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        INTRODUCTION

        In 1888, when Frans Eemil Sillanpää was born, the industrialization of Finland had scarcely begun; and thirty years ago, when People in the Summer Night was written, Finland was still largely an agrarian country. Even today not more than forty per cent of the Finns live in cities or towns, and as a matter of fact nearly every one of them maintains some connection with the countryside. Most town dwellers do not dream of clustering together at resorts on their vacations nor do they choose to remain in their city homes; they do their utmost to spend some time “in the country,” by a lake or by the sea, in a summer house, rented or owned, or at least in a boarding house situated somewhere well away from urban civilization.

        To such an audience the works of Sillanpää are an embodiment and apotheosis of the spirit in which they themselves regard the landscape and its inhabitants. His Finnish readers are close enough to the life of the countryside to understand the arts of agriculture and husbandry, and indeed they often pride themselves on being versed in the performance of various country chores. How to make hay, how to row a boat and lay a fish net, how to cut firewood, and how to heat a sauna for the indispensable Saturday steam bath, these are as natural a part of their lives as reading and writing. Their concept of the ideal existence is very tangible.

        Despite his love of the countryside, the urban Finn remains only a guest and an amateur in the pastoral life. But this is not true of Sillanpää. Sillanpää was born and bred in a country cottage, and because he possessed the refined sensibilities of the artist, he was able to express his understanding of the rural life in his art. He cherishes the landscape; he is familiar with its every form of life; and he is sympathetic to its people. He is attuned to their thoughts and reactions and seems to perceive what is uppermost in their minds in any given situation and what is concealed behind their cautiously constructed façades. If Robert Frost had ever written novels, they might have had a pensiveness, a tender care of nuances, and also a shrewdness and bluntness not unlike Sillanpää’s.

        Young Frans Eemil, the son of a crofter and farm hand, lived his early years under a very modest roof. Still, poverty in the flourishing countryside of Sillanpää’s native Hämeenkyrö parish in southwestern Finland, whose land has been cultivated since the early Middle Ages, is quite different from poverty in an urban slum, as Sillanpää soon learned. In order to acquire a secondary education, Sillanpää was sent to the industrial town of Tampere, where his living conditions were far meaner than any he had known before. In spite of overcrowded quarters and meager fare, he achieved the high marks which permitted him to matriculate at Helsinki University.

        During his four or five years at the university, Sillanpää was assisted financially by friends whose intent was to educate a future doctor or biology teacher; but his friends were rewarded even more richly by having helped a potential great writer expand his horizons and aspirations and formulate his view of life. Although Sillanpäa earned no academic degree during his sojourn at the university, his studies of biology, evolution, and the physical sciences changed his thinking and revealed new ideas which influenced his whole outlook. In 1908 the ideas of Darwin, Haeckel, and Ostwald still carried the impact of new and challenging truth, and to Sillanpää they confirmed and explained what experience and instinct had already suggested to him: that man exists only within the framework of the biological laws that govern all species, filling his niche in nature just as any other species must.

        From such views as these which do not deify but merely categorize man, and from Sillanpää’s humble origins and years of crude, almost squalid living, one might expect Sillanpää’s writing to reflect harshness, coarseness, or brutality. On the contrary, he has a keen eye for the subtlest of changes, not only in the visible manifestations but in the moods and the sentiments, both of nature and of man, and his language adjusts with equal sensitivity to transmit what his eye beholds. Indeed, Sillanpää’s prose is remarkable in itself. Finnish is a very fluid language which admits free and novel uses, shades of meaning, and variations of word pattern. Sillanpää masterfully exploits these possibilities, yet balances his often long and flowing sentences with the utmost precision. His words sometimes seem to jostle each other along amid a sort of jovial crowding until each one of them falls into its exact place. The final effect is one of full‐bodied prose, with a richness of taste and almost a palpability to the touch; in fact, in attempting to describe his prose, one seems unavoidably to use words that denote physical and sensual qualities.

        The idea of becoming an author was not new to Sillanpää at the time he began his writing as a serious career. Even in primary school he had written some stories which were published in a children’s magazine. Much later, after his inauspicious undergraduate venture, when he had returned home to his parents with a deep sense of failure, he began to write short stories in earnest. In 1915 he sent these stories to the editor of the daily paper Uusi Suometar and, somewhat to his surprise, found them eagerly accepted for publication. Thus his career was decided upon, not only by himself, but also by a foresighted publisher, Jalmari Jäntti, who had read the stories and immediately requested publication rights for a collection of them. Since Sillanpää had by then begun a novel, he was set up in comfortable quarters and told to complete the book at the publisher’s own expense. Thus relieved, for a time at least, of financial cares, Sillanpää finished his first book, Elämä ja aurinko (The Life and the Sun), in 1916 and found himself quite suddenly established as a very promising writer. In this same year he married Sigrid Maria Salomäki, a girl from his home parish, who was to bear him four children and remain his devoted companion until her death in 1939, a few months before she would have shared his joy in the crowning distinction of the Nobel Prize.

        Soon came 1918, an ominous year in Finland. The short but bloody civil war, with its long aftermath of retaliation and hatred, won Finland her independence but nearly rent her in two. Sillanpää took no part in the war. Many crofters and farm laborers fought on the Red side, people of the class to which Sillanpää himself belonged by birth. However, by education and profession he too had become absorbed into the social stratum that comprised the Whites. From his deep sympathy with both sides and his understanding of their human motives, he created one of his great novels, Hurskas kurjuus, published in 1919: It is the story of a crofter who loses his life in the rebellion, a bewildered and miserable, unloved and unlovely hero, but one who, by the magic of his creator, becomes a symbol of a common humanity, of the dignity and worth of man.

        Sillanpää next wrote and published several books of short stories and essays, ranging from fiction to rambling, chatty semi‐autobiographical sketches. In these, as well as in most of his novels, he does not pretend to stand aside from his themes and create detached works of art. Often he talks directly to the reader without disguising his narrator’s voice or suppressing opinions. He visibly directs the stream of his prose, channeling it, smoothing the way for it, widening or narrowing it, and sometimes himself remarking on its flow. This could be tedious, were it not for his ability to qualify and clarify what he has to say.

        This need to explain himself, considered in the light of several biographical details, would seem to be a neurotic trait of Sillanpää’s, a self‐consciousness and insecurity. By contrast his outward aspect was that of a strongly built, massive, almost fleshy man, with a sure tread, a resonant voice, and a love of public appearances. This must surely have been not a mask, but a shield for his insecurity. These two traits — a self‐confidence and a shyness — appear side by side in his works, often with a singular effect: The broad, jocular, even boisterous asides and the majestically flowing, precise language express not only subtle detail but a deep understanding of the weak, the blithe, the fragile, and the shy elements in life. This contrast is Sillanpää’s hallmark.

        In his best‐known novel, Nuorena nukkunut, these characteristics of his style suit the theme particularly well. Silja is an orphan, the last of her family, who lives through a brief yet radiant youth, but, deserted by her lover, fades and dies, “smilingly completing her destiny.” Her figure and her fate reflect the mild, pervasive summer‐night light in which she moves at the height of her destiny — the same light that bathes the action of the present book. Sillanpää’s portraits of women and girls are always painted with a rare understanding and usually with admiration. It is the biologist appreciating woman’s role as a sustainer and preserver of the human species and looking with pleasure upon the continuation of her role; it is also, perhaps, the aging man longing for the time when he himself had a more secure existence — in the care of a mother. Thus, in Miehen tie, published the year after Nuorena nukkunut, we meet a young farmer searching for a place in life and finding it with the aid of a strong and purposeful woman.

        The next of Sillanpää’s great novels is the present one, People in the Summer Night, a kind of summer‐night symphony where voices and themes appear and disappear, weaving a tapestry which might be said to reveal his whole outlook on life and his insights into the remarkably varied human beings directed by the laws of life. Here Sillanpää depicts both the great events of life — birth, love, death — and the tangential petty frustrations and small joys. Here he examines the innermost thoughts of the neurotic, the stable, the weary aged, the young, the simple, the complex, the uncouth, and the cultured. His diversely contrasting figures interact and intertwine into a coherent and unified portrayal of reality, under the illuminating canopy of a personified summer night. And carefully emphasizing the ecology of the human beings — the way each fulfills a fundamental natural role — is a parallel ecological study of nature’s other forms.

        People in the Summer Night was published in 1934 and was to remain Sillanpää’s last work of undiminished strength. When the Nobel Prize was awarded to him in 1939, on the eve of the Winter War, the keen edge of his creative powers was dulled, and he knew it himself. He was able to complete several works begun earlier, filling in outlines and continuing themes, but the results were only fair. His creative capacity had left him.

        He still had one resource to draw upon, and he did so very successfully. In the years succeeding World War II Sillanpää chatted informally and almost intimately over the radio to tens of thousands of Finnish families and became the more beloved by those not only of his generation but also of the new generation. He talked about his childhood memories, of the ups and downs of his life, and of many things dear to his audience. From these spoken essays emerged three autobiographical books, the last of which was published in 1956.

        Thereafter Sillanpää grew silent, retreating deeper into the role of an old man as he progressed into his late sixties, until his death in 1964 at the age of 75. It is in this last role that his fellow countrymen are inclined to remember him today: a kind of Finland’s own taata — a venerable grandfather — genially stroking a billowing gray beard or dandling one of his treasured grandchildren on his knee, with words of sly wisdom and truth on his lips. This role, too, was yet another manifestation of his love of life and reverence for the phenomenon of life that had marked his bygone creative days.

        Thomas Warburton

        
          Helsinki, Finland
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        1

        There is almost no summer night in the north; only a lingering evening, darkening slightly as it lingers, but even this darkening has its ineffable clarity. It is the approaching presentiment of the summer morning. When the music of late evening has sunk to a violet, dusky pianissimo, so delicate that it lengthens into a brief rest, then the first violin awakens with a soft, high cadence in which the cello soon joins, and this inwardly perceived tone picture is supported outwardly by a thousand‐tongued accompaniment twittering from a myriad of branches and from the heights of the air. It is already morning, yet a moment ago it was still evening. The lark springs aloft, higher and higher, singing from above to the smaller, prettier warblers in the foliage and telling them what the morning looks like from a wider view. Enraptured by the light and the ascent, it rises until ecstasy attains its climax and suddenly slackens and relaxes, and the silent bird almost plummets to earth and changes into a drab field walker. The sun is shining.

        There are human dwellings — by the lake shores, on the hillsides, near the fields; clusters of buildings which have adapted themselves skillfully to the needs and instincts of the people living in them. In this very early morning light they look as innocent and childlike as nature itself. Even the affairs of their inmates are at peace. The clamorous sparrows in the lilac hedge between the farmyard and the barn rule the scene; they are all screaming at once, darting about nervously, each one wanting to have his say and lay down the law now that they have possession of the farm, but none can get a word in edgewise, what with that one shrieking and that one and that one . . . . Until old Manu, who is puttering about bright and early, stained with smoke and tar, shuffles past — then the shrill flock flies out of the lilac hedge and mans the ramp leading to the stable loft.

        There are all kinds of houses, large and small, from lake to lake, from parish to parish, with here and there the cross of a church showing above the leafy churchyard. A motor car with graceful lines, subtly expensive in every detail, speeds almost noiselessly along the level, gently winding road; within a few hours it has shown itself to dozens of villages, hundreds of dwellings, and has left behind it many a church, on whose crosses the morning gleams as it quietly blesses the countryside below and the human tasks of the coming day. The car does not disturb the morning calm. With that ease peculiar to great, refined power, it appears, passes, and is lost from sight.

        But the houses are still there. A few that have just been built are stiff as yet. The spirit of life’s joys and adversities has not seeped into the walls, either from within or from without — the spirit that alone gives life even to lifeless walls. But among the houses and cottages are those which received life a hundred years ago and have preserved it. Some are on the brink of dilapidation, but others have been watched closely and cared for by their owners year after year, from one generation to the next, and a skillful hand has always been ready to intervene. An old house like this may have been thoroughly repaired and painted this year — the sunken stone foundation straightened, the porch with dry rot renewed — but it goes on looking with its windows at the centuries‐old fields, as old and dignified as before. The lines and proportions of its eaves and doorposts have remained unchanged; its strong and healthy — one might almost say, wise — frame has merely been given the new covering that it long deserved . . . .
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        The tops of the linden trees with their intricate outlines bordered the part of the farm that could be seen from the lake. From Manu’s cottage and from Syrjämäki, which were the dwellings on the wooded slope of the opposite shore, the house with its yard and surrounding was almost entirely visible.

        Such were the farms and houses which the summer morning illumined. It illumined the rooms from within as well. The old‐fashioned lace curtains, starched gleaming white, did little to dim the morning light other than perhaps to soften its bright intensity. Somewhere in one of the older farm buildings was a bedroom, one of those prettily furnished bedrooms with whose atmosphere people’s breath seldom mingled. When an occasional guest was shown in, he was greeted by that peculiar virginal smell emanating from snow‐white linen, from homemade, polished furniture, perhaps also from the photograph album on the round table which the guest instinctively began to glance through when left alone; amusing pictures of sturdy, solemn farmers in stiff collars and their wives in blouses with leg‐of‐mutton sleeves, such as were the fashion thirty years ago, and even though the wives were obviously not wearing those blouses for the first time, the photographs made no attempt to hide the fact — if anything, they stressed it — that that middle‐aged woman had kneaded and baked into bread many a bushel of rye which that coarse‐featured man had sown and threshed, the man who, even in the photograph, could not help giving a slightly roguish wink. The same features were recognizable in the portrait of his son in a white matriculation cap and high‐buttoned coat, and above all in the family group with every man in knee‐length boots and jerseys. How nice to associate again with one’s relations after a long time, alone here in the twilit room. There they were in the album, always four on a page, and there they stayed as their relative, the twenty‐two‐year‐old girl — young woman — maiden — looked at them; she was already in her nightgown, the slender figure gracefully bent, a pleasant tiredness on her face after a hard day’s work. This was in the evening. Sleep came early and was deep. Had not her grandmother said: “Hm, that’s the way it is when you have to wrest every crust of bread from the soil. But with that body you’re equal to it.”

        But whoever falls asleep early on a summer’s evening and sleeps soundly, wakes early in the morning. That is the course of nature. Old Manu, who was the farm’s charcoal burner, hardly slept at all these nights, yet his eyes always had a merry twinkle and his lips, red despite his age, were pressed together and drawn out into a mischievous smile. Manu must have found a trusted deputy for his charcoal pit, for he had been seen puttering about the farm late into the evening and was on the go again early in the morning. He said something to the cock as it began its second burst of crowing; obviously nothing complimentary, for between squawks the cock swore angrily at the old man as he disappeared in the direction of the pit.

        The sun climbed higher, as though seeking a point from which it could conveniently shine straight through the lace curtains onto the guestroom’s solid bed and the face of the sleeping girl. A moment ago it reached the chest‐of‐drawers opposite the bed and the swing mirror which had reflected the face of many a young girl, as well as the pale or blushing cheeks beneath a chaplet of myrtle — for this was the room in which the family brides had been dressed . . . . Now the sun saw one or two small objects at the foot of the looking‐glass which had not been there before. The girl sleeping in the bed had put them there upon her arrival and afterward handled them deftly with slender fingers. The summer‐morning sunbeam, eternally the same, seemed to eye them suspiciously, but was soon mollified when it came to rest upon their owner. By then the morning had passed its first, dewy‐pink stage. Somewhere a loft door creaked and a calf lowed. The day’s mighty spectacle of work was beginning in dozens, in hundreds of villages, on thousands of farms, beside tens of thousands of lakes and woodland pools.

        Now the sun was shining on the girl’s face, on her clear‐skinned, sun‐tanned neck, the lovely curve of her upper lip, the soft brown curls at her ear, the wide brow that was still faintly childish. It was also shining on two forearms; the right hand was under her cheek and the left was resting on her right wrist. Every tiny furrow on the fingers, every nail could be clearly seen, the whole hand having slipped into a relaxed position. It could be pictured in one’s mind but it did not seem proper to look at it. Only the sun had the right to draw near the sleeping girl’s dreams. And even at this approach the girl awoke. It was therefore almost six o’clock. It happened at the same time every morning. She had found this out the first night, when she could not sleep at all, but had lain looking at the everlasting wonder of the luminous night. Two girls had lain awake in this room then, talking quietly . . . .

        The same girls were still here, though now they slept in different buildings. She whom the sun had roused awoke to surroundings which were already beginning to feel familiar. She remembered that it was Saturday, a day she had secretly looked forward to. Her bodily strength and vitality had also been in a blissful slumber, but now they awoke and tingled delightfully; trunk, neck, arms, all were stretched backwards, then the arms reached up, the eyes closed again, but the soft mouth was half open and a sunbeam glistened joyfully on the white teeth. After the deep, calm sleep, yesterday’s physical exertion now felt like a childishly sweet satisfaction in all her limbs.

        Getting quickly out of bed, she slipped off her nightgown in a twinkling and her body repeated the same series of movements, more thoroughly than before, to the accompaniment of a happy sigh. Soon she was in her bathing suit with a bathrobe over her shoulders — and the crooked middle finger of the right hand tapped cautiously on a window pane in another building. The curtains were parted and a young woman’s head with auburn locks was glimpsed in the opening. . . . Without waiting, she who had tapped on the window began walking toward the lake shore down the rather steep path, bordered by low alders, that led to the long swimming pier. She had let the bathrobe fall onto her arm. Watching from afar one might suppose that she was humming, for now and then her steps would keep time to a tune.
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        For Manu this was already broad day. Sitting there at his charcoal pit he had heard many signs of life from both sides of the lake, to say nothing of the wonders that his bright old eyes observed in nature: the cows lowed for their milkers, the crows fled cawing from yards and porches when a door was flung open, a bumblebee groped about on a clover bloom — where might the buzzing creature’s nest be? he wondered. It would have been fun to suck out the old girl’s honey. As he once had, when he was a little boy and led the cattle to pasture.

        Well, well, well — there’s the young lady going down to bathe again. How old Manu enjoyed being here alone, being able to let his smoky, tar‐stained face keep whatever expression it had assumed. He walked almost aimlessly around his pit, stopping up an imaginary hole from which a flame had seemed to flare up. Then he sat down in his usual spot and from there the bathhouse and pier could be seen as though on a stage. — Human beings at their best are beautiful, all right. Look how she walks, look how she stretches herself, look how she crouches as she lowers herself into the water. The thought flitted through old Manu’s head that he should creep nearer, into the grove of alders close by the shore, furtively . . . but no — hmph — you old fool. A hole was plugged angrily . . . . Now she’s floating on her back — to think she can stay up like that, well, I’ll be . . . . And she’s always so nice and pleasant and all . . . that time when the snapshot was taken she put her pretty arm around Manu’s neck, wasn’t at all afraid of getting dirty.

        There came the daughter too, the one with the auburn hair; she hesitated a while on the steps of the pier, but in she plunged. There they floated like water‐lily leaves and flowers, now the whole body gleamed in the sun, now only the head bobbed up so that you would think they were sinking. Old Manu had much to look at.

        Then they came out, supple as water nymphs, their wet bathing suits glistening like sealskins. They made movements with their arms and legs — looking from up here by the charcoal pit, you’d never think they had a stitch on, so beautiful did their figures look against the morning‐gleaming water. Then they disappeared into the bathhouse, took their bathrobes, and came away, now side by side but not looking at each other. They walked like foals along the pier — and the last old Manu saw of them was a glimpse of a brightly colored bathrobe between the leaves of an alder.

        Manu seemed to become lost in thought, which meant that he was beginning to feel tired.
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        Nature’s own colors were harmoniously varied even at this time of year and in this part of the country. And wherever there was a dissonant blemish from some recent deed or happening, nature, using the different means of the particular season, at once blended it with the harmony of the whole. At first sight the colors were gray, red, white — it is natural for the eye always to be caught by human dwellings — then green in all its shades; it was the beginning of July. As day declined, the sky to the northwest turned to gold, which told of the approaching evening. There was also the blue water of a long, narrow chain of lakes, which appeared to come from one direction and vanish into the distance, shrinking now and then to a calmly flowing channel behind the wooded points and islets. There seemed to be no wind, but now and then a delicate ruffle moved across the water, deepening its blueness. Here and there against this blue a flat, golden‐brown streak was boldly outlined — a log raft. From a suitable lookout one could see four or five of them, and alongside each one the warping‐raft with its windlass, hut, and smoke. The color of the sky was indefinite — apart from the gold there in the northwest. When the stars are invisible, it does not occur to man to look at the sky. The colors and scents of the earth, its repose and movement, bind his vision and determine his mood.

        These were the colors — but the scents were those of the herbs and flowers, of which some were only now bursting into blossom, the greater part were in full bloom, and a few were already going to seed — those which a month ago, on an afternoon like this, tuned man’s senses to a different key from that of today. Now a scythe had been at work somewhere behind a cottage on the hillside, just enough for the melancholy smell of the faded stubble and the dried straw to be noticeable, reminding a passer‐by that the coming week, by the time it was half over at least, would bring the urgent work of haymaking in earnest. But on this afternoon and early evening the honeyed seas of clover and the lakeside banks still lingered in their calm completeness, in the plenitude of countless individual flowers and grains of pollen.

        All these had their observers here and there. The sky was pale in color, to be sure, but when a solitary human being looked first at it and then back at the surrounding earth, he seemed to have been up there in the paleness and to have had a wider view of all these things. Over there a crofter, Jalmari from Syrjämäki, was walking about the pasture he had leased, wondering whether there would be enough grass for his cow. A drop of rain wouldn’t be out of order . . . . A sunburnt farmer, the master of Teliranta, fifty years old but still with the vigor of youth, was strolling around his land, trying in his quiet optimism to fit in both rain and sunshine: a shower during the night would not hurt the hay but would certainly freshen up the root plants and the grain. His crops were hardy enough, however, to stand continued clear weather, and in his mind he saw the coming week as one long, unbroken spell of sunshine; the hay would be so good that he could almost imagine the delicious taste in his own mouth when he thought of the cattle eating it — this hay which would have been cut at the right time and then not known a drop of rain . . . .

        The log floaters on their warping‐raft had no thought for such matters, nor had the young farm hands loafing at the village crossroads. They merely existed and enjoyed the fact. The dust of the highway even in its gray immobility, had a familiar and faintly enticing smell. The road, to which all had a right, was bordered by yarrow and burdock and branched off from this point in four directions; each signpost gave the name of a town and the distance. They were like poems to a man who had roamed the world and had now stopped at one of the neighboring farms as a day laborer, these names and figures painted on a signpost in different colors. That was the road to such and such — he had been there once, too. And if not, he could always go.
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        In this light even Mettälä looked kindly and peaceful, almost inviting; it was a gray, tumble‐down cottage beside the lane on the edge of the woods, far from the village. Here lived Mettälä‐Jukka, though at present only his wife Santra and the children were at home; Jukka himself was timber‐floating with his horse, somewhere far away on a raft.

        A rather ill‐defined road out of the forest led to this dwelling; during the summer a few went along it on foot, but no one drove a horse and cart. It was seldom that anyone went that way at all — except in the winter, when the farmers did their log hauling. But he who, bent on his own affairs, chanced to approach the place on an evening such as this found it very charming on its level plot bounded by the stump‐filled clearing, with buildings on both sides of the road and the dwelling‐house so close to it that during the winter the timber sleds would bump into it and the young farm hand in the other sled, his face bitten red by the frost, would bare his teeth in a sly grin and shout across to his companion:

        “Keep away from Santra’s doorposts!”

