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      The Jukola house, in southern Häme, stands on the lower slope of a hill, near the village of Toukola. Its closest surroundings are a rocky tannery, but further down the fields begin, where, before the house was destroyed, the grain waved. Below the fields is a meadow, edged with clover, cut by a multi-layered ditch; and it provided plenty of hay before it became pasture for the village cattle. Otherwise, the house has open forests, bogs and wilderness, which, through the excellent work of the first founder of this estate, had already fallen to him during the great division in ancient times. At that time, the owner of Jukola, caring more for the interests of his descendants than for his own good, accepted as his share the forest burned by the fire and in this way received seven times more than his other neighbors. But all traces of the firelight had already disappeared from his surroundings and a dense forest had grown in its place.—And this is the home of the seven brothers, whose stages of life I am now going to tell.

      

      The names of the brothers, from oldest to youngest, are: Juhani, Tuomas, Aapo, Simeoni, Timo, Lauri and Eero. Tuomas and Aapo are twins, and so are Timo and Lauri. Juhani, the eldest brother, is twenty-five years old, but Eero, the youngest of them, has hardly seen eighteen revolutions of the sun. Their bodies are sturdy and broad-shouldered, of moderate height, except for Eero, who is still very short. The tallest of them all is Aapo, perhaps not at all broad-shouldered. This latter advantage and honor belongs to Tuomas, who is truly famous for the breadth of his shoulders. The peculiarity that characterizes them all in common is their brown skin and stiff, hemp-like hair, the roughness of which is particularly striking in Juhani.

      

      Their father, who was a fierce hunter, met with a sudden death in his prime, when he fought with a fierce bear. Both then, the forest hound and the man, were found dead, lying side by side on a bloody field. The man was badly wounded, but the beast's throat and side were seen to have been slashed by a knife, and his chest pierced by a sharp bullet from a rifle. Thus ended the days of the sturdy man, who had brought down more than fifty bears.—But through these forest expeditions he neglected work and business in his house, which gradually, without the guidance of a superior, fell into decay. His sons were not able to plow and sow either; for they had inherited from their father the same powerful zeal for the appeal of forest creatures. They built traps, snares, and groves of blackbirds to kill birds and hares. Thus they spent their childhood, until they began to handle the fire-gate and dared to approach the forest in the wilderness.

      

      The mother tried to get them to work and be diligent with both reprimands and discipline, but their stubbornness was a stiff resistance to all her attempts. She was otherwise a good wife; her straightforward and sincere, perhaps a little harsh mind was known. Her brother was also a good man, the boys' great uncle, who in his youth had sailed distant seas as a brave sailor, seen many peoples and cities; but he finally lost his sight, becoming completely blind, and spent the dark days of his life in Jukola's house. At that time, he often, carving ladles, spoons, axe handles, pitchers and other necessary household items according to his feelings, told his sister's sons stories and strange things both from his own country and from foreign kingdoms, he also told miracles and incidents from the Bible. The boys listened to these stories of his with all devotion and firmly imprinted them in their memory. But they did not listen to their mother's commands and reprimands with any pleasure, but were very hard-hearted, despite many beatings. Often, when they saw the spanking approaching, the flock of brothers would run away, thereby causing grief and trouble to their mother and others, and thereby making their own situation worse.

      

      Here is an incident from the brothers' childhood. They knew of a hen's nest under the eaves of their homestead, owned by an old woman, called "Mother of the Pines"; for her little cottage stood in a pine forest near Jukola. One day the brothers remembered the fried eggs, and they finally decided to plunder the nest and go into the forest to enjoy their catch. They also fulfilled their decision, emptied the nest and unanimously went into the forest, six of the brothers; Eero was then still rolling at the feet of his mother. But when they reached a babbling brook in a dark pine forest, they built a white hut on the edge, wrapped the eggs in rags, dipped them in water and fried them in the sizzling ashes. And when the delicacies were finally cooked, they ate a delicious meal and walked home again, satisfied. But when they reached the home hill, a hurricane met them; for their deeds had already been revealed. The old woman of Männistö was angry and furious, and with a fierce look their mother rushed towards the brothers, a whining whip in her hand. But the boys did not dare to go towards that red-haired man, but turned back and fled again to the safety of the woods, despite their mother's cries.

      

      Now a day passed, and another, but there was no sign of the fugitives; and this delay of theirs finally made the mother very restless; and her anger soon turned to grief and tears of pity. She went out to look for them, searched the forests crisscross, but without finding her children. The matter took on an increasingly terrible form, and finally demanded the crown's men to take action. Word was sent to the hunting lodge, who immediately summoned the entire village of Toukola and its surroundings. And now a group of young and old, women as well as men, led by the hunting lodge, set out in a long line to spy around the forest. The first day they searched in the nearest vicinity, but without the desired result; the second day they moved further away, and as they stepped onto a high hill, they saw in the distance a blue column of smoke swirling up into the air from the edge of a swamp. They marked exactly the direction from which the smoke was rising, and towards that direction they resumed their journey. At last, when they were nearer, they heard a voice singing in the following manner:

      

      "We lived before,

      even though we were behind the ditch,

      We burned ditch trees

      And drank beer from the ditch."

      

      Then the mistress of Jukola, having heard the song, was greatly delighted; for she knew it to be the voice of her son Juhan. And the forest often resounded with the crack of the fire-club; from all which the searchers must now have perceived that they were approaching the camp of the fugitives. Then the huntsman gave the order to surround the boys and then to approach them in silence, but to stop at a distance from their lodging.

      

      It happened as he commanded. And when the crowd, surrounded by brothers on all sides, had approached them about fifty paces, it then stopped; and now the following sight appeared: Rakettu was a small hut made of coniferous trees at the foot of a rock, at the door of which Juhani lay in a mossy place, looking up at the clouds and singing. Two or three fathoms from the hut a cheerful light shone, and in its embers Simeoni was cooking a black grouse caught with a trap for dinner. Aapo and Timo, with upturned faces—for they had recently been with the elves—were roasting turnips in the hot ashes. On the edge of a small clay pot Lauri sat silently, making clay roosters, oxen and gallant foals; and he already had a long row of them drying on the side of a mossy log. But Tuomas banged the firecracker: he spat foamy saliva on a stone, placed a hot coal on it, and on top of this he threw another stone with all his might, and the thud, often as loud as an ordinary rifle shot, echoed around, and sooty smoke swirled into the air from between the stones.

      

      JUHANI. We lived before,

      even though we were behind the ditch...

      But the devil will finally inherit us here. It's like

      in your hand, you boys of the bubble hole.

      

      AAPO. That's what I said when we went to the hare's passport. Woe to us fools! Guerrillas and gypsies are fooling around like this under the sky of knowledge.

      

      TIMO: Oh my God, though.

      

      AAPO. To live here with wolves and bears.

      

      THOMAS: And with God.

      

      JUHANI. That's right, Thomas! With God and his angels. Ah! if we could now look with the eyes of a blessed soul and body, we would clearly see how a whole host of protective winged angels has surrounded us and how God himself, as a gray man, sits in power among us here like the Father of mercies.

      

      SIMEON: But what is the poor mother thinking now?

      

      THOMAS: He would like to cover us up as steaks, just in case we fall into his clutches.

      

      JUHANI. Oh boy, we wish we had a sauna!

      

      TUOMAS. Sauna, sauna!

      

      JUHANI. A sparkling sauna! Yes, you know that.

      

      AAPO. It's finally ours.

      

      SIMEONI. Very well, of course. That's why it's best to go take a sauna and get away from these bull days for once.

      

      JUHANI. A bull doesn't go to the slaughterhouse willingly, my friend.

      

      AAPO. What are you talking about, boy? Winter is approaching and we weren't even given fur coats when we were born.

      

      SIMEON: So nothing but home, come on! and be pampered, and for good reason, for good reason.

      

      JUHANI. May we be spared, brothers, may our backs be spared for a few more days. We don't know what means of salvation God will devise for us in two or three more days. Yes, here, here we will still be slouching: in that day, around that white canopy, and in our night in the coniferous hut, braying side by side in a row like mother's calves on a log.—But what do you say, Lauri the pig, in that clay bag? What? Shall we go to a proper, sloppy bath?

      

      LAURI. We're still here.

