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FOREWORD

Again and again the Kalevala has been described as the national
heroic epic of the Finnish people, a description which, at least
outside Finland, has tended to do the work a certain disservice by
raising expectations that the reader is not likely to find fulfilled,
regardless of what else he may find that is richly rewarding at a
poetical, folkloristic, or ethnographic level. Any talk about a na-
tional heroic epic is bound to evoke thoughts of the Greek Iliad
and Odyssey, the Old French Chanson de Roland, or the Middle
High German Nibelungenlied, all of which possess a more or less
unified and continuously moving plot with actors who are wealthy
aristocratic warriors performing deeds of valor and displaying great
personal resourcefulness and initiative, often, too, on a rather large
stage. The Kalevala is really nothing like these. It is essentially a
conflation and concatenation of a considerable number and variety
of traditional songs, namrative, lyric, and magic, sung by unlettered
singers, male and female, living to a great extent in northern
Karelia in the general vicinity of Archangel. These songs were
collected in the field and ultimately edited into a book by Elias
Lonnrot, M.D. (1802-1884), in two stages. The first version ap-
peared in 1835 and is now known as the Old Kalevalg; it contained
about half the material in the 1849 edition here translated. For the
many poems added to this 1849 Kalevala, now the canonical ver-
sion, Dr. Lénnrot was indebted to a younger song-collector, David
E. D. Europaeus (1820-1884).

Lénnrot’s title Kalevala is a name rare in the singing tradition;
it describes a completely legendary region of no great extent, and

xiii



FOREWORD

is rendered here “the Kaleva District.” The personal name Kaleva
upon which the local name is based refers to a shadowy background
figure of ancient Finnish poetic legend, mentioned in connection
with assumed descendants and with a few nature or field names.
The action, like that of the Icelandic family sagas, is played on a
relatively small stage, centering on the Kaleva District and North
Farm (these are discussed in the Glossary). The actors are in effect
Finno-Karelian peasants of some indefinite time in the past who
rely largely on the practice of magic to carry out their roles. Appear-
ing at a time when there was little or no truly bellelettristic Finnish
literature, the Kalevala unquestionably—and most understandably
—became a source of great satisfaction and pride to the national
consciousness then fast developing among the Finns, who had
been growing restive under their Russian masters. To some extent
the Kalevala thus became a rallying point for these feelings, and
permitted and in a measure justified such exultant statements as
“Finland can [now] say for itself: I, too, have a history!” (Suomi
voi sanoa itselleen: minullakin on historia!).

Lonnrot’s own comments in his prefaces (see Appendix I) make
clear that one of his chief aims was to create for Finnish posterity
a sort of poetical museum of ancient Finno-Karelian peasant life,
with its farmers, huntsmen and fishermen, seafarers and sea-rob-
bers, the latter possibly faint echoes from the Viking Age, also
housewives, with social and material patterns looking back no doubt
centuries—all reflecting a way of life that was, like the songs them-
selves, already in Lonnrot’s day destined for great changes if not
outright extinction. Thus, from Lonnrot’s point of view the many
sequences of magic charms and wedding lays, at times highly dis-
ruptive to the main nairative, are for what they tell of peasant
beliefs and domestic life quite as significant as the narrative songs
about the Big Three—Viiniméinen, Ilmarinen, and Lemmin-
kdinen.

Owing to the special character of its compilation or concatena-
tion, the Kalevala possesses no particular unity of style apart from
the general diction of the Karelian singers and the indispensable
ubiquitous traditional formulas discussed below. Comprising mis-
ccllancous materials collected over many years from many singers
from all over Karclia and some bordering regions, these poems
range in style and tonc from the lyrically tragical, as in Pocm 4,
to almost sheer horscplay, as in Pocm 3; some are poems of warfare,
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FOREWORD

while a number consist of magic incantations and magic charms.
Among the most interesting, though perhaps superficially pedes-
trian, are the so-called “Wedding Lays” (Poems 21-25), with
their keen, detailed observations on the daily life of the Karclian
peasant. All call for quite varied styles in any English rendering.

The digests at the beginnings of the poems arec Lénnrot’s and
were written in prose. Lonnrot is also the artless composer of
Poem 1, lines 1-110, and Poem 50, lines §13-620; both these pas-
sages are pure flights of Lonnrot’s fancy, and, despite a semblance
of autobiography, bear no relation to the author’s life.

On reading the Kalevala. In reading a new poem or a sequence
of poems it is normal to begin at the beginning and read straight
ahead, but in the case of the Kalevala this natural procedure has
little to recommend it, since in a general way the present order of
the poems is quite arbitrary, differing considerably, for example,
from that of Lonnrot’s 1835 Old Kalevala. Instead of starting with
Poem 1 and reading through to the end, the reader is likely to
derive greater satisfaction by beginning with some single story
cycle—say, the Lemminkiinen stories (Poem 11 and following);
though not in sequence, these can easily be picked out from the
table of contents. One might then pass on to the Ilmarinen stories
and to those dealing with Kullervo. The Viiniméinen poems form
a somewhat miscellancous group, and Viiniméinen keeps appear-
ing here and there in a large number of poems dealing primarily
with the other principals.

The many magic charms, inserted here and there, can usually be
skipped on a first reading of the poem or poems in which they
occur, though some of the shorter are entirely appropriate in their
contexts and do not apprcciably obstruct the flow of the namative.
Some of the more extensive charms and series of charms—for
cxample, the Milk and Cattle Charms of Poem 32 and the Bear
Charms of Poem 46—can be enjoyed when read out of context.
In the table of contents the presence of charms in the poems is
always indicated. For the translation of many additional Finnish
magic charms (loitsurunot) the reader is referred to John Aber-
crombie, The Pre- and Proto-historic Finns . . . , II (London,
1898), 65-389.

There are surcly many possible approaches to a first reading of
the Kalevala, and the remarks in the preceding paragraphs should
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FOREWORD

be taken only as the suggestion of one person, proffered in the hope
of making a first acquaintance with this remarkable work a greater
pleasure and more meaningful than the head-on approach. I shall
now turn to certain matters characteristic of the style and structure
of Kalevala verse, matters which also have considerable bearing on
the manner of translation.

The style adopted here. Most translators of the Kalevala have
imposed on themselves a heavy burden by attempting to reproduce
or recapture something of the spirit of the original meter. In a
strict sense of the word the “meter” cannot be reproduced in
English, since Finnish is quantitative and English is a nonquanti-
tative language; nevertheless a trochaic, four-beat, mainly eight-
syllable line can be reproduced, though inevitably with the in-
credibly monotonous effect familiar to the many children who have
read Longfellow’s Song of Hiawatha (1855), itself considerably
influenced by a German verse translation of the Kalevala. More
unfortunate than this rhythmical monotony is the highly restrictive
nature of the measure, which allows a translator almost no latitude
for rendering adequately or fully many verses of the original. And
if the translator, as is often the case, also makes use of alliteration,
so characteristic of the original, though often artificial in its effect,
he finds himself even more restricted in his rendering or in his
choice of words.