        But now a gray wooden gate led from the forest to the lane; it was ill cared for and half open, as though left by a woman or her children. Inside the gate were the half‐rotten remains of a woodstack; the lane itself was strangely wide, with an old, lichen‐covered fence on both sides supported in places by a prop. It was rather like a tired signpost.

        But who would go examining such things on an afternoon like this? The huge patches of mud on the road in the spring had now dried into oblivion, and to make up for all the annoyance caused then they had pushed up gay, lush sorrel and camomile, whose growth did not seem to have been disturbed by any overly hard work in these parts. Anybody would find it pleasant to walk here — especially so late in the evening that a large, red, full moon rose from the southern end of the lane. At this time of year it gave no light; it was merely there. And yet it seemed to be nearer when one had reached the farmhouse wall and the window of the back bedroom which could easily be kicked in from the lane. But who would want to kick in a window like that! It was a pleasure just to study it. The frame was unpainted and the panes were an odd shade of blue. Strangest of all was the curtain behind the glass; it had hung there for many a year, summer and winter alike. It was a piece of cloth with regular holes, taken from a bigger and better window than this one beside the muddy road, but it served very well to screen the whole opening from within — and it had done so for years. A curious window; even if one went close and peered in, the background was black, just as if the sun, even on mild summer evenings, were unable to reach inside. Nor could it, for just when it might have done so during its best days before and after midsummer, the woodshed opposite got in the way, and the sun had to go down somewhere behind it, into the clearing, among the stones, into the depths of the forest where the bogs began. A taciturn man had passed this way one summer and made a sketch of the woodshed, whose threshold had been used as a chopping block so that it had long since broken in two. The man had sat down in the yard, asked for milk, and, having drunk it, gone off down the lane, glancing particularly at that bedroom window. The children had noticed this.

        From Mettälä you could walk and walk along the summery lanes and footpaths. At first the country widened out and became more open; you came to graveled roads and painted farmhouses, where the bedroom windows were many and so big that two whole curtains, pretty and untorn, were needed, and then they covered only the sides — a ragged end of the same kind of curtain covered the entire bedroom window at Mettälä. The flowering red geraniums in the middle, looked after by the daughter of the house, were free to shine at the passer‐by, whoever he might be. All had the right to look, perhaps even to envy, provided that they did not try to share them . . . . At another farm, similar but the biggest of all, there was a lilac arbor and a garden swing. At this point the road forked, and the houses were again more modest; there were fields but you did not know whose they were; until, if you wished, you could turn off from the graveled road into a lane with wheel tracks and then, after following a path, cross a bridge and be back again on a somewhat wider road.

        When the summer wanderer had repeated this two or three times, he would come at last to the neighborhood of Teliranta — or to the little forest settlement on the far side of the lake, where Manu’s cottage, Alviina’s hut, and Syrjämäki’s croft lay.

        On this Saturday afternoon a man came walking from this direction on his way to one of the timber‐rafts, where he worked. It was Mettälä‐Jukka. He was thought to have visited his distant home, but he had not been there — those were not the paths he had trodden. He had been elsewhere and was returning along the cart track through the forest, growling to himself — a track which no one mended and no one used unless he had to. Although it was the driest season of the year, the road even now was broken here and there by a marshy hollow in which you could see the imprint of cows’ hoofs; from the puddles a stale smell arose. But in this smell one or two small, pretty, light butterflies thrived. There they fluttered, untiringly. And beside the road luxuriant clumps of bracken rose like miniature palms out of the shadow. Mud from the various pools stuck to Jukka’s high boots, which were stiff from tar and much patching, and it was still on them two days later when they were pulled off his rigid legs . . . . He was now a trifle drunk and so was not quite able to avoid the worst mud holes — even if he had minded them — but stepped in them almost deliberately. Then the even, angry growling would flare up slightly.

        He sat down on a loose tussock, which gave under him so that he toppled half over onto his back. For a moment he remained in this rather uncomfortable position. And there — as he began to stare at a twisted, sparse juniper bush — it occurred to him again that he had not been home since he set out from the warping‐raft. He felt as if Santra were eyeing him from somewhere, calmly, coldly . . . . It annoyed him that he was always thinking of it. — Come on, Jukka! Up we go!
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        A car was standing resolutely at the edge of the drive at Teliranta, its lines revealing its make all the way out to the road; it seemed to be defending the honor of its breed. It had been there since the evening of the previous day, Saturday. When a car chances to drive into a grassy yard bordered by old‐fashioned farm buildings, it usually has time to stand there for a day or two.

        There was still an unfamiliar air about the very nature of such a car; it was mighty in itself in some way; its strength and grace were like the swallow’s: not even the roughest night prowler could do it any harm. In the daytime, especially on a leisurely Sunday such as this, anyone who was interested could approach it. Its own peculiar, individual smell was wafted gently around it in the sunlit air; the warm, gleaming metal surface, the upholstery, the fuel — all these together formed that fine combination of smells which an ordinary simple countryman could never dream of owning — not even the smell . . . . Because of that, and to pass the time, he strolled round the empty car with a calm, slightly devout expression; the owners and drivers must be somewhere inside or maybe they had gone for a walk. And the humble observer’s mood would be all the more devout were he to have an idea of this car’s value compared with others, and whether it might really be one of the expensive ones regarding size and make . . . . And the lowly man made his way down the slope to his boat by the lake shore.

        There he was met by other smells, in which he no doubt reveled quietly, even if he was not consciously aware of his enjoyment. There was the smell of the lake water — that intangible smell whose origin nobody knows; the smell of the reeds — quite another thing which was tangible; the familiar smell of tar and that very particular smell from the bottom of the boat; with these was blended the smell of fresh fish, which never leaves a lucky boat . . . . They were the smells which belonged to the humble oarsman — those smells which he sensed as he sat again on the thwart, after having tried the firmly locked door handles of the car in the yard, and began to row with leisured strokes.

        Such an oarsman also found pleasure in watching a boat which was heading toward him from the timber‐raft farther away; it too seemed to be heading for Teliranta. It was making good headway, two pairs of oars kept time; four oarlocks creaked simultaneously. They were going to pick up milk from Teliranta — it must be nearly milking time then? Had he dawdled so long? He must have . . . . The rye on the steep slope stood out in the clear light of early evening, although the sun, seen from down here on the water, was still on a level with the heads of the rye . . . .

        The rower gazed in many directions. Between Teliranta and the woods were open fields, across which a narrow cart track led to the distant crofts; at this time of year the road was edged with flowers and the clayey surface had dried hard, so that even from the lake the man could almost make out the ruts. He could plainly see two people walking along, one on either side of the road; one was a woman, young and graceful, in a gaily colored summer dress — the oarsman knew who that was — and the other was a man, he too young and well built. No doubt he had something to do with that long, black car that lorded it in the yard at Teliranta . . . .

		

        
        On the other side of the lake a crofter was looking at his holding and wondering about grazing and drought. It was a pretty little pasture with slender birches and no other trees at all, except for a few insignificant juniper bushes which had been overlooked, rather like weeds. The man had been given permission to thin out this pasture, which lay behind his own little plot of arable land. He was joined presently by his wife, who was bareheaded and had on a straight, neat cotton dress which she had made herself, cutting it this shape to suit her present condition. She was near her time, but she still moved briskly about her work and did not appear to give much thought to the pangs which once more lay ahead. The cow was still lying down, it had not got up yet. Without looking at her husband, the woman went up purposefully to the animal and ran her fingers over its muzzle and elsewhere.

        “She’s not chewing the cud yet,” the woman said to her husband, who had now come up behind her and was at a loss because there was nothing he could do for the cow, any more than for its mistress, if either of them should be in pain or any other trouble.

        “We must get help for it — no, there’s no need yet for the vet — I’ll go and have a talk first with the mistress at Teliranta.”

        “But are you up to going?” the man asked.

        “Why shouldn’t I be?” his wife replied.

        And before long Jalmari saw his Hilja in the slender brown boat, rowing toward the Teliranta farm, whose inverted image, with all its contours and colors, was now reflected in the glassy water of the inlet. Jalmari, the crofter, quickly forgot his cow’s pain as he stood thoughtfully watching his wife row away.

        It was a lovely summer’s evening, just before haymaking time. The artist was out rowing, too, no doubt gazing at farms and hillsides as he usually did. His white, red‐bottomed boat went close enough to Hilja for him to say something to her, since Hilja’s oars seemed to slow down. There had been talk of his painting Hilja’s picture later on, with her nursing the baby, but so far Hilja had turned a deaf ear and said that it was out of the question.

        Jalmari was already walking toward the cottage, where the children were still at the same game they had been playing during the whole of this fair Sunday of summer.
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        The two young people whom the rower saw on the field road behind Teliranta had left the house in the late afternoon to go for a walk. The young woman was staying at Teliranta as a relative and she had known this friend the previous winter in the far‐off city; he had driven this way in the course of his summer’s journeying, knowing that she was here. This visit had really been half agreed upon in the spring — in passing, as it were. Such casual promises were easily forgotten during a long summer. And Helka had forgotten this one, or pretended to, but not Arvid. Helka’s forgetfulness had no doubt been merely an unconscious attempt to hide the thought more deeply, for she did not even try to turn away her eyes to conceal their bright sparkle of joy — no, she let them shine undimmed as, really surprised at the moment, she saw the familiar car turn off the road into the drive. For Helka the summer had been pleasant and beautiful; here at Teliranta she had lived the simple life of a human being, working for the joy of it, doing work which did not tax the spirit, even if it sometimes tired the body, feeling only the invisible increase of bodily and spiritual strength. Neither at this moment nor later did she ponder over it, but when she saw, behind the windshield, that well‐known head with its powerful bearing and the expression of the mouth and eyes, her instincts seemed to accept a merited reward; as though this were the fulfillment of everything new which the sun — and the colors, scents and feelings it created — had poured into her whole glorious existence through the skin and senses.

        Saturday evening had been full of a restrained, quiet joy, which only eyes and the changing colors of the face had betrayed. But it was seen by all who wanted to see it, especially by Helka’s cousin here, the young Selma, who for that reason began to feel almost ill at ease. It was also noticed by Selma’s parents, the able master and mistress of Teliranta, who — as anyone could see with half an eye — had not yet loosed their firm, middle‐aged hold on life one little bit, even if they did have a daughter of nearly twenty who was almost quieter than they were themselves. They certainly noticed, although they pretended not to . . . . Helka was so close to them.

        There was no real end to Saturday evening — it was still warm and night had not yet come in these parts; on the steps, on the garden swing, on the rungs of the huge ladder, one could see as plainly as in the daytime. Even Grandmother was sitting out on the steps of her little house in the common evening fellowship. She said to Helka when the latter urged her to go to bed:

        “Go to bed indeed — and then you’ll come clattering in just as I’ve got to sleep.”

        While she was at Teliranta Helka slept in Grandmother’s house and for the most part had her meals there too, even if, in the summertime like this, it was decided on the spur of the moment where meals would be served — sometimes everyone ate with Grandmother, sometimes they all ate in the big house.

        At last, however, the master of the house, taking his wife by the arm, asserted his authority and told them all it was time to go to bed. The others looked at them in silent admiration . . . . But Grandmother would not be ordered about; she remained sitting on the steps — and all the young people stayed too. When at last she went in, she was not at all peremptory; she merely told her granddaughter gently that it was bedtime; the admonition, kind but blunt, was spoken in the dear, familiar local dialect, and in this old woman’s mouth it sounded like a whole family history.

        But the young people remained outside for as long as they — with the grandmother in mind — thought fit.
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        Mettälä‐Santra had not really expected her husband home for the weekend. He had been back once since he went off log floating in the spring, and she had no great joy from that visit other than the little money he had brought. In fact, the two nights he had spent at home had been rather unpleasant. Volmari, Santra’s eldest son — a child of her early days before her marriage — had chanced to drop in, and he and his stepfather never really hit it off . . . . And by midday on Sunday Volmari had set off again into the world, going his own way as he had done for years. He came home only when he was well dressed and could arrogantly flourish his money on the slightest pretext. He was just like his anonymous father. Santra, his mother, always felt a bitter‐sweet pang at the remembrance of the things that had happened when Volmari was conceived — and then again at his birth. A dour, ironic expression was apt to come over her face when, her husband having gone, she noticed how firmly and tenaciously — strange to say — she was attached to this home and her life here. There were the youngsters — whom she had had by that man who was now striding off down the lane, a large man with a plodding, slightly pigeon‐toed walk. Santra stayed at home at her work, and even the children with their staring eyes noticed a look on their mother’s face which was not there when father was at home, nor was it there later when he had gone. It was only like that when father was walking away down the lane — and then again on Saturday evenings when he was expected home. In between times mother was the same as she always was.

        She was a tall, big‐boned woman. But even if the bone structure was apparent here and there — on the shoulders, in the cheekbones, at the chin and elbows — it seemed as if not even her hard life had been able to deprive this woman of any of the earthy female magnetism that nature had infused into her ever since her girlhood. It could be seen as she walked along the summer path, carrying something, or when in an idle moment she sat down to rest. And it could be heard when she gave a sharp answer to some tipsy fellow’s pleasantries. Even if there was always a somewhat bitter line at the corners of her mouth as she went about her work, and her eyes had a slightly morose look of despair, those who had eyes to see could trace her primitive femininity in the eyes and lips. Boys did not see it, perhaps, but more mature men did. She was about thirty‐five these summer nights — nights which, as always, soothed the hearts of men, young and old, high and low. Especially during these few short weeks when the spring work was over and haymaking had not yet begun.

        In Mettälä‐Jukka’s eyes his wife was nothing now but an ordinary old crofter’s mare; in fact their marriage, when the croft fell to Jukka on the death of his father, was the work of others. Jukka had been no ladies’ man when young. At dances he would usually stand by the door; mostly he kept away from them unless he had a quick one first — not too much, but just enough to give him Dutch courage. It excused a man for going to a dance, as it were. He had a vague feeling that it was slightly mawkish for a man to walk several miles on such an errand. And as a rule the only dancing Mettälä‐Jukka did was to slouch along on the edge of the ring, trying when he sang to bellow as loud as he thought he should. It was seldom that a girl drew him into the ring, but it happened sometimes. As it did that summer when he was released from prison after his part in the rebellion. Having recovered his old form, physically and mentally, he once went to a dance at the workmen’s institute at Mahanala. Korkomäki‐Santra had come and pulled him into the ring and looked him straight in the eyes, as much to say: Is there any truth in old Mother Nieminen’s talk?

        It was just the time when old Mother Nieminen, mischief‐making and glib‐tongued, had started it all — a matter for which she took the credit ever afterwards. Though at the outset she had done little more than to drop insinuations to Santra and Jukka, one at a time. After that very same dance Santra took Jukka to the loft where she slept. By then Jukka’s tipsiness had evaporated to some extent; but when he saw what Santra was up to, it soon returned, and he pretended to be drunk and swore threateningly under his breath as they approached the farm where Santra was in service, their arms around each other’s waists. Santra assured him that none of the farm folk was watching them, not that they would have cared a rap if the whole lot had been standing there on the porch. But to Jukka’s way of thinking, this business of coming back with a girl and climbing up to her loft was no better than bellowing on the edge of the ring at the dance: no grown man could be bothered with that sort of thing if he was sober. Or without feeling ashamed.

        But toward morning the same night, just as Jukka was making ready to leave, Santra said to him:

        “You’ve got to marry me now, you know. That was the understanding.”

        
        And so it was. Jukka soon learned to visit Santra’s loft without having to bolster courage at the dictates of his childish bashfulness. He did not go unobserved — and after that summer, when the weather got so cold that Santra had to move her bed from the loft to the servants’ quarters, they had to have the banns posted. The farmer spoke his mind and said that otherwise he could not have that kind of thing going on under the same roof where he lay with his wife.

        That was the beginning, and before very long it had become what it now was, even during these summer nights. Jukka had lost the shyness of his bachelor days, but otherwise felt very little for Santra. He was an ordinary man, who made a passable living with his horse and who was morose and apathetic, unless he had had just the right amount to drink, as in the old days when he went dancing. Then he could be the same as before — until recently. More and more often now he would look for work farther afield; sometimes he got dead drunk and was then rough and hard to please.

        This last visit of Jukka’s a week ago had at first, on Saturday evening, seemed pleasant enough. He had come a long way, from the far end of the floating‐channel, and Santra and the children had not expected him. Santra had been making home‐brewed ale for the master of the farm from which this Mettälä had at one time been parceled and where Santra had been in service. There was a younger master in charge there now; at that earlier time he had still been a bachelor and he knew Santra’s talent for brewing ale.
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        Syrjämäki‐Jalmari thought the time would never pass; he kept walking to and fro between pasture and cottage, each time going far enough down the pasture to look across the rather narrow stretch of water to Teliranta. At last he saw Hilja and the mistress of Teliranta getting into the boat — after having apparently argued for a moment as to who would row. It seemed to be Hilja who sat down on the thwart. Jalmari hurried down to the shore to meet them.

        “I wonder who’s going to need help first,” Hilja said with a meaningful look at her husband, whose face at once took on a look of grave anxiety. It was always the same, so there was no point in beginning to explain the first symptoms.

        “Should I go now?”

        “Not just yet,” Hilja said, going toward the pasture with the other woman.

        For a crofter, the time immediately before a birth was always tense, almost agonizing, in fact. Though it was not so bad at this time of year, when the roads at least were dry and help could be got. But sometimes it happened when the roads were impassable during the spring thaw.

        Now the weather was favorable. Despite this, in many ways the event turned out to be unique in the life of the married couple at Syrjämäki. For that matter, not even in the biggest broods do these things ever happen in quite the same way.

        Jalmari stayed by the cottage as the two women went off to look at the cow. They were not there very long, however. Soon Jalmari saw the mistress of Teliranta coming quickly toward him and behind her Hilja, walking slowly.

        “You’d better be off now, Jalmari — do you know where you can get a horse?”

        “They told me I could borrow one at Ollila — there’s no use asking anywhere else hereabouts . . . . Yes, I’ll go at once — do you think you could stay here till I get back? — if you can spare the time, that is, because not even Alviina seems to be at home, though I did say to her that . . . .”

        “Yes, yes, off you go now!”

        The sun was approaching the horizon; the evening was bright, although the quality of the light had changed since midsummer. A musty dampness hung about on the part of the road that led through the low wood and then dropped to the marshy meadow. Syrjämäki‐Jalmari walked fast, so fast that, compared with his usual way of moving, his pace was quite remarkable. He was in a strangely pure, innocent mood. It was always the way when any of life’s great events drew near. In this respect, age had not brought any change in the man’s disposition. As a lad of twelve Jalmari had stood watching his mother’s coffin being lowered between planks gray with clay down somewhere into a hole dug in the earth where two other similar coffins already lay, one of them quite small. Strangers were busy there in the churchyard at the time; it was as if they were observing them — the father, Jalmari, Laina, and Vihtori — and wondering what they were doing there . . . . Much the same feeling had swept over him when he stood beside Hilja at their marriage — how remote all their previous doings had seemed, doings to which they again returned. As he stood there before the parson, the only thing that weighed on his mind was that if everything were now going to be made public he would feel very small. . . . The parson spoke of God and at the same time was in some way changed into a manifestation of God, so there was no knowing . . . . And when the first child was born, the girl who had died, it was just the same feeling. The fact that a real, living child like that came into existence seemed far too big a truth, seen against their own life . . . . His father’s death later had meant very little, really.

        But now his mind was in a turmoil again; it was as though omens were whispering in his ear the whole time. A large bird, startled, flew across the road; the sky to the south was strangely leaden, though you couldn’t call it clouded — then the moon rose, a round, red, full moon surrounded by regular, blue rings. The moon was peering almost furtively out of the dell there by Pahanoja, and quite plainly it did not intend to rise very high, just enough to see this anxious man striding along.

        Jalmari came to Ollila and found not a single man at home.

        “Syrjämäki’s in a hurry for once,” said a flabby‐faced dairymaid, already past the dancing age, who was dawdling around by herself in the big kitchen, which also served as a common living room. “They’re not at home, they went off to the mistress’ old home this morning, and they’re never back from there before midnight. But you know your way about the place. The mare’s down in the meadow.”

        Jalmari was already rummaging around for a bridle from a peg in the stable. All the harnesses seemed to be broken in one way or another; even a bridle, which otherwise would have done for a drive to the village, was short of a buckle. He would have to try to bind it with a piece of string to stop it from dangling.

        
        Yes, he would try — once he had got the bridle in place. Syrjämäki knew quite well that Ollila’s old mare was never in a mood to be caught; men more infirm of purpose had sometimes had to rope her in, but in spite of that he thought he could catch her now. But . . . the animal merely flattened its ears and deftly evaded the man’s attempts and sly coaxing. Jalmari swore softly — and the whole time his grave anxiety was like a lump at the back of his mind; the tension of the moment he had expected for weeks throbbed in the mounting roar of his veins . . . . “Co‐o‐ome along, come on, old girl . . . . What the devil am I to do if I can’t catch the brute . . . tseh, tseh — tsee, tsook, tsook . . . .” He was already beside the animal and was just about to grab its mane — when he just missed a kick from the back hoofs as the mare swung her hindquarters around so that the air swished in his ears. And there she was in a twinkling at the other end of the meadow, cropping grass as though to provoke him, but tripping off like any dancing master the second Jalmari took a step nearer. “Hell and damnation, hell and damnation,” the exasperated man repeated as though praying with his last breath. “You bitch of Satan,” he shouted at last in blind rage, starting to run after the vexing beast. It was a sight for the gods, but the only one now to see this crazy race was the full moon in its rings; as if to see better, it rose a little higher above the ominous leaden horizon.

        Jalmari, a helpless, innocent small boy, ran about panting heavily, stopping now and then to collect his scattered wits. He had no other hope. What was to be done if he couldn’t get the horse? Oaths — the kind of oaths that are close to tears and prayer — streamed again from his lips as, at no more than a quick walk now, he followed the mare’s capricious scampering. The mare kept her distance, not letting the man even approach her now but trotting along at exactly the same pace as the pursuing Jalmari.

        
        Until suddenly she whinnied and was off like a shot toward the gate. There stood Emmi, the flabby‐faced dairymaid, holding out her hand to the mare. It seemed as though the horse could not pull up and was going to trample the girl underfoot. But at the last second it stopped short in front of Emmi with legs outstretched, almost as if it had come down a toboggan‐slide, and began nuzzling in her hand for bits of bread. All Syrjämäki had to do was walk up and slip the bridle over the head of the mare, who now paid not the slightest attention to him.

        “Some can and some can’t, see,” Emmi said, adding something to the effect that, as far as she was concerned, she would gladly have amused herself by watching the mare’s and Syrjämäki’s dancing performance until morning, but since she knew that it was a matter of Syrjämäki’s Hilja, she had come and caught the animal.
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        When Arvid had turned in at Teliranta on Saturday, he noticed, even before the car stopped, that a window in one of the side buildings flew open and was held by a graceful arm; in the opening he saw the familiar face of a girl, he saw brown curls which the other hand was pushing back, he saw a summer‐clad figure in an attitude which revealed more than a welcoming cry would have done. Soon the vision disappeared — and Helka rushed out of the porch door to receive him.