      

      JUHANI. That's what I'm considering as the best. Exactly!—But you have quite a lot of cattle there.

      

      TUOMAS: That boy has both cattle and poultry.

      

      JUHANI. What a great idea. You'll become a real cockfighter.

      

      TUOMAS: A real flautist.

      

      JUHANI. Excellent flute player.—What Russian flower is slipping from your claws again?

      

      LAURI. This is just a little boy.

      

      JUHANI. Look at that teddy bear!

      

      TUOMAS: He treats boys like men.

      

      JUHANI. Sons like the heads of a tar pile; and he feeds both sons and cattle like a man.—But brothers, brothers, hurry up and get dinner on the table; for my stomach is beginning to rumble. Put some muju, put some boiling muju on that roasting side of the turnip there.—Whose turn is it to steal the turnips?

      

      SIMEON: I am again going to the work of sin.

      

      JUHANI. To keep our spirits up, we must pinch a little from each other's. If this is a sin, it is one of the smallest things we do in this wormy country. And look, if I die without any other sin in my book, that little crow's foot wouldn't really prevent me from getting into a slightly better life. I would soon be kicked out of that real wedding hall, I think, but the boy would always be given a doorman's post there, and that would be terribly fun.—Yes, let us believe so, and let us take without sorrow what we can fit in our pockets at once.

      

      AAPO. But I think it's best that we throw away Kuokkala's turnip land and find ourselves another. The daily decline will soon force the owner to guard his land day and night.

      

      YACHTING BOARD. No more sorrow for that plot, boys, none. Well, well, why are you in a hurry? Look: a host of guardian angels has surrounded you quite cleverly.

      

      So the shepherd challenged the brothers, who, greatly frightened, rushed up and grabbed everything they could to run, but soon found with horror that their way was blocked from everywhere. Then the shepherd said again: "You are in a hut, you scoundrels, a real hut, from which you cannot get out until you have been slightly scalded as a memory, a small memory to you, what tricks you have played on us, you scoundrels. Here, old woman, with your birch branch, and give them a really warm hug. If so, that you should encounter a counterattack, then here are some helpers for you." Now followed a chastisement from the mother's hand, going from man to man over the entire flock of boys; and there was a loud brawl in the Kuokkala forest. The old woman did indeed use her whip fiercely, but the hunting shepherd assured them that they had received too mild a sauna.

      

      But when this last act was done, they each went home, including the mother and her sons. All the way she roared and scolded the fugitives; and even when they reached their home the storm had not ceased. Even while she was building a hut for her sons on a pallet, the old woman was making a fuss, threatening them with another beating. But when she saw with what hunger they were gnawing at the bread and herring, she turned her face away from them, secretly wiping a tear from her brown, rough cheek.

      

      Thus ended the boys' escape. And this was an incident from their childhood to which I deviated in my story.

      

      The brothers' best amusements were also discus throwing, a game they loved to practice even in their manhood. Then, divided into two groups, they fought fiercely, each side striving for a certain object. There was a lot of shouting, running and fighting, and sweat flowed down their faces in torrents. The discus bounced along the road with a humming sound, and often jumped into the man's face out of fear, so that when they returned from the game, the forehead of one or the other was equipped with a long horn, or the cheek was shaved into a scythe. Thus passed the days of their youth: summers in the forests or on the highway throwing the discus, winters in the grinding heat of the home stove.

      

      But the brothers noticed that times were changing. Things happened that made them think about tomorrow more than before and move away from their old ways a little.—Their mother had died, and now one of them had to step into the household, to keep the house from falling into ruin and to take care of paying the crown tax, which was not a lot compared to the vast lands and forests of Jukola. But at least there was work and work to do in the lost house. To top it all off, the new rector of the parish was a frighteningly strict man in all his duties. He was also merciless to lazy readers, using all means against them, including the punishment of the leg. Thus he had sharpened his keen eye even for the Jukola boys. Indeed, through the judge, he had given them a fierce order that they should, more quickly than usual, get themselves to the locksmith to learn to read.—Recalling these facts, while sitting at home in the spacious living room one evening in the autumn and summer, the brothers argued among themselves in the following manner:

      

      AAPO. Let me say: this wild life does not go on forever, but its end is ultimately destruction and ruin. Brothers! other ways and actions, if we hope for happiness and peace.

      

      JUHANI. Whether you ask the right question, I don't think it can be denied.

      

      SIMEON. God bless you! our life has been unrestrained, wild, up to this day.

      

      TIMO. There is life in this life and a world in the world. Yes, it's okay, if you order it. Oh!

      

      JUHANI. We have lived too wildly, or more correctly, too carelessly, that cannot be denied. Let us remember, of course: "youth and madness, old age and wisdom."

      

      AAPO. But it is time to become wise, it is time to put all desires and lusts under the yoke of reason and to prioritize what brings benefit, not what tastes sweeter. Now, without delay, let's rebuild our house in honorable condition again!

      

      JUHANI. Well said! First, let us attack the manure like dung beetles, and let the pine logs crackle in the corners of Jukola from morning to night; let the cattle, the proud cattle, give us some moska as a raise for themselves; and let the heaps of our farm rise as high as the golden walls of the king's castle. That's what we'll do. We'll start next Monday and I'll do it from the ground up.

      

      AAPO. Why not tomorrow?

      

      JUHANI. Not until next Monday. There's no harm in considering the matter further. Yes, let's say: next Monday.

      

      AAPO. But we have one rule to fulfill soon. This is the law: If we wish order and permanence in our household, then let there be one supervisor and master. We know that this right and duty is Juhan's both by his birthright and by the decree of our mother.

      

      JUHANI. Yes, that right, power and strength is mine!

      

      AAPO: But see that you use it harmoniously and for the common good.

      

      JUHANI. I will try my best. But if only you would obey without the lashing and whipping! But I will try my best.

      

      AAPO. Whip?

      

      JUHANI. If that's what's needed, you see.

      

      TUOMAS. Talk to your dogs about the whip.

      

      TIMO. You will not soften my crown land, never; let the law and justice do that, if my back is scratched for no reason.

      

      JUHANI. Why do you cling to a loose word? After all, we have a place for happiness here, if only reconciliation prevails and the horns are put aside.

      

      EERO. However, let us define our mutual relations precisely.

      

      AAPO. And let's listen to everyone's opinion.

      

      JUHANI. What do you say, Lauri, always so short-tempered?

      

      LAURI. Let me say something. Let's move to the forest and leave the noise of this world behind.

      

      JUHANI. Huh?

      

      AAPO. The man is having a blast again.

      

      JUHANI. Should we move to the forest? What madness!

      

      AAPO. Be indifferent.—See, this is what I have thought. You, Juhani, have the power to enter the household first, if you so wish.

      

      JUHANI. I want to.

      

      AAPO. The rest of us, as long as we stay in the dear corners of our homes and are unmarried men, will do housework, eat house food and get clothes from the house. Let the first Monday of the month, except during sowing and reaping, always be our own day, but let food come to us from the house even then. Every year the house will give us each half a barrel of oats to sow, and every year we will have a mighty rocket of common ground, the size of which is at least three barrels. These are my thoughts in terms of our homes and singleness. But I know that none of us will willingly move away from the gentle fields of Jukola, and the crampedness of our space does not force us to do so, but there is room for seven brothers on these continents. But he who, at any time, would feel the desire to establish his own home and family, and yet does not feel like going to the extent of the law and the cost of a surveyor to break up the house, would he not be content with the following advantage? Let him inherit a piece of land from the house, on which he will build his house and the fields around it. Let him also receive a share in some kind of meadow income, and let him have the power to clear out hay land for himself from the forest in addition, so that he can support a couple of horses and four or five cattle. And without any taxes or excrement, let him cultivate his farm and enjoy its products, both he and his children, living in peace on his own land.—That is how I have put it. What do you say?

      

      JUHANI. Somehow reasonably put together. Let's weigh those points.

      

      LAURI. But done differently, done even more wisely. Let us move into the heart of the forests and sell the wretched Jukola, or let it be rented to the tanner of Rajaportti. He has expressed his desire for that deal to us; but he wants the house for at least ten years. Let us do as I say and move with our horses, dogs, and guns to the foot of the steep Impivaara mountain. There let us build ourselves a cheerful cabin on a cheerful sun-sloping meadow, and there, catching the creatures of the forest, we will live in peace, far from the world and angry people.—Thus have I mused to myself night and day over the years.