In the present prose translation, which aims to render the orig-
inal as literally as possible within the limits of idiomatic English,
the translator is freed of all such restraints, and is in a position to
render the verses as exactly and completely as his competence
allows. There can be no excuse for any significant departure from
the original text, and such departures as may occur can only be put
down to a lack of comprehension on the translator’s part. Once
prose has been settled on as the medium of translation, many
questions arise concerning the kind of prose to be used, the tone
to be adopted. Here a simple, straightforward, and dignified
language seems to be in order, with a minimal use of bookish words
or exalted language and without slang, though in many dialogues
a thoroughly colloquial idiom seems appropriatc. In many respects
the translation stylc used here recalls that uscd by the late A. H.
Krappe and mysclf in translating the German Folk Tales (Kinder-
und Hausmirchen) collected and edited by Jakob and Wilhelm
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FOREWORD

Grimm (Carbondale, I11,, 1960), and a similar style would also be
suitable in translating the Icelandic family sagas. It is hoped that
this approach to the present task, insofar as it has been fulfilled,
will permit the reader to enjoy the Kalevalz in a more natural
atmosphere than seems possible in a versified rendering.

The oral poetry of unlettered singers. That all but some very
small per cent of the verses in the Kalevala are the spontaneous
product of native singers, mostly from Russian Karelia and to a
considerable extent from the country around Archangel, nearly a
century and a half ago, is apparent from a reading of Lonnrot’s
prefaces and from the encyclopedia articles in Appendix I. The
songs were commonly recited to the accompaniment of a small
harplike instrument, usually of five strings but sometimes more,
called the kantele, here rendered “harp.” The singers were of both
sexes, old men predominating in the north around Archangel,
young women in the south, in Ingria and the Karelian Isthmus.
The Kalevala is, then, in essence the work of unlettered singers
and belongs to the large category of so-called oral poetry.

The traditional, oral poetry of many peoples past and present
has been amply studied, and the techniques which make possible
spontaneous, improvised, and usually rapid composition of isoch-
ronous verse is well understood. The techniques of the Finno-
Karelian singers differ no more from those of their Indo-European
fellow-singers than do the latter among one another.!

The formula. The sole known device by which it is possible
spontaneously to compose isochronous verse is the formula, which
may be defined as a word or group of words, forming a just measure
of verse, regularly employed under the same metrical conditions
to express a given essential idea. Any use of formulas except for
such occasional rhetorical purposes as a refrain is unknown among
lettered poets, whether Aeschylus or T. S. Eliot, and the presence
of any appreciable number of formulas consequently identifies

1 For some basic blbllography touching on Homeric Greek and Serbo-Croatian oml
poetry see my paper “The OralFormulaic Character of Anglo-Saxon Poetry,”
Speculum, XXVIII (1953), 446464, and on Serbo-Croatian poetry Albert B. Lord,
The Smger of Tales (Cambndge, Mass., 1960). On the possible Germanic (Old

h) infl on the develop of the oldest tradxtxonal Finnish poetry see
my paper Concephons and lmages Common to Anglo-Saxon Poetry and the

Kalevala,” Fo ift fiir H M. Flasdieck (Heidelberg, 1960),
p- 181,
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FOREWORD

poetry as oral. All oral poetry, then, is made up of formulas; siitd
‘then,” so commonly used as the first measure of a Karelo-Finnish
verse, is a formula, though small and inconspicuous. Equally a
formula is sanan virkkoi, noin nimesi ‘uttered a word, spoke thus,”
but large (a whole verse) and quite conspicuous. For a translator
to keep track of all the small, inconspicuous formulas and always
render them in the same way would be a Herculean task and would
require the preparation of a vast indexing apparatus. It is feasible,
however, to take note of the more conspicuous formulas and
render them by the same English words on each occasion; and this
I have tried to do.?

The traditional or stock epithet. A striking feature that Finnish
traditional poetry shares with the Homeric and Serbo-Croatian
poems, a feature not in, say, Anglo-Saxon oral poetry, is the tra-
ditional or stock epithet for a person or even a place or thing?®
The use of the traditional epithet is highly developed in the Karelo-
Finnish singing tradition and is amply represented in the Kalevala.
The most famous epithet is, no doubt, “steadfast old” (vaka
vanha), used of Viiniméinen; Viinimdinen is also often an
“eternal sage” (tietdjd idnikuinen). Lemminkiinen is apt to be
“reckless,” as I have rendered the obsolete word lieto, Ilmarinen a
“craftsman” (seppo Ilmarinen), also an “eternal smith” (takoja
idnikuinen). Among place names, North Farm (Pohjola) tends to
be “gloomy” (pimed). Here and elsewhere it is clear that the de-
mands of alliteration have influenced the singer’s or the tradition’s
choice of epithets. In the Glossary of Proper Names I have tried to
include with the names any epithets used with them, but an ade-
quate treatment of the subject would require a special monograph
or paper.

2 Here 1 derived much help from August Engelbrekt Ahlqvist's Sanasto [Verbal
Index], which though not quite complete nor 100 per cent accurate was often in-

luable in following a f la through the text. I used the convenient reprint

luded in Viino Kaul 's Elias Lo in Kalevalan toinen painos (Helsinki,
1956), esp. pp. 511625 (including the proper names).

3 For a very full discussion of such epithets, Parry's epithétes fixes, see Milman
Parry, L'Epithéte traditionelle dans Homére (Paris, 1928). In Anglo-Saxon poetry
the nearest thing to this is the formula-phrase mere théoden ‘illustrious prince’ used
with reference to a number of persons in the Beowulf songs. In imitation of Homer
Virgil makes some use of the stock epithet, as Parry points out; and in imitation of
the Kalevala Longfellow in The Song of Hiawatha uses such epithets as “Iagoo, the
great boaster” and “Gitchie Manito, the mighty.”




FOREWORD

Pardllelism and repetition. As used here, “parallelism,” answer-
ing to the “variation” in Old Germanic verse, describes the device
of repeating or substantially repeating the same idea or the same
object in different terms in successive verses. In the Kalevala this
device is pervasive, and is illustrated, for example, at the opening
of Poem 33:

5 He uttered a word as he went along,

kept saying while walking:
“Woe is me, poor lad,
woe the unfortunate lad.
Now I have got into something,

10 got into the futile occupation
of being the herdsman of a steer’s tail,
a tender of calves . ..”

Here it will be noticed that every second line to all intents and
purposes repeats the thought of the line before. This device is
common in Anglo-Saxon poetry, though to no such extent as in the
Finnish tradition, which here, as in other compositional matters,
may have been influenced by Germanic, perhaps specifically Old
Swedish, singing.

Far less common than parallelism is outright repetition, as in
Poem 33, lines gg-100, 220-221:

“With what shall I now pay back the woman’s mockery,
100 the woman’s mockery, the girl’s derision?”

Here the end of line g9 is repeated as the beginning of line 100,
itself finished off by parallelism in its second half. Similarly:

In this way Kullervo, son of Kalervo,

220 took vengeance on the girl’s ridicule,
the girl’s ridicule, the woman’s derision,
paid the bad wife her wages.

Here one sees a criss-cross arrangement of parallelism and repeti-
tion, where the first part of line 221 repeats the last part of line 220,
the last part of line 221 parallels the first part of the same line, and
line 222 parallels line 220. Where there is repetition in the text I
have aways repeated in the translation, just as in instances of vari-
ation I have sought for variation in the translation.
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To print the short lines that correspond to the verses of the
original in a single column would be uneconomical of space and
would make for an unattractive type-page. Consequently, and
partly in imitation of the scheme first used to my knowledge in the
Centenary Commemorative Edition, Kalevala—Uuden Kalevalan
satavuotismuistopainos—1949 (Helsinki, 1949), and followed by
Bjorn Collinder in his selective Swedish translation, Kalevala:
svensk Tolkning (Helsinki, 1950), the lines have been printed in
pairs, with line 2 following line 1, line 4 following line 3, and so on,
but—as opposed to those texts—with a slight space as a break
between the verses of the original:

5 He uttered a word as he went along, kept saying while walking:
“Woe is me, poor lad, woe the unfortunate lad.
Now I have got into something, got into the futile occupation
11 of being the herdsman of a steer’s tail, a tender of calves . . .”