        Arvid did in fact notice Helka’s dress — noticed it for the reason that it was so utterly different from the one she was wearing the last time they met. This was a light, floral summer dress, which suggested the wearer’s figure in all its sprightliness better than the evening dress had done before . . . that earlier time when he had seen from the car, as it nosed its way to the door, the pairs of red, gold, white, and green shoes walking up the steps from the pavement and vanishing between two white pillars. Afterward, inside, he had seen more of their wearers; the shoes were only small, two‐stanzaed motifs, as it were . . . . But Arvid could not get it out of his mind that even from the car he had seen one particular pair of shoes and feet, both of which he recognized at once in the drawing room. Later, over cocktails, he spoke of this to Helka in word and look — and a detached observer among the guests could have seen expressions on the face of each that were hardly conventional. Then the hostess had come to remind them both of their promise. “Yes, later, during the evening entertainment proper . . . .”

        And there came that girl, summery, light of movement, sun‐tanned. The contrast made his heart leap — or perhaps it was the similarity. Helka — she had accompanied faultlessly, even though Arvid had let his violin tease her slightly — the evening was then well advanced; they had conferred alone together for a few moments in a secluded guest room . . . . But Arvid remembered how his accompanist, toward the end of the performance, had retaliated with some runs and chords . . . . Later still, they had had a tête‐à‐tête in the library by the light of the reading lamp with its yellow shade. There they had made that half‐promise which was now being kept. On such flimsy grounds it was rather a delicate matter to turn into a farm one had never visited before. But the newcomer was given a look which seemed to open doors, to rush out to meet him, almost to embrace him. The look and the nod that Helka had given him as she left the library ahead of him had therefore been what they seemed. Now they were confirmed.

        “Granny, here is the guest I have sometimes spoken of!”

        Arvid saw Helka in profile: her temple, the corner of her eye, the speaking mouth, the teeth; saw them in the courtyard of this farm, in the light of a summer’s day — then at a side door of the building he saw a slightly bent old woman who, at Helka’s words, came toward him, holding out her hand to the young man and saying:

        “Welcome!”

        Then the grandmother led the way to the front door. She walked so slowly that Arvid had plenty of time to look around him, to note that the other dwelling‐house was larger, to look at the view. He was not looking at Helka now — nor did they speak to each other. The old lady and the sunshine united them.

        Helka soon had reason to disappear from the guest’s view: she must help her grandmother.

        “In the country a guest is always left alone at first,” the old lady said as she looked for something in the front sitting room to which Arvid had been conducted.

        But Arvid soon absorbed the atmosphere once he had made the acquaintance of his hosts in the main farmhouse. The introduction took place outside, he was not yet invited in. As evening approached, the farm came to life: Arvid saw cows, farm hands, servant girls; there was talk of the sauna and visiting the barn where the servant girls slept, and someone mentioned going to church next day.

        So Saturday afternoon passed. Arvid was at peace with the world and his sense of well‐being was only heightened by the fact that he caught no more than a glimpse of Helka now and then. Once she nodded to him from the kitchen steps. She was wearing a large white apron.
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        Sleep was out of the question, but at this time of year and in this part of the world — and at this age — one does not need so much sleep. For Arvid, the guest, a bed had been made up in the end corner room of the building ruled by grandmother. An empty front sitting room — smelling of unpainted wood and unlit tiled stoves — separated this room from the old lady’s actual living quarters, where Helka also slept.

        It was already after midnight, and the guest was still tiptoeing around the front room. It was a wide room with two windows in each of the side walls; in these windows, as elsewhere in the house, stiffly starched lace curtains hung from week to week, virginal and untouched. At each gable end were two doors, one leading into a wide hall and from there onto an amusingly rickety porch with small‐paned windows; here and there a pane was bright blue or blood red. Having drifted about the sitting room for a while, a guest could make his way out to the yard — unnoticed from anywhere else, provided that all in the house were asleep.

        The door leading from the front room into the hall opened very gently and someone was faintly visible in the opening. The twilight was now so deep that the man in the room could pretend to look hard in order to make sure.

        “Can’t you sleep?”

        
        “I haven’t wanted to yet.”

        The girl who had asked the question remained in the doorway, leaning gracefully against the jamb. In that light and in that position she was again new. The destiny of two young people moved onward with the charm and ease peculiar to a sublime force. As scene after scene unfolded, the attraction grew stronger. The girl was standing there on the threshold in the dusk — on the threshold, but the half‐open door was already behind her: the door opened outward, in the direction from which she had come.

        The young man had spoken the words “I haven’t wanted to yet,” with a strange gravity. He moved slightly toward where the girl was standing, but in such a way that all his attention seemed to be fixed on the summer night. He looked at each side of the room in turn, as though surrendering himself to what he saw from the windows, first in the south, then in the north.

        “Who could sleep here when such a being, such a brightly dark, enchanting ghost, keeps watch all round one’s bed, playing a melody which is so low and so high that the ear cannot catch it.”

        “How then do you know that it makes a sound?”

        “I see it in your eyes — you have accompanied me once before.”

        By now the girl, without being aware of it, had stepped over the threshold and closed the door noiselessly behind her.

        There was a caress in the young man’s words . . . an accompaniment . . . soundless music which would soon be heard. Once more the girl felt herself in the power of this music, just as she had been in the winter. At this moment she again felt self‐conscious as she remembered their duet — how the violin had seemed to come like a gypsy right against her ear and speak a language which, had it been expressed in ordinary human words — and acts — would . . . . She had resisted, striking the chords with the strength of despair, yet it seemed to her when they had finished playing — the music ended with a long pianissimo in which the accompaniment led — it seemed when she got up from the piano stool that she was no longer the same as before. And then in the library — she remembered every detail . . . .

        There he was again, that same being, the same manly figure, his “music” had the same firm touch as then, though now the sound was muted — and the most wonderful of all: there were no guests. What had the whole of this day been? What else but a preparation for this. Had there been a single thing, however insignificant, had there been one chance thought, word, or action which had not been an irrevocable preparation for this? In all her life had there been any thought, word, deed which did not lead to this — in all her life; — yes — that is what — it — has — been . . . . He — he whose right shoulder was already such a sweet support for the fingers of her left hand as they gazed together out into the yard . . . . their two profiles together stood out in a clear, light, double relief against the background of that “brightly dark, enchanting ghost,” the northern summer night, which could not speak . . . . There he was . . . that dear person . . . the man who in the daytime had a name but not now . . . who, somewhere out there, had a “career” for which he was studying, at the same time practicing his music . . . no, nothing . . . nothing . . . only this. Only this wonderful, almost numbing state of existence.

		

        
        The sun returned; it could not help it. The grassy space in front of the house grew mysteriously pink and the most curious of all was that certain parts of it, which one was accustomed to think of as illumined, were now in deep shadow, and quite strange parts were emerging into light. Yesterday evening — where was it? Was this the yard where they had all sat? — How have I come to be here? — along what paths? — through what circumstances? We are still awake, and no one knows it.

        “Good night,” one of them said.

        But it was said in such a way that the other was unable to answer in words. In the old front room smelling of wood and clean linen, where many a bride had been wedded, it was quite still for a while. Then light footsteps were heard, and two doors were closed almost at the same time. Day threatened — threatened with the fact that they, without the mediation of sleep, would remember who they were, each other’s names — all that which . . . .

        But sleep did draw its curtain between — to open it again on the morrow for new events that gained in intensity.
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        Sunday morning, unhurried; both guest and farm folk could stay in bed. Arvid looked out of the window; the weather was fine — strong, steady, fine weather which seemed in some way undeserved. This was the same morning which they, the last to go to bed, had seen when they wondered at the light and the shadows in the yard. Now all was the same as yesterday, save that the maid had on a snow‐white apron and there lay a clear reflection of Sunday in her smile as she said good morning to old Manu, who had come to see the master.

        On this Sunday morning Helka slept longer than anyone else. The master, Arvid, and one or two other men had already been for a swim, had their coffee and — to top off the delightfully lazy Sunday‐morning feeling — gone to see what stage the rye was at. Most of the heads were already transparent — the flowers had blown away on a warm breeze one fine morning — but the husks of some were still dark when seen against the light; there the pollen was still awaiting its mission — if it was ever set free now to perform it . . . . From early morning, however, all that mattered was this dazzling, seething sunshine, which seemed to be pushing the very air aside so that all living things — grass, butterflies, people — had to breathe it. On the farm were people who had come together from many different quarters, but the morning sunshine united them all irresistibly.

        At last Helka, too, awoke — when she was awakened. She awoke to song — yes, a serenade on a farm at ten o’clock of a Sunday morning! Sound penetrated her ears now in the same way as light her eyes on other mornings, and soon the singers had their reward. In a gap between the curtains they saw a head dear to them all — to each in his own way: soft brown locks, rather large eyes with light‐brown irises, the chin, and a dimple in one corner of the mouth.

        The singers did not see each other’s facial expression, but Helka saw everyone. — Why, there’s Uncle too, sunburnt and earnestly singing his part — how kind he looks! You can see that he’s reliving his own youth. The young apprentices were both trying to look dignified and matter‐of‐fact, but at one point their efforts caused the master and Arvid to exchange a meaningful little side glance. Helka watched — for a brief moment the look in her eyes deepened to a warm glow.

        The singers saw a head nod between the curtains; then a hand and an arm glided forward and pretended to put candles on the window sill. When the song was over, each of the four singers in turn received a look as the lips of the girl inside were pressed playfully against the pane. This was also noticed by the mistress, who had come on the scene. With a glance at the singers she said:

        “Oho, Helka’s in good spirits today.”

        She told them that breakfast was ready — they could come when they liked.
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        The whole household was once more assembled in that disguising yet all‐revealing fellowship. Helka seemed to take a lively part in the preparations for dinner, merely nodding gaily to Arvid, the guest, as though she had not seen him since they had all sat out on the steps the previous evening. Even Granny was dressed in her Sunday best. She began to talk of swallows.

        “I don’t know why, but there have always been the same nests on this farm for as long as I have lived here. Over sixty years at least I can remember them.”

        “They must be very old swallows then,” the master said.

        The farm was old and had always belonged to the same family. It cropped up again in conversation at dinner; they had all sat down here and there, in small groups. Helka explained that her family’s property was not really here at all but over in the direction of Pahanoja; she went there every summer, but this time she had not yet paid it a visit. It was lovely weather today, and she might go after dinner.

        “Won’t you take me with you, Helka?”

        Everyone noticed that Helka and Arvid, the guest, now called each other by their Christian names, although they had not done so when the good‐nights had been said the previous evening — and no one had been a witness to this understanding. If anyone, especially among the younger members of the company, had at first thought of escorting Helka, he realized now, after the guest’s question, that such a thing would be out of place.

        “Yes, by all means,” Helka replied.

        The master, who had also noticed this little matter, thought it best to change the subject. He began to describe the remains of habitation still to be found in the spot Helka had mentioned.

        “We have never really found out for certain, but in all probability there was a farm there once which at some time became part of this one. There is another farm by the name of Nunna which is worked in conjunction with Teliranta, and since Helka seems to look on it as her own — or at any rate the actual dwelling‐site — well, here’s luck to you, Miss Nunna.”

        Glasses were raised amidst laughter.
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        There was little to be seen on the site of the old farm, but the place itself — a small, stony rise with a glimpse of the water here and there — was enchanting. Several small mounds overgrown by grass were evidently former cornerstones and parts of the walls. One or two ancient trees higher up showed clearly that man had at one time treated them differently from the birches and spruces farther away. These venerable trees that had known the touch of a human hand rose from the midst of a grove of saplings as though to give, in the name of bygone times, a dignified welcome to the two strollers; they were not at all like the people who had first cared for them.

        A tumble‐down old haybarn lay at the foot of the knoll and beside it grew some meadow flowers, which the forest would not have allowed to grow without the barn: a few bluebells and violet‐tinged mallows, even some blood‐red clover that had just burst into bloom. Helka bent down to examine the grass of the tiny slope.

        “No, there are no wild strawberries ripe yet.”

        “Well, the rye has hardly finished flowering.”

        “Oh yes, surely.”

        “No, I had a look this morning. At least a fifth of the heads were still dark.”

        
        They had to talk about something, having made a pretext for coming.

        They started back. Arvid had been looking at his companion and once more remembered their last meeting in town. It was wonderful how well this figure and expression of hers fitted in with the glade and the grass‐grown road which was so seldom used in the summer. She took long steps, trying to adapt her walk to his. Here in the shelter of the wood you could do as you pleased; there was no one to watch except the flycatcher darting silently past. Here and there in the grass of the road was a celandine or a stunted buttercup.

        The road became a grassy strip and only the opening it made through the woods showed its direction. Helka’s left arm, which was linked in Arvid’s, stiffened as though she had caught sight of something strange. When Arvid stopped, she gave a short laugh which seemed to cascade in golden drops, her arm flew up round his neck, and she kissed him on the mouth. They had been to see the old ruins of her family’s estate, and now that they had done so and were on their way home, they were no longer the same people they had been when they set out. The young man gripped the girl by the shoulders, pressed her to him perhaps a trifle too hard, looked at her in the same way as he had done after their duet and said:

        “Do you love me?”

        “How can I help it?” — and her joy almost burst into a sob . . . .

        And then her attention was caught by a modest veronica gleaming in the grass like a fallen butterfly’s wing. Or like an eye which had seen what it had seen.

        They came out through a gate onto the fields and saw farms near and far. The sky in front of them, to the south, had a leaden tinge, and behind them they could sense the gold of evening. But there was no sign yet of the moon.

        They were now walking, one on either side of the road, their shoes clacking on the hard clay. On both sides was an increasing profusion of wildflowers. On Arvid’s side, where a gash had been made in the surface of the road, were short, but incredibly big‐leaved aspen shoots, and in the midst a wealth of veronicas, pimpernels, meadowsweet, woodruff, bluebells. There were also one or two thistles on the point of bursting into bloom — the loveliest plant of all to be found on lush slopes: the flower purple, the leaf dark‐green on top, almost white underneath, and when you break the stem the copious white sap oozes out. On the other side was a cornfield, where the clumsy ears had just attained their full growth. There was still some cow parsley in flower, and in the shelter of the cornstalks some balls of downy seed remained.

        Out here on the road across the tilled fields Helka’s walk was not the same as on the soft, grassy track through the wood. She was walking as Arvid had seen her walk on the parquet floor of the ballroom in the capital, as though proclaiming with every step the glory of Him who had fashioned her. She made no attempt now to talk to her companion; after what had just happened she merely hummed softly to herself, swinging her hat slowly in time to her steps. If Arvid spoke to her, she answered eagerly, but it was plain that her thoughts were floating happily elsewhere.

        This was the return witnessed by the rower on the lake — and these were its conditions.
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        The artist — a quiet, sensitive man — was also wandering around on this night until daybreak. There are many who roam about in the northern summer night, especially as Sunday dawns. The reasons are many, but the outward condition is the same for all, the same today as in times gone by: the night’s luminosity.

        He was known as the artist because he had studied to be one and he was seen now and then painting or drawing something: a landscape, animals grazing, a local resident whom he had ventured to ask to sit for him and who had agreed. Old Manu from Teliranta, for instance, he had portrayed in many different positions and states of dress — even naked, as he cooled off on the sauna steps . . . . He had also published several books, whose intellectual refinement and unerring good taste no one disputed but which very few had read — and so on. It was he who was rowing about in his boat with the white sides and red bottom.

        He was happier out of doors than inside. He had a home, and a family too; he lived some distance from Teliranta, in the cottage of an isolated farm. His wife had found the place for them almost on her own after the old couple at the farm had met with a violent end and their cottage had fallen vacant. Until then the artist had lived with his wife in one room at his old home. All kinds of things had happened there which irrevocably set the keynote of the family’s life — until the very end. The date and manner of this end were unknown, as in other families, but nevertheless it had recently begun to make itself felt in a strange way. Perhaps not to others, but to the artist himself. Marks of age had bitten into him within a very short time. He did not suffer any actual want — his friends and the admirers of his work, though few, were all the more valued — but he . . . he groped about sometimes as though in distress.

        The artist rowed slowly, watching the reflection of Teliranta as the surface of the water gradually grew smooth; he saw people moving about and imagined their life to be vigorous and happy. This summer in particular it had become a painfully sweet passion with him to watch the life of nature and of people. As he wandered through the summer countryside by day or night, he seemed to be cowering from something; he was like a young animal that had stuck its head under cover.

        Now and then he rested on his oars, and under the brim of the rather shabby hat, his kind, melancholy eyes seemed as if they were listening: they had a warm, taut expression, but they were not gazing at anything. True, the man was looking across the ryefield to the far shore of the sea of heads where it joined the golden glow of the sky, but his gaze merely found support there. It was directed somewhere into his inner self.

        A July ryefield’s sea of heads against the wide evening glow — what an enervating sight at a certain stage of life. The crop is ripening, the crop is ripening — or is at least already certain of its maturity. The setting sun regards it — regards it like a sturdy farmer, who always has the tillage of his field and the management of his household in order and whose languishing spirit is instantly quickened by the knowledge that a succession of sons and daughters will come after him, remembering their father with respect and ready to plow his furrows deeper. His harvest mellows under auspicious signs, both in his field and in his soul. The artist gazed and imagined the lot of the farmer to be often more perfect than it really is. He had nothing of his own other than what was there in the Majanmaa cottage. And that did not enter his mind as his extended gaze stared at the sea of rye heads and the sunset.

        He was again awakened from his reverie by the even stroke of oars. Looking around he saw Syrjämäki‐Hilja approaching from behind him; she seemed to be heading for Teliranta with fixed purpose.

        “Why the hurry?”

        “An urgent matter.”

        “Will I soon be able to come and paint that altarpiece, Mary with the child at her breast?”

        “My breasts are not going to be hung up for all the world to gape at. Anyway, you have a Mary of your own at home.”

        “Still, may I not come and look at the baby later on?”

        “If you like. All in good time.”

        The crofter’s handsome wife rowed away. It was plain that she was a trifle put out, yet amused, by the artist’s admiring gaze — even now, in her present condition, her nostrils and eyebrows had that same peculiar delicacy that seemed to soften her cheerful but blunt speech. Usually her cheeks were an even tan, but now during pregnancy the color had all collected on her cheekbones in pretty roses that were surrounded by an unbroken pallor.

        The artist rested on his oars, even trying stealthily to back a little, as though wanting to prolong this meeting on the water. A strange, childish feeling filled the mind of the solitary man as he watched the woman row away. As the distance between them lengthened, the distinctive features of her face blurred — soon they gleamed with the fierce red glow of the setting sun, which also caught the wall of the Teliranta barn and the dress of the girl walking along the road by the field. The rowing woman in the boat and the movements of the oars were an elastic point on the buoyant surface of the water. The solitary man lingered in his boat; with things the way they were, it was indeed restful to sit looking at that simple picture.

        He began to row again, rowing nowhere in particular. Soon after the recent encounter, a humming was heard; a melody in slow time, taken from a folk song, vibrated softly behind the artist’s closed lips while a soft oarstroke marked every third bar and the boat glided away from the scene.
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        At Teliranta they were sitting outside again just as they had done the evening before, but much had changed. It had been the Sabbath day; all were aware that it was the last perfect, real summer Sunday — a week later the dense rows of stakes piled with hay would be casting their shadows across these fields where now the summer evening, as yet unbroken, was slowly and smoothly approaching. Because of the Sabbath, everyone was dressed a little differently. There was even a Sunday look about the cows’ gait as they were taken to the barnyard for the evening milking. And the girls who went off in a boat to milk the cows on the far side of the lake were in their Sunday best, which seemed to shine with expectation of pleasures to come.

        Granny, the old mistress, was again sitting on her steps and apropos of some remark had occasion to say:

        “You two must have been whispering there in the parlor until daybreak — not a wink of sleep did I get.” She cast a motherly look at Arvid, the guest of whom she knew so little.

        Over by the barnyard two raftsmen appeared, their hands full of milk cans. The mistress had to get up and go over to keep an eye on them.

        “Have you drawn the milk out of your moo‐cows yet?” one of the newcomers called to her.

        
        He was bareheaded, with fair hair combed neatly upward, and pale‐blue, roving eyes. He didn’t really look like a raftsman at all. The dairymaids already knew his name. It was Yrjö Salonen.

        He was from the third timber‐raft, the one that was anchored at the foot of the Heikkilä cornfield. Because of a head wind the rafts had been lying in this reach of the lake for several days; now, when the wind had died down at last, it was Sunday and they could not very well leave until the evening. The men picked up milk from the neighboring farms, the crew of this raft getting it from Teliranta.

        “Is Mettälä‐Jukka back yet?” one of the dairymaids asked the men.

        “That vagabond’s in no hurry to come back once he gets home to his old woman,” Yrjö Salonen said.

        The girl had asked because Mettälä was married to a relative of hers, in the third parish to the north.

        “He’s no worse a vagabond than you are,” the girl retorted.

        The men got their milk and went off. The rhythmical creak of the oarlocks was heard once more from the expanse of the lake. The sun had been setting while they were talking to the dairymaids. Before they reached their raft, the rim of the moon was visible.
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        Mettälä had meanwhile returned. He was slightly the worse for drink, some of which he still had in his pocket, and he suggested that they should go off for a prowl through the village. Salonen in particular he tried to persuade, but Salonen only skipped about, whistling and paying very little attention to what Mettälä said.

        Mettälä was quite different from Salonen in appearance. He was coarse and big‐boned, rather simple, and given to bragging. His was the horse which had been standing idle for some days there under the shelter, but which would no doubt be back at work turning the warping winch that evening.

        “Come on, come on, Nokia,” Mettälä said again. Salonen was called Nokia because he had once mentioned having been born in the industrial community of that name.

        “Oh, stop nagging, mate. I said I wasn’t going, didn’t I?” Nokia snapped. He was especially irritated because, tongue in the corner of his mouth, he was just aiming his sheath knife at the wall of the cabin. This was his favorite amusement: holding his slender Kauhava knife by the point, he would fling it at the cabin wall and was very proud if he hit the spot that he said he was aiming at. When the other raftsmen sometimes stopped to watch his efforts and he did succeed, he proceeded to tell them of the phenomenal Chinaman he had once seen at a circus. An ordinary white woman — though she must have been the Chinaman’s girl friend at that — had gone and stood against a wooden partition and the fellow ringed her head around with knives — just like this he threw them — and when the woman stepped aside, there was her outline like a drawing on the boards. Each of the knives had hit the mark exactly beside her, but not a single one had struck her. It would have killed her if it had, that slant‐eyed Chink threw them so damned hard. The girl had to tug at them when she went and proudly plucked them out of the boards.

		

        
        “I said I’m damn well not going, didn’t I? Stop nagging,” said Salonen, aiming again with his knife at the wall of the cabin. Then he threw himself down on his bunk and picked up the book he had bought when he was last in the village by the railroad. Victims of Love was the name of the book. Salonen had barely turned twenty. Up to now he had been a shop assistant in town, but driven by his restless nature, he had taken a job for the summer as a log floater on this chain of lakes. True, he had also been sentenced to a small fine which it did not suit him to pay, and he had no wish to go to prison for it, at any rate not in the summer. He had heard that a summer log‐raft was the best hiding place.

        This raft was not very big, and since the timber company’s office was not far away, the rafts in these waters did not even have a proper captain; the eldest of the crew was supposed to act as one. Because he was not even entrusted with the wages — every Saturday a man from the office came in a motorboat to pay them; he’d been there only yesterday — the crew took little notice of what the old codger said. In any case he had only one arm, so he could not show his superiority at work either. Though in the narrows, where the current was strong, he knew all the dodges that were needed, giving his orders in the voice of a general at the front line. “Nokia” Salonen’s best friend among the raftsmen was Matti Puolamäki, a very simple man, who openly admired Nokia’s agility, youth, and checkered career. Later, when Nokia stood his trial for murder, Matti Puolamäki stood beside him in the dock, fettered and charged with incitement to murder. True, the irons were removed from Matti’s ankles by order of the court, for it had not been proved that he had shouted to Nokia the words “Let him have it good and hard!” as someone had at first claimed. However, Matti had been made to stand beside the handsome youth, dressed the same as he was. Among the jurymen and lawyers that evening, there was more talk of Matti than of the leading figure, Nokia. According to the statutes the judge always asked the accused about his particular circumstances.

