dared to and what they really are.

- A reformatory, said Moominmamma, astonished.

 

Tove Jansson

Moominsummer Madness 1954

Kaartinkaupunki

During the years of the Winter War and the Continuation War Tove worked hard. She exhibited 
paintings and illustrated the political satire magazine Garm. Tove also taught as a substitute in the 
Ateneum. The work kept up creativity, even though war was strongly reflected in her paintings and 
drawings. During the Winter War of 1939-40, she wrote the first Moomin book The Moomins and the 
Great Flood, which was published after the war in 194� - but not until 1991 in the Finnish language. 
The book is a total escape from the horrors and despair of wartime.

The Market Square photographed from the Chapel Esplanade in 19�4. Photo: Helsinki City Museum.
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… But when he (Moomintroll) ran his hands through the snow he noticed that it was not snow 

at all, but ice-cream. And the green grass that gave way under his feet was made of  fine-spun 

sugar. Criss-cross over the meadows ran brooks of  every colour, foaming and bubbling over 

the golden sand. 

- Green lemonade! cried the little creature, who stooped down to drink. - It’s not water at all, 

it’s lemonade!

Tove Jansson

The Moomins and the Great Flood 1945 

7. Studio - Ullanlinnankatu 1

Tove moved to the top floor of Ullanlinnankatu 1 in 1944. The studio was well-known, and Tove did 
not hesitate for a moment when she was offered the opportunity to move. The house had been hit in 
the bombings, and the room was cold and drafty, but the upper window showed a strip of the sea. At 
first, she rented the studio, but ended up buying it for herself. The studio was renovated in the early 
19�0s. Tuulikki Pietilä’s brother, architect Reima Pietilä, and her sister-in-law architect Raili Pietilä 
planned a loft and modernized the studio as a home.
Tuulikki also got a studio in the same building. She and Tove visited each other via a corridor in the 
attic of the building. In the book Fair Play, Tove describes an attic route between two studios. Tove 
lived and worked in the studio until her death. In �00�, a memorial plaque showing the face of young 
Tove was attached to the building. The relief had been immortalized by her father, Viktor.

Sometimes I feel that everything that I’ve done so far is lousy, once and for all bad and totally 
strange. I have to resort to larger and more peaceful surfaces and beware of the outline. On 
some days everything is at a standstill, it is like never haven’t painted before. It is claimed that 
such periods represent progress, ability to throw yourself forward, I don’t believe it! 
Nothing is moving, you’re in trouble. 
I ask myself of desire and obligation and I’m going nowhere. And I feel a mistrust even towards 
an ambition, deep!
Koni, my canvases aren’t good, but they get better exhibition by exhibition, at least a little, 
perhaps, others don’t move me. It is said that I paint too much with intellect, what to they know 
that heart is to be broken every time, and by the way, most of these spontaneous talents paint 
with their stomach, I say!
Just wait when I set to exhibit a self-portrait where I have lynx tippet!

Tove Jansson
Collection of short stories Message 1999: Letters to Konikova
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8. Design Museum, Tove’s former school - Korkeavuorenkatu 23

The current Design Museum building was once hosted the Swedish elementary school Läroverket 
för gossar och flickor i Helsingfors (Brobergska samskolan). Like Viktor, Tove and Tove’s brother Per 
Olov attended the school in Korkeavuorenkatu. Tove was good in essay writing, but her drawings 
were not appreciated by all teachers. Tove went to school until the age of 1�. At 1�, Tove began her 
art studies in Stockholm where she lived in her uncle’s house. Her studies in Stockholm lasted for 
three years.

On the last spring, I got a scholarship.  I ran to uncle Einar and cried, see what I’ve done! 

Very good, he said. Nothing else, just very good. 

I raised scholarship money as small bills as the bank had, and I went home and threw them 

to the ceiling and let them hover over me as Danae golden rain, but it seemed silly so I ran to 

uncle Einar and yelled at him: What about you? What did you do when you got your own money 

at fist time!      

He said: They burned in my pocket, I had to get rid of  them as soon as possible, I had to buy 

the most important. 

And so he went and bought a very small bottle of  rose oil. 

I think he did the right thing. 

Some say that the uncle Einar is a snob, and I really hope to be able to develop in the same 

way.