This arrangement tends, furthermore, graphically to emphasize par-
allelisms and repetitions where these occur.

The historical present. The historical present tense is, if not to
quite the same extent as in the Old Icelandic sagas,* favored by the
traditional singers, and it often alternates in a lively fashion with
preterite forms, as, for example, in lines 151-152 and 277-278 of
Poem 1:

She keeps weeping softly and continuously, uttered a word, spoke thus

She forms little islands in the sea, produced hidden reefs

As in translating the Icelandic sagas, one may at times feel tempted
to level out these presents in favor of preterites; but the temptation
is to be resisted as somewhat willfully doing away with a feature
of the style that was surely felt by the singers, as by the Icelandic
saga men, to add a pleasing vividness and variety.

Hypocorisms. Hypocorisms—that is, short names, nicknames, or
pet names based on longer names, such as Nicky for Nicholas, Bill
for William—arc as common in Finnish as in English and are
conspicuous in the Kalevala. Thus along with Lemminkiinen’s
cpithet-name Kaukomieli ‘man with a far-roving mind’ there is a

4 Sec Andreas Ileusler, Altislindisches El buch, 3d ed. (Heidclberg, 1932),
P- 128, § 412; cf. p. 129, § 416.
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FOREWORD

commonly used hypocorism Kauko ‘far’ formed by abbreviatory
truncation. Here and in other similar cases I have only used the
full form, since to retain short forms alongside of full forms could
easily lead to confusion of identity—as would the Ted, Ned, and
Eddie of an English original, all referring to one and the same
Edward, if kept in a German translation and read by a German
who knew no English nor anything about the makeup of English
names.

Nonsense words. As in the Old Icelandic and Serbo-Croatian
singing traditions, Finno-Karelian makes some use of nonsense
words to fill out the meter. The favorite is a pleonastic or expletive
measure-filling on, formally identical with on ‘is,” but without
meaning and of course never to be translated; this suggests a similar
use of um, formally ‘around,” and of ‘from’ by the Old Icelandic
singers of verse of the Edda type.® Two other words seem often
to be used very much like the pleonastic on, especially in the first
measure of a verse, namely itse ‘self’ and tuopa, tuop’on (pleo-
nastic) ‘that (indeed),” and are but rarely translated. Of a quite
different order is the coining of new non-words for the sake of
maintaining rhythm in a verse or of producing a jingling effect.
Such words are often modeled on the real word to which they are
parallel. In the original these are striking and constitute a minor
but definite feature, and these I have tried to imitate in translation.
For example, one may note in Poem 47, lines 259, 279, 299, the
repeated verse (and formula) uiskenteli, kuiskenteli, where uisken-
nella is a normal verb meaning “to swim about,” but there is no
word kuiskennella. Accordingly I have translated kuiskenteli by an
English non-word, “wam about,” and so in other such cases. In
Poem 11, line 56, mention is made of Ingria (Finnish Inkeri),
immediately echoed by the non-words Penkeri, Pdnkeri; these are
rendered by “Pengria, Pangria.”

Pronunciation. While it is hardly feasible to give anything ap-
proaching a complete or precise account of the Finnish pronunci-
tion of the proper names in the Kalevala, enough can perhaps be
said or suggested to let the non-Finnish reader achieve a reasonable
approximation of what a Finn might say. Syllable division is here
marked by a hyphen.

5 See Heusler, Altislandisches El buch, p. 41, § 41, § 125 and note.
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The main stress, shown by an acutc accent, is always on the first
syllable, with a slighter, secondary stress, shown by a grave accent,
on the third; thesc stresses are less strong than in the Germanic
languages, including English.

The consonants are in the main like their English equivalents,
though to an English-speaker’s ear the unaspirated Finnish K’s, p’s,
t's sound somewhat weak and as if slightly approaching g, b, d.
Double consonants are, as in Italian, pronounced twice, with a
distinct if short pause l;etween the two, as Uk-ko; cf. Italian bécca
‘mouth.’ Initial h- (Hd-me) is as in English, but at the end of a
syllable, as in Ah-ti, h has about the value of ch in Scottish loch
or German ach!; spelled in German fashion this would appear
as Achti.

The vowels have the so-called Continental or Latin values: i is
tense as in machine, not lax as in hit, is; y has the value of French
u in lu, vu, or German ii as in fiir; 6 has the value of German ¢
in schén or French e in ce, le; d is a very fronted sound but ap-
proximates the a of British and sometimes American English at,
sat, and may be compared with the a of the French negative pas.
A long vowel, written double, is pronounced or held about twice
as long as a short vowel, written single, as Tuu-ri vs. Tiir-so; there
is, of course, no absolute length, and the relation of a long vowel
to a short one may be compared to that of a quarter to an eighth
note or a Morse dash to a dot.

Finnish is rich in diphthongs, that is, in pairs of vowels spoken
within the compass or confines of one syllable and in writing never
hyphenated, though each vowel tends to retain its full identity.
Thus, in Léu-hi one hears both the o and the u with an effect
suggesting that in British and sometimes in American English of
low, row (a boat); so in Kilip-pa-nd and Viiok-si, again, both vowels
are clearly heard though quickly spoken, and so in Kdup-pi, where
u is something of an offglide. In diphthongs in -i, as ai in Ai-no
and di and 6i in Vidi-nd-moi-nen, the i is a palatal offglide and di is
about equivalent to English I or the y in my. In the case of the
long but ubiquitous name Viindméinen the reader may perhaps
come off best by letting it go at Vy-na-mbi-nen!

Lexical aids. I have made use of the ordinary lexical aids, includ-
ing especially Elias Lénnrot, Finskt-Svenskt Lexikon—Suomalais-
ruotsalainen sanakirja, 2 vols. (Helsinki, 1874-1880), with Sup-
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plementhdifte—Lisdwihko, ed. A. H. Kallio (Helsinki, 1886); this
great work contains many words and short passages from the
Kalevala with Lonnrot’s rendering; Nykysuomen sanakirja [Dic-
tionary of Contemporary Finnish], 6 vols. (Helsinki, 1951-1961),
like Lonnrot’s work above, includes and interprets many specifically
Kalevala words; Aimo Turunen’s Kalevalan sanakirja [Kalevala
Dictionary] (Helsinki, 1949) is encyclopedic and helpfully illus-
trated, and though incomplete was an invaluable adjunct to this
task. For a wealth of terms covering the flora and fauna of the
Kalevala poems, Metsisanakirja . . . Forest Dictionary by many
cditors (Helsinki, 1944) was of great use, as, with their many
helpful suggestions, were Eemil A. Saarimaa’s Kalevalan selityksid
kouluja varten [A Kalevala Commentary for Schools] (Helsinki,
1946), and Toivo Vuorela’s Kansatieteen sanasto [Archacological
Dictionary] (Helsinki, 1958). Only very occasionally have I de-
rived any significant help from previous translators, for our pro-
cedures have been basically too different to make mutual assistance
even a priori likely.