        “Married or single?” the judge therefore asked Matti.

        “I’m not married, but I have been engaged for the last five years — and I’ve three children, what’s more.”

        “Well, why haven’t you got married?” the judge went on.

        The silence that followed this question was broken by the chairman of the district council in the parish that Matti came from:

        “They forgot to send Matti here to confirmation school, so his union with this woman Iitta has never been solemnized, but otherwise Matti has taken good care of his family — in fact better than that murdered man, Mettälä, whose family the parish has sometimes had to help.”

        It was to guard the interests of the Mettälä children that the chairman had come to the trial. Matti and Mettälä were from the same parish.

        But on the present evening they had no forebodings, and they all enjoyed to the fullest the life that had been given them to live.

		

        
        Salonen did go off to the village anyway. He read his book until he came to an appropriate place, dog‐eared the page, and slipped the book into the pocket of his workaday coat on the wall of the cabin. It had been Matti’s turn to make coffee. Mettälä insisted on handing round his bottle; he lurched about the raft, going off now and then to pat his horse.

        “It’s the horse that earns money for a lazy man,” he said, slapping the animal needlessly hard on the tender spots under the belly, so that it neighed vexedly and gave a little jump. For this reason he thought it necessary to slap it even harder on the hind quarters. Mettälä was in a very cocky mood. Then he went and tumbled into one of the boats, shoving it off so violently that it almost reached the shore before he got himself to the oars. Then he could be seen staggering up toward the houses. An old farmer, stone deaf and known for his surliness, came toward him on his way to look at his fish nets. A comical conversation ensued between them, which the men on the raft listened to in amusement.

        “There’s a bum for you,” Nokia said, and his eyes glittered. Then he too set off, Matti rowing him ashore in the second boat.

        The moon rose and for some time watched how events developed on this Sunday night.
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        Mettälä had gone off without any clear goal. He avoided the village and made his way back to the hovels on the outskirts. Life there was the same as the life he had known in the outlying parts of his home parish. In each hovel lived a middle‐aged man and woman, both rather wrinkled, and a brood of brats of all ages who, at the sight of such a big stranger, stood there gaping, picking their noses with the forefinger of the right hand and poking between the toes of the right foot with the big toe of the left foot. Mettälä lumbered about, feeling very important, sometimes bursting into song, snatches of a tune he remembered from the time when, very clumsily, he had courted Santra, now his wife . . . . “Fun for the boy to be dancing with another’s girl — hey!” A crofter came out, rather gruff at first, but when he got talking to Mettälä and saw his bottle, everything was all right. Mettälä managed to visit two or three of the cottages before the liquor gave out; then he set off to make his way back to “the coast.” This was one of the words he used, along with several others, from the big world. He claimed he had once been to America and assured everyone he was going back there, since “the old country” didn’t seem to feed its man better than this . . . . Then he let out another yell or two.

        After leaving his last port of call, Mettälä flung himself down full length in a green field. He hummed a song of sorts as he rested. From one of the cottages a boy was sent to see if anything was wrong; the boy crept up timidly, closer and closer to the recumbent man. Mettälä heard him but neither changed his position nor opened his eyes, he merely spoke to the boy from where he lay.

        “Bring me some water from the well there! I gave you money just now — bring me water!”

        “What’ll I bring it in?”

        “That’s your business, but by God bring me water, and hurry up about it!”

        The boy, scared, ran home. His mother was just coming to see what was the matter, and having heard what the drunken man had been harping about, went back, fetched a vessel, filled it with water from the well, and took it to the thirsty loafer.

        Even the phlegmatic Mettälä had been troubled by a strange restlessness this weekend. As he sprawled there just now, it had again occurred to him that he had not been home. He should have gone, but — let’s go off somewhere — down to the “coast.”

        “It’s no Gold Coast or Pepper Coast or Ivory Coast, but that’s the place to go all the same . . . . ‘Fun for the boy to be dancing with another’s girl — hey!’”
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        Salonen had also gone off. He sauntered along the village street, his smooth young face ablaze with a kind of ecstasy. He addressed the girls he met very winningly in city fashion, made no advances, called them “Miss,” and bowed so low that his long forelock flopped down. He put it back with an elegant sweep of his hand, swinging his head so that the hair settled back nicely into place. Then he strolled on, stopping to speak to an ugly old woman in the friendliest possible way, and when the woman hinted that she was poor, the young man gave her a five‐mark note. She was taken aback at first, then laughed heartily, and went on her way. Mettälä’s liquor had rather gone to the youth’s head.

        Then he sat down on the steps of a barn — a girl was sitting there in her Sunday best, and Yrjö Salonen turned to one side to chat with her. They talked of this and that, and the girl asked, almost like a man, how many timber‐rafts were still to come on the upper waters. When the youth bent down to whisper a question in her ear, she replied loudly:

        “That depends upon how nicely you can ask.”

        The girl was not especially pretty, her skin was rather coarse, the face was soft and broad, and she smelled of milk fresh from the cow. Salonen squeezed her waist. At the same moment a man stepped up to them from a nearby cottage.

        
        “This isn’t your girl, is it?” Salonen asked.

        “Well, even if she were, there’s enough for two,” the man replied, starting to push a cigarette into a holder. He looked a little nervous nonetheless, and the girl seemed to have a certain respect for him. He looked hard at her and she moved away, whereupon his manner changed and he said in a more intimate tone:

        “If that’s what you want, it’s only a stone’s throw away — got any money, buddy?”

		

        
        The moon was perhaps still rising or had perhaps not yet begun to set, when the raftsmen started to assemble after their various outings. Matti Puolamäki had also been ashore; with a devout expression he had examined the ryefield on the steep slope near the water to see if the heads were getting ripe. He had sown a little rye at home and he watched the nights closely in case of frost. It was not very far away, and one could take it that the weather there was much the same as here. Puolamäki was a little childlike in all his ways. For some reason he had become very fond of log floating and worked like a madman, so the foremen were satisfied with him. (He had heard that term from his father and always used it himself, though the other men spoke of the “boss” or the “tenner.” Their present boss they bluntly called the “fiver,” since he had only one hand.)
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        A second car swept up in front of the house at Teliranta on Sunday evening. Even before it stopped, a man’s slender arm with a wristwatch waved from the driver’s seat. Arvid recognized him. It was Hannu, a friend of his.

        “I promised, I did promise. And now off we go to that town, whatever its name is; there’s an engagement party on today.”

        Hannu jumped out of the car at last and went up respectfully to Grandmother, who at this time happened to be the only one of the farm folk out of doors.

        “Now don’t go dragging him off on some escapade; he’s having a good time here,” Grandmother said, making an effort to rise as she greeted the newcomer.

        Helka too had come out. She knew Hannu — from the same parties, in fact, where she had met Arvid during the winter season in the capital.

        “There’s to be no talk of going anywhere until the guest has at least sat down inside. And you’re just going to have your supper. Now why did Martta have to go off to Syrjämäki to doctor that cow — and strange she’s not back yet. I do hope nothing has happened.” Granny had ideas of her own. That other raftsman had been tipsy — though they had not gone that way. “Never you mind about going anywhere,” Granny said again.

        
        “Oh, do let’s go,” Helka said. “That is, if I may come too?”

        “There’s no question of may,” said Hannu. “The only problem is that we can’t divide you in half — there are two cars.”

        “Don’t worry, I’ll come in yours. I’ve been with Arvid all day.” Helka was enchanting when she smiled.

        
          Hey! my cap I hang on your peg
          — diddle diddle dee — I hang on your peg,
          my boots I put under your bed, diddle dee,
          my boots I put under your bed.
          Then one arm I put round your waist
          — diddle diddle dee — I put round your waist,
          the other one under your head, diddle dee,
          the other one under your head.
        

        The young raftsman on the other side of the lake was singing as he made his way down to the water. He was in high spirits and he sang well. The group standing out in front at Teliranta listened with enjoyment. But they did not stay to hear it for long. The visitor who had dropped in asked the host to give his kind regards to the mistress of the house; he had been looking forward so much to meeting her and regretted that the crofter’s cow had chosen to fall ill at such an unsuitable moment and deprived him of the pleasure.

        They got into the cars and drove off.

        The grandmother rose and went slowly into her own quarters, on the left of the porch. There stood Helka’s bed, neatly made up with its snow‐white sheets and counterpane. The girl slept daintily; got into bed, slept, and woke up. It seemed almost indecent to go so long without changing her sheets, but they looked as if they had just been put on. — Oh, there’s the moon, how strange it looks. And Martta, the mistress of the house, is not back yet.

        Martta, yes . . . . The grandmother for some reason began to think of her daughter‐in‐law. In the early days they had not quite seen eye to eye — as is often the way with mother‐in‐law and daughter‐in‐law. Martta would not really believe that she, the old mistress of Teliranta, knew its ins and outs better than a newcomer. But when Martta had really got to know its ways, the two of them had become good friends.

        And now Helka. For an aging woman it was sweet to watch an offspring of her own flesh and blood grow into the nice girl that Helka was. Never mind her fortune — she had come of age, she was healthy, beautiful, and strong. As she got undressed, Granny could not help remembering her own girlhood, when often she had not known which way to turn. It was sweet indeed to think of Helka. May He bless her comings and goings, He who can bless.

        Now and then the old lady glanced at the lake, letting her eyes move to and fro across the stretch of water where Martta’s boat should by rights be visible. She wondered whether she ought to go and get her son to send someone over to Syrjämäki in the other boat. But — he was Martta’s husband after all; it wasn’t for her to tell him what to do. And on a Sunday evening like this, was there anyone at home to send? Lucky that the master himself was. Granny stretched herself out in bed at last, but it was a long time before she fell asleep.
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        Salonen kept repeating the song that had come into his head: “Then one arm I put round your waist — diddle diddle dee — I put round your waist . . . .” Puolamäki got into the boat with him, and they were about to shove off to the raft when Mettälä’s large frame appeared from nowhere.

        “Stop singing, boy — stick to your reading instead,” Mettälä growled, at the same moment himself bawling out something supposed to be a snatch of song. By that time Matti and Salonen’s boat was some six feet from the shore.

        “Keep your trap shut, you bum,” Salonen shouted back.

        “Not by your order, Nokia — that goes for now and for ever and ever, amen.”

        And bending down, he groped on the ground for a haystake that had lost its pegs.

        “Come on, if you dare,” Mettälä shouted, raising his large weapon.

        The stake could no longer have reached to the boat — this circumstance was made quite clear later at the trial. The threatening gesture and the bullying words, however, threw Salonen into a blind fury. He could never at any time stand the sight of this hulking, big‐boned man, whose chin was always covered with thick stubble and who had no suspenders to his trousers. They had been at swords’ points for a long time. The horse on the raft was Mettälä’s, but the men had to take turns at the different jobs, and whenever Nokia drove the horse, he tore needlessly at the reins and shouted abuse at the animal. True, he might then give it lumps of sugar, but both these actions of his enraged Mettälä equally.

        Salonen jumped into the water, waded ashore, and rushed headlong at his enemy, who stood brandishing the stake. Being drunk as well as clumsy, however, Mettälä had no time to do anything with it before the long blade of a Kauhava knife — the same one that had so often thudded into the wall of the cabin — had sunk to the hilt into the left side of his chest, cracking a rib and piercing the heart muscle.

        At that very moment Puolamäki was supposed to have shouted to Salonen the words, “Let him have it good and hard,” on account of which he later stood a prisoner beside Salonen; no witness dared to swear to it, though.

        Driven by some hazy instinct for flight, the wounded man staggered up the grassy slope from the water’s edge. He had got as far as the ryefield when he fell on his side. Blood poured out; his eyes glazed over and seemed to have stopped to stare at the moon.

        And yet — and yet this was the Sunday when he should have gone home — had a bath in his own sauna — lain down beside Santra — to rest — to rest — as before.
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        The mistress of Teliranta had to remain at Syrjämäki. Hilja was very near her time, and because there was no one close at hand to call upon, she could not leave Hilja helpless with small children and night coming on. She found out what preparations Hilja had made — they were just about what she expected.

        “I had good grounds for thinking I’d be spared all this now,” Hilja sighed.

        “Yes, no wonder. It would have been enough with those you have already.”

        “Yes, yes, it would, but it can’t be helped.”

        The pains gradually became regular; it was obvious that the child would be born within the hour. And there was still no sign of Jalmari.

        “There, there, don’t worry,” the mistress of Teliranta said. “You’ve never had any trouble with such things before; hasn’t it always gone as it should?”

        “Yes, indeed it has. Now I must get to bed — it’s starting now — oh, dear God, what a life.”

        “Now don’t get upset — Jalmari will be here soon.”

        “Oh dear, and then there’s the poor cow — how is it?”

        “Much better, it’s already chewing the cud.”
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        Salonen’s right hand told him that the blade of the knife was in Mettälä’s chest; he had also felt the resistance made by the rib as it broke. A queer shudder, almost of pleasure, went right through him and left him languid. He caught sight of the familiar, unshaven face, an expression of utter helplessness in the shallow gaze and the half‐open mouth — and for a second he felt a consuming tenderness for his victim. This feeling reached its height as he slowly drew the blade of the knife out of Mettälä’s chest. Then he came to and began shouting that they must get a doctor at once, but the foreman of the raft, who calmly examined the body, said heavily that Mettälä was past needing a doctor in this world. It was a very different official that was needed now, he added with a gloomy look at Salonen.

        “Nokia my boy, it looks as if you’ve got yourself a meal ticket for a long time to come.”

        Salonen himself seemed strangely stupefied. At first he had muttered something to the effect that it was all Mettälä’s fault — what did he want to start a quarrel for. Now, having heard what the foreman said, the youth really woke up and started shouting again that they must get a doctor.

        “Go to the village and get a horse from there; I’ll go myself if you like.”

        “Oh, yes, you wouldn’t half mind going yourself.”

        
        Salonen nevertheless set off toward the village.

        “Hey, you two, Puolamäki and Heinonen, keep him company. We can’t let a murderer go just like that.”

        Again the young man flared up. His words tumbled out and he moved agitatedly, his hands in his trouser pockets. He was bareheaded; the fair hair was still tidily combed upward, but as he blustered he ran his fingers through it, then shook his head as he always did so that the hair fell back into place.

        “I’m no damned murderer — if anyone says that, I’ll give him the same medicine — he never even used my proper name but called me Nokia — just like the rest of you for that matter.”

        Salonen ground his teeth; he seemed on the verge of sobbing.

        “And I’m going to tell his wife what he was really like — oh, Jukka, what is it you’ve gone and done to yourself and to me . . . . But we must get a doctor — I must have the right to get a doctor for him — you come with me, Puolamäki and Heinonen, I won’t run away — we can get a horse up at Kortsaani; the farmer there’s a decent man — take care of that poor wretch as well as you can. Jesus Christ, life is so . . . .”

        He never finished saying what this life really is. He went off with his companions, still talking and blustering. His conscious mind wanted, it seemed, to turn away from the irreparable fact which he himself had now grasped.

        To Kortsaani — to ask for a horse and to get the doctor. On the advice of the foreman the other men left Mettälä’s body untouched where it was, just as it had slumped down into the grass.

        “It may be important for the police investigation,” the foreman said. “And remember, men, exactly how it all happened; here’s where Mettälä was standing at first . . . .”

        
        Together with the remaining men, the foreman, a grim expression on his face, began to go over what had happened.

        And there among the cow parsley, which was turning to seed, and the meadowsweet, which was just about to bloom, lay Mettälä, head partly in the rye, in his gray serge clothes and patched, high‐legged rafting boots. He lay with his eyes half open; they seemed to stare unblinkingly at the moon, which by then was setting. At this time of year the full moon does not stay long above the horizon. In the shed on the raft lay his horse and beside it stood his cart, both of them the worse for wear.
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        When Emmi, the dairymaid at Ollila, had caught the mare, Jalmari could at last continue; but since there was still not a single one of the menfolk at home, he, slow‐natured as he was, had many vexations yet before he could get away. Nor did the vexations by any means end there. All the way along he remained in the peculiar, childlike frame of mind. There was something utterly helpless about his agitation. At the back of his mind he was even happy in a way, as long as he was sitting alone in the cart on the forest road in the summer night. He was doing his best, slapping the horse’s hindquarters with the reins for all he was worth. If anything did go wrong, then it would not be his fault — and he didn’t have to stand by and watch the misfortune. But he did his best. Even in the village, where after Sunday evening a few couples were standing about in doorways, he still kept urging his horse on, so that his errand was plain to all.

        But the midwife was not at home; she had just been summoned to some outlying farm on the other side of the parish. Jalmari’s mare was in a lather, but he must do everything possible. Nothing else for him to do but to set out after her. What was to happen at home must surely have happened by now — but the man for his part could only go on looking for what he had been sent to look for . . . . Why, over there someone had already started haymaking. The stakes stood secure in the summer night. In their own way they too seemed to add to Jalmari’s anxiety, as though he — steady‐going, hard‐working farm laborer that he was — in his haste and distress should have found time to pay them proper attention too, the first hay‐stakes of the summer. He was no longer quite sure of the farms hereabouts.

        When at last he clattered into the yard of the farm to which the midwife had been summoned, he found that things were in about the same state there as he supposed they were with Hilja.

        “No, not yet . . . it may come at any moment now and I can’t possibly leave,” the midwife said. “But if things are in a really bad way, you’d better try to get hold of the doctor.”

        “I don’t suppose they’re any worse there than here, but help’s always needed with a thing like that. Yes, indeed . . . there’s no help to be had in these parts,” Jalmari added for some reason, though he felt ashamed of his words as soon as he said them.

        “Yes, yes,” the midwife said, vanishing in her immoderately neat and clean clothes into an inner room, from which the unknown woman’s shrieks of pain issued, upsetting Jalmari still further. What else could he do? He certainly was not going off to the next parish in search of a midwife. The horse too was starting to tire.
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        So Helka rode in Hannu’s car, sitting beside him. Behind them came Selma and Arvid. Teliranta was left pleasantly behind. It was indeed pleasant for a little while to leave this house where the summer Sunday had been so brimful of tranquil happiness. Arvid also thought how nice it was that Hannu had Helka sitting beside him — on the way there. Coming back, there would be just the two of them. Hannu was to continue his trip and Selma would stay in town. So he had gathered when they set off.

        The festive loveliness of the night seemed to accompany these travelers. From one landscape to the next, from view to view, it was there with them, glimpsed now to the side where a village straggled, now hiding at a bend in the road on a pine heath — until again it widened out and gave itself up freely, resting calmly above a new lake and dreaming, darkly colored, on the ridges that lay beyond. These travelers had known it all their lives, this dear Finnish summer night, and for that reason they did not stop to admire it. They dwelt in it; the expression and light of their eyes shone with the same radiance without their giving it a thought. They lived and felt this night — just as they had so often lived a January night of moonlight and frost.

        “Farther south I expect it’s already much darker at midnight,” Helka said to her companion, looking at his softly handsome profile.

        
        “Yes, especially in the outer archipelago,” Hannu replied, narrowing his eyes — they were passing a farm and someone had left a hayrack in the road. “And in the cities along the Baltic all the street lights are on. Actually that kind of summer night too has its charm, with its wealth of chestnut blooms lit up with electric light. But they’re over by now.”

		

        
        Selma, who had not known Hannu before, asked Arvid about him, shyly and almost brusquely.

        “Be on your guard in his company on a night like this. He tramples on hearts as we trample on flowers in a summer meadow.”

        “You may have to be on guard yourself,” Selma replied — and in this car it happened that the driver found himself glancing at the girl beside him and observing her profile. Selma’s eyes, as she answered, had been fastened on the car ahead and she did not take them off it. Arvid saw her rather large‐featured face which, with its firm contour and smooth though somewhat coarse skin, would have suited an adolescent youth. But the natural curls near the pale ear revealed something else. Their hot golden tinge glinted like the extreme tip of a flame from a deep‐burning fire which had forced its way to the surface. Selma was inclined to be blunt; if anyone approached her, whether it was a woman of the same age or any man at all, she stiffened politely and the golden flames at her temples seemed to go out. For some reason she was convinced that her appearance was against her. If someone in an inferior position — a seamstress, a bath attendant — said in a voice trembling with sincerity, “You certainly have a lovely figure, miss,” she thought the person said so merely because her face was not beautiful.

        But now too, late on this Sunday evening, a cluster of youths standing about in some outlying village street could give her a very admiring glance as she sat in the front seat of the car. She had an extraordinary flair for clothes and colors, although no one ever actually noticed when and where she got them. She saw and understood all that went on around her. And the red‐gold locks flamed at her temples like the deeply suppressed signs of a strong femininity.

        After her remark Arvid could not help glancing at the even‐tempered girl. Though aware of this, she kept looking straight ahead, as if steering the car with her gaze.

        They came to a railroad crossing, and each looked out of the window. In front of them were the blurred outskirts of the town on its gently rising ridge. In the twilight the many twisting streets and hundreds of houses formed a coherent mass, which merged into the chain of lakes extending on either side and the factory chimneys rising behind. Over there, somewhere behind that thick, even grove of pines was the place they were headed for.

        “I wonder if there is any engagement party. Hannu sometimes gives one just for fun. All he wanted was to get us out for a ride and some amusement.”

        So spoke Arvid, now keeping his eyes straight ahead. Here in the outskirts of the town his handsome car drew attention. A couple of taxi‐drivers who were lounging about watched them as they drove past.

        “I wouldn’t mind having a buggy like that.”

        “What do you think you’d do with her? She’d cost you more in fuel than you’d earn.”

        It turned out just as Arvid had predicted. “It’s somewhere on the top of the ridge; I’ll find it all right,” so Hannu had said. Now he drove in front; they could see him turn with a laugh to his companion once or twice, and the conversation was evidently very lively. And the car knew exactly where it was going. It was already bumping along a cobbled street — until at a certain point it turned unhesitatingly to the right and was soon on the lovely road at the top of the ridge, where now and then a night‐blue expanse of water gleamed between the pines on both sides. By this time the two in the car behind knew quite well where Hannu’s “engagement party” was.

        They passed one or two well‐tended market gardens. The road was now like an ordinary highway, until it widened out into a level, shady space, at one corner of which several cars were parked side by side. An old and sunken flight of stone steps led to an upper terrace, and from this again rose some wooden steps. Everywhere, almost up to the door, grew elder bushes, luxuriant nettles, sorrel, and in general everything that thrives in strong soil. But up in the doorway a gold‐braided doorman was visible.

        When the “trailer” — as Hannu called Arvid’s Packard for the rest of the evening — drove up, the other two were already waiting.

        “This is an engagement party, Arvid,” Helka called. “It remains to be seen whose.”

        But Arvid was already drawing his car in neatly beside the other. Music could be heard from inside, and above it, from the vestibule, a sharp discussion. It was almost bickering — some dispute among the restaurant staff. But in the background was the sound of the dance music.