      

      JUHANI. Has the peeve possessed your brain, boy?

      

      EERO. If not a peeve, then a forest maiden.

      

      LAURI. That's what I think and I'll do it someday. We'd only live there as gentlemen, catching birds, squirrels, rabbits, foxes, wolves, badgers and shaggy bears.

      

      JUHANI. Come on, you fool! Let's go with the whole of Noah's Ark, from the mouse to the deer.

      

      EERO. That's the only advice: say goodbye to salt and bread and suck blood, jam meat like mosquitoes and Lapland witches. And would we still eat foxes and wolves in the closets of Impivaara like hairy mountain trolls?

      

      LAURI. We get skins from foxes and wolves, money from skins, and salt and bread with money.

      

      EERO. We get clothes from skins, but let meat, bloody, steaming meat, be our only food; salt and bread are not needed by monkeys and papians in the forest.

      

      LAURI: That's what I think and I'll do it someday.

      

      TIMO. Let's take the matter under consideration from the root. Why shouldn't we chew salt and bread in the forest too? Why not? But Eero is a raccoon, always on our way, always with a long cane in our coat. Who can forbid a forest dweller from approaching the corners of villages now and then, now and then, whenever the need demands? Or will you hit me over the head with a stick then, Eero?

      

      EERO. No, my brother, but even "you'll get some salt if you bring berries."—Move, boys, move, I won't forbid, but I'll even come and pick you up, I'll take you from here like a wolf's trot.

      

      JUHANI: But the forest rangers would soon drive them back from there, I guarantee it.

      

      LAURI. "The second time you come, the threshold of home is high," I know that, and don't think I'll knock on your door again because I threw it down once.—I'll move on May Day.

      

      TIMO. I'll come with you, no matter what.

      

      LAURI. I do not forbid, I do not command; do as your heart sees fit.—I will move to Impivaara next May Day. First, there, until my little, warm cabin is ready, I will live in our grandfather's peat-covered shack. Well, then, having done my day's work, I will rest in the peace of the hut, listening to the kanty whistle in the wilderness and the grouse blow in the Sompio.

      

      TIMO. I'm coming, Lauri; let it be said, Lauri.

      

      THOMAS: If times don't improve here, I'll follow you too.

      

      JUHANI. Tuomaskin! Would you move too?

      

      TUOMAS. Unless times improve.

      

      LAURI. I'm moving on May Day, even though the days of sweet bread are approaching at Jukola House.

      

      TIMO. You and I, the two of us, we will move from here to the Sompio swamp like spring cranes; and the air and the winds will sing!

      

      JUHANI. Haidjai! But if I confess the truth, then there is a secret attraction in Lauri's intention. The forest attracts. Oh, peeve! It feels as if I could see that forest behind without the wonderful expanse.

      

      AAPO. You fools, what are you thinking?—Moving to the forest! Why? After all, we have a house and rooms; a golden roof over our heads!

      

      JUHANI. True, we have a house, where we hang on tooth and nail, as long as it spreads even a little to greatness. But look, if hard luck were to turn everything upside down here, against the best intentions of a man, then let the forest be my back house, where I will soon glance from here, because the last of the news is rattling.—Yes, now we will attack the housekeeping and toil with frightening speed; and let's go back to the point that was more properly the question here.—According to my stupid skull, Aapo has considered things in general somehow sensibly; and everything will be fine, if only we each pursue unity and reconciliation on our own part. But if we look for a quarrel, we will always find reasons to raise the bristles on our necks.

      

      SIMEON: Where can we not find it as long as that old Adam tickles and tickles us here between the bone and the skin?

      

      TIMO. I have always imagined Old Adam as an old, serious man in a felt hat, a long black coat, breeches and a red vest that always reaches below the man's navel. He walks like that in his dreams and drives a pair of oxen.

      

      SIMEON: The old Adam refers to the root of sin, original sin.

      

      TIMO. I know he is the symbol and example of original sin, that horned devil from hell, but as a rascal like me, as I said, he walks in front of me, riding a pair of oxen. I can't help it.

      

      JUHANI. Let this article of faith remain, and let us stick to the point.—Aapo, what do we think about those two crofts of ours: Vuohenkalma and Kekkur?

      

      AAPO. It must be remembered that the rulers of both of them once roared from the raw, desolate wilderness of their country, and they are therefore not driven away from their turf—which would be wrong—as long as they have the power to keep their stilts in the reeds, and even then the law prescribes for them some old age security from the estate. That is the case in that regard.—But let us look at another point, which I think is somehow relevant. For it is our most important step here, it will either turn our heads gray before their time or bring us the autumn of life and finally end our day in the golden brown of the evening. And it concerns you, Juhani, first of all. So note what I say: A household without a mistress is half-hearted and lame; a house without a mistress walking along the path to the barn…

      

      TIMO. It's like a wolf's den without a she-wolf, or like a boot without the other boot; it really is, as Aapo said.

      

      AAPO. A house without a mistress walking along the barn path is like a cloudy day, and boredom lives at the head of its family table like a withering autumn evening. But a good mistress is the bright sun of the house, which illuminates and warms.—Look: she is the first to leave the bed in the morning, kneads her dough, builds a big table for her husband, provides for them in the forest, and from there she hurries to the barn with a shovel in her hand, to milk her spotted cattle. Now she bakes, whirls and spins; now she is at the table, now she is swinging the bread in her palms at the end of the stern bench, and now she is furiously stirring the oven, which draws fire and smoke from its shining throat. Now, when the bread rises, she herself, with the child at her breast, feasts, eats a piece of bread, fried herring and drinks buttermilk from a jug. But she does not forget the hall, the faithful guardian of the house on the steps, nor the cat, who sleepily watches from the stovetop.—And now she again whirls and spins, turns and sways, kneads another batch of dough to rise in her trough, bakes it into bread and bakes it, and the sweat runs down her forehead in a stream. But look: when the day goes down, she has loaves on the roof, skewered on skewer, from which fresh life glides down. And then, when the men come from the forest, a steaming supper awaits them on the washed table. But where is the mistress herself? There in the yard she is milking her false-horned cows again, and in the trough the rustling, foamy mane of the loaf caresses.—So she whirls and spins, so she turns and sways; and only when the others are already rolling in the deepest sleep does she lean back in her bed with a blessing. But her work and duties are not yet all. Without any hesitation, she rises from her place moment by moment, hour by hour, during the night, to entertain her little child, who is crying and tossing in her cradle.—This, brothers, is an excellent hostess.

      

      JUHANI. Well said, Aapo, and I understand the purpose of your speech. That is, it seeks to persuade me to marry. Yes, I understand. A wife, you said, is a necessary part of the household. True! But don't worry. Your hope, I think, will soon be fulfilled. Well, well; yes! I must confess that my mind has already set on the girl, from whom I hope to get a husband and a good one, unless the old signs deceive me.—Yes, brothers, other days and other tricks are approaching us, and the mastership that I am to take on worries me greatly. A terrible burden weighs on the shoulders of the master, the master, and the great one will one day have his account judged. In my answer to you, you are all now above the sum; remember that.

      

      TUOMAS. Yours? Against what?

      

      JUHANI. I am your master; my blood will be sucked from my palms for your sake.

      

      THOMAS: I myself will answer for both my body and my soul.

      

      TIMO. I'll answer that myself; heh!

      

      AAPO. Brother Juhani, notice that such sentences create bad blood.

      

      JUHANI. I didn't mean bad blood any more than I meant bad meat, but like tar, like a curry in a hot summer, you cling furiously to a useless, meaningless word, even though you know my heart to the core. I'm indignant!

      

      AAPO. Let this remain, and now tell us, if you please, who is the girl who has attracted your heart.

      

      JUHANI. I want to say that without any pretense. Likka, whom I love mercilessly, is "Männistön's old woman" Venla.

      

      AAPO. Hm.

      

      JUHANI. What do you say?

      

      AAPO. Hm, I'm just saying.

      

      TUOMAS: An embarrassing thing.

      

      SIMEON. Venla. Look, look! But let everything be in the sight of the heavenly father.

      

      AAPO. Hm, or Venla.

      

      JUHANI. What are you murmuring? But ah! I sense something; and may the Son of God protect us! What? Speak plainly!