Personal acknowledgments. The key lexical aids mentioned
above and certain other smaller publications aside, my obligations
to various friends are considerable. At an early stage I reccived sub-
stantial help from Mr. Toivo J. Heiskanen of Helsingin Sanomat,
my coauthor of Graded Finnish Readers Nos. 1-3 (Helsinki,
1957); from Dr. Daniel V. Thompson of Beverly Farms, Massa-
chusetts, for the proper technical rendering of certain verbs con-
nected with spinning and weaving; and from Dr. Richard E.
Schultes of Harvard University for certain botanical terms not
covered by Metsisanakirja. I would here also express my gratitude
to Dr. Aimo Turunen of Helsinki for his kindness in reading an
early draft of the Glossary of Proper Names and for some other
happy suggestions, and to Mr. Aimo A. Seppinen of Helsinki for
help in some very crabbed passages in Lonnrot’s Preface to the
Old Kalevala of 1835, composed in the just emergent literary-
scholarly Finnish. Dr. Jorma V. Vallinkoski, Director of the Hel-
sinki University Library, likewise most kindly helped me with sev-
eral matters of bibliographical detail, while a 1955-56 fellowship
of the John Simon Guggenheim Memorial Foundation of New
York City may be said to have launched me on this project. For
many confercnces over the interpretation of specific passages and
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for much enlightening discussion of matters concerning the ma-
terial things or redlia of Finnish peasant life I am exceedingly
grateful to Mr. Aarne T. K. Lahtinen of Helsinki. To Professor
Tauno F. Mustanoja of Helsinki University I would express my
profoundest appreciation and gratitude for his almost unbelievable
kindness in reading in the course of a busy life considerable portions
of my translation against the original, and for countless other
favors. Finally, I want to thank the Syndics of Harvard University
Press for undertaking the publication of the book, and the editorial
staff for the patience and skill with which they have carried out
the work.

FPM, Jr
Cambridge, Massachusetts
March 1963
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THE KALEVALA






POEM 1

The poem begins (1-102).

A virgin of the air comes down to the sea, where,

tossed by wind and water, she becomes the mother of the water (103-176).
A goldeneye makes its nest and lays its eggs on the knee

of the mother of the water (177-212). The eggs roll out of the nest,
break to bits, and the bits are formed into the earth,

the heavens, the sun, the moon, and the clouds (213-244).

The mother of the water creates headlands, bays, and various shores,
deep and shoal places in the sea (245-280). Viiniméinen is born

of the mother of the water and drifts about on the waves for a long time
until at last he comes to a stop on the shore (281—344).

It is my desire, it is my wish

to set out to sing, to begin to recite,

to let a song of our clan glide on, to sing a family lay.

The words are melting in my mouth, utterances dropping out,
coming to my tongue, being scattered about on my teeth.

Beloved friend, my boon companion, my fair boyhood comrade,

start now to sing with me, begin to recite together

now that we have come together, have come from two directions.

Seldom do we come together, meet one another

on these wretched marches, these poor northem parts.

Let us clasp hand in hand, fingers in fingers,

so that we may sing fine things, give voice to the best things

for those dear ones to hear, for those desiring to know them

among the rising younger generation, among the people which is growing

up,
those songs got about, those lays inspired by
old Viindmoéinen’s belt, the depths of Ilmarinen’s forge,
the point of the sword of [Lemminkiinen,] a man with a far-roving mind,
the range of Joukahainen’s crossbow,
the remote comers of North Farm’s fields, the heaths of the Kaleva District.
These my father formerly sang while carving an ax handle,
these my mother taught me while turning her spindle,
me a child rolling on the floor in front of her knee,
miserable milkbeard, little clabbermouth.
There was no lack of songs in the Sampo nor did Louhi lack magic charms.
In the songs the Sampo grew old, in the charms Louhi disappeared,
in the lays Vipunen died, Lemminkiinen in his frolics.
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There are still other songs, magic words learned of,

plucked from the wayside, broken off from the heather,

tomn from thickets, dragged from saplings,

rubbed off the top of hay, ripped from lanes

when I was going about as a herdsman, as a child in cow pastures,
on honeyed hillocks, on lovely knolls,

following dusky Blackie, going along with spotted Frisky.

The cold recited me a lay, the rain kept bringing me songs.

The winds brought another song, the waves of the sea drove some to me.
The birds added songs, the treetops magic sayings.

These I wound up in a ball, arranged in a clew.

1 thrust the ball into my sled, the clew into my sleigh;

I pulled it home on my sled, on my sleigh to the threshing bam,
put it up in the storehouse loft in a round copper box.

For a long time my lays have been in the cold, housed in darkness.
Shall I pull the lays out of the cold, draw the songs out of the frost,
bring my box into the house to the end of the long bench

under the fine ridgepole, under the lovely roof?

Shall I open my chest of words, unlock my song box,

clip the end off the ball, undo the knot in the clew?

Thus I will sing a really fine lay, intone a beautiful one

out of rye bread, barley beer.

If no one happens to bring any beer, serves no table beer,

I will sing from a leaner mouth, intone on water

to gladden this evening of ours, to honor this memorable day

or to delight the morrow, to begin a new morn.

Thus I heard a song being sung, knew a lay to be composed:

in loneliness do the nights come upon us, in loneliness do the days shine
bright upon us;

in loneliness Vdiniméinen was born, the eternal singer emerged

from the maiden who bore him, from his Air Spirit mother.

There was a virgin, maiden of the air, lovely woman, a spirit of nature.
Long she kept her purity, ever her virginity

in the spacious farmyards, on the smooth fields of the air.

In time she got bored, her life seemed strange

in always being alone, living as a virgin

in the spacious farmyards, in the vast wastes of the air.

Now indeed she comes lower down, settled down on the billows,

on the broad expanse of the sea, on the wide open sea.

There came a great blast of wind, severe weather from the east;

it raised the sea up into foam, splashed it into billows.
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The wind kept rocking the girl, a wave kept driving the virgin
around about on the blue sea, on the whitecapped billows.
The wind blew her pregnant, the sea made her thick through.
She carried a hard womb,  a stiff bellyful

for seven hundred years, for nine ages of man.

Nothing is born, the self-begotten fetus does not come free.

As mother of the water the virgin went hither and yon. She swims east,
swims west,

swims northwest, south, swims along the whole horizon

in the agonies of her bumning gestation, with severe labor pains.

Nothing is born, the self-begotten fetus does not come free.

She keeps weeping softly and unceasingly, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Woe are my days, poor me, woe is my wandering, wretched child!

Now I have got into trouble: ever to be under the sky,

to be rocked by the wind, to be driven by the waves

on these extensive waters, boundless billows! It would have been better to
live as a virgin of the air

than it is nowadays to keep floating about as the mother of the water.

It is cold for me to be here, painful for me to be adrift,

to dwell in the waves, to be going hither and yon in the water.

O Ukko, god on high, supporter of the whole sky!

Come here, since there is need, come here, since you are summoned.

Deliver the maiden from her predicament, the woman from her labor pains!

Come soon, get here without delay; you are needed without any delay at all.”

Alittle time passed, a little bit passed quickly.

A goldeneye came, a straight-flying bird; it fluttered about

seeking a place for its nest, considering a place to live.