        The newcomers were received very politely; the host himself came forward and mentioned in an obsequious whisper that the glass rotunda at the end of the veranda had just become vacant. Would they care to sit there? Both brow and neck were wrinkled from his anxiety to be of service. Yes — anywhere at all! And in an instant the traces of the previous guests vanished from the rotunda table.

        Pines were growing somewhere far down below, so that their tops barely reached to the level of the young people’s feet. And above the trees could be seen once more that same dim expanse of lake which they had glimpsed from the top of the ridge, gleaming between the pine trunks. One or two people were out rowing, and an occasional motorboat hurried along — its chatter did not carry up to the watchers on the glassed‐in veranda; it was only the sight of it that influenced their mood. Farther away other rowboats and motorboats were visible — townspeople returning to the summer quiet of their dwellings from Sunday outings. They all had their own experiences, some of which were to be continued this coming night. After a few swift hours the factory machines would start turning, the shops and offices would be opened. But now the people in the boats were still gazing at the familiar shoreline, wondering what it would be like to be there or there and entering into the spirit of these imagined moods. So too might someone, whose thoughts had momentarily drifted away from the merrymaking, look down at the water from the height of the lakeside restaurant and picture the feelings of the people in this or that boat. The young people in the restaurant, settled into one position, seemed to be intensely receptive to the atmosphere of this night, still free from the exertions of the morrow.
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        The artist rowed about until he felt on his face and wrists that there was a touch of night in the air. The realization checked his humming and made him think of going home.

        A man approaching his home at nightfall, after his wife and children have gone to bed, does so usually in a childlike good humor — unless, on the contrary, he is seething with rage. When the day has drawn on to evening, the tumult it brought has been stilled; the peace of night prevails, ancient both as word and as concept. The home may have been visited by want, affliction, worry of all kinds; perhaps that is what has driven the man to roam about so late. But as he gets near his home, he knows that he alone has the right, middle of the night though it is, to enter those rooms to which years of family life have already lent a familiar atmosphere. The night’s rest is one of the sacred things; a kind of protective ring surrounds a human being asleep. There behind the forehead is the brain, in which now, in sleep, all kinds of good and evil spirits are jostling, beautiful and ugly figures which, during the struggles of the day, had to be pushed far to the back of the mind. Happy the man who, fully trusting, can step out of the night into his warm home, his wife’s and children’s nest. The mother and her young, there they are . . . .

        
        No one was up as the artist approached the farm. At this hour nothing stirred. He saw the cottage that he rented and remembered the horrible circumstance by which he had become its tenant: the old man, whom many hated, and his wife had been furtively done to death in those same rooms. The window panes still seemed to say “Oh yes, we know all right, but if we can’t speak, we can’t . . . and now your brood is here.”

        The door was locked; he had to knock. It was some time before anyone came. As the door was opened, he saw the back of a woman in a nightgown. It was his wife. The artist had time to note her receding footsteps, which were extremely regular — the even flip‐flop of his wife’s slippers was very familiar. The woman got back into bed and lay motionless in the same position she had evidently been lying in when she heard the knocking. The children were breathing quietly in the bed they all shared.

        The artist was still not sleepy; he was in no hurry to go to bed. He went to the window and looked hard for something to watch — apart from the luminous night itself. A small white butterfly was fluttering around near the path — perhaps he had startled it when he came. Its flight was in some way very earnest; it seemed to be doing something whose futility it was not itself aware of . . . . And there, on the outside of the window pane, was another arthropod: unmoving, as though petrified for a hundred years, a strange insect like a symbol of the night — a crane fly. Incredibly long legs, bent sharply at one of the joints, and a proboscis like the continuation of the slender body — then the wings, spread even in that motionless repose. The insect was so still that the man could study the venation of the wings against the evening glow. He could really take his time observing the curious stumps behind the wings — and reflect wonderingly why one pair of wings was transformed like that and what the creature could possibly use them for . . . . At this moment the peculiar insect’s only purpose, as it rested inert on the window pane, seemed to be in some odd way to intensify the spirit of the summer night, which gleamed quite close to it and yet was so far away, shining down from the remoteness of undreamt‐of heavens. Just as the pattern of the snow in a winter drift intensifies and expresses the spirit of a frosty moonlit night.

        “Well, did you do your painting of Syrjämäki‐Hilja’s breasts?” said a voice from the bed.

        The artist seemed still to be observing the outline of the crane fly against the night sky, but — but he no longer saw it. He merely stood for a moment longer in the same position. Then he turned and looked calmly at the room. Children’s clothes lay on chairs and even on the floor; some were in holes, some stained with tar. The night was so warm that the sleeping children had kicked the bedclothes into a tangled heap; one of them had scratched a mosquito bite on the buttocks until it bled. At peace, and strangely moved, the father took all this in. His wife’s remark a moment ago was also like a garment flung on a chair and left to hang there. He went into the other room and opened a window. The night had deepened; he felt as if a very long time had passed since he had wandered about in it just now. Quite a new spirit seemed to be enticing him back.

        Stealthy as a thief, he slipped outside and around the corner, as if afraid of pursuit; he came to the path leading to the hill and began to follow it, an expression almost of ecstatic suffering on his face.
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        The night wore on and the master of Teliranta waited for his wife to come home. He was not in the least anxious, but sleep was out of the question and he did not even go to bed. He was sure that nothing extraordinary could have happened to her; the delay must be due to some external factor. But she had been gone a long time if it was merely a matter of helping a cow. He walked up and down, waiting. Once it occurred to him how pleasant this kind of waiting was, since he so seldom had to do it; only when he himself had gone to bed and lay wondering how long she would take over her evening inspection before joining him in the bedroom — and even there she would go to the window and look through a gap between the curtains at the front yard and the part of the road visible from the house. The master of Teliranta was filled with a strong, manly feeling of happiness. He was a vigorous, healthy man who had never met with any serious humiliation. It was the same with his wife, whose physical bloom, even temper, and frank, sunny nature were — in her husband’s eyes — just the same today as twenty years ago.

        The master of the house waited. The moon was already setting.

        Suddenly the telephone rang. What could it be? No doubt the young people calling from the town and playing a joke.

        
        But no, it was the village doctor’s servant girl. By questioning her, he could piece together from her rambling account that the doctor was here in these parts seeing to a man who had been knifed — if he wasn’t already dead, in fact — the raftsmen had been brawling —

        “Yes, what else?”

        “If you please, sir, he’s needed on the other side of the lake at Syrjä‐ something . . . Syrjämäki; the farmer there can’t get hold of the midwife and —”

        “I can guess the rest. I’ll intercept the doctor here and get him across the lake to Syrjämäki.”

        The master of Teliranta brightened, as though he were setting off with his men to perform some good deed. When his mother, Helka’s grandmother, appeared in her night attire on the steps of her house and gave voice to her mounting anxiety, he merely said to her:

        “Go to sleep now; you’ll hear all about it in the morning.”
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        Syrjämäki‐Jalmari drove the tired horse for all it was worth and came at last to the doctor’s house. It never occurred to him to use the doorbell of the office; in the manner handed down from his fathers he went around to the back steps and knocked on the kitchen door. The night was quiet and Jalmari began to hear whispering from inside, but his knocking could produce no movement. He realized that the servant girl was not alone. He banged again on the door and did get those inside to stop their whispering and at last to twitch the window curtain. A girl appeared in the crack of the door.

        “No, the doctor’s at Mahanala bandaging up a man who’s been knifed. He’s dead by now I imagine, but the doctor went off anyway, seeing he’d been sent for.”

        It was becoming more and more obvious to Jalmari that his efforts were futile, but his agitation only grew worse. He explained his troubles as well as he could to the servant girl, and his voice almost quavered. The horse standing nearby snorted uneasily.

        But it was not in vain that the girl had grown up in the village and had already been in service with this doctor for a couple of years. She decided the matter quite simply.

        “Can’t you row across to your place from Teliranta?”

        
        “Yes, we often have; why, only today the boat was over . . . .”

        “I’ll phone Teliranta and ask them to stop the doctor when he returns and take him across to you — of course, now, if forceps are needed, he hasn’t got any with him — but I can give them to you — but remember now without fail, you’ll have to drive anyway so as to meet him on the way back because he mightn’t ever have stopped at Teliranta and we can’t have the forceps left behind there — you wait here while I go and phone, and then I’ll put the forceps and the ether into the bag.”

        The servant girl had warmed to her task and was talking about things unknown to Jalmari. All he grasped was that there might be terrible things in store for Hilja. It was as if he, Jalmari, were standing there with this unknown female mistreating poor Hilja, even from this distance and all the way home.

        The girl vanished inside — and at the same moment a couple of sorry‐looking village youths came out of the kitchen door — the ones who had been inside just now whispering with the girl. Having heard all that went on, they began to feel ill at ease and made off to find their way into some other kitchen in the village. Unless they had had enough of all such attempts. They guffawed at the glum‐looking man, well knowing the cause of his gravity.

        To Jalmari’s mind the servant girl was away for an eternity, but at last she came back carrying a small bag which she handed to the sober‐faced man as she repeated her warnings.

        “The master at Teliranta promised to keep an eye out for the doctor as he drives past. Go on, now, straight to Teliranta without fail. . . .”

        So Syrjämäki‐Jalmari was off again along the highway, this time with the mysterious bag — it was like a specter crouching there in the bottom of the cart; he felt as if it was his poor Hilja’s fate which he had to carry along and deliver. Heavy‐hearted, he knew that forces other than his own were pushing and pulling him to and fro this night. He had known it ever since he had tried to catch the confounded horse — and then he had just acted, acted, yet knowing it was useless. It must be well after midnight by now.
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        Salonen and Puolamäki had gone off together with Heinonen to Kortsaani to telephone for the doctor. Thanks to them, the dour, elderly folk at the farm lost their refreshing night’s sleep, which they could have used in view of next morning’s haymaking.

        Nokia was still in the same state of mind, bordering on ecstasy, into which he had been thrown when he found he had committed a murder. The simple Puolamäki, plodding along beside him, glanced at him not only in admiration. Even to him, Nokia’s best friend, there was now something frightening about his young fellow worker. The lad’s eyes burned with a strange luster and he spoke incoherently, trying from time to time to hum a tune which even at its quietest expressed menace and defiance.

        “If I killed a man, then it’s my bad luck — I wonder if it was blessed by the Lord, that water of the Nokia River in which my mother washed her good‐for‐nothing son for the first time . . . . But you were watching, Matti — he was the one who started it, so it was his fault, not mine . . . . And that damned foreman wasn’t going to let anyone get the doctor; who does he think he is, the one‐armed bastard . . . . He’s got to come, the doctor; this boy will see to that . . . . ‘Oh, Mother dear, who bore me, your son . . .’”

        Then followed the rest, “‘. . . to be a slave in this world and to suffer want . . .,’” fiercely sung and with appropriate parts yelled out in a shrill voice. “Matti, have you ever seen a man drop like that from a stab?”

        “I haven’t seen nobody fall that neat, but I did once see when a farmer — Vattiset was the name of the place — stabbed an uninvited guest, but he only got a long gash on his left arm — but all the same he bled like a stuck pig; the man was as white as a sheet, and the doctor said if he’d come ten minutes later, he wouldn’t have been needed at all. He was hot‐tempered, that Vattiset farmer was. I remember once —”

        “To hell with your Vattisets and Rattisets — we’re going to plague the old boy at Kortsaani now. Hey there! Is anyone at home? Here come a couple of mankillers!” (These words were also later introduced as evidence at the trial, the chief constable attaching great importance to them.)

        The farmer at Kortsaani was an old‐fashioned man, rather short and withered, with a hooked nose and hair always carefully parted. Despite the distance, he went to church nearly every Sunday. His wife was the same. Seldom was the peace of their household disturbed even in the daytime. From one season to the next, from year to year, they kept quietly in touch with earth and sky and the events belonging to them, with those things in which, as they saw it, harshness and gentleness, austerity and abundance, alternated in a just way; those things which to them — even if they did not reason it out — represented the God familiar to them from their earliest childhood.

        “I’m not letting any murderers in here,” the farmer said to the men as they tried to force their way inside. He was old and shriveled, but he could be firm. He himself had never pried around behind anyone’s door.

        “Oh, yes, we’re coming in all right, you can be sure of that. First we need a telephone and then we need a horse so as to get the doctor.” And with that Nokia tried to push past the farmer, but the old man gripped him boldly by the arms and said, with an old man’s rather whimpering voice, breathless from the exertion:

        “I said — you’re not — coming — in — and that’s — that. You can say — what you — want to — here.”

        Oddly enough he managed to check Salonen before he got any farther. The others stood there in their boots and did not interfere.

        “But don’t you understand there’s a man there who needs a doctor — he got my goat and before I knew it, I’d knifed him — but I’ll damned well get help, if it’s from the other side of Finland. . . .”

        “Don’t swear; there’s an old lady asleep here.”

        “I beg your pardon!” A marvelous man was Nokia in Puolamäki’s eyes, and he became still more so: stood there bowing and apologizing quite seriously. “Peace and honor to women always. I forgot. But you see now, don’t you, there’s no time to be lost. Give me a horse now; I’ll damned well pay you in advance if you like.” And he began feeling for his wallet. “But you’d better phone first and see if he’s at home. And tell him he won’t go without his money.”

        “Well, stay there quietly and I’ll go and call.”
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        Syrjämäki‐Hilja — Jalmari’s Hilja, as she was also called, in the same way as people spoke of Hilja’s Jalmari — was still healthy in body and sound in mind, even though she was “getting on.” It did not take the mistress of Teliranta long to see that the baby would come into the world before the slowpoke Jalmari had brought any help. When Hilja’s labor pains grew more frequent, she sent the eldest child to get Alviina, so that they could have at least some help. She herself, however, had no thought of leaving until she was sure that all was well.

        When Hilja, without further ado, lay down on the bed and, as the pains returned, clutched the bedpost so that her nails looked as if they might sink into the wood, the mistress of Teliranta rolled up her sleeves and went straight into the kitchen to see if there were hot water, a suitable dish, and other similar things which she knew she would soon need. During a sudden lull in the pains, Hilja was her usual self. She uttered no more complaints about this happening to her again, but merely told the mistress of Teliranta where to find everything.

        “Where is some suitable thread?”

        “You’ll find some sewing cotton on the top shelf of the kitchen cupboard.”

        “And scissors?”

        
        “There, there. . . .” Hilja could only point to the window jamb, where a solid pair of scissors, forged by a village blacksmith, hung from a nail in their appointed place. They had been made by Hilja’s late father, and it was almost a superstition of the daughter’s that on such an occasion they should be used and not the factory‐made ones that had been bought later. The mistress of Teliranta got everything ready — she even found a bottle of something suitable for cleansing her hands; having done so, she left her sleeves rolled up and said:

        “You’d better get undressed now, my dear; we’ll manage somehow.” Without noticing, she had spoken familiarly to Hilja, as to her sister. In neither woman’s soul and mind at this moment was there the slightest thought that the other did not understand.

        As she undressed, Hilja said:

        “Where can Jalmari have gone to that he doesn’t come?”

        At that moment the girl who had been sent to look for Alviina, the old woman who lent a hand with most things, burst into the room. She looked anxious, being old enough now to understand what it was all about.

        “Alviina has gone to the evangelist meeting in the village; she’s going to spend the night there and won’t be back till tomorrow.”

        The child was on the verge of tears.

        “Oh dear, oh dear, and there’s the cow too,” Hilja wailed.

        “Never mind about the cow now, when it’s a human being . . . you see, everything will soon be all right. . . . Run along now and have a look at the cow,” the mistress of Teliranta said all in one breath to the girl in order to get rid of her, for it was almost time now.
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        With the happy young people at the restaurant, it soon turned out quite naturally that Arvid and Helka were mostly together, and likewise Hannu and Selma. They had finished their meal; the wine glasses were like stately, ruby‐red flowers which the dusk had raised up against the white tablecloth. The couples had already been dancing. On their way to and from the dance floor, they had to walk through a dim passage where the cashier’s desk was. The couple sitting at the table could see from afar when the others were making their way back from the dancing and could finish their conversation if they did not want them to join in.

        Most of the tables on the long veranda had emptied — at the far end a couple of elderly men sat on, talking interminably. When one of them at last got up and began to walk stiffly away, the other called after him in Swedish, “Wait a moment!”

        It seemed to Helka that she had not met Arvid until now — as though this were again the evening in the capital, long ago, in the spring. She thought of the events of the previous night in the parlor at Teliranta, far from here, when they stood looking out at the deepening twilight — Granny had said later that they had been whispering there for so long — and then all that had happened today — it was odd that only here in the dusk, when Selma and Hannu had gone off to dance and she and Arvid were left alone, did these events seem to make her feel shy — they had seemed so natural at the time. Arvid said nothing; he merely sipped his wine and put the glass gently on the table. Helka looked again at the lake — she seemed to be watching those last, lingering boats — but her glance was restless; she said something a trifle forced, as though the empty remark amused and pleased her.

        “Let’s dance too,” she said after a while, and slipping her arm through Arvid’s as they walked toward the dance floor, she moved her body in time to the music and tried to hum the tune. She seemed very young and inexperienced.

        Hannu and Selma were dancing together in great contentment. Hannu was wearing a gay paper hat, and so were some of the others. The lights were covered with colored paper shades and the saxophonist, whenever he was not playing, kept throwing streamers. Paper lanterns had been hung here and there in the branches of the trees in front of the restaurant. Were the nights becoming longer already? No, not really, but the proprietor wanted to cheer his guests.

        When the music came to an end — though the applause urged it to continue — Hannu and Selma stopped near the outer door. As Hannu stood there clapping, he soon found himself talking to a man who also seemed to have a girl with him. The band, encouraged by the applause, struck up another tune. The couples went on dancing. As he passed his friend Arvid, Hannu signaled to him to wait when the music stopped. But Helka and Arvid, chancing to be near the door, went back to the glass rotunda at the far end of the veranda. As she had done before, Helka hummed a snatch of the tune she had just been dancing to and thrummed her companion’s arm in time to it.

        They were now the only ones left on the veranda. After careful thought the proprietor had not hung any lanterns there — it was still so light, and the guests had gone.

        Hannu came up to them in very gay spirits. He seemed bent on business.

        “Now then, you lovers, some people I know quite well are sitting inside and there’s room at their table — Miss Selma is already there. You can’t sit here dreaming; this isn’t a country house, but a restaurant — even if it is Finland’s most fashionable in the summer. Come on, now!” Hannu offered his arm to Helka, who linked her other arm in Arvid’s. The drop of wine she had drunk had evidently made her glow. She was like a little girl.

        The moon had long since set.
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        Once the Kortsaani farmer set about a thing, he carried it through. He would not hand over his horse to men like that, but went and got the stableman — the doctor having promised to come. He also telephoned to the chief of police, who promised to send a policeman on a motorcycle to investigate the matter.

        Salonen and his companions moved away at the same time as the horse and cart that was to get the doctor. Nokia swung himself up beside the driver with a flourish and told his two friends to climb up and sit in his lap, just as if they were setting off to a fair. Then the old farmer, small, scrawny, and hook‐nosed, snapped out in the same voice as before:

        “Get down off there, or the cart stays where it is — we don’t stand for that sort of thing here.”

        His wife had appeared behind him, half‐dressed and stumbling slightly. Her face was withered and gray; distress and anger were reflected in it.

        “What wrong have we done to you that you come here disturbing us old people?”

        At this, Salonen jumped down and, bowing with heartfelt sincerity said:

        “I beg your pardon, ma’am, we were going only as far as the main road, but your old man here is a bit narrow‐minded. Hey, mister, how much does the ride cost? I think I might have enough hidden away in my rags.” And with sweeping gestures he began to take out his wallet.

        “It costs you the effort of getting out of here double quick. Mauno knows where to take the doctor.” And the farmer slammed the door of his porch so hard that he was sorry the same instant, for the bang startled his old wife. From the window he watched the men walking away along the road. They really did go, talking as they went; they seemed to have forgotten the farm altogether. The youngest pulled what looked like a bottle out of his hip pocket. The old farmer was disgusted and upset; he would not sleep a wink for the rest of the night. The freshness of the morning began to occupy the thoughts of the old countryman. It consoled him to see that the coming day would undoubtedly be warm and fine. His eyes already noted signs of the morning: a cow in the farmyard had stood up, a calf was flapping its ears. The cobwebs were plainly visible; the dew had settled delicately onto the threads. The old man went outside again. Sleep was out of the question anyway.

        The morning was indeed dewy; the old man felt it as he stood there in his underpants. The sounds and the stillness were very familiar. In the distance he could hear the men talking noisily as they walked away, and from still farther off the violent stuttering of the policeman’s motorcycle could already be heard. — Where did the man come from? He was still very young. These were the farmer’s thoughts, and his eyes took in the familiar peg for the horse’s collar‐bow on the stable wall, the apple trees in the orchard, the lovage and southernwood growing in the corner by the parlor windows, and the whole of his solid, well‐run farm, whose peace such temporary ruffians could not seriously disturb. It was haymaking time; the usual day laborers had been notified.

        Salonen had quite forgotten about the liquor he had come by earlier in the evening — how incredibly far off that evening walk seemed! It was afterward that there’d been all that trouble with Mettälä. . . . He fished out the bottle with what was left of the liquor and offered some to Matti.

        “Go on, my boy, drink! Our drinking days will soon be over!”

        “But they’re never going to lock me up too!” Matti said in alarm.

        “Oh, yes, they’ll shove you in too; they’ve seen us together,” Nokia declared. “And when I jumped out of the boat you shouted to me to let him have it good and hard.”

        “Did I say that?” Matti began to be terrified by the whole business. Flattering though such an assertion was, coming from Nokia, his instinct told him that it could land him in a tight corner. Policemen and police chiefs, the laborer’s enemies, would never take the right view of a shout like that: that Puolamäki yelled out the words — if he did yell — merely from eagerness, because Nokia was such a nimble man that you couldn’t help admiring him. Oh yes, they would try to fasten some sort of charge on him. Matti Puolamäki himself, however, had not the slightest recollection of having shouted anything of the kind. He said so very firmly to his buddy.

        “You did call out, man — don’t try that!” Salonen said, looking straight ahead.

        This seemed to Matti like the betrayal of true comradeship. He too was slightly the worse for the liquor he had drunk; he was almost crying. If he went to prison too, what was going to happen to Iitta and Toivo and Laila and Tauno. He and Iitta weren’t even married; there was nothing to stop her from going off with somebody else in the meantime.

        “Give us another swig!”

        
        Salonen handed over the bottle, but tried to snatch it back almost at once, as he saw the policeman on his motorcycle approaching in the distance and guessed he had seen Matti taking a swig. When he rode up to them, that’d be the end of the bottle.

        Sure enough, the policeman almost wrenched the bottle from Nokia’s mouth. Although he did not know any of the men, they came from the direction of Kortsaani and the farmer had reported the murder, so there was not much doubt.

        “Well, boys, and where’s the body?”

        “It needn’t be a body yet — who the hell said he was dead before the doctor’s seen him? And the doctor’s coming — I can afford the doctor for one man at any rate — here, officer, won’t you give me another swig out of the bottle — and take one yourself.”

        The policeman ignored the remark and began instead to ask a few preliminary questions.

        “Did you have any grudge against the dead man — any old drinking or gambling quarrels?” The officer also cast an inquiring glance at Matti, who hastened to answer:

        “Yes, there was something like that — they fell out over cards once, and Jukka, he was a terrible one for making trouble. I remember once —”

        “You’re a damned fine pal, telling the police everything,” Nokia complained as if to himself. “It was you who shouted to me to let him have it good and hard. Damned fine pal you are.”