Tove Jansson

Collection of  short stories Message 1999: My dear uncles

Students in group photo in front of the school in 19��. Photo: Eric Sundström, Helsinki City Museum.
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9. Observatory - Kopernikuksentie 1

Tähtitorninmäki and the Observatory of the University of Helsinki are located near Tove’s former 
school and her Kaartinkaupunki studio. In astronomy, the 19�0s were a time of great discoveries 
and the Ursa Astronomical Association was founded in Helsinki. Ursa’s observatory, built in 19��, 
hosted star shows and presentations to the public.
The Observatory had a great impact on Tove, and subsequently professors, philosophers, as well 
as the world’s largest telescope, appeared in her books and comics. She also was inspired by her 
friends. For a short time, Tove had a study on Tähtitorninkatu with her colleagues from the Atheneum 
painter class.
The lust for disasters in the 194� published book The Moomins and the Great Flood continued in the 
next book. Comet in Moominland, in which the danger comes from the sky, was published in 194�. 
A year later, a comet, the observatory and professors found their way in comics. The first Moomin 
comic strips appeared in the magazine Ny Tid every Friday for six months.

On the highest point of  the peaked mountain range was the Observatory. Inside, professors 

made thousands of  remarkable observations, smoked thousands of  cigarettes, and lived alone 

with the stars. The tower had a glass roof  and at the top a glass ball, which shone in all the 

colors of  the rainbow. The ball rotated all the time, very slowly. 

Moomintroll walked ahead of  the others. He opened the door and stopped at the threshold. The 

whole tower was a one big room with the world’s largest telescope keeping watch on the sky. 

It moved slowly watching the dangers of  the sky and purred like a cat. 

Everywhere was full of  small professors who climbed up and down the shiny brass stairs 

tightening screws, pushing knobs, and measured and made notes to their books. They were 

very busy and they all burned cigarettes. 

- Good evening, said Moomintroll. 

However, no one noticed him.

Tove Jansson

Comet in Moominland 1946

10. Merenneito - Eteläesplanadi 22 courtyard
A mermaid statue by Viktor Jansson is located in the courtyard of the Bensow office building. The 
slim, fish-holding mermaid was modelled after Tove. 

11. Grave - Hietaniemen hautausmaa (Hietaniemi cemetery), Mechelininkatu 2
The old cemetery block number 1�.
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12. Lallukka Artists’ Home - Apollonkatu 13
Janssons lived in the Lallukka Artists’ Home from its completion in 1933. Tove gradually moved from 
Lallukka to her office in Vänrikki Stool street in 194�.

13. Convolvulus - Kaisaniemi park
In Kaisaniemi park, in the backyard of the Finnish National Theatre, is Viktor Jansson’s statue 
Convolvulus. The name Convolvulus refers to the Latin name of a family of bindweeds, or morning 
glories. The statue is symbolic and symbolises the arrival of spring and youth. Tove modelled for this 
woman who is keeping her hands in a partly protective and partly blessing position.

14. Statue of Arvid Mörne - Kaivopuisto; corner of Itäinen puistotie and Ehrenströmintie
Viktor Jansson’s statue of the poet and literary scholar Arvid Mörne from 19�1. 

15. Student in Ateneum
After her Stockholm years, in 1933, Tove began her studies at the Finnish Art Society’s drawing 
school Ateneum. There, she took a painting class and befriended the painter Sam Vanni, who was 
also her private teacher. Tove completed her studies at Ateneum in 193�.

We teetered out in the cold blue night, and Immanuel, Virtanen, Mäntynen, and I were singing 

and wandering across the city, then we came to Hesperia Park which slept in dark and dense 

by Töölönlahti Bay, the entire bay was like a pale red mirror all through to Sörnäinen, we threw 

our coats to the bushes and dived under the trees. I ran to the rocks, here and there birds 

began to tweet and from the east the pale red dawn woke up, I was so glad that it hurt and I held 

up my hand, and I let my feet to dance the way they wanted, and then I heard someone climbing 

up a slope and Olli Mäntynen rushed after me and I started to laugh, because he was just like 

one of  father’s sculptures - a very young deer. We ran around back and forth just for fun and 

when I let him catch me I cried out aloud! 

But he just wanted to explain, and so I ran away, just then I wasn’t interested in speaking, at 

some moment I came to think that he could have been desperate. 

I found my coat. Immanuel had fallen asleep on a pile of  dry leaves and Virtanen had gone 

home. I walked slowly through the city, coat on my arm. It begun to blow slightly. The cool 

morning air. The town was completely deserted.

I thought it was strange, that thing people talk about, that it is hard to be happy.

Tove Jansson

Collection of  short stories Message 1999: Graduation 