      

      AAPO. Listen: for years now my imagination has been working diligently on the girl.

      

      SIMEON: If the Creator has given him to me, then why should I worry?

      

      EERO. Not at all. She is destined for you and I will take her.

      

      JUHANI. What does Tuomas say?

      

      TUOMAS. An embarrassing thing; the girl pleases me very much, I admit it.

      

      JUHANI. Oh, yes, yes. Good! What about Timo?

      

      TIMO: I make the same confession.

      

      JUHANI. »The Lord's son and Kaitaranta's Kusta!« But Eero?

      

      EERO. I make the same sincere confession, the same sincere confession.

      

      JUHANI. Good, very good! Haha!—And Timo too, Timo too!

      

      TIMO. I love the girl very much, I admit that. Although she beat me up quite a bit once, she really fucked me hard then, and I remember that beating; oh no!

      

      JUHANI. Be quiet, be quiet! for now the question is whether you love him.

      

      TIMO. Yes, yes, I will, and strongly, if he loves me back.

      

      JUHANI. Yes, yes! So you're getting in my way too?

      

      TIMO. Not at all, not at all, unless you can really control your mind, your mind and your tongue. However, I like that girl a lot and I also want to try my best to get her as my wife.

      

      JUHANI. Good, good! But what does Lauri say?

      

      LAURI. What does that have to do with my girl?

      

      JUHANI. Whose side are you on?

      

      LAURI. I won't get involved, neither there nor here.

      

      JUHANI. Let's make a deal out of this.

      

      LAURI: I'm not going to put my spoon in that.

      

      JUHANI. All, then, except Lauri. Boys, boys, the brotherhood of Jukola and my great family! Now we strike, and earth and heaven shake! Now, golden brothers, knife, axe or log, and one against all and all against one like seven bulls! Let it be gone! The log is my weapon; I will seize that stubborn one, and let him blame himself, whose head shell will make a splinter from it.—Take your logs, boys, and step forward, if there is any manly resistance in you.

      

      EERO. Here I stand armed, although a little shorter than the others.

      

      JUHANI. You, you rascal! But now I see that mocking, that secret, that scorned grimace on your face again, and it seems as if you were just joking about the whole thing. But I'll teach you.

      

      EERO. What are you worried about, as long as my log is true?

      

      JUHANI. I'll teach you soon. Get your hands dirty, get your hands dirty, boys!

      

      TIMO. Here I am and my log, if necessary. I do not want hatred and strife, but if necessary.

      

      JUHANI. Come on, Tuomas!

      

      TUOMAS. Go to hell, owl!

      

      JUHANI. Sit down and eat!

      

      SIMEON. This noise is terrible, pagan, and Turkish; but I will give up the joke and cast my marriage affairs into the hands of the Lord.

      

      LAURI: I'll give up.

      

      JUHANI. Therefore, move to the side, move to the side, away from the feet!—Go for it, Aapo, and let the walls of Jukola echo with the splitting of skulls. Fire and horned heads!

      

      AAPO. Wretched is the human child. I am horrified, Juhani, when I look at your form now, when I see how your eyes roll and your hair stands up like a tuft of grass.

      

      JUHANI. Let it stand, let it stand; that's just the usual and proper Jussin hair.

      

      EERO: I'd like to polish it up a bit.

      

      JUHANI. You thumb! It's best that you stay in the corner. Go away! I'll have mercy on you.

      

      EERO. Get that monstrous jaw into a corner in time. I'll have mercy on him; for he's already groping and trembling like a beggar.

      

      JUHANI. Look how this log is cracking, look.

      

      AAPO. Juhani!

      

      EERO. Hit it! I think it's raining back here and maybe it's really hailstones as big as logs. Hit it here!

      

      JUHANI: Yes.

      

      AAPO. You're not hitting, Juhani!

      

      JUHANI. Go to the stump, or take a cleaver and defend yourself, otherwise I'll soften your head. Take a cleaver!

      

      AAPO. Where is the sense?

      

      JUHANI. In this sly halo; look, now it whispers a word.

      

      AAPO. Beware, brother, beware, until I too snatch a weapon from my grasp.—See; here I stand with a sausage in my hand. But first a few words, you Christian brotherhood of Jukola, and then we will fight like mad wolves.—Remember: a man in a rage of hatred is a bloodthirsty beast, not a man; he is blind to what is right and fair; and least of all can he perform the deeds of love in the power of his anger. But if we were to try to look at this matter from the point of view of reason, which caused the brothers to be torn to pieces, then I think that the case is this. The girl does not seem to love all of us, only one, if she agrees to any one of us, with whom she would like to wander hand in hand over the thistle-strewn hill of life. So I think it best that we all go as men and at the same time to her to state our case firmly, asking with devout mind and tongue whether she will give her heart to any of us. If the girl is willing, then let the one of us who has the desired lot be grateful for his lucky day, but let the others be content with their fate without grumbling. Let the one who was left without a share swallow his sorrow, hoping that he too will meet his appointed fate here. If we do so, we will act like men and true brothers. And just then the glorified ghosts of our father and mother will step out of the glowing gate of heaven and, standing on the edge of the shining cloud, look down upon us, shouting to us in a high voice: "That's right, Juhani, that's right, Tuomas and Aapo, that's right, Simeoni, Timo and Lauri, just like that, my little Eeroni! You are boys we like!"

      

      JUHANI. Man, you can talk, you're a savior, like an angel from heaven, and it won't be long before you make me cry.

      

      SIMEON: We thank you, Aapo.

      

      JUHANI. Thank you. I'll throw my log there.

      

      TIMO. Me too. And this argument ended the way I wanted it to from the beginning.

      

      SIMEON: Aapo holds a mirror up to us, and for that we should thank him.

      

      EERO. Let us thank him, let us sing correctly "Simeon's Hymn of Praise."

      

      SIMEON: Mocking, mocking and grinning again!

      

      TIMO. Don't make fun of God's word, Eero, Simeon's hymn of thanksgiving.

      

      AAPO. Ah, so young and so hardened!

      

      SIMEON. So young and so hardened! Eero, Eero! Yes, now I will say nothing else, but sigh for you.

      

      JUHANI. I predict, Eero, that once or twice we will have to give you the right from your father's hand. Because your mother raised you too gently.

      

      SIMEON. We must discipline him while his heart is still young and tender; but let us do it with a loving hand, not in the fury of anger. The discipline of anger drives devils in, not out.

      

      EERO. Look at that, and from a very dear hand.

      

      SIMEON: Well, that wicked man, now he's hit me!

      

      EERO. And against the muzzle. Even less would have made the gall burst.

      

      JUHANI. Come here, my boy. Timo, give me that stick from over there in the corner.

      

      SIMEONI. Here you go, Juhani, hold him firmly on your knees, I'll pull down his pants.

      

      EERO. Don't go to hell!

      

      JUHANI. You're struggling in vain, you rascal.

      

      SIMEON: Don't pamper him.

      

      JUHANI. Look at that rascal. But you can't get in, can you?

      

      EERO. Strike, you take it, and I'll put the fire in the corner. I'll make fire and smoke, I'll make fire and smoke!

      

      JUHANI. That bile! Or are you putting the fire under the corner? Ah, that bile!

      

      SIMEON: Lord, protect that gall!

      

      JUHANI. Stick here, Timo!

      

      TIMO: I can't find it.

      

      JUHANI. You blind man, don't you see that in the corner over there?

      

      TIMO. And this one? Birch?

      

      JUHANI. Just the same; bring it here.

      

      SIMEON: Strike, but wisely and without using force.

      

      JUHANI: Yes, I know.

      

      LAURI. Not a single blow, I say!

      

      THOMAS. Leave the boy alone!

      

      JUHANI: He needs a little bit of his tail.

      

      LAURI: You won't even touch him with your finger now.

      

      TUOMAS. Let the boy go! Stop!

      

      TIMO. May he be forgiven, that Eero boy, just this once.

      

      SIMEON: Forgive me, forgive me, until the thistles and weeds overwhelm the wheat.

      

      LAURI: Don't touch him.

      

      AAPO. Let us forgive him; and so we will try to heap burning coals on his head.

      

      JUHANI. Now go and thank your luck.

      

      SIMEON: And pray to God to give you a new heart, mind, and tongue.