        “I never shouted anything of the kind,” Puolamäki declared, as he plodded earnestly along beside them.

        “Well, we’ll see,” the policeman said. The whole time he looked closely at the men as though taking careful note of their size and appearance and every detail of their dress. He was a swarthy man with a curled moustache. He could not do anything yet about placing the men under arrest, since he had not seen the body — in fact no one had reported anything about a body, only about a stabbing. So they walked on, the officer pushing his heavy motorcycle in front of him. Puolamäki grasped the handlebars on the other side and they pushed it together, the policeman making no objection.

        They still had over two kilometers to the scene of the crime. The road finally became a cart track; the officer left his cycle in some bushes at the side. They were now in sight of the farm, with the ryefield behind it, at the edge of which — yes, the foreman and a couple of other raftsmen were still there, waiting around, staring straight ahead. They had evidently noticed the little group approaching.

        Only now, as he got near, did Salonen stiffen somewhat; he tried to slacken his pace, so that the policeman gave him a long look — he was obviously beginning to keep his eye on him. They drew nearer and nearer . . . . Salonen and Puolamäki could already see the familiar backside of the man lying in the grass, just as they had seen it so many times on the bunk of the raft hut, when the man lay there snoring. They drew nearer and nearer. . . . Nokia was silent, nor could Matti and Heinonen find anything to say.

        Salonen said nothing more about the doctor; he was pale and tired and had a violent thirst. There was nothing but lake water, and when he started down to the shore to gulp it up, the officer grabbed him by the wrist and growled in a very different voice from the one he had used as they walked along:

        “Oh, no — you stay right here. Isn’t this the one who did the stabbing?”

        “Yes, it was him all right,” the men confirmed. It could not be denied, however impartial they might want to be.

        
        “Surely I can damned well go and quench my thirst,” Salonen said. His voice, too, was different; it sounded full of suppressed anguish and rage.

        “You’ll get the taste of water soon enough,” the policeman replied, and before Nokia knew what had happened, his wrists had been clapped into handcuffs.

        Without a further glance at Nokia, the policeman demanded:

        “And what about this man here? Did he shout and egg the other man on?”

        “I never shouted nothing — Yrjö’s mistaken.” Inadvertently Matti had used Salonen’s Christian name, which he never did normally.

        “There was such a noise going on that I can’t say for sure whether he shouted or not.”

        “Supposing we do like this in any case,” the policeman said, undoing the handcuff from Salonen’s left wrist and fastening it to Matti Puolamäki’s left wrist. “You seem to be such good friends that you might as well stay together for a while.”

        And all the while the big‐boned, coarse‐featured crofter lay motionless in the grass where he had fallen. There he was, with not a movement out of him however much you stared at him. The cobbled, water‐logged boots, the rough clothing sagging and crumpled as before. On the raft, the horse; at home in the third parish, croft, wife, and children.
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        Yes, there they were, croft, wife, and children — and their life was not quite as usual at this time. Saturday evening also had seen the beginning of one or two small things out of the ordinary at Mettälä.

        It was a week now since Santra had made the homebrewed ale out of ingredients obtained on the sly by the local farmer. The brew had been allowed to ferment and strengthen undisturbed and was indeed a first‐class drink by Saturday evening, when the farmer and a couple of his boon companions arrived to sample it. One of the guests Santra did not know at all; the other she recognized as a man from the church village who was inclined to put on airs.

        At first they sat outside, on a bench on the porch, enjoying the lovely evening. There was even talk of going to the sauna, but Santra answered sharply, though doing her best to be pleasant:

        “I haven’t brought any water or anything — so you can’t go — you can give your insides a bath instead.”

        The children had already had theirs; they came dashing back inside with their shirts in their fists, and went straight to bed. Santra still glanced toward the road from time to time. Something special stirred in her mind; the expression of her eyes, which reflected her waiting, was almost ironic.

        “He won’t come now,” the farmer said.

        
        “You can never be sure,” Santra said without taking her eyes off the road, the eyes that expressed so much. Those who wanted to could see from Santra’s whole attitude, not only her gaze, that she was not expecting anyone on the road. Urged by the men, she too sampled the ale.

        The night moved on a degree or two; it no longer gave the talkative company any pleasure. It would have demanded silence of each one of them if they had decided to stay out on the porch. Even though the guests felt a certain glow from the ale, their very instincts told them this. They moved into the ever dim room behind the porch; it was the window of this room that was covered by the torn lace curtain. Santra had given it a quick straightening up. The bed served as a seat, and there were also some sort of chest and a couple of chairs. By the time the guests had moved inside, the night had entered a new phase in earnest. Saturday night, the eve of the Sabbath. Cigarette smoke filled the air; it was very seldom that anyone smoked in here. And things were talked of, the like of which that moldering room at least had never heard before. Santra brought the men ale in a large pail — to give her time to go to the sauna without their noticing.

        For Santra the evening was strange and unusual — if for no other reason than that she was alone in the sauna. She could not recall such a thing’s ever happening. It was odd — in some funny way she was left alone with herself. Or rather there was company: the dark corner of the wooden bench, the hiss of the water on the hot stones; they drew near and — most vivid of all — seemed to look straight into a body’s thoughts and know her present state of mind. They even seemed to disclose and explain it to herself. When the stones stopped hissing, there was nothing else to do but to start vigorously applying the birch whisk. Once again this was an everyday activity. . . . So Jukka was not here with her in the sauna this Saturday evening. Well, if he wasn’t, he wasn’t, and — what was the harm of it — it was their own ale they were drinking.

        Santra sat cooling off on the sauna porch and could not help looking at the night, as one does look at it when coming late from the sauna. Here too was the same strange excitement, though it was light everywhere and she knew she had nothing to fear. No one could cast stones at her — at most one or two local people might envy her. Well — Jukka was not at home, but no one would think anything of that. The thought amused Santra slightly. . . . There they sat, drinking their ale and talking their interminable talk. The worst of it was that the mistress might get wind of it — Santra still spoke and thought of the owners of the former estate as the master and mistress. Well, let her, Santra felt more or less ready to stand up to the mistress. Why shouldn’t the master come and see us? Santra began to draw on her chemise.

        She stuck first her arms, then her head, into the waist of the garment, then stretched her arms straight up to get them into the sleeves. At that very moment the farmer came out of the porch door and caught sight of Mettälä‐Santra’s sturdy frame with all its curves, the breasts and armpits; it looked like a massive sculpture. He gazed — as long as Santra wriggled into the garment. Then he turned nimbly toward the corner of the house as though he had not even noticed the figure at the sauna.

        The night had now reached its most sacred and solemn moment, when all sounds grow hushed and even that fancied music, the pianissimo, has thinned out into nothing, into a pregnant pause. The farmer, who was now past forty, was aware for the first time in a long, long time of the spell of the summer night at a remote croft like this.

        The strangers were not used to the home‐brewed ale; they grew drowsy and started to stretch out on the bed. When she saw this, Santra — who after the sauna went about more lightly clad — said to the farmer that he must get them away; they couldn’t spend the night here. She said this out on the steps, looking away toward the road as she spoke. The farmer glanced at her sauna‐red cheeks, pressed her left arm, nodded, and went inside. Santra went into the living room and lay down beside the youngest child. From the back room came the murmur of three men talking at once. After a while they all came out, and she heard them going into the yard.

        The sounds died away, but Santra still strained her ears — and, sure enough, before long there was a noise on the steps and on the porch. The farmer’s shape loomed in the doorway; he seemed to be looking for something and at last to find it — tiptoeing ridiculously, he came and sat down on the edge of Santra’s bed.

        “I nearly forgot to give the brewer her wages.”

        He groped for Santra’s right hand and slipped two notes into her rather limp palm. He left his hand in hers.

        “There’s still some ale left, isn’t there?” The farmer squeezed Santra’s hand, as though asking it and not her. But the hand did not respond.

        “Don’t be angry, Santra. Next time I come, I’ll give a receipt for a part‐payment of the price of the croft.”

        “Yes, but what will the mistress say?”

        “Is there any ale left?” He bent over so close to Santra’s ear that he smelled the scent left in her hair by the sauna.

        “We’ll see,” Santra said, pushing the farmer away; a distant murmur of voices grew louder as his companions returned to see what had become of him.

        She gave him a more vigorous push and he made no resistance; he merely gave a farewell squeeze to the hand that held the money and slipped outside before his companions noticed where he came from.

        The men’s voices died away again and for some time there was silence; then the cock crowed. A moment or two later the clock on the wall struck. Santra lay awake, the notes she had been given still in her hand. — Jukka would not come now, wherever he might be this night.

        For Santra somehow felt that he was not lying in his bunk in the hut on the raft.

        Once more she remembered the small keg, still in the cellar, in which she had saved the best of her brew. She thought of what the farmer had said as he left — everything was rather strange and frightening, but at the same time secretly delightful. Again the cock crowed.
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        Having handcuffed the men, the policeman left them alone, giving them much the same look as a cat gives a mouse after a crippling bite; shackled together, they could move about as they liked. Both of them were thirsty, and the officer took no notice now when they walked down to the shore of the lake and scooped up the tepid water, one with his left hand and the other with his right. The officer examined the body, not even hesitating to turn it over so that the glazed and staring eyes were visible. The left side of the chest was black with congealed blood. It was hard to tell whereabouts in the coat the wound was. Leaves and flowers of cow parsley had stuck to the clot.

        “He did get the doctor,” the one‐armed foreman said, still with an absurdly harsh expression on his face.

        “Well, we’re the best doctors now. What we need is a horse and cart so that we can get the body to the mortuary. The prison guard will have to come and get the culprits.” The men were walking back up the slope from the lake, “bearing their fetters” as Nokia was now singing. He had recently seen a play in which there had been a song to that effect.

        “Nothing else to do but to go back to Kortsaani and call up the prison guard; there’s no telephone nearer at hand. Perhaps we can also get a horse for the body from the farm over there.”

        “Oh, yes, you’ll get one from there; Mikko’s at home — I saw him peeping out of the window just now as we came past,” Matti Puolamäki said, gesticulating earnestly with his free right hand.

        One of the raftsmen was sent off to the farm to say that the policeman needed a horse to take the body to the village. The policeman himself looked once more at the man sprawling on the ground. His expression and whole attitude were more and more those of the expert. This was not the first corpse he had stood beside. He had even dragged the body of a newborn baby out of the manure pile behind a cowshed.

        “You struck the right place, all right — first time, too,” he said with a smile, glancing at Salonen and at the same time poking with the little finger of his left hand to find just where the wound was. “You followed Matti’s advice exactly.”

        “I never gave Nokia no advice,” Puolamäki shouted — again he remembered Iitta and Toivo and Laila and Tauno.

        “Maybe not to Nokia, but it all depends on how you look at it,” the officer replied.

        The men, tired and upset, also noticed that the morning had come. On the raft Mettälä’s horse neighed.
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        The line of cars in front of the pretty summer restaurant gradually thinned out. As elsewhere, the lights and shadows were now quite different from what they had been an hour or two ago, when the Teliranta party had arrived. Now the eye was drawn in a strange way to things that had passed unnoticed earlier in the evening. The front drive was like a shady glen into which the sunlight did not immediately fall, though perhaps it was already shining beyond the ridge onto the wide stretch of lake on the other side. But the hard, sandy surface of the path was curiously white, like the symbol of a night vigil. The chickens had awakened in their hollows under the elder trees. The gate was open and the road out of it led to the town. Someone picked a flower and fastened it in his buttonhole. General commotion, but the sounds were subdued and the tempo rather slow.

        “I’d better drive,” Selma said to Hannu and a couple of his companions.

        “Got your driver’s license?”

        Selma glanced into her handbag. “You’d better all get in the back.”

        “Oh, no, can’t I come in front as lookout? ‘O Donna Clara — I saw thee on the lea. . . .’ Well, off we go. Hey! We didn’t say goodbye to the others!”

        
        They all waved as the cars started off.

        “Let’s all go to Teliranta for an early cup of coffee,” Selma suggested as they approached the intersection.

        “Not a bad idea. At this hour we won’t get anything at the hotel except lake water out of the tap.”

        And Helka and Arvid in the car behind noticed that those in front did not turn off where they should have done. Arms were waved and hands were pointed. The time was going on two. From here to Teliranta was a drive of three quarters of an hour.

        “But won’t our arrival disturb the night’s peace?”

        “It’s all right; we needn’t make a sound.”

        Selma seemed to be driving fast. Arvid was more cautious. “Let them race ahead; we’ll get there soon enough.”

        The road led northwest. On the right‐hand side was the promise of a calm, fine summer morning in all its immensity. Once the last town‐like cluster of houses and gardens was left behind, the actual pine‐clad heath began. At one point it was broken by a quiet church village with an avenue of birches leading up to a group of dignified old buildings. Garden, drive, and farmyard slept in the brightness of the morning; it was almost unseemly to eye them like this.

        Then more heathland, a stretch of some ten miles; at one point, on the county and parish boundary, were one or two low‐roofed dwellings. On the steep sandy slopes, at the foot of the pine trees, bloomed purple wild thyme; a solitary grouse flapped up heavily in front of the car. The car ahead was already out of sight. When Helka leaned her head lightly on Arvid’s shoulder, he slowed down with the idea of stopping altogether.

        “No, no — don’t stop,” she whispered in a sweetly sleepy voice and crept still closer.
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        Syrjämäki‐Jalmari’s face had a vacant, stony expression as he stared now at the mare’s rump, now at the doctor’s bag lying ominously at his feet. He had been driving for more than half the night, and now he was past urging his horse on with the same desperation as before; his words of command to it were milder, as though from the mouth of a steady plowman. The last straw was that now, because of that mysterious bag, he had to drive toward Teliranta and could not turn off over the bridge toward home — as both he and the horse badly wanted to do. Jalmari merely gazed at the horse’s sweaty flanks as a man does gaze at another’s horse which has been given him to drive alone. — The old boy at Ollila won’t know what to say when he sees it, but then this ain’t been no ordinary drive.
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        The doctor got to the scene of the crime just as the men were lifting the body onto a long hay wagon. He could see the true state of affairs even from a distance. He waded through the dew‐drenched grass, which wet his shoes and trouser legs up to the knees. Everyone fell silent as he came within earshot. A faint smile of complacency rippled across the policeman’s face.

        “Why send for the doctor? All that’s needed here is the police and a gravedigger.”

        The corners of the doctor’s mouth were strained downward, and by lifting his feet high, he tried to find a spot where the long shore grass was not so wet.

        “The guilty party here thought for safety’s sake . . . .”

        “Well, there wasn’t much point in bringing me here to look at a dead man,” the doctor said, glancing with a pallid smile at the other men, who very sensibly answered at once with a similar look.

        “Matti, your right hand’s free, get my wallet out of the left breast pocket; there’s a hundred marks left.”

        “You can leave the money where it is — I expect you’ll need it,” the doctor said, turning to speak to the officer about an official matter which the policeman was quite well aware of. “In this hot weather we must try to have the autopsy on Tuesday — I haven’t been able to get those men to build even a proper cellar — there’s time enough for the governor’s authority afterwards — I’ll have to do the postmortem myself since the county medical officer’s on vacation.”

        The men listened to this conversation — all except Nokia, who to his annoyance now felt left out in the cold. The doctor, the policeman, and Mettälä there on the hay cart — they were now the center of attention. “Any kid can stick a hole in someone’s chest, but there’s a boy who can saw the top off a man’s head and draw out his guts. . . .” So the men talked when the doctor — having flatly refused any payment — trudged off toward the road, still looking bothered as he tried to avoid the wet grass.

        “Otherwise it would have been a very nice little trip; it’s been rather quiet the last few days, but when you have to go through that confounded grass and get wet — and you can’t wear hunting boots in the middle of summer. . . .” In this vein he talked to his driver, then asked where he came from — he didn’t exactly remember. The man was from such and such a place: “The wife went to see you, doctor, when she had that growth. . . .”

        “Oh yes, Eufrosyne Lehtimäki, yes, now I remember. But why is the master of Teliranta up and about so early?”

        The driver also looked, but before he could suggest any reason, they were even with the house. The farmer, stepping out into the road, showed that he wanted to speak to them. “Good morning!”

        And he went on to explain what had happened at Syrjämäki.

        “I expect the husband will be here soon, but we can go now if you like; we can take the motorboat, and I’ll go with you. I’ll just tell that man. . . .”

        “Well, since I’ve just been with the dead, it’s fitting, in honor of this lovely morning, that I should go and see the newborn too,” the doctor said briskly. “How shall we arrange things? You had better wait here for that crofter, my man, and when he comes, tell him to drive home at once and take the bag with him. . . . As for your man, sir, he needn’t keep on the lookout; Lehtimäki here will wait and tell Syrjämäki — what with all these different Mäkis and Laaksonens it’s a real case of hills and dales, isn’t it? — er, now, where was I? Oh, yes, when Syrjämäki comes, Lehtimäki will send him straight off home, perhaps something special has happened since your wife has been kept so long.”

        As he was talking, a car suddenly appeared and drew up. The farmer saw that it was Selma driving and also recognized Hannu sitting beside her.

        “We’ve come for morning coffee, Daddy!”

        “Then you must make it yourselves. I have to take the doctor over to Syrjämäki.”

        “Why, is something wrong?” Selma was strangely elated.

        “We’re going over, but we shan’t be long — make some coffee in the meantime; we could do with a cup too when we get back.”

        A second car now pulled up, with Helka and Arvid. Having heard what was going on, they asked if they could go too. In return they promised to drive the doctor home, more quickly than the horse would take him.

        “Well, then, the horse can go back — no, confound it, my forceps — we must ask that haymaker to keep an eye out after all — this is complicated and no mistake.”

        Everything sorted itself out. The first lot of motorists went inside and the second lot down to the shore of the lake, where they got into a motorboat which soon was plowing even, triple furrows on either side in the surface of the water that lay so smooth in the early summer’s morning. The clatter of the mowing machines did not reach the ears of the people in the boat; they merely saw, here and there, a solitary early‐morning haymaker.

        When they were half‐way across the lake, someone noticed that a man with a horse and cart had stopped at the gate of Teliranta. They started waving from the boat and calling out. The Teliranta haymaker stopped his pair of horses, strode down the slope to the road, and said something to the man in the cart. From the boat they could see how the driver tried to urge his nag into a gallop, slapping and jerking at the reins.

        “If you ask me, his hurry’s all for nothing. He’s too late now, and his wife has always managed very well before,” the doctor said.
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        “How many times have you seen Turku prison — like this at the government’s expense?” the officer asked in his jocular tone.

        “Oh, I’ve done time for a few small offenses — but now I suppose they’ll lock me up for murder good and proper,” said Salonen, bragging slightly. “Though I’m not guilty. He got my goat.”

        “That’s always the way in this world, the innocent get nabbed and the guilty party — well, according to you he ends up on the scavenger’s cart. I’ve clapped irons onto many a man in my life and most of ’em have been innocent. Heh heh.”

        The officer was never in a better mood than when, having done what he considered a good job, he chatted to the prisoners with just the right air of superiority. They plodded through the same dew‐wet grass as had the doctor before them, but these men all wore high boots, so they were not afraid of getting wet; their walk expressed a certain arrogance — they could trample without compunction on that farmer’s lush lakeside hay.

        On the road they parted.

        “Did the police chief say where I’m to take this one — will he question him tonight or shall I take him home?”

        
        “The police chief always holds a preliminary interrogation, whatever time it is.”

        “Well, I’ll take the two of them to him, then,” the guard said amiably, clicking his tongue at the horse. Things were now the same as they had been in the field not long before — Salonen, who felt himself to be the leading character, the one who got the bigwigs moving, was of no importance at all, still less Matti, that ridiculous bum — even if they were being talked about. It wasn’t even worth starting up a song.

        It was no better farther along the road; not even the grandest burst of song would have suited earth and sky now. The effect of the rising sun could already be plainly felt; the small birds were singing passionately; the crows also cawed harshly when a large flock of them was disturbed, and flew up from in front of the steps of a sleeping cottage. And when the men in the cart reached the wide, open fields near the village, the mowing machines were clattering here and there. The pulling movements of the horses, the shouts of the men, and the way they held the reins — all these told of eagerness for work on a weekday morning. For the farms, one of the hardest working weeks of the year had begun. In the course of it, no one had any wish for evening jaunts; having eaten their supper and had a good hot sauna, all men alike stretched out for a few hours’ deep sleep.

        The first chances for any amusement were a long way off, at the end of the week. Then once more the young countryman would have on a clean shirt; he would set off on his evening adventures . . . light of foot and light of heart, perhaps with a flower stuck in his hatband. By then the moon would look very different, and the seas of honeyed flowers in the meadows would have turned into forests of haycocks — which in the eyes of a laborer are just as lovely.

        But this was not what the early‐morning workers were thinking of. Their thoughts stretched no farther ahead than an attempt, based on experience, to judge whether the weather would hold. If the horsefly stung viciously, it could mean a sudden shower later in the day, no matter how fine the morning.

        At one point a haymaker chanced to come to the end of his strip behind the fence bordering the road just as the cart with guard and prisoners was approaching. He pulled up his two horses so that they could rest and crop grass — insofar as the many biting insects let them. A rhythmic jingle was heard in time to the horse’s trot — the guard had freed Salonen and Puolamäki from their coupling and put them into proper leg irons, which he had brought with him.

        The haymaker had already heard during the evening that the raftsmen had been fighting in the neighboring village — now he saw them being taken away, two pale men, one of whom was still quite young. The haymaker did not feel particularly sorry for them — having gazed after them and jumped back into the seat of the mower, he felt a kind of thankful security more than anything else. And the tone of his voice as he started his horses moving was brisk rather than nervous.

        A real, workaday Monday morning began to dawn even after this Sunday night.
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        The old mistress of Teliranta — mother of its present master, whom she loved so well — had been following the course of events ever since the evening. She knew that the young people, with their guests, had gone off in cars to town — in the guests’ cars, because the family’s own was still in the garage — and she also knew that the mistress had gone to Syrjämäki earlier in the evening, as indeed was only right, seeing that she did know a little more than an ordinary old peasant woman. She had been rather worried that her daughter‐in‐law was away for so long; but since her son had answered her anxious inquiries with a good‐humored smile, she had at last got into bed to wait for sleep.

        Sleep did not come at once. The very thought that sleep would come the moment one stretched out in bed was something remote. There was much else of the same kind which her brain could no longer grasp but which she remembered from the glorious, colorful days of her youth. . . . It almost made her envious to think of someone like Helka, whose mental and physical charms she so well perceived, old as she was.

        No, sleep would not come. Grandmother went many times to the window, then back to bed. Once she peeped into the other room and glanced at Helka’s bed, as though not knowing it was empty — for that matter it always did look untouched, even when Helka had slept in it. While she was up and about, the old lady never failed to look out at the sky and see what the weather was going to be. One thing was certain — it would be fine tomorrow, Monday. Not a speck of cloud anywhere. All she saw were the hayfields — Teliranta’s own and those of the village on the other side of the lake. How far off were those old memories of meadows and haymaking! Many a strip she had scythed, this woman who was now old but who had once been young. Many a farm hand had eyed her hopefully as he sharpened her scythe. . . . So it had been — and so, too, the years had passed and her son, this present master of Teliranta, was now going on fifty. And his handsome wife — only a year or two younger. . . . Well, Selma was a big girl now; whenever a young man came near her — like this Hannu — it almost fretted her. Selma and Helka — how lovely they were — part of God’s creation! According to the Creator’s decree, they were one day to find the same calling as their grandmother, but all the same . . . oddly enough the thought troubled the old lady. For the sake of her grandchildren she did her best to make as favorable an impression as possible on the young men.