It flew east, it flew west, flew northwest, south.

It does not find such a place, not even the poorest kind of place,

in which it might build its nest, take up its dwelling place.

It flits about, soars about, it ponders, it reflects:

“Shall I build my house in the wind, my dwelling place on the waves?

The wind will tip the house over, a wave will carry off my dwelling place.”

So then the mother of the water, mother of the water, virgin of the air,
raised her knee from the sea, her shoulder blade from a billow,

for the goldeneye as a place for a nest, as an agreeable dwelling place.

That goldeneye, graceful bird, flits about, soars about.

She discovered the knee of the mother of the water on the bluish open sea;
she thought it a grass-grown tussock, fresh turf.

She soars about, flits about, settles down on the knee.
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On it she builds her nest, laid her golden eggs,

six golden eggs, the seventh an iron egg.

She began to brood the eggs, to warm the top of the knee.

She brooded one day, brooded a second, then brooded a third, too.

Now because of that the mother of the water, mother of the water, virgin of
the air,

feels burning hot, her skin scorched;

she thought her knee was bumning,  all her sinews melting.

Suddenly she twitched her knee, made her limbs tremble;

the eggs tumbled into the water, are sent into the waves of the sea;

the eggs cracked to pieces, broke to bits.

The eggs do not get into the ooze, the bits not get mixed up with the water.

The bits were turned into fine things, the pieces into beautiful things:

the lower half of one egg into the earth beneath,

the top half of another egg into the heavens above.

The top half of one yolk gets to glow like the sun,

the top half of one white gets to gleam palely as the moon;

any mottled things on an egg, those become stars in heaven,

anything black on an egg, those indeed become clouds in the sky.

The ages go on, the years go by still longer

while the new sun is glowing, the new moon gleaming palely.

The mother of the water, the mother of the water, virgin of the air, keeps
on swimming

on those gentle waters, on the misty billows,

before her the flowing water, behind her the clear heavens.

Now in the ninth year, in the tenth summer

she raised her head from the sea, lifts up the crown of her head.

She began to perform her acts of creation, to accomplish her works

on the wide expanse of the sea, on the wide open sea.

Where she swung her hand, there she arranged headlands;

where she touched bottom with her foot, she hollowed out deep spots for
fish;

where, moreover, bubbles came up, there she deepened deep places.

She turned her side against the land; there she made the coasts smooth;

she turned her feet against the land; there she formed places to seine for
salmon;

she came with her head against the land; there she fashioned bays.

Then she swam farther out from land, lingered on the open sea.

She forms little islands in the sea, produced hidden reefs

for a ship to run aground on, to destroy scamen.

Now the islands were arranged, little islands created in the sea,
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the pillars of the sky erected, lands and continents sung into being,
pattemns marbled in rocks, designs drawn on crags.
Viindmdinen is not yet born, the eternal singer has not appcared.

Steadfast old Viiniméinen went about in his mother’'s womb
for thirty summers, the same number of winters, too,

on those gentle waters, on the misty billows.

He ponders, he reflects  how to exist, how to live

in his dark hiding place, in the cramped dwelling

where he never saw the moon nor spied the sun.

He speaks these words, made this utterance:

“Moon, free me; sun, release me; Great Bear, ever guide

the man out of the strange doors, the alien gates,

from this little nest, the cramped dwellings.

Escort the traveler to land, the child of man to the outer air,
to look at the moon in the sky, to admire the sun,

to inspect the Great Bear, to scan the stars.”

‘When the moon did not free him nor the sun release him,

he thought his time strange, became impatient with his life;

he moved the gate of the fort with his ring finger,

suddenly turned the bony lock with his left toe;

with his nails he got outside the threshold, with his knees out from the door
of the entrance.

Then he plunged straight into the sea, rolled right into the billows;

the man remains on the sea, the person among the waves.

There he lay outstretched for five years, both five years and six,

seven years, eight. At last he came to a stop on the surface,

by a nameless headland, a treeless land.

With his knees he struggled up from the ground, with his arms he tumed
himself over.

He got up to look at the moon, to admire the sun,

to observe the Great Bear, to scan the stars.

That was the birth of Viiniméinen, the ancestry of the stouthearted singer,
out of the maiden who bore him, from his Air Spirit mother.



POEM 2

Viindméinen comes up onto the treeless land

and gets Sampsa, Spirit of Arable, to sow trees (1-42).

At first no oak sprouts, but later one comes up

and spreads out over the whole land and with its leafy branches
keeps both the moon and the sun out of sight (43-110).

The little man comes up out of the sea and fells the oak;

the moon and sun again come into view (111-224). The birds sing
in the trees; grass, flowers, and berries grow on the ground;

only no growth of barley is yet found (225-236).

Viinimoinen finds a few grains of barley in the sand of the shore,
fells a clearing, and leaves one birch growing

for birds to perch on (237-264). An eagle, pleased that a tree

has been left standing for it to perch on, strikes for Viinimoinen fire
with which he can burn over his clearing (265-286).

Viinimoinen sows the barley, prays for successful growth,

and hopes for prosperity in times to come (287-378).

Then Viiniméinen got up  with his two feet onto a heath,
onto an island in the open sea, onto a treeless land.

He remained there many years, kept living along

on the silent uninhabited land, the treeless land.

He ponders, he reflects long with head on hand:

“Who is to sow the lands, sow crops thickly?”

The Spirit of Arable, lad of the field, Sampsa, tiny lad,

he indeed will sow the lands, sow crops thickly.

He sowed the land at an easy pace, sowed lands, sowed fens,

sowed loose-soiled clearings, has stony soil sown.

He sowed the hills with pine groves, sowed the knolls with stands of fir,

the heaths with a growth of heather, the dells with young undergrowth.

He sowed birches in swales, alders on light-soiled lands;

chokecherries he sowed in moist spots, sallows in wet lands,

rowans in holy places, willows on flooded lands,

junipers on barren lands, oaks by the sides of a stream.

Trees began to tower aloft, young saplings to rise up.

The firs grew with red cones on their crowns, the pines spread their bushy
tops.

Birch trees grew up in the swales, alders on light-soiled lands,

chokecherries on moist spots, junipers on barren lands,

a lovely berry on the juniper, good fruit on the chokecherry.
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Steadfast old Viiniméinen went to look at that land

seeded by Sampsa, the places sown by the Spirit of Arable.

He saw that trees have towered aloft, young saplings risen up;

only the oak has not sprouted, God’s tree not struck root.

He left the wretched thing to its own devices, . to its present fortunes.
He waited three more nights, the same number of days, too.

Then at the very end of the week he went to look:

the oak had not grown, God's tree not struck root.

Then he sees four girls, five brides of the water.

They were mowing grass, cutting coarse grass

at the tip of a misty headland, on the end of a foggy island;
what they mowed, they raked, gathered it all into windrows.
Tursas came out of the sea, the man rose up from the waves.
He thrust the hay into a fire, into the power of a glowing fire.
It all burned to ashes, was reduced to fluffy ashes.

There resulted a pile of ashes, a heap of dry ashes.

Into it went a lovely leaf, a lovely leaf, the fruit of an oak

from which grew a fair shoot, from which a green shoot rose up;

it went up from the ground like a strawberry plant, grew two-forked.

It stretched out its boughs, spread its leafy branches.