      

      TIMO: But I'm going to bed.

      

      AAPO. Let's look at one more paragraph.

      

      TIMO. I'm going to the ground. Come with me, Eero; let's go to the ground and forget this world's enemy nest, that miserable little heap that steams and rustles in the rain. Come, Eero!

      

      JUHANI: But what is the clause you want to fulfill?

      

      AAPO. God forbid! it is true that we do not know even A, the first letter of the alphabet, and yet literacy is an indispensable duty of a Christian citizen. But we can be forced to do so by the power of the law, by the power of church law. And you know what machine of the crown is watching us and wants to bite us with its teeth, if we do not teach ourselves to read politely. The black leg is watching us, brothers, the black leg, which, gaping sharply with its circular holes, is thrashing the ground in that church porch like a black boar. It is precisely with this infernal pincer that our lord has threatened us, and he will carry out his threat if he does not see daily diligence and practice from us, that is a sure thing.

      

      JUHANI. Impossible to learn to read.

      

      AAPO. People have done this trick before.

      

      TUOMAS: That should make a man sweat.

      

      JUHANI. And to burst. I have such a hard head!

      

      AAPO. But a strong will can carry a man through a gray stone. Let us go into a plot, let us bring ourselves the alphabet books from Hämeenlinna and go to school in Lukka, as our chieftain has ordered. Let us do that before we are taken away at the speed of the crown.

      

      JUHANI. I'm afraid that's what has to be done here, I'm afraid. May God have mercy on us! But let's finish this thought by tomorrow and go to rest.
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      It is a calm September morning. The dew glistens on the field, the mist rushes through the yellowed leaves and finally evaporates into the heights. This morning the brothers have risen very quickly and silently, washed their faces, brushed their hair and dressed in their Sunday clothes. For today they had decided to go to the locksmith's school.

      

      They are now eating their breakfasts at the long, wooden table of Jukola, and the brown peas look delicious to them, perhaps it was not their appearance that was cheerful, but the grimness of the tease lingered on their eyebrows; the thought of the school trip they were about to go on had sent this one on its way. But after having eaten their breakfast, they did not rush off immediately, but sat down to rest for a while. They sat in silence, and some of them gazed down sadly at the floor, some looked at their red-covered alphabet book, turning its sturdy pages. Juhani sits by the southern window of the hut, looking up at the rocky hill and the dense pine forest, from which the old woman's hut loomed with its red-paneled door.

      

      JUHANI. Venla is walking along the path over there, and he walks quickly.

      

      AAPO. And yesterday both mother and daughter were supposed to go to their relatives in Tikkala to peel turnips and pick turnips, staying there until late autumn.

      

      JUHANI. Always late in the autumn? I get very restless. Perhaps they will leave; but this year there is a servant in Tikkala, who is a chubby boy and a great scoundrel, and there the hope of us all would soon go. So it would be best to do that strange trick in that team, to ask a question, the question of all questions. So let's go and ask the dirt, would its mind be bent and its heart ignited.

      

      TUOMAS: I think that's best too.

      

      TIMO: Me too.

      

      JUHANI. Yes, yes! There is nothing else to do at this time than to marry all at once like boys. Yes, yes! God protect us! But it is no use, but to marry, to marry! Now we are in our best clothes, washed and brushed; our whole appearance is like that of a Christian person: neat and as if born again.—I am becoming very restless.—But to Venla! Now is a favorable time.

      

      EERO. And may it also be a day of bliss.

      

      JUHANI. Whose blessed day, whose? Aha! What do you think, boy?

      

      EERO. Even though most of us.

      

      JUHANI. In other words, she would become the wife of all of us.

      

      EERO. Let it be over.

      

      JUHANI. Finally.

      

      SIMEON: How in God's name would that be possible?

      

      EERO. Nothing is impossible before God. Let us believe, hope, and love all things with one accord.

      

      JUHANI. Shut up, Eero! Because now we're going to get married and the same way to school, with crotch bags on our shoulders.

      

      AAPO. But to use the position properly, let one of us be like a speaker in that cabin.

      

      JUHANI. An important point. But you are precisely what you were made for. You have good gifts: your speech must always arouse fire and a mark in a man's breast. Truly! you were born to be a priest.

      

      AAPO. What do I know? and why do we argue about gifts? Here in the forests they disappear into the mist of ignorance, evaporate away like a babbling brook into the sand.

      

      JUHANI. It was bad luck that you didn't get to go to school.

      

      AAPO. Where would the money come from for our house to educate me? Remember: there's only one bag to be tossed between home and school before the boy is put in a wooden sack.—But back to the matter, the marriage matter. Let it be as you wish. I will step forward as joint chairman and will try the challenge like a wise man.

      

      JUHANI. Let's go and have a drink.—Gentlemen! But it won't help, let's go and have a drink to the full. We'll leave our bags outside the old woman's cottage, and Lauri, who doesn't have any cattle here, let him guard them from the pigs. Let's go now! and let's enter the bridal chamber with the alphabet in hand; it gives us a bit of a sense of solemnity.

      

      EERO: Especially if we turn the page.

      

      JUHANI. Or again? But somehow I remember that terrifying dream that enraged me last night.

      

      SIMEON: Tell me; perhaps it will be a salutary warning to us.

      

      JUHANI. I dreamed that there was a chicken nest on top of the stove with seven eggs in it.

      

      SIMEONI. The seven sons of Jukola!

      

      JUHANI: But one of the eggs was a funny little one.

      

      SIMEON: Eero!

      

      JUHANI. The rooster died!

      

      SIMEON: Our father!

      

      JUHANI. The chicken died!

      

      SIMEON: Our mother!

      

      JUHANI. Then all the mice, rats and flies of the world will attack the nest.—What does this living mean?

      

      SIMEON: Our sinful desires and the pleasures of the world.

      

      JUHANI. Probably so.—Flies, rats and mice came and rolled and rolled, rattling and rattling the eggs, which soon broke, and a very bitter stench emanated from that little egg.

      

      SIMEONI. Notice this, Eero.

      

      JUHANI. The eggs were broken and a terrible voice, like the roar of many rapids, now shouted in my ear from above the stove: "Everything has been broken, and the violation was great!" So they shouted, but at last we began to gather and cook that mess, and from it we finally got what is called egg-scrambled or scrambled eggs; and we ate it with great pleasure and also gave it to our neighbors.

      

      EERO. Good night.

      

      JUHANI. Bitter, bitter: you smelled like hell there. I had the most bitter dream about you, boy.

      

      EERO. But I had a really sweet dream about you; I saw that the rooster in the alphabet book laid a lot of caramel and sugar cubes for you as a reward for your diligence and wisdom. You were very happy, you tasted the sweets; you even gave them to me.

      

      JUHANI. Or I gave it to you too. It was well done.

      

      EERO. »Because giving is bad?»

      

      JUHANI. Never; not even if I gave you a little stick.

      

      EERO. Why just a little?

      

      JUHANI. Shut up, you idiot!

      

      TUOMAS. You both do it and let's go.

      

      AAPO. Let each take his bag and his api.

      

      So they set out to propose to the neighbor's daughter. In succession, silently, they walked over the potato patch, up the rocky hill, and finally stood outside the cottage of the Männistö woman.

      

      JUHANI. Here we are, here we leave the bags; and you, Lauri, sit as a faithful guard until we return from the bridal chamber.

      

      LAURI. Are you staying there for long?

      

      JUHANI. Whenever the course of our affairs requires.—Does anyone have a ring?

      

      EERO. You don't need that.

      

      JUHANI. Does anyone have a ring in their pocket?

      

      TIMO. Not me, and, as far as I know, not anyone else. That's it: a young man should always wear a shiny ring in his pocket.

      

      JUHANI. Well, you fool! This is where we stand now. And yesterday we had Isaac in our backpack, from whom I should have bought both a ring and a scarf, but I didn't think of that.

      

      AAPO. I think we'll buy those spacers for ourselves later. And it's best to first get a sure idea of ​​whether any of us will make this happy purchase and which of us will.

      

      JUHANI. Who would open the door? Venlako?

      

      TIMO. That was a mother, that hunchback.

      

      JUHANI. Venla's spinning top is spinning there like a happy dung beetle on a summer evening, predicting rain. Let's go now! Where is my father?