        But now she was alone — or alone with her own old self. In some strange way her whole past life came into her mind. It felt as if she were still the same little girl as she had been when she first began to be aware of herself as a human being. She looked at her hand, which was now old, thin, and sinewy, but which nevertheless felt the same as the child’s hand she had once examined for the first time. She looked out at the summer night — which was already morning — and there too the lakes at least were just the same as they had been in her far‐off youth when she had been out rowing night and day. Some of the farm buildings were new, but the land was the same, and the same firs grew beside the slopes where the potato pits were. Strange, that she should come to look at it all now, that all these things should make her so sad and pensive.

        Grandmother combed her thinning hair, combed it calmly and braided it, tried out a yawn, and then got into bed.

        Helka had still not returned; she would have heard her. It was pleasant just the same to think of Helka and Selma on a summer night’s outing with young men. It was nice when you knew a girl as well as she knew her grandchildren. And they would soon be back.

        But what was keeping Martta, her daughter‐in‐law? And what had happened at Syrjämäki?

        She couldn’t be all this time just with the cow; there must be something the matter with the people.

        Hilja, yes . . . this would be her fourth. The old mistress of Teliranta knew and remembered Hilja’s ups and downs as well as her own. Actually, she was an important person in Hilja and Jalmari’s life. Hilja had been in service here at Teliranta and because of that, presumably, had come to look on this place as home and felt she could turn to it for comfort in times of trouble. As a young girl she had been rather unruly — the old mistress remembered this quite well — but at heart she was good and pure, and this too the old woman knew, knew without any doubt. For Hilja had once cried for an hour or more on her shoulder, clutching her in her despair as though she were drowning. It was all because of that university student — the one who was here for a summer and then went away. It was then that the old mistress had got to know Hilja and become a second mother to her, defenseless as she was.

        Later, Hilja had said to her:

        “Auntie, can I take Jalmari . . . when you know what I have been like before?”

        
        And the old mistress had answered:

        “You can be happy if a decent man like Jalmari loves you. But remember one thing: you must not hide anything from him. Have you had any other men besides that student?”

        “Not in that way,” Hilja replied.

        “Well, then, next time Jalmari mentions marriage, you’re to say this to him: I should like very much to be your wife, but can you take me when I am not — untouched?”

        And the old mistress of Teliranta laughed even now, old as she was and weary from lack of sleep, at the thought of what she had heard from Hilja a little later. The girl had done as she was told and had said to Jalmari the very words that the old mistress had put into her mouth.

        “And Jalmari?”

        “Hehehehehe. . . .” Hilja’s good spirits bubbled out irresistibly. “In all my born days I’ve never seen a man who looked more stupid than Jalmari did when he heard it — that is, if he did hear. He goggled at me, and when I’d explained just what it was all about, he looked at me for a long time and asked, how was it now, was I coming to him or not. And what about the banns. . . . Hahahhahahahh.”

        That was how it all turned out — and the old mistress herself had been the firstborn’s godmother. At first she had made objections — “I’m so old now that I’m not really suited to that sort of thing” — but Hilja had said:

        “Unless the old mistress of Teliranta is godmother, there won’t be any christening.”

        All this went through the grandmother’s mind as she glanced out of the window and across the lake. Then once more she went to bed. . . . She felt an extraordinary weakness which she had not known before, even in her old age. It was a fatigue more of mind than of body. With increasing eagerness her thoughts centered around youth — both her own and others’. More and more imperfect seemed the life she had lived. How can anyone go through life so inadequately, although one knows quite well what one should have done. What have I been? — and I’ve given life to many descendants. If only they knew my imperfections. . . .

        She heard voices from the direction of the road but was too tired to go to the window and see. She could make out her son’s voice — and then there was the sound of a car pulling up, a faint screech of brakes. But she was past getting up to look. Let them be! It was nearly morning now — in the old days you were at work before this, and there was no taking an afternoon nap as these modern mechanized haymakers did, who also made out they were so ready to get up in the mornings.

        The old mistress heard sounds from the shore of the lake — the motorboat was being started up. They had to make several attempts before the chug‐chug continued — and then faded away. It was off to Syrjämäki, she supposed. Poor Hilja, how were things with her? But she was too tired now to get up and ask or look.
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        A farmer by the name of Pietilä served as a guard for prisoners. He was a young man and in his house lived his even younger brother, who spent most of his time leading a wild life with drink and young farm girls; these were quite helpless once they had got mixed up with him. Iivari Pietilä was a handsome fellow, and he knew just how to deal with each girl he met.

        On this July evening he had been on his usual Sunday wanderings and had not yet come home when Salonen and Puolamäki arrived from the preliminary interrogation with the police chief. Puolamäki, who was not seriously worried, had fallen asleep on his bunk the moment he stretched out, but Salonen could not get to sleep. His intoxication began finally to clear away, and he banged on the door of the cell to get water for his burning thirst.

        At that moment into the living room walked a man who asked roughly what the prisoner wanted.

        “By God, I want water, or I’ll burst into flames,” came a voice from the cell.

        The new arrival was Iivari Pietilä.

        “Wouldn’t you like a drop of liquor?” he called out.

        “Don’t make fun of a poor prisoner!” came the reply.

        Iivari was fumbling at the door of the cell when the door to the room at the back of the living room opened and his brother appeared in his underclothes and said:

        “Be careful with that man; he’s a murderer.”

        “Don’t worry, I know Nokia — I meant to beat him up the other Sunday, but that’s as far as it got, and I don’t suppose anything will come of it now for a long time. You go and turn in; I’ll watch the prisoner.”

        Iivari was somewhat the worse for drink — and because on the whole he was wiser and stronger than his elder brother, the latter was in the habit of giving in to him.

        A corner of the room had been partitioned off as a cell. Iivari opened the door, and before him, large as life, stood the same Nokia whom he had encountered when the timber‐raft passed the village. They had very nearly come to blows. Now, Iivari too had heard — even at this distance — of the night’s brawl and the killing near the raft. And even though Nokia on the earlier occasion had deliberately goaded him on and then made off with his pals without a final settling up, Iivari now treated the man in the heavy leg irons like a long‐lost brother. He beckoned to the prisoner to come out into the living room, and soon they were sitting on the broad bench by the window. The farmer came to the door once again in his underclothes and said to his brother:

        “This is on your own head, Iivari. As long as you know that.”

        “Hm, and he’s supposed to be a jailer,” Iivari said, fishing out of his pocket a bottle containing a ready‐mixed, pinkish liquid. Salonen’s bright blue eyes gleamed in the clear morning light. The sunrise could not be seen directly from inside, but the glow was reflected from the yard;

        The men discussed what had happened.

        “Did he die on the spot?” Iivari asked.

        “Yes, he died on the spot, all right.”

        
        “Have you been in prison before?”

        “Not exactly in prison, but I’ve been sentenced to quite a pile of small fines.”

        “You don’t look much like an ordinary log floater. How is it you came to be on a raft?”

        “Oh, I just thought I’d see what it was like. So many books have such fancy stories about this log‐floating life that I had to try my hand at it for once. But — they’re an ugly lot of men; I haven’t seen a good‐looking youth the whole summer — not since I left my lodgings in Tampere.”

        “What about girls?”

        “Phoo — farm girls and scullery maids! I can’t be bothered. . . . But the knife sank sweetly into him. . . .” And Nokia made the same movement with his hand as he had done when he struck Mettälä; his eyes flashed, their blueness grew more intense, and his mouth had a strange, voluptuous expression. At the same moment he reached out with his other hand for the liquor, which Iivari let him have. Salonen took a long pull at the bottle. When he had finished drinking he called out:

        “I’m not sorry though; by God, I’m not sorry. The boy was young and childish — he was young, beautiful, and childish. . . .”

        “Girl, you mean, don’t you?” Iivari remarked.

        “The boy was beautiful and childish,” Salonen repeated to himself; he seemed to have forgotten about Iivari. His eyes had a strange, almost feminine gleam as he looked out of the window at the expanse of the sky, as if instinctively he had taken farewell of it. The coarse‐featured Iivari Pietilä, who could no longer follow what was going on in the young man’s mind, glanced at him rather sheepishly and took a swig from the bottle, which now seemed to be common property. What was this talk about a boy?

        
        Morning drew near. An old pauper woman, who looked as if she had been left at Pietilä by mistake long after the poor law had been abolished, came down from the porch of the little cottage across the yard, squatted down beside the shrubbery, remained there her due time, got up, shook herself slightly, and went on. It was morning. Even the sparrows and swallows gave notice of it.

        These two young men had now drifted somewhat apart, though there was still some liquor left.

        “Hand over the bottle; I’ll drink it all!” Nokia said to his recent antagonist.

        “Drink, my boy, God’s creature that you are,” Iivari said, well aware that he had more of the pink liquid put away. “Drink it up, go on, you’re not likely to get any for a long time, neither this nor anything else you fancy. It’s a grim thought, all right, to be kept away from the good things of life. — Cheers!”

        “Cheers!” and Salonen gave a long look at this heavy lout. How ugly and coarse he was — and how lovely those spring evenings had been at home in the town, there on the high rocks by the tower with young Ilmari, the schoolboy. And all the things they had talked about, sitting there hand in hand, that one and only happy spring. . . . After that, everything had gone wrong. The pangs of life — sometimes so sharp that they felt almost like joy, the pressure of an anguish that increased in violence until it burst its container. And was this how it happened? Is this where I am now? — penned in here in a corner of a farmhouse living room, with irons on my legs, on the way to Turku jail? And some day I’ll be brought back from there to this same parish — free no longer — oh, dear God — what have I done? Tears welled from Salonen’s eyes as he tried to explain his situation to this hulking peasant who was free to come and go.

        
        “Eh, boy, you don’t understand what it means to have these engagement rings around your legs and to know they’ll be there for God knows how many years. . . . Oh, Jesus, hell and damnation. . . .” His sobbing was now so violent that the elder brother came out of his room once more and said to Iivari:

        “There now, you see . . . the whole house can’t get a wink of sleep, what with you and the prisoner making that row. . . .”

        But Salonen wept and shouted; he shook his heavy irons so that a frightful rattling filled the quiet morning. Even the farm girls, sleepy‐eyed, came from the kitchen regions to see, first amazed and then touched. Even when drunk and haggard from lack of sleep, Nokia was still young and handsome. His long, fair, combed‐up hair kept flopping down over his forehead, so that now and then he had to push it back with his hand — soon all that lovely hair would be lying on the prison floor and then in the waste can, thought one of the servant girls. But the young man cried out:

        “What do you know of a mortal boy’s pain? When his young mind is burning with such longing that he doesn’t know himself what he’s longing for. Have a good look, my girl. You’ve got your sweetheart to hug whenever you like, but what have I got? Not even a mother any more, a mother, a mother. . . .”

        It was around this last word that his cries at last were centered. He repeated it over and over again, although it was more a moan than anything else: “Mother, mother. . . .” He lay down on the bunk, hid his face in the grubby sheet, and cried out again and again: “Mother, mother. . . .” Since he showed no other signs of violence and the word he shouted being what it was, he was left to himself. The servant girl’s eyes at last filled with tears and she crept away. Poor girl, she had no mother either, had not had for a long time — and a father she had never known.

        In a gentle voice that might have been a stranger’s Salonen begged for water, and having drunk greedily, sobbed himself to sleep. Puolamäki had slept like a log the whole time; not even his companion’s shouts had awakened him.

        The sun was shining. The time was about three o’clock. The farmer, that mild man, was thinking of the blades of the mowing machine as he stood holding up his underpants and looking out over the property inherited from his fathers.
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        At this time another group of people, in a much more cheerful frame of mind, was gathered at Syrjämäki, which now in the summer looked very pretty and inviting to whoever it was that approached it. The mistress of Teliranta had put the older children to bed in suitable corners, and they had gone to sleep in good time. So that when “the big event” began in earnest, those sensible and experienced women were alone together, and it did not worry them in the least that one was a crofter’s wife and the other the educated mistress of a prosperous estate.

        The delivery was an easy one, as it always was for Hilja — once it got under way. The two women were looking rather smug when a clatter was heard from the porch — by that time the baby was in the basket, newly washed, sleeping like a well‐tended pig, and the women thought that it was Jalmari, the slowpoke, stumbling home at long last and no doubt bringing the midwife with him. For all their self‐satisfaction, however, they were somewhat taken aback when those who crowded into the room were the local doctor, whom they knew by sight, a young and handsome man, and behind him a young couple. The girl was from Teliranta but the man was a complete stranger — well, Hilja had caught a glimpse of him earlier in the evening when she had gone to ask the mistress to help her with the cow. . . . And last of all came the master of Teliranta himself.

        One glance at Hilja and the doctor saw how things stood. He sat down on the edge of the bed just the same and took the patient’s hand.

        “I seem to be too late everywhere tonight, whether I’m taken to those leaving this world or those coming into it — but my congratulations. Is everything fixed up — that last little matter as well?” he asked, his voice taking on a slightly more anxious tone.

        “Yes, it’s all over. All I want now is to get my old man home.”

        Everyone laughed. The baby merely slept. Helka regarded it with an expression of unconscious awe. She drew Arvid, her friend, silently over to the basket.

        “Look at its skin; isn’t it lovely?”

        Hilja realized that the doctor and the rest of the party would soon be leaving — the sun was already shining. She tried to make signs to the mistress of Teliranta to show her where the housekeeping money was, so that the doctor could be paid, but he caught her at it and said good‐humoredly:

        “Oh no! I’ve been to see a dead man without being paid a penny, so I’m not going to take anything for looking at such a pretty baby girl.”

        He gave an admiring, manly glance first at the baby and then at the mother, Hilja, who certainly looked beautiful as she lay there pale from the loss of blood following the birth.

        “I hope you get your old man back!” the doctor said as he gave her a farewell handshake.

        And Hilja did. Just as the happy company was about to go out the door they met a man who had indeed had his trials that night. First, he had not even been able to catch that wretched horse except with a farm girl’s help, and then that drive! And now the forceps, or whatever the gadget was called, and — why, there was the doctor too and the baby must be in the basket already, because everyone was smiling at him so warmly. There it was — oh, a girl, was it? — and was Jalmari capable now of looking after mother and daughter until the morning — until Alviina returned from her evangelical social — or should the mistress of Teliranta stay on?

        “I’d give her a certificate as midwife in any parish at all,” the doctor said.

        “Oh, I’ll manage all right till morning with my old man,” Hilja said. “Didn’t you say, doctor, that I don’t need anything?”

        “Nothing now that you’ve got your husband back. And let him see to it that his dear one doesn’t get up too soon. They become so ugly when they’re old if they start moving about too early after this business — and we have to keep these bundles of mischief even when they’re old, once having taken them when they’re young and pretty.”

        The doctor was in high spirits despite his gratuitous cases.

        “Now, remember — don’t get up too soon, however well you feel.”

        The party took their leave, and soon Hilja and Jalmari heard the hum of the motorboat from the lake shore. The sun rose in splendor, delighting them. Lake, forest, hayfields — they were all so beautiful and bright — the good Finnish earth they knew so well.

        “Well, at least give me your hand before I drop off to sleep again,” Hilja said to Jalmari, unspeakable tenderness and affection in her eyes.

        Jalmari gave her his hand — but Hilja took his arm as well, and finally his head, which she pressed against her cheek. It was one of the night’s happiest moments.

        
        “Oh, what a drive I’ve had. At one point, when I got to Vesajärvi, I met a phaeton or something, anyway it had two horses — where did they get hold of a carriage like that? — with girls in it, and there was a man, too, I think. So I thought, ah, that must be the midwife, so I didn’t get out of the way but asked them. They gave such a laugh that I’m sure they scared every animal in the forest. Only then did I see that they were wearing some funny kind of old‐fashioned clothes.”

        Jalmari’s face was again obliged to bend down to Hilja’s, as it had done a few moments earlier.

        A quarter of an hour later the others were back at Teliranta. Selma and Hannu had the coffee ready as they had said, and a half‐dressed, sleepy servant girl was also moving about — her proper pride would not allow her to lie in bed while someone else used her range and her pots and pans. The doctor also came in, but did not take off his overcoat or sit down; he drank his coffee standing up.

        “A very interesting night. You missed a most charming idyll,” he said, turning to Selma and Hannu. “Although I’ve seen hundreds of births, and even more deaths, I never cease to have a feeling of awe in both cases.”

        “But, doctor, if we had been with you at the idyll, no one would have got any coffee,” Selma replied.

        “Quite right,” the doctor said with a bow to Selma. “And let us hope that the idyll will be renewed very often; it is charming at other times too, not only in July. Let us wait and see — and thank you so much for the coffee! Oh — my bag with all its dreadful instruments, where is it? And the Packard? Even if I have been on the go most of the night, I’m having a very grand ride home.”

        Soon the engine was purring, and the handsome car was racing along the level road toward the village. More and more mowers, each with a pair of horses, were now to be seen in the hayfields; others were met on the road so that the car had to stop — “so that there won’t be a second body tonight,” as the doctor said. Helka was sitting alone in the back seat and the two men in front.

        “Well, Miss Helka, I’ll hand over my seat — I suppose you’ll sit here on the way back? Good night and thanks very much! It’s been very interesting.”
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        Mettälä‐Santra did not sleep more than a couple of hours on that Saturday night. Nevertheless, when she awoke, she felt more refreshed than she had for many a morning — almost since she had been in service. She had fallen asleep still clutching the notes the farmer had thrust into her palm; one had fallen onto the quilt, but the other was still crumpled in her hand. Imagine throwing hundred‐mark notes about like that! Santra saw them, saw the brightly shining Sunday morning, remembered that her husband had not come and now would not come this Sunday. The wall clock struck, announcing the time, but the dial was now visible. Santra got up and hurried to see to the cows. She was in the same clothes she had put on after the sauna in the evening. It occurred to her that it was just as well the children were still asleep and had not seen their mother when she awoke. Without a second thought she stuck the notes into the bosom of her top garment. There they tickled pleasantly the whole time she was milking — still crushed up, just as they had lain in her grasp during the night.

        Two hundred marks was a fantastically high wage for brewing ale; even one hundred would have been. On the other hand, there was something wildly delightful about it. Her husband would not be home for another week at least; the local gossips would think she and the children were getting a bit short. . . . Santra was standing in the dim room behind the porch; the traces of the evening were visible. She drew the notes out of her bosom, smoothed them out, and folded them on their original creases. She held them in her hand; they were like secret guests who were to be hidden so that not even an unexpected arrival might surprise them. The ironbound chest was Santra’s own — her father had made it, put on the iron, and painted it — and her husband had never opened the lid. Inside, at one end, was a narrow transverse compartment with a lid in which the best linen was kept. At the bottom of the compartment was a piece of paper and under this paper Santra hid her notes.

        A tin mug with ale left in it was still on the table — Santra could see from the handle that the last one to leave had drunk from the mug standing up. She stood there, picked it up, tilted it, and watched the liquid slop about. She smelled the ale and finally tasted it. . . . It was tepid and stale, but still had the familiar earthy taste. There was some in the pail, too, at the head of the bed — yet when the farmer was going, he had asked if there was any left.

        The bed, which could be folded up from the side, showed signs of having been sat upon. Santra set about straightening it; she smoothed it and arranged the bedclothes so that she could lie down. She thought that perhaps later in the day she might take a little nap here in the shady room. True, such a thing had never happened before and would never even have entered her head when her husband was at home — it would be too much like pampering herself. But now Santra was alone — or alone with her own self, the self which had awakened so strangely during the past twenty‐four hours and which the self she had known hitherto, now pushed rather to one side, was a little afraid of.

        Santra was almost humming as, with more care than usual, she put on her Sunday best.

        A long, rather exciting day lay ahead of her. When the children, having had their meal, asked if they could go visiting at one of the neighboring farms, their mother made no real objection, but they were hardly out in the lane before she called to them to stop, caught up with them and said sternly, but in a low voice that was almost a hiss:

        “If you so much as open your mouths about what’s been going on here at home, then watch out. No matter how much they ask you. Now remember.”

        The children were utterly at a loss to understand their mother’s sudden severity; she had been in such a good mood the whole morning — quite unusually gentle. Nor did they at once grasp what she meant by “what’s been going on here at home.”

        “It must be those men who were here drinking ale last night,” the eldest girl said at last.

        They all looked behind them and saw their mother shoo the cows away from the forest gate, where they had been lingering. It seemed as if it annoyed Santra to have even the animals near her, as if there was something to hide even from them.
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        It was a happy house at Teliranta.

        The master and mistress slept a good, sound sleep. They had both felt the coolness of the night air on their skin, and it had given them — this middle‐aged couple — a convenient excuse for a joke and an embrace as they went into their bed room.

        Though elsewhere on the farms nearby one or two bright and early mowing machines were already clattering — some had been on the go since before midnight and were now heading for home — everyone at Teliranta had time for another couple of hours’ sleep before the start of a busy working day. Since in many respects the night had been spoiled as far as rest was concerned, the master did not really want to start a long, heavy day’s haymaking without forty winks. And like master, like man. What did it matter, after a night like this? A few hours made no difference. It was more important to have a good, satisfying rest, however short. Soon all at Teliranta were asleep. Even the kitchen maid, half‐dressed as she was, threw herself onto the bed in the servant’s room off the kitchen, after hosts and guests had finished their coffee and said goodbye. A jesting remark made to her by the doctor drew the girl’s lips into a smile at the very moment she dropped back into a deep sleep.

        Everyone slept — except the grandmother, who could not get to sleep even though she had seen the whole family come safely home — had even heard Helka and Arvid come here to their rooms, though they seemed to stay up talking.

        Some hours earlier the grandmother had been rather anxious about her daughter‐in‐law, who had been kept so long over at Syrjämäki. The times were such that, on leaving home, one never knew, not even a woman, when disaster would strike — or in what way. . . .

        Also, she had been thinking the whole evening and night of the girls, those young descendants of hers. She had not exactly been worried about them — except that a motorcar like that, however grand it was, might drive into the ditch, and that was not at all the same as when a sleigh overturned during sleigh rides in the old days. Nor could she quite escape the thought that those two young men were complete strangers. Helka did seem to know Arvid, and she trusted Helka, having followed the girl’s development ever since she was a child and knowing her as well as she knew herself. But Selma’s escort, who had come here only as the friend of a friend . . . that’s why Grandmother had her doubts, not otherwise . . . she knew Selma too. But the young man’s company might cause her heartache, and Selma, especially with her nature, was at the age when any unpleasant experience on such an evening excursion would be most unfortunate — it could spoil her whole life, so that subsequent evenings, however nice, would not make amends.

        Grandmother pondered all this quietly as evening turned to night, night to morning, and it grew later than was really advisable at her age. But what of that — if sleep would not come, it wouldn’t. After all, she didn’t have to climb onto the seat of a mower or get to work with a pitchfork. She had done her share of mowing and done it with an old‐fashioned scythe, and she had raked with a rowan‐toothed hand‐rake which a young farm hand had carved for her. . . .

        She also knew that in any case she would not sleep much later in the morning, however late she stayed up. But she could have a little nap during the hottest time of the day.