The crown extended to the heavens, the foliage spread up to the sky;

it stopped the clouds from scudding, the cloud patches from drifting;

it hid the sun so that it did not glow, the moon so that it did not gleam
palely.

Then old Viiniméinen ponders, reflects

whether there would be someone to break up the oak, to fell the fine tree.
It is unpleasant for a human being to exist, dreadful for fish to swim
with no sun shining, no moon gleaming palely.

There was not a single person or brave man

who could fell the oak, bring down the luxuriantly crowned tree.

Then old Viindmadinen utters these words:

“Maiden mother, you who bore me, Nature Spirit, my upbringer!

Order indeed some water spirit —in the water are many spirits—

to break up this oak, to cause this bad tree to vanish

from in front of the blazing sun, out of the way of the palely gleaming
moon.”

A man came up from the sea, a person rose from the waves.

That man was neither very big nor really very small;

he was as tall as a man’s thumb, as high as a woman’s span.

On his shoulders was a copper helmet, copper boots on his feet,
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copper mittens on his hands, copper embroidery on the mittens,
a copper belt girded around his waist, a copper ax in his belt;
the shaft was a thumb’s length, the blade the height of a thumbnail.

Steadfast old Viindméinen ponders, reflects;

he is one of the strangest men he has seen, one of the oddest persons he has
laid eyes on,

tall as an upright thumb, high as a steer’s hoof.

Then he uttered these words, gave utterance, spoke thus:

“What manner of man are you, what kind of a person, wretch?

Little better than a dead man, little handsomer than one deceased.”

The little person from the sea spoke, the man of the waves answered:

“T am this sort of a man, a little person, a water spirit.

I came to fell the oak, to crumble the fragile tree.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

“You are hardly created, neither created nor suited,

to fell the big oak, to drop the dreadful tree.”

He had scarcely spoken; he again took a look;

he saw that the man was changed, the person made over.

His feet are dancing about on the ground, his head is supporting the clouds;

in front his beard reaches to his knees, behind his hair to his heels.

It was a fathom between his eyes, his trousers were a fathom wide at the
bottom,

one and a half at the knee, two at the waist.

He is whetting his ax, was sharpening the bit

on six whetstones, on seven stones.

He swings along, walks lightly

in his wide-bottomed trousers, in his full pants.

With one step he swung along with head thrown back to the fine sand of
the beach,

with the second he leapt onto the liver-colored soil,

with the third he took a long stride to the foot of the huge oak.

He struck the tree with his ax, dealt a smart blow with the bit.

He struck once, he struck twice, he immediately took a third try;

fire flashed from the ax, flame spurted from the oak,

the oak was on the point of listing, the great trce on the point of breaking
off.

Thus on the third time he was able to fcll the oak,

to shatter the great tree, to bring down the luxuriantly crowned onc.

e shoved the butt to the east, let the crown down to the northwest,

the leafy twigs toward the south, the branches due north.

Whoever took a branch from it  took everlasting good fortune;
whoever broke a top branch off it broke off everlasting wizardry;

10
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whoever cut off a leafy twig cut off cverlasting love.

‘Whatever chips had flown about, whatever splinters had blown out
to the broad expanse of the sea, to the boundless billows,

them the wind rocked, the surge of the sea rolled

like boats on the surface of the water, like ships on the billows.

The wind carried them to North Farm. The little maid of North Farm

is rinsing out her kerchiefs, is washing her clothes

on a rock in the water by the shore at the end of a long headland.

She saw a chip on the billows, she put it away in her rucksack,

carried it home in the rucksack, in the rucksack with a long strap

to the farmyard for a wizard to make his arrows, for a magician-bowman to
make his weapons of.

‘When the oak had been brought down, the dreadful tree felled,

the sun got free to shine, the moon to gleam palely,

the clouds to race along, the rainbow to arch over

the tip of the misty headland, the end of the foggy island.

Then the wilderness began to get beautiful, woods to grow as one would
desire,

with foliage on the trees, grass on the ground; the birds began to sing in a
tree,

thrushes to rejoice, the cuckoo to call on high.

Berrystalks grew on the ground, lovely flowers in the field;

all sorts of herbs grew, many kinds were brought forth.

Barley alone has not sprung up, the precious crop not grown.

Then old Viiniméinen walks about, reflects

on the shore of the blue sea, on the coasts of the mighty water he reflects.

He found six grains, seven seeds

on the seashore, on the fine sand of the beach;

he hid them in a pine marten’s skin, in the leg of a squirrel caught in
summer.

He set out to sow the land, to scatter seed

by the Kaleva spring, by the edge of the Osmo field.

From a tree a tomtit twittered: “The Osmo barley will certainly not come up,

the Kaleva oats not grow unless the land is tamed,

a clearing cut down, and burned over by fire.”

Steadfast old Viinimoinen had a sharp ax made;

then he cut down a big clearing, cleared a huge tract.

He felled all the pretty trees, he left one birch

as a resting place for birds, as a tree for a cuckoo to call in.
An eagle flew through the heavens, a bird across the sky.
It came to look at that. “Why indeed has that birch

11
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been left unfelled, the pretty tree not cut down?”

Old Viiniméinen said: “This is why that one has been left;

it was left for birds to rest in, just for an eagle to perch on.”

The eagle said, bird of the air: “You indeed did very welll

You left the birch growing, the pretty tree standing

for birds to rest in, for myself to perch on.”

‘The bird of the air struck fire, caused flame to flash.

The north wind bumned the clearing, the northeast wind blew hard,
bumed all the trees to ashes, reduced them to fluffy ashes.

Then old Viiniméinen took the six grains,

the seven seeds from the skin of the pine marten,

from the leg of the squirrel caught in summer, from a summer weasel’s paw.
He set out to sow the land, to scatter the seed.

He uttered these words:

A SOWER’S CHARM, LINES 296-330

“With back bent I am sowing
between the Creator’s fingers, through the hand of the Almighty
onto this flourishing land, this growing clearing.

“Woman living under the earth, old ruler of the soil, mistress of the earth!

Now make the turf grow, the rich soil force up grass.

The land will not lack vital strength never, never at all

so long as there may be favor from those who gave it, permission from the
daughters of Nature.

“Rise, land, from slumbering, Creator’s grass, from sleeping!
Let stems grow stems, and stalks grow stalks.

Send up shoots by the thousand, spread sprouts by the hundred
as a result of my plowing, my sowing, especially of my toil.

“O Ukko, god on high or heavenly father,

holder of power in the clouds, ruler of the cloud patches!

Hold folk assemblies in the clouds, open meetings in the upper stories of
the sky.

Make a cloud spring up in the east, raise up a cloudbank in the northwest,

send others from the west, drive others from the south.

Shed rain gently from the heavens, sprinkle honey from the clouds

on the sprouting shoots, on the murmuring crops.”

That Ukko, god on high, ruling father of the heavens,

held folk assemblies in the clouds, open meetings in the upper stories of
the sky.

He made a cloud spring up in the east, raised a cloudbank in the northwest,
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2:337-378

sent another from the west, drove one from the south.

He pushed them right together, banged them against one another.

He shed rain gently from the heavens, sprinkled honey from the clouds

on the sprouting shoots, on the murmuring crops.

A many-branched shoot sprang up indeed, a crop moss-green like a tree
stump

rose from the soft soil of the field as a result of Viindméinen’s toil.