      

      AAPO. In your grasp, my brother. You are, God's creation, like a little head on a wheel.

      

      JUHANI. It's not a big deal, my brother. But I'm not just throwing up, am I?

      

      EERO. Not at all, but you are as clean and warm as a freshly laid egg.

      

      JUHANI. Let's go now!

      

      EERO. Watch out! I am the youngest and can open the door for you and come in last. Come in.

      

      They entered the old woman's low cottage, Juhani in front, his eyes owlish and his hair standing up like a porcupine's bristles, and the others followed him faithfully, steadily on their heels. So they entered, and Eero slammed the door shut behind them, but he himself remained outside, sitting down in the field, a quick smile on his lips.

      

      But the old woman, in whose room five brothers now stand as suitors, is a ragged and lively old woman; she makes her living by raising chickens and picking berries. In summer and autumn she diligently swings on the heavy ahos, on the strawberry and bobbin-pulleys, swings and sweats with her daughter Venla. The maiden was called beautiful. Her hair was rusty, her gaze sly and sharp, her mouth also graceful, perhaps almost too wide. She was short in stature, but broad-shouldered and round-shouldered, and she was also said to be strong. This was the brothers' favorite bird in the shelter of the pine forest.

      

      But the door of the cottage creaked, and Juhani stepped out in a rage, angrily saying to the others who were still lingering inside: "Come out, boys!" They all went out at last in a fit of indignation and started walking towards the church village. But when they had gone about fifty steps from the house, Juhani picked up a fist-sized stone from the ground and, fuming with anger, threw it against the door of the house; the cottage rumbled and the woman in the cottage screamed, opened the door, cursed and scolded, shaking her fist at the fleeing brothers. With the alphabet in her hand and the bag of branches on her shoulder, the brothers walked one after the other along the church road, without exchanging a word with each other. They walked with the furious speed of anger: the sand rustled and the bags swung; and they did not notice how the road had become. They walked in silence for a long time, until Eero finally opened his mouth and said:

      

      EERO. How did the matter come about?

      

      JUHANI. Yes-ah! how did that happen? Did you come in with us, you magpie, you little crow? But you didn't dare, you really didn't dare. What about that little crow? Venla would cover him with a hood. But look, look, how much I've dreamed about you. I saw, as I remember now, another dream about you last night. Strange! There you were sitting in the pine forest next to Venla, in a loving embrace, because I approached you so quietly, sneaking up on you. But look, when you noticed me, what did Venla do then? The little devil hid it in the folds of your skirt. "What have you wrapped in your skirt," I asked. "Only a little crow," answered the girl, cheerfully. Hi, hi, hi! And this wasn't a dream, it wasn't a dog's dream! But Juhani the boy made this up about himself, about his own head. Yes-ah! He's not as stupid as people think.

      

      EERO. It is strange how we have dreamed of each other. I, in turn, in this way about you: In that pine forest you and Venla stood for ages, lovingly embracing and looking up at the clouds with earnestness. From there, from the height of the sky, you begged for some sign, as if to show the favor of your love. The sky listened, the forest, the earth and the little birds listened too, and you yourselves in the deepest silence foresaw what was to come of it. Finally, an old crow also came, flying scurrying through the still air, and having managed to look right at you, he once swooped down on you, but soon turned his eyes to the other again, spread his legs and dropped something white, which fell down and splashed the boy and girl against the foreheads, splashed against splashing.—Do not let this upset your mind at all; for I dreamed so, and I have not invented anything of my own accord.

      

      JUHANI. I am possessed by you…

      

      Then he ran away in a rage towards Eero, who quickly fled from his angry brother. He jumped out of the way, darted like a hare along the meadow, but Juhani pounced after him like a wild bear. The bags swung, the dry tanner crunched beneath them; and the shouts of the other brothers were heard, exhorting the quarrelsome men to moderation and harmony. But Eero hurried back to the road again, and the others rushed to save him from the claws of the terrible Juhani, who was already running at the heels of his youngest brother.

      

      TUOMAS. Stop it, Juhani.

      

      JUHANI. I'll jerk him off!

      

      TUOMAS. In Korean, my son.

      

      JUHANI. Sit down and eat!

      

      AAPO. He just rewarded honor with honor.

      

      JUHANI. Cursed be his tongue, cursed be this day! We have received, in the name of God! the mittens from Venla. The thick-horned falcons and the great army of the heights! Now my eyes cannot see even a span in front of them, so black is the earth and the sky, black for my heart's sake. Sit down and eat!

      

      SIMEON: Don't curse, man.

      

      JUHANI. I curse the world that spins, falling apart like an old sledge under a mast log!

      

      SIMEON: What do we want to do?

      

      JUHANI. To do? If this alphabet were not the word of God, God's own book, then this book would be in tatters, tatters on the spot! But look here: my food bag is crushed to a pulp! Do you want to see?

      

      SIMEON. For the Lord's sake, do not give the Lord's gift. Remember "The Shepherd's Maid."

      

      JUHANI. My heart is in trouble!

      

      SIMEON. "Suffering in trouble, manna in heaven."

      

      JUHANI. I give a piece of heaven's manna, because I didn't get Männistö's old woman Venla. Oh, you rascals and my family is big! If you only knew, you would understand that my thoughts have been spinning around in this slush for almost ten years, really funny. But my hope is gone now, gone like ashes to the wind.

      

      TIMO. We got the mittens in the morning.

      

      JUHANI. Every man!

      

      TIMO. No one was spared, not even the smallest of us. We all got what we wanted.

      

      JUHANI. Everything, everything! But it's better that way than if one of you had gotten his wings. I'd put, you peeve! on the boy who had that trick happen to him, that's what I'd do.

      

      TUOMAS. We were very impossible. It showed in the dirt's mocking grimace because Aapo had mentioned our common cause.

      

      JUHANI. He needs a back, the whole lot. Making fun of us! Varro, you little woman.—Aapo tried his best, it can't be denied, but the cherub's language itself wouldn't have helped here.

      

      TIMO. But if we had stepped into the dirt in a black cotton jacket and the watch had bulged in our vest pocket like a bloated turnip, the key had jingled in the chain and the silver-rimmed pipe had rattled in our teeth, then, oh my! we would have had both eggs and chicks.

      

      JUHANI. The woman and the magpie both have an equally ardent desire for shiny things.—But Aapo is as silent as a frozen lake.

      

      AAPO. Our voice has no echo in the storm. Or are the wild whirlwinds of your mind already beginning to settle in your chest?

      

      JUHANI. The enchanted pond of my heart still ripples, ripples for a long time.

      But say a word anyway.

      

      AAPO. Both. So listen now. Take your heart in your hand and whisper in its ear in the language of reason thus: Venla did not care for you, because he does not love you, and if he does not, do not let that anger you; for the flame of love is fanned by heaven, not by human thoughts. A beggar girl falls madly in love with a king, a princess falls madly in love with a soot boy. Thus the spirit of love flies here and there, and you do not know where it comes from.

      

      TIMO. Love blows where it wills, you hear its hum, but you don't know where it comes from or where it goes. That's what I often heard the old grandmother say. But I think she meant God's love then.

      

      AAPO. Again, Juhani, tell your heart this: do not kick! Venla did right in giving you the ban; for entering into marriage without the effort of love does not want to go smoothly, but it complicates and often creates eternal torment, as, worse still, we often see and hear now. Yes, brothers, let Venla take what is destined for him, we will do the same.

      

      TIMO. I'll finally get the girl who was made from my rib, even if the imp screams. I know one more thing: a man's heart sits on the left, but a woman's on the right side of the chest.

      

      JUHANI. But my heart does not sit still, but leaps and rages like a pagan.—Oh, you rascal, you gypsy slut! Why did you abandon my peasant, the son of a clay house, the eldest son?

      

      AAPO. There's nothing to be surprised about. Our house is in a state of utter ruin, and that girl hopes, though I think in vain, that she will become the mistress of a much better house. I've heard that that good Sorvarin Juhani is fondling her.

      

      JUHANI. You prickly-jawed Jussi! If you were in my hands right now, I would wipe you off a little. Narrata, you filthy bastard, to eternal shame!