        So she went back to bed. But her bed was not the same place of rest as it had been — for nearly twenty years, ever since she had got rid of the pain and the misery that her husband’s death had caused her for almost six months, just at this bedtime hour. . . . It had been a difficult time — strange that she should be thinking of it just tonight. It had taken almost a year before she had stopped crying herself softly to sleep. She had not told anyone about it — what was there to tell? — she merely smiled when others remarked how quickly she had aged. She liked to joke about marrying again — “if only there were a suitable go‐between, but even old Lepsi is a bit past it now.” She had found no balm for her secret grief until, more than a year after her husband’s death, she had gone to stay for some time with her daughter three parishes away. There, her daughter’s children with their delightful romping had so scattered their old granny’s thoughts that, when she returned home after three weeks, she slept like a log, and from then on she had been a mother, to everyone at the farm — not only to her son, who was now the master, and to his wife, but also to the servants and tenants.

        Strange how all this now came into her mind, old matters and new all jumbled up. . . . And by this time she was quite sure that Martta, her daughter‐in‐law, had had to stay and help Hilja.

        The old lady got up again and went out onto the steps. She saw her son standing fully dressed in the yard; he answered his mother’s questions without a glance at her, but otherwise good‐humoredly. Since his marriage he had adopted this manner toward his mother, so that Martta had many times, in her mother‐in‐law’s hearing, remarked on it to her husband.

        Granny went back inside, slamming the door behind her so hard that the horse tethered down by the corner of the barn gave a whinny. She was overtired, and her whole body told her that it would be a long time yet before she got to sleep.

        She felt an increasing anguish, which, however, did not last very long. Only for one moment she felt as if she were returning to her own birth — to the time that can never be remembered.

        Just then her rest was disturbed yet again, for the last time. She heard a car start. Going to the window with an effort, she saw the figures of Helka and Arvid in the front seat, both of them looking straight ahead at the road that lay in the morning sun. There went her daughter’s daughter — and for a few seconds the grandmother knew the deepest, tenderest love, which wanted to open up the road in front of the car into a future that made her old head dizzy; and she knew, too, the deepest, most bitter misery — the feeling that she was left out, unneeded!

        She reached her bed, and a deep sensation of rest was the last to fill her consciousness.
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        Happy the man who, with set purpose, approaches his home at nightfall, knowing that his wife and children are safely awaiting him; if they have fallen asleep, they at once receive the head of the family into their own warmth when they awake. A man nearing his home like this pays little attention to the conditions or happenings of nature’s dream life; his gait is just a little quicker than when he comes in the daytime, but it is quite steady — he is heading for home and he gets there; the open door almost pushes him inside. And after that the walls, windows, doors, and ceilings, the whole dwelling, chimney and all, are like a drowsy mother bird, under whose wing the last errant chick has just crept twittering.

        It would be out of place to say of a wanderer in the still, summer night, especially one who is alone, that he is in any way unhappy. If an isolated house, having taken its last inmate under shelter, is like a mother, then so is the whole expanse of the summer night with its earth and sky; in its embrace even the most unhappy mortal, at least if he is alone, will always rest in one way or another. To a northerner, his homeland then wears its dearest expression of all. The ground beneath his feet is mother earth, from which he has come and to which he will return, and in something like the pale, boundless sky above his head he hopes his spirit will one day awaken. For a man moving about aimlessly at night, the greatest unhappiness is perhaps if he is not aware of this deliverance from his pain. But then it is seldom that such a person gives his pain to the spirit of the summer night.

        There is nevertheless a quiet feeling of sadness about seeing a man who comes home like this at night, only to make his way out again after a moment into that same night and go off roaming, apparently at random. Such a man, however quiet and gentle, is very much more disturbing than one who makes a noise as he returns. Even in the night’s waking spirit there is something that sleeps — and it is aroused when such a restless wanderer is abroad. The house he has left seems to gaze after him, and its motherly eye shuts no more in a doze but stays listlessly open to await the morning. Just as active old people, having once been disturbed, cannot get to sleep again that night.

		

        
        Having got as far as the familiar path that led around the corner of the house where he lived, the artist slowed his pace, yet his progress this time was not aimless. He seemed to be quietly searching for something, though in these woods with their mixed and even growth it seemed unlikely that he would find anything special. He stopped on the path, and his eyes — with the same expression that had seemed to be listening on the lake not long before — were now really watching; watching the floor of the forest, which, covered with moss and fern, stretched away and disappeared somewhere beneath the tangled undergrowth, the mossy stumps, and the trunks of the trees themselves. Damp‐smelling, vague in substance, more shadowy than the night without, that same forest floor seemed merely to exist, immovably. It by no means “looked at” the solitary wanderer, nor did it change in the slightest under his gaze. Whoever left the road and gave himself up to its power was surely not in the mood to expect anything.

        With extended gaze the artist left the path and took several steps into the forest. Then he stopped. His narrow range of vision moved forward in exact proportion to his own advance. Unreflectingly he took a few more steps, stopped, and went on again. He looked behind him — the road was lost to view. He looked about him — saw a distance of several arms’ lengths in each direction — noticed that he was standing in the center of a confined circle, bounded vaguely by a gloomy, absolute hopelessness. The piece of sky that gleamed above it was only a tiny patch with ragged edges and gave no conception of the sky as a whole — no more than a patch of skin visible through a tear in a garment, however white and smooth, gives any conception of the divine whole of which it is perhaps a part.

        There he stood — and a part of his consciousness was in tune with that gloomy forest floor. “Why are you roaming about like this? What difference will it make? Why, this time you are very puny. You know quite well that you won’t set about anything very special in any case. Why do you stand there looking like that in the middle of a half‐swampy wilderness?”

        Thus spoke one part of his consciousness, and it was as if even the cramped range of vision had this time joined in, had said the same.

        The man walked on again; he seemed to be looking for a suitable spot, and having found it, he sat down. Like Mettälä‐Jukka recently, the artist sat down on a tussock. There things felt more natural; those recent questions from his own inner self emerged no longer. Merely a quiet awareness of himself, divorced from all happening. Not even a bird was stirring in this kind of forest, not a night moth nor any other insect. Only the smell prevailed, the particular damp, earthy smell of the forest. Here one could do anything at all; there was no eyewitness to make one feel shy or ashamed.

        And gradually, gradually the face of the man sitting on the tussock began slightly, slightly to twist, while the widened, childish gaze stared fixedly at something nonexistent. At one point one might have thought the facial expression to be a crazy grin; had one known nothing of what went before and after, one would have taken the man for a half‐wit. Now and then the face relaxed, the imagination exerted itself; with all his strength the man tried to make everything more important than he felt it to be. . . . He thought of his children, whom he had just seen in their tumbled beds; he was all too well aware of their obvious defenselessness, their utter insecurity on life’s path — which he had started them off on. He imagined each one of them, just as they were now, asleep in those rooms of gloomy memory; thought too of their familiar natures with all their failings and the little bright spots that were so touching yet sufficed to move only the mind of the father that watched them — the father who knew and felt only too well how fragile and helpless everything was, how haphazard the fate of the brood left at home. To say nothing of his own — he who had come here and was sitting on this hummock.

        Already he felt faint sobs, like bitter laughter, the kind that a man himself desires and calls forth. His face was distorted again; his mind groped for new props to support him toward his goal. Youth, over and gone, grants them in plenty at that age. Is it possible that anyone is satisfied with his own youth? — any more than with the rest of his life? The pain of knowledge is in the awareness of one’s own imperfection.

        The man sitting deep in the forest had tears in his eyes. The golden images of youth — or maybe fancies which had changed to images — were at last so insistent that the tears came. Twenty years ago they had flowed much more copiously and much more scaldingly; they had burst out under pressure from a real, living pain; they had been the outpouring, the release, the bliss of a noble ardor.

        Now the man who would soon be getting old managed somehow or other to call forth a few tears, but in his sobs there was deliberate laughter rather than a man’s genuine, violent weeping. However, he pressed his head against the tussock, as he had done long ago when he was twenty‐four. For a moment or two those few beautiful, pure pictures of his youth remained in his closed eyes. But even the relief afforded by his crying was somewhat feeble — the smell of the tussock very soon absorbed his attention; his intellect analyzed it and at the same time once more made those inquiring observations.

        He stood up and looked about him, as though he had awakened from a doze. In the meantime, the light on the floor of the forest and in the patch of sky had changed. Morning reached even here. Just as God follows the movements of every human soul, good and bad, so does the sun, as it rises, also find its children, whether they are in a prison cell or under a fir in the forest. Very few reach so great a darkness that the sunlight does not find them out — and if they do, then even God is unlikely to seek out their souls.

        The artist started to make his way toward the road. He thought quietly of the loved one of his youth; he wanted to climb a hill from which the view opened out in that direction. He felt ashamed of his recent self‐imposed fit of crying; he remembered his visit at home and felt a calm superiority about everything he had seen and experienced there. The higher he climbed the slope of the hill, the more the sky widened and the brightness of the morning increased. Although he had not slept all night, when he got to the top of the hill he again found himself humming. This time it followed no particular melody. It went on rising higher and higher — and for that reason sometimes had to let itself drop. He stood at the top of the hill, turned in the direction that his steps had so often taken him in his youth. His humming grew louder; he ventured even to sing a nonexistent tune born of the moment; he sang facing the sun, which as yet was so low that he could just look toward it without dazzling his eyes too badly. There was still enough of the earth’s dust between the sun and the human eye.

        The beautiful fancies and images of youth — seen from this distance they were veritable treasures, which he owned all the more surely because they were gone forever. . . . Of what account were one generation and its descendants? Innumerable ones had sprung up and died away. From here I can see tilled fields and farmhouses; I can see forests melting into the morning haze on the horizon; I can see an intricate pattern of lakes and streams with ridges in between, all created together. Mother earth, whose surface a man has cleared with his axe, then furrowed with his plow, and at last sown with seed, before gathering the harvest and then dying. So what am I worried about!

        From there the artist also saw the roofs of Teliranta. He thought of old Manu, whose charcoal pit must be almost burned out. “I’ll go off and see Manu. It’s been a long time since I rowed that way.”

        He went down the hill, his face softly radiant from the rising sun. He passed the cottage where he lived as though he had nothing to do with it, came to the water’s edge, and once more pushed his boat out onto the lake.
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        Manu’s charcoal pit had indeed gone out. But Manu always grew fond of every pit he fired; it was like a person with whom he had spent a few summer days and nights on very intimate terms. Or rather it was like a ward entrusted to his charge, whose development he, as guardian, had to watch over every second. If he let it out of his sight for too long, it had a good mind to burn itself out. But when it was a complete success, it gave several barrels of that noble fluid in which the secret power of the sun and the deep pressure of the earth are so splendidly combined. Tar is sticky and flows sluggishly, but if a vessel holds water, that does not mean that it will hold tar. Perhaps the same is true of wine, which is also a joint product of earth and sun.

        The artist had once put forward this surmise to Manu.

        “Aww, I don’t know nothin’ about wine, but liquor is certainly choosy about a vessel,” Manu had answered. “And here in the north liquor seems to go better with tar, sort of. And sauna.”

        The artist had then reeled off to Manu a whole list of names of substances contained in tar and in smoke from the sauna — and had also explained the origin of liquor. Manu’s wide lips had done their best to stumble along and to repeat the awkward names.

        But on this early Monday morning the two men spoke very little when they met beside the dead charcoal pit. Manu was in his ordinary working clothes — the same trousers, the same boots — except that in honor of the Sabbath he had put on the master’s old best coat. “This here’s a very fine coat, but since the master has no son, he gave it to me. . . .” This outfit — and also, no doubt, certain of the night’s happenings that had reached his ears — made Manu taciturn and matter‐of‐fact. True, he had no idea what the artist had been up to during the night and had no intention of asking, but as the man was mooning about here stone‐cold sober at this hour of the day, there was no doubt something the matter. Everyone had his own worries.

        “There was a man killed in the night,” Manu said with a frown, glancing toward where the murder had happened. “Nowadays they kill people like they used to kill fleas in the old days. And it’s no wonder them lumberjacks do that sort of thing when their betters do.”

        The artist said nothing, merely nodded, and looked in the same direction as Manu.

        “And at Syrjämäki there must have been a bit of trouble with Hilja, because they sent for the doctor.”

        “Have you heard anything from there?” the artist asked, turning to Manu.

        “I’ve not heard nothing, but I did see as how they were very cheerful when they returned, so I suppose everything were all right.”

        “Oh, I see . . . hm, very likely.”

        “Yeh, that’s how it is. We’re all inclined to think sometimes that our own trials are far worse than anybody else’s — when you forget about everything but your own troubles, that is. . . . Oh well, it’s about time I was getting along home. Isn’t your boat down on the shore here?”

        “Yes, just beside yours.”

        
        Manu, however, glanced again at his handiwork, and the artist glanced at Manu — the experienced old workman who, from his long life, had reaped a harvest of simple, calm wisdom. The artist knew something of Manu’s life story, just as Manu guessed at his, though they had never talked about it — and not much about Manu’s either. Now the two cronies — Manu in front, the artist behind — made their way down to the water’s edge; each in his own way pushed his boat out onto the lake, nodded to the other, and rowed toward home.
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        Saturday evening seemed to Mettälä‐Santra to be as long ago as anything could be when the farmer turned up again on Sunday evening — and this time alone. Santra was then in the back room; hearing footsteps, she went out into the passage and drew herself up instinctively. She looked the farmer straight in the eyes, shook hands, and after a moment’s hesitation led him into the bedroom.

        So it had begun — and now, when Monday morning dawned and the sun was already up, the farmer lay fast asleep in his shirt sleeves and stockinged feet on the bed in the Mettälä back room. In the kitchen‐living room Santra lay in the same place as she had lain twenty‐four hours earlier, and now too she was awake. Fortunately, the children were all asleep at last. In the evening, when the farmer had chased Santra playfully out of the room into the passage and there grabbed hold of her, the youngest child had set up a frightful howl. It had never seen anything of the kind at home or elsewhere, except when there was a fight.

        Santra lay quite still, staring in front of her as though waiting for something. She stared at the events of the past night — and she waited. Or perhaps she was wondering at the position in which she suddenly found herself. An abrupt, overpowering circumstance, beside which the state of affairs here at Mettälä, the man working on a timber‐raft somewhere far away, even the former master lying there in the bedroom, all were so immaterial and unimportant. Deep within her Santra felt at once lassitude and a surge of strength; it was as if a burden which the years had piled up were now being lifted off her shoulders. Strange, frightening and exhilarating, this feeling, and Santra could not believe that her life could ever revert to what it had been even on Saturday. She could not believe that he, her husband, would ever come back into her life. For years now he had been nothing but . . . well, he had just been there, coarse and apathetic. — No, no, there he was, so let him stay. There’s no room here; I’m here and. . . .

        Santra knew she had been imagining something which, when she faced it squarely, increased this strange excitement still further. Things could not go on like this unless he — Santra no longer thought of him as “the master” — unless he stayed here. But in that connection it was quite impossible to think of the dawn brightening into day. Haymaking was to start there at the farm; the master would be needed and missed — oh, yes, he had spoken of her eldest girl going along as a gleaner — being fed by that woman, oh. . . . No, no — I’m going to take what I can get and hold on to it. . . .

        Santra leapt up, went to the cupboard — Jukka’s cupboard — and took out the deed of sale for the croft. It was drawn up on a whole sheet of paper. She had to open it up to see the receipts. There they were: “Of the above‐mentioned purchase price—one hundred marks . . . one hundred and fifty marks . . .” and last of all — there it was, the signature and handwriting were quite plain: “Of the above‐mentioned purchase price, received with thanks, five hundred marks. . . .”

        Santra folded the deed up again on the same creases as before, but instead of putting it back into the same cupboard — Jukka’s cupboard — she stuck it down inside her blouse. Then she went out of the living room into the passage, from there to the porch, and stood looking out over a scene that was utterly unfamiliar. The deed of sale was almost too big to be kept in her bosom, much larger than the money had been the previous evening — but there it was nonetheless. And the sun shone down on a slightly damp morning. Both the cows and the calf were still asleep, however; it was the small hours as yet. But Monday morning it was, and no one would be coming along the road there, at least not for the moment.

        The farmer noticed that Santra had something in her bosom — and he soon guessed what it was. He had awakened a trifle groggy when Santra touched him, but this observation made him wide awake on the instant. The morning was still young; it was not too late.

        “Am I to write off another five hundred?” he said, his mouth to her ear.

        “Was there any need to place the price so high last time?” her mouth murmured into his ear.

		

        
        “It’s time I was going.”

        “Don’t go yet. I can’t stay here.”

        “Yes, you can. I’ll be back.”

        “But come this evening. Otherwise I can’t stay here. What am I to do all day? There’s nothing I can do.”

        The morning had brightened enough for the man to see the big‐framed woman’s tired face. He got up, lifted his legs over her to the floor, first the right, then the left.

        “There’s still some ale there behind the cupboard,” Santra said.

        The farmer groped for the mug, gulped down a deep draught greedily, took a breath, and drank again.

        Then he took his leave.
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        What the grandmother saw was no illusion. Manu and the artist had also heard the sound of the car starting. Only at Teliranta, the very scene of this event, were happy people sleeping so soundly that none of them saw the car move off — except Granny, who had not even been to sleep. She had only been tired.

        For old Manu it was like leaving a phase of his life behind when he left one of his burnt‐out charcoal pits. Each time he felt almost as if he had grown older. He rowed toward his home shore, rowed slowly, slackly, even giving a little yawn from time to time. The artist’s boat drew farther and farther away and the sound of the oars grew fainter, the man whose fortunes Manu guessed at though he had never pondered over them, let alone asked about them.

        Manu drew his boat up, busied himself with something by the water’s edge, and, even as he climbed the steep slope, kept stopping to look around and take in the scene. Before him lay a gray cottage; near it was a smoke‐blackened open kitchen, with a sooty pot on the pile of rounded stones that formed the fireplace, and a thriving tobacco patch where the frost did not blight the plants. Under a certain stone was the key to the door. The sun was shining; Manu’s own pet bird was singing. He didn’t know its name; he had hardly ever seen it properly. But he knew its note. He went quietly inside.

        
        All was as usual. In her bed in the far corner lay Manu’s wife Jahanna — whether awake or asleep made little difference, for she was paralyzed, had been for many years. Even her speech was affected. But lying there she had developed another faculty; her eyes were so expressive that Manu, and especially Lyyti, the daughter, always sensed what she meant. The family atmosphere in Manu’s cottage was always harmonious. . . . Many people wondered at it — and also at the fact that Manu and his family were able to shift for themselves and that Jahanna always had such spotlessly clean bedlinen. True, the son Kalle, who had gone out into the world but had remained in one place and was a steady‐going and respectable bachelor, always wrote home and sent “a little something” to his mother. But all the same. . . .

        Lyyti, though still young, was used to waking at the slightest sound and therefore awoke now.

        “Is everything all right with mother?” her father asked, merely for the sake of asking.

        “Yes,” Lyyti replied, without stirring from where she lay.

        Manu puttered about in the kitchen‐living room, which was getting lighter and lighter, and even found something to do outside. It was then that he heard the car drive off at Teliranta. Had something more happened at Syrjämäki after all?

        There was not the faintest suspicion of malice in Manu’s thoughts as he shut his solid‐timbered porch door behind him.

		

        
        The artist also heard the car engine start as he rowed home for the second time that night — for the second time and in quite a different mood from that before. He was in no particular hurry now either, but his course was clear nevertheless. At a certain point he turned to look behind him, then headed his boat toward the shore, drew it up, and began without a moment’s thought to walk up toward the house. Half‐way up the path he heard the distant sound of the car driving off from Teliranta. The sun already shed a bright light everywhere. And the sun had an extraordinary effect on the artist. He felt as if he were like those other people: the master of Teliranta, Manu, and many others. And there on the hill, in the sunlight, he had relived his own youth — almost the same as it had been. He went inside — his wife had not locked the door when he left the house last time. He undressed and got into bed. His wife responded to his embrace without opening her eyes and without saying a word.
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        There is not yet any real night in the north at this time of year. Hardly has the evening’s violet‐dusky pianissimo died away into a pause, intense with feeling, when the morning’s first violin awakens with a high, clear melody. Nor does it lack accompanists. Impelled by their passion, the larks spring into the air and hundreds of warblers chirrup so that one thinks their breasts will burst — the entire body is barely the size of a man’s thumb. . . .

        There is no night; and those who for generations have been used to conditions in the north, whether bird, beast, or human, need very little sleep. When Syrjämäki‐Jalmari had taken the Ollila mare back to the meadow, it did not lie down to rest at all but began to crop grass vigorously; now and again it lifted its head, looked about it, and snorted. And when Jalmari had put the bridle back on the same twig of juniper from which he had taken it long, long ago, Emmi the servant girl’s flabby face appeared at the window of the bake‐house — of course, she would have to be there to see what bad luck Jalmari had had right to the end. . . . No, sleep is of little account at this time of year.

        Helka came down the steps of her grandmother’s house, followed by Arvid.

        On their way back from the village they had spoken very little.

        
        “How sweet and clean the baby was,” Helka had said, a gentle, faraway tone in her voice.

        “Yes — and so was the mother,” Arvid replied. “It’s odd how beautiful a woman becomes at a time like that. This crofter’s wife is pretty anyway, but did you notice what a sublime and pure joy radiated from her pale face? There’s no more beautiful sight on earth than pure motherly love. It’s always apparent in a happy childbirth, but sometimes you see it later too, when the child is already walking and talking. I’ve sometimes seen a young mother whose eyes, skin, everything, shine with complete girlish innocence.”

        “All the more credit to her husband,” Helka said in a caressing, intimate tone.

        So it had been as they returned from the village. Then Helka hurried inside and Arvid behind her, once more watching the way she walked. Without a word Helka went off to her own room and stayed there for some time. Arvid was quite sure, however, that she would come back.

        And so she did — a warm, almost inquiring radiance in her eyes, her face, her whole being.

		

        
        Arvid was the first to awaken from the light sleep into which both had fallen. He seemed to have been dreaming — or rather he had consciously followed the vision the whole time. In it were the earth and the sun, and one shone upon the other; there were a plowman and a sower, who were as one — and the earth was the color of skin and its hillocks and hollows reminded him of a woman’s body. . . .

        The sun was indeed shining on Arvid’s face, glowing through his eyelids. Asleep on his arm was a loved and lovely head, which only now — relaxed like that — seemed to be really his own, bestowed upon him. Lightly he brushed aside a brown lock from the temple and kissed, long and gently, the lovable‐smelling skin.

        
        The woman opened her eyes and looked at the man — her own man — and said in a sleepy voice:

        “Am I as pretty as the young mother you were talking about before?”

        She received no reply in words.

		

        
        “Look how lovely the morning still is when the whole place is asleep. But soon the everyday week will begin with its work and its cares and its exertions.”

        “That too is lovely.”

        “Yes, it is — but it’s loveliest of all when man ennobles it. Look at this old family estate all around us: how mighty it is in spirit and seemingly independent of the people who inhabit it today and live on what it yields. To me, this old bridal chamber is a shrine whose atmosphere I don’t want to disturb with any base thought or commonplace word. I don’t feel I can stay here now — the daily routine is beginning and I must face it elsewhere, I think I’ll leave before the house wakes up.”

        “I’ll go with you, wherever you go; I’ll go with you, now and always. . . . Oh, how am I to bear this — this — I can’t find a name for it. I only know that everything that has been up to now, has been for the sake of this — everything, everything.”

        “Let’s go then. Let us draw the fairytale curtain over these two nights. One day, when we come back to these rooms, they will be places of memory for us, and as such, there will be nothing base or ordinary connected with them. If we have to face that kind of thing, let us live through it elsewhere.”

        They set off — along the sunny road of the summer morning.
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