Now indeed the next day after that, after two, three nights,

after a week at the latest, steadfast old Viinimoinen

took a walk to look at what he had plowed, at what he had sown,

at the result of his toil. The barley was growing to his heart’s desire,
the ears with six ranks, the stalks with three joints.

Then old Viinimoéinen glances about, turns around.

Then a spring cuckoo came, saw the birch growing:

“Why indeed has that birch  been left unfelled?”

Old Viindmoéinen said:  “This is why the birch

has been left growing: as a tree for you to call in.

Call there, cuckoo! Warble, sandy-breast!

Ciry out, you with a silvery voice, you with a ringing voice, warble away!
Call out evenings, call out momings, once at midday, too,

for the delightfulness of my skies, for the pleasantness of my untilled lands,
for the prosperity of my shores, for the fertility of my districts.”

13



POEM 3

Viiniméinen grows in knowledge and becomes famous (1—20).
Joukahainen sets out to defeat him in a contest of wisdom and,

when he does not win, challenges him to duel with him with swords.

At this Viiniméinen gets angry

and sings Joukahainen down into a fen (21-330).

In the fen Joukahainen gets sorely distressed

and finally promises Viindmoinen his sister as a spouse.

Viinimoinen is appeased by this and releases him from the fen (331-476).
In distress of mind Joukahainen sets out for home and reports

to his mother how unfortunately his trip has turned out (477-524).

His mother is delighted when she hears

that she is getting Viinimoinen as her son-in-law

but the daughter becomes distressed and begins to weep and weep (525-580).

Steadfast old Viinimoinen lives his days

on those clearings of Viiniméinen’s district, on the heaths of the Kaleva
District.

He keeps singing his songs, keeps singing, goes on practicing his art.

Day after day he sang, night after night he recited

recollections of ancient times, those profound origin songs

which not all children sing, not even men understand

in this dreadful time, in this fleeting final age.

Far away the news is heard, the tidings spread quickly

of Viiniméinen’s singing, of the man’s skill.

The tidings spread quickly to the south, the news reached the north country.

Joukahainen was young, a scrawny Lappish lad.

Once he was gadding about; he heard that remarkable charms,

magic songs were being rattled off, better ones intoned

on those burned-over tracts of Viinimoinen’s district, on the heaths of the
Kaleva District,

better than what he himself knew, had lcamed from his father.

That he took greatly amiss, constantly envied

Viiniméinen’s being a singer  better than himself.

Now he came to his mother, to his esteemed parent.

e vowed to set out, promised to go

to thosc dwellings in Viiniméinen’s district  for a contest with Viiniméinen.

The father forbade his son, the father forbadc, the mother objected

to his sctting out for Viiiniméinen’s district for a contest with Vaini-
momen:

14



3:45-120

“There they will bewitch you, hewitch, cxorcise you

right into the snow, straight into new-fallen snow, right into the bitter cold
air

so that you will not be able to turn your hands or move your fect.”

Young Joukahainen said: “Good indeed is my father’s knowledge,

my mother’s even better, but my own knowledge is supreme.

1f I wish to rival, to be the equal of men,

I will sing down my rival singers, enchant my enchanters.

I will sing the best singer into the worst singer,

sing shoes of stone onto his feet, wooden pants onto his hips,

a stone weight onto his chest, a chunk of rock onto his shoulders,

stone mittens onto his hands, onto his head a high-peaked hat of rock.”

Then he set out, did not obey. He took his own gelding

whose muzzle snorted fire, whose shanks struck out sparks;

he hamnessed the fiery gelding  to a lovely sleigh.

He sits down in the sled, settles down in his sleigh;

he struck the spirited steed with a whip, hit it with a beaded lash.

The spirited steed gets going, the horse trots along.

He whizzes along. He drove one day, drove a second,

drove ahead the third, too. Now on the third day

he reached the clearings in Viiniméinen's district, the heaths of the Kaleva
District.

Steadfast old Viindméinen, eternal sage,

was driving on his way, covering ground

on those clearings of Viiniméinen’s district, the heaths of the Kaleva
District.

Young Joukahainen came along, he was driving on the road in the opposite
direction.

Shaft caught in shaft, trace got tangled in trace,

hames became fast in hames, shaft-bow in butt of shaft-bow.

Therefore they then stop, stop, deliberate;

water poured from shaft-bow, vapor steamed from the shafts.

Old Viiniméinen asked: “Of what clan are you

to come along foolishly, recklessly onward?

You break the bent-wood hames, the sapling shaft-bows;
you splinter my sleigh to pieces, my poor sleigh to bits.”
Then young Joukahainen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I am young Joukahainen. But name your own clan;

of what clan are you, of what crew, miserable creature?”
Then steadfast old Viinimdinen now told his name.
Then he managed to say: “If you are young Joukahainen,
pull over a little to the side. You are younger than I.”
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3:121-194

Then young Joukahainen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“A man’s youth is a small matter, his youth, his age.

Whichever of two men is the better in knowledge, the stronger in memory,

let him indeed stay on the road, let the other get off the road.

If you are old Viindmoéinen, eternal singer,

let us begin to sing, start to recite magic,

one man to test the other, one to defeat the other.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“What can I really do as a singer, as an expert!

I have always lived my life just on these clearings,

on the edges of the home field, again and again have listened to the cuckoo
by the house.

But be this as it may, speak so that I may hear with my ears:

what do you know most about, understand beyond other people?”

Young Joukahainen said: “I indeed know something!
This I know clearly, understand precisely:

[JOURAHAINEN'S MAXIMS]

“A smoke hole is near a ceiling; a flame is near a fireplace.

It is pleasant for a seal to live, for a pike, dog of the water, to roll about;
it eats the salmon around it, the whitefish beside it.

A whitefish has smooth fields, a salmon a level ceiling.

A pike spawns in the chill of night, the slobberer in bitter cold weather.
Autumns the timid, obstinate perch swims deep,

summers it spawns on dry land, flaps about on shores.

“If this may not be enough, I have still another bit of knowledge,
understand a certain thing:

“The North plows with a reindeer,
the South with a mare, remotest Lapland with an elk.
I know the trces of Pisa’s Hill, the tall evergreens on Goblin’s Crag;
tall are the trees on Pisa’s Hill, the evergreens on Goblin’s Crag.
There are three strong rapids, three great lakes,
three high mountains under the vault of this sky.
In Hime is Halli-whirlpool, in Karelia Loon Rapids;
none exceed the Vuoksi rapids, surpass those of Imatra.”

Old Viinimdinen said: “A child’s knowledge, 2 woman’s power of memory!
It is neither that of a bearded man nor indeed of a married man.
Speak of profound origins, of unique matters.”

Young Joukahainen uttered a word, spoke thus:
“I know the origin of the tomtit, Iknow the tomtit is a bird,
the hissing adder a snake, the roach a fish of the water.
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3:195-270

I know iron is brittle, black soil sour,

boiling-hot water painful, being burned by fire bad.

Water is the oldest of ointments, foam of a rapids oldest of magic nostrums,

the Creator himself the oldest of magicians, God the oldest of healers.

‘The source of water is from a mountain, the source of fire from the heavens;

the origin of iron is from rust, the basis of copper is a crag.

A wet tussock is the oldest land, the willow the first tree,

the foot of a tall evergreen the first habitation, a flat stone the first wretched
cooking vessel.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered these words:
“Do you remember anything more or has your foolish talk now come to an
end?”