      

      AAPO. Yes, yes, the world is both crazy and treacherous. Venla is not lacking in form, nor Jussi in intrigue. Sorvari is a public house, it is tempting, but Jukola, this nest of the poor, is in a very miserable state, and we ourselves, the seven heirs of the house, are in an even more miserable state, at least in the eyes of the world. People, remembering our lazy and often wild life of our youth, do not seem to expect anything decent from us anymore. And I know that ten years of cleanliness and honorable behavior in every way could hardly bring us back to full human dignity in the eyes of our citizens. It is so difficult to get rid of the dirt of a bad name, because it has once stuck to a man. But it is better to rise at last than to languish in the filth of our wretchedness for eternity. Therefore, let us strive for repentance, repentance with all our might!

      

      JUHANI. We are on the path to repentance now. But this unfortunate wedding trip gave my heart a blow from which it will ache terribly for days and weeks; it gave me a wound.

      

      AAPO. A wound, a wound, indeed; but time, I know, will cause that wound to heal and turn into oblivion.—What a journey on that road.

      

      TIMO. A happy bunch of Toukola boys.

      

      AAPO. Spending idle Mondays in a wild intoxication, you big rascals.

      

      TIMO: And they really want us to join them.

      

      JUHANI. Temptation is approaching.

      

      TIMO: They are so happy.

      

      JUHANI. But ours? What stands before us? A thousand horned heads! A fiery feast of hair awaits us poor people.

      

      EERO. What a difference: having a stiff breakfast in the corner of a locker room, or spending a happy lazy Monday with happy companions, cheering and singing.

      

      JUHANI. The difference is terribly great, as great as between the pit of the deep and the sky. Brothers, where do we step?

      

      EERO. Let's just step into heaven.

      

      AAPO. To the well, to the well! to draw abundantly the water of life. We want to delve into the ancients of learning, skill, and wisdom.

      

      TUOMAS. To the poor, to the poor!

      

      JUHANI. Well, let's go for a walk!

      

      EERO. Listen to Kissala Aapel's clarinet.

      

      JUHANI. Wonderful!

      

      TIMO. Sounds like the trumpet of an archangel.

      

      JUHANI. Because the army of heaven is marching and marching, and the reindeer is snorting.

      Wonderful!

      

      TIMO: They really want us with them.

      

      JUHANI. Very certain. Temptation is approaching us, it is truly approaching.

      

      While the brothers were thus arguing, a group of Toukola boys approached them, but not quite as politely and benevolently as the Jukolaites had expected. They were somehow in their heads, and it pleased them to grin a little with the brothers now, and they sang in front of them a song they had recently composed, which they had called: "The Power of Seven Men". So they, to the tune of Kissala's Aapeli, approached the schoolboys, singing in the following manner:

      

      Let the throats of all scream now,

      Because I sing a hymn in my heart

      About the power of seven men.

      

      There are stars like a rainbow,

      There are boys in Jukola,

      Lazy people are jumping around.

      

      Juho roars, the pirtti sways;

      He is the boy of the house,

      the stubborn "Boy-Jussi".

      

      Tuomas stands like an oak tree,

      Because Abraham preaches,

      the great Solomon of Jukola.

      

      Simeon, with a flowing beard,

      Laments that "poor man,

      Sinner, Satan, wretched."

      

      Simeoni cooks the peas,

      Timo throws the fat in,

      spits the boiling pot.

      

      Lauri the boy wanders in the forest, Gazing

      at the trees,

      Roaming the heath like a badger.

      

      Finally comes the tip of the tail,

      Little Eero, a slippery slope,

      the tough slope of Jukola.

      

      There is a brotherhood there,

      Noble as a herd of bulls,

      With the strength of seven men.

      

      Silently, even though they gritted their teeth, the brothers listened to this song. But when the mockery of the bullies did not end there, but rained down incessant taunts, especially about the rooster and its laying eggs, the brothers' bile began to swell and their eyes became sharp, narrowed like the eyes of a skunk, because he looks out into the light of day from under a stump in the black wilderness. But now it happened that a scoundrel from the Toukonians, as he passed Juhan, suddenly snatched the alphabet book from his hand and started running with all his might, but Juhan, in a rage, caught up with him. Then the other brothers also rushed at their mockers with fiery speed, and the fight was general. First, the ear-splitting blows were exchanged, both sides clashed, but then they struck each other in the throats and began—blindly, gasping—to tear, to rip, and to use their fists, gasping. The Toukonians struck back fiercely, but the Jukola men struck even fiercer; and the brothers' fists fell heavily like iron clubs on the heads of their enemies. They scrambled in the dust and dirt that rose up from the dry road, rolling into the air, and sand and gravel rustled around them in the bushes. Thus the raucous fight lasted for a while, and the brothers, almost already victorious, shouted in a high voice: "Do you pray, they will take it, for mercy?"; and an echo from the clouds answered: "Mercy!" But the Toukonians struggled for a long time, until at last they fell to the ground, powerless. There they lay with torn coat collars and swollen faces, greedily swallowing fresh air into their hot, suffocating insides. The brothers stood as men of victory, but their appearance showed that they had had enough of the fight and that a moment's rest was also pleasant for them. Especially had Eero been badly treated in the melee; for the shortness of his body gave his quarrelsome partner a great advantage. Often, during the fight, he would roll around like a small dachshund at the feet of the other males, and only a little help from his other brothers prevented him from being completely exhausted. With his hair disheveled, he now sat on the edge of the ditch and gathered new strength, panting heavily.

      

      But just as the others had stopped fighting, Juhani approached with his husband, pulling him by the collar and especially squeezing him by the throat. Frightening, terrible was now the form of Jukola's eldest brother. Anger flashed like fire from his somewhat small eyes, which, now blood-red with rage, were spinning wildly in his head; bitter sweat flowed down his cheeks, and like a warrior he puffed and panted.

      

      JUHANI. Get my APC, get my APC book, right now! Look, I'll push you so hard that the bastard will fly. For God's sake, get my red-covered APC, you scoundrel. Look, I'll give it to you, look, look!

      

      TUUKOLAINEN. Don't hit!

      

      JUHANI. Apc book!

      

      TOUKOLAINEN: I threw that thing into the bush.

      

      JUHANI. Give it to me with a proper Korean hand, with a lily-like hand, you cadet. Do you think you're just dancing like this, cadet? Won't you, the possessed, give that red-capped apple to me?

      

      TOUKOLAINEN. You're crushing my throat, my throat!

      

      JUHANI. Apc-book! May the Lord protect us! Apc-book!

      

      TOUKOLAINEN. Here, you terrible man.

      

      JUHANI. Give it a little kiss. Yes, kiss it hard.

      

      TUUKOLAINEN. What? Kiss?

      

      JUHANI. Very nicely. And do it for the Lord's sake, my brother, if your back is itchy and your life is dear to you. Do it, do it, otherwise your blood will cry out for vengeance on me even now, as the blood of the pious Abel did before. For you see that my face is as black with anger as a sauna elf. Therefore kiss my Abel. I pray you for both of us!—See that.

      

      TOUKOLAINEN. Are you satisfied?

      

      JUHANI. Very pleased. Go now and thank your Creator that you got through this. And if in that space, between your shoulders and that hammer, you notice some marks, as if from the teeth of a vise, and especially if tomorrow you still feel a stiffness there like that of mumps, then don't be too surprised. Yes, go now. But one more word, one word, my friend. Who composed the song that we just had to listen to with our ears erect?

      

      TOUKOLAINEN: I don't know.

      

      JUHANI. Tell me about your throat!

      

      TOUKOLAINEN: I don't know.

      

      JUHANI. Well, well, I always hear about it. But give my regards to Aapel of Kissala and tell him that since I'm with him, his throat will ring even louder than his clarinet did just now. Go now; for my presence is not exactly healthy for you.—Don't be stingy with revenge. Be careful not to get that prick in my head that I'll sneak up on you to give you a little something on the side.

      

      THOMAS: Let him rest in peace, poor man.

      

      JUHANI. He has had his fill, I guarantee it.—But let us leave this terribly plowed, cross-cut corner of the highway. It is not good to linger here now: for a fight on the highway is, from the point of view of the law, a very difficult matter and is likely to bring one's husband into a great rage.

      

      AAPO. Let's hurry!—But that's just baking; and I would have been feathered without Simeon; he spread a little pile on top of me.

      

      SIMEON. Why did we touch them? But man is weak, and cannot restrain the power of his anger and sin. Ah! as I watched how Thomas's fist overthrew men, I thought: now manslaughter is not far off.

      

      THOMAS. Perhaps I struck too carelessly, but one has already been struck for less.—Let us tread more boldly; the day is coming.

      

      They walked briskly, but the indignation and annoyance would not disappear from their faces, but their hearts were painfully pricked, because they remembered the slanderous song of the Toukola boys. Silently Juhani walked ahead, walked with the fierceness of anger, spitting and occasionally shaking his head. Finally, however, turning to the others, he opened his mouth.

      

      JUHANI. Whose possessed person composed this song?

      

      EERO. Kissala Aapelin.

      

      AAPO. I'll go to the river for that too; for he is a spiteful mocker. He did indeed write a satirical poem about that chaplain of ours, who—God forbid!—happened to get his nose a little dirty with a reading nook.

      

      TIMO. But if I had a block of liquor and a few words to whisper in Nikula's Anania's ear, we would soon hear a song as long as a span, which would show what kind of man this Aapeli is. He is a great scoundrel and a scoundrel; he walks through the villages with a clarinet in his hand, makes children for maids and lives on the neck of his old mother. The whole man is a new mirror.

      

      JUHANI. There would be a lullaby, which they called the power of seven men, coming from his skull, then look, because first of all, even on church hill, the skin of his scalp from the nape of his neck all the way to his eyelashes, let it be said.—But shouldn't we strike the man with the power of the law?

      

      AAPO. The law does not condemn anyone without stern witnesses.

      

      JUHANI. Let him then take the vow of purification; and I think he will think a little before he casts his soul into the depths of darkness. But if he should do that wretched trick, then—good night, my neighbor, sleep in peace for me.

      

      AAPO: But I think the law wouldn't allow a man who was encouraged to take an oath in a matter like this.

      

      JUHANI. Then let him get it from my own fist, and I think it will give him the same healthy bitterness as the salt of law and justice.

      

      SIMEON. But let us throw away both the song and that beastly roar on the road for now.—There is the tar stump, at the foot of which once, while I was out grazing, I fell asleep in a wonderful dream, although hunger was growling in my stomach. I was in heaven, sitting on my soft, soft couch, and before me was steaming a brushed dining table. The food was delicious, very delicious, and so fatty. I ate and drank, and the little cherubs attended me like a mighty person. Everything was incomparably beautiful and solemn: nearby, in the golden hall, the choir of angels echoed, and I heard the new and great hymn being sung. So I dreamed, and then I got this spark in my chest, which may it never be extinguished again!

      

      JUHANI. That big-eyed shepherd-old man, that red-eyed, scruffy-bearded Tuomas Tervakoski, your partner in the herd at the time, made you a bit of a slob; and that's where the spark came from.

      

      SIMEON: Yes, yes, we'll see each other on the last day!

      

      THOMAS: But there is a tree there, from which our father once felled a lynx; and it was his last lynx.

      

      TIMO. So, after that one time he never returned home, but was dragged out of the forest in the cold.

      

      JUHANI. A strong and formidable man, but hard and firm as a rock towards his sons. However, he rarely set foot in the yards of Jukola, but lived in the forests, and at home there was life like mice.

      

      AAPO. True, he forgot much of his home because of his perhaps bewitched desire to hunt, but he was nevertheless a worthy father, and he died a man of honor. May he rest in peace!

      

      TIMO: And twice our mother.

      

      JUHANI: She was a good housewife and a pious person, even though she couldn't read.

      

      SIMEON: Yet he prayed on his knees every evening and morning.

      

      JUHANI. That's what she did. An incomparable mother and mistress! I always remember how she walked on the horns of the Sahara, sturdy as a giantess.

      

      EERO. She was a great mother, but why weren't we obedient children, why weren't we toiling in the fields like seven bears? If only Jukola were different now. But what did I understand then, a little shirtless rascal?

      

      JUHANI. Hold on to that! I still remember your wicked and harsh behavior towards your poor mother. But she always had mercy on you, as both father and mother usually do to their youngest child; but the eldest's coat is constantly shedding, as I know best myself. After all, in Peeveli, I have been covered like a barn in my time, but I hope everything has been good, with God's help.

      

      SIMEON: Indeed, discipline is good, especially if you bless the whip and discipline in the name of the Lord.

      

      EERO. Especially if you heat up the whip.

      

      SIMEON: I will not hear your wretched stumbling blocks, you blind fool, you gently disciplined child.

      

      TIMO. "A good child disciplines himself," but I'd like to see this trick.

      

      SIMEON. Here is the Sonnimäki road cross, all the way from here to the churchyard the ghost of the dead man, that mischievous Kiikala glassman, haunted him, who, as he passed the church at night, let out a terrible curse, the wicked one. Let this be a warning to you to avoid the sin of cursing.

      

      JUHANI. But we stand on the ridge of Sonnimäki, the church is visible and over there the red spire of the prison shines like a flaming den of devils! Hee! there is the whole dominion of hell, there is that frightening wisdom and terrible honor. Now all my limbs are numb and my feet are mercilessly striking the counter-nail. Ah! what do I do in this hour of execution, what do I do, your miserable eldest brother?

      

      EERO. Since you are our eldest brother, lead us by good examples and turn back from the path of hell. I am ready to accompany you.

      

      TUOMAS. Shut up, Eero! Now don't take a step back.

      

      JUHANI. Oh horned heads! The door of the closet is, in my opinion, the mouth of death.

      

      AAPO. That is precisely the beginning of our human dignity and honor.

      

      JUHANI. Hot glory, hot glory! Woe to us! There I see the whole splendor of the shack, the frightening pomp of the parsonage, and my nature strikes back—God help us!—strikes back. What do you say, Timo?

      

      TIMO. It hits hard.

      

      AAPO. I believe that, but it's not always a bed of roses here.

      

      JUHANI. With roses and flowers? Have we danced with roses and flowers?

      

      AAPO. Let's swallow a lot of bitter berries here, my friend.

      

      JUHANI. Bitter berries? Haven't we already swallowed bitter berries for our needs? Oh, poor Aapo! We have already been boiled in many broths, our hair has been blown in many winds. And why? Where is our victory? This world is quite a pile of junk, but that's all. The scoundrels and priests, the bookworms and books and the paper-obsessed men of the world! All the annoying spirits! I mentioned books, but then I didn't really mean the Bible, the hymnal, the blackboard and the alphabet, and neither did I mean "The Voice of the Crying in the Wilderness"—that terrible book—I didn't mean them right now. But why was I born here?

      

      SIMEON: Do not waste your days, the days of your grace.

      

      JUHANI. Why was I born here, why was I born?

      

      TIMO. This is where I was born to be a miserable traveler. Why didn't I open my eyes before as a cleft-lipped baby hare under that thorn tree?

      

      JUHANI. Or am I like that squirrel, who, with his tail erect, is refreshed by the fork of a pine tree? His sorrowless bread is a pine cone and the fir beard is his warm blanket in a mossy hut.

      

      TIMO: And he doesn't have to read it.

      

      JUHANI. He doesn't need to read!

      

      AAPO. Everyone has been given their share, and always "the sword goes with the man". And here, complaining and sorrow do not help, but work and action. Now just move forward, my brother!

      

      TUOMAS. Forward, to the lurch, even over the raging throat of the sea!

      

      JUHANI. What are you thinking, Eero boy?

      

      EERO. I'm thinking of going to school for a lukkari.

      

      JUHANI. Hm! Let's go then, let's step in then. Ah, son of the Lord! But sing, my brother Timo, sing!

      

      TIMO. Let me sing about the squirrel in its mossy chamber.

      

      JUHANI: Yes, yes!

      

      TIMO.

      Sweetly the

      squirrel lies in its mossy house;

      Neither the Hall's tooth

      nor the hunter's trap

      has ever reached it.

      

      From his lofty

      chamber he looks out over the world,

      upon the many battles that rage;      He wears

      the banner of peace, a fir branch .

      

      What a happy life

      in the Rocking Cradle Castle!

      There the squirrel swings on the

      mother's breast of the Armaan spruce:

      Metsola's kantele plays!

      

      There, a little wagtail is dozing

      by the window,

      Birds singing under the sky

      escort him

      to the Golden Land of Dreams in the evening.
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