Young Joukahainen spoke: “I remember a little more,

I remember indced that time when I was plowing the sea,

hoeing out the hollows of the sea digging deep spots for fish,
deepening the deep places in the water, putting the lily ponds in place,
overturning hills, heaping up blocks of stone.

I was already the sixth man, seventh person,

when they were creating this earth, fashioning the sky,

erecting the pillars of the sky, bringing the rainbow,

guiding the moon, helping the sun,

arranging the Great Bear, studding the heavens with stars.”

Old Viindméinen said:  “You are certainly lying about this.

No one saw you when they were plowing the sea,

hoeing out the hollows of the sea, digging deep spots for fish,
deepening the deep places in the water, putting lily ponds in place,
overturning hills, heaping up blocks of stone.

Nor were you probably scen, probably neither scen nor heard,
when the earth was being created, the sky fashioned,

the pillars of the sky erected, the rainbow brought,

the moon guided, the sun helped,

the Great Bear arranged, the hcavens studded with stars.”

Young Joukahainen then uttered these words:

“If I do not happen to have intelligence, I will ask for intelligence from my
sword.

O old Viiniméinen, big-mouthed singer!

Proceed to measure off our swords, set out to fight a duel

Old Viiniméinen said:  “I do not think I am much afraid

of those swords of yours, your intelligence, ~vour ice picks, your thoughts.

But be that as it may, I will not procced to mcasure swords

with you, wretch, with you, miserable fellow.”

P
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3:271-350

Then young Joukahainen screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around,
clawed at his black beard. He uttered these words:

“Whoever does not proceed to measure swords, nor set out to fight a duel,
him I will sing into a swine, change into a pig with lowered snout.

Such men I enchant, one thus, the other so,

strike dead onto a dunghill, jam into the comer of a cattle shed.”

Old Viindméinen then got angry, then got angry and felt shamed.

He began to sing, got to reciting;

the magic songs are not children’s songs, not children’s songs, women’s
jokes;

they are a bearded man’s which not all children sing

nor half the boys indeed, not one bachelor in three

in this dreadful time, in this fleeting final age.

Old Viinimoinen sang. Lakes splashed over, the earth shook,

copper mountains trembled, solid slabs of rock split,

the crags flew apart, stones on the shore cracked.

He bewitched young Joukahainen. He sang sprouts onto his shaft-bow,

a willow bush onto his hames, sallows onto the end of his traces.

He bewitched the lovely basket sleigh; he sang it into a pond as fallen trees.

He sang the whip with a beaded lash into shore reed of the sea,

he sang the horse with a blaze  to the bank of a rapid as a rock.

He sang the gold-hilted sword  to the sky as flashes of lightning;

then he sang the omamented shaft of the crossbow into a rainbow over the
waters,

then his feathered arrows into speeding hawks,

then the dog with an undershot jaw, it he sang onto the ground as rocks.

He sang the cap off the man’s head into the peak of a cloudbank,

he sang the mittens off his hands into pond lilies,

then his blue broadcloth coat  to the heavens as a cloud patch,

the soft woolen belt from his waist into stars throughout the heavens.

He bewitched Joukahainen himself, sang him into a fen up to the loins,

into a grassy meadow up to the groin, into a heath up to the armpits.

Now young Joukahainen indeed knew and realized:

he knew that he had got on the way, got on the route to a contest,

a contest in magic singing  with old Viinimdincn.

He keeps trying to get a foot free; he could not lift his foot.
However, he tried the other; here his shoe was of stonc.

Then young Joukahainen indeed becomes anguishcd,

gets into a more precarious situation. He uttered a word, spoke thus:
“O wise Viinimoinen, eternal sage!

Reverse your magic charm, revoke your enchantment.

Free me from this predicament, get me out of this situation.
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3:351-428

T will indeed make the best payment, pay the most substantial ransom.”
Old Viinimoinen said:  “Well, what will you give me

if I reverse my magic charm, revoke my enchantment,

free you from this predicament, get you out of this situation?”

Young Joukahainen said: “I have indeed two bows,

two splendid crossbows: one is swift in striking,

the other accurate for shooting. Take either of these.”

Old Viiniméinen said:  “I do not care, rash fellow, about your crossbows,
not, wretch, about your bows. Those I, too, have,

with every wall stacked, every peg loaded;

they go hunting without men, do outdoor work without people.”

He bewitched young Joukahainen, bewitched him still deeper in.

Young Joukahainen spoke: “I have two vessels,

two lovely boats; one is swift in a race,

the other transports much. Take either of these.”

Old Viinimoéinen spoke: “I really do not care about your vessels.
I will not select any of your boats. Those I, too, have,

with every roller hauled up, every cove piled full,

one steady in a high wind, the other that goes into a headwind.”
He bewitched young Joukahainen, bewitched him still deeper in.

Young Joukahainen said: “I have two stallions,

two lovely steeds; one is better for racing,

the other lively in the traces. Take either of these.”

Old Viindméinen said: “I do not care about your horses,

do not bother about your white-fetlocked horsest Those I, too, have,

with every stall hitched full, every stable full,

with fat as clear as water on their backbones, a pond of fat on their crup-

pers.
He bewitched young Joukahainen, bewitched him still deeper in.

Young Joukahainen said: “O old Viiniméinen!

Reverse your magic words, revoke your enchantment.

T will give a high-peaked hat full of gold pieces, a felt hat full of silver pieces
got by my father in war, brought from battle.”

Old Viiniméinen said: “I care nothing about your silver pieces,

I have no need, wretch, for your gold pieces. Those I, too, have,

with every storehouse crammed, every little box fully stocked;

they are gold pieces as old as the moon, silver pieces the age of the sun.”

He bewitched young Joukahainen, bewitched him still deeper in.

Young Joukahainen said: “O old Viiniméinen!
Free me from this predicament, release me from this situation.

19



3:429-504

I will give you my windrows back home, surrender my fields of sandy soil
to free my own head, to ransom myself.”

Old Viiniméinen spoke: “I do not want your windrows,

useless person, not your fields of sandy soil. Those I, too, have,

fields in every direction, windrows in every clearing.

My own are better fields, my own windrows finer.”

He bewitched young Joukahainen, kept bewitching him further down.

Then young Joukahainen at last, however, grew desperate

when he was up to his chin in the mud, up to his beard in a bad place,

up to his mouth in the fen, in mossy places, up to his teeth behind a rotten
tree trunk.

Young Joukahainen said: “O wise Vdiniméoinen,

eternal sage! Now sing your song backward,

grant me yet my feeble life, set me free from here.

The current is already dragging at my feet, the sand scratching my eyes.

If you will reverse your magic words, leave off your magic spell,

I will give my sister Aino, give my mother’s child

to wash the cabin for you, to sweep the floor,

to rinse out the wooden firkins, to wash the blankets,

to weave fine stuff, to bake sweet bread.”

Then old Viiniméinen was exceedingly delighted

when he got Joukahainen’s girl to provide for his old age.

He sits down on a song stone, seats himself on a song rock.

He sang once, he sang twice, sang a third time, too.

He revoked his magic words, took back his spell completely.

Young Joukahainen got free, got his chin free of the mud,

his beard from the bad place, his horse from being a rock in the rapids,

his sleigh on the shore from being a rotten tree trunk in the water, his whip
from being a shore reed.

he climbed slowly into his basket sleigh, flung himself limply into his sled.

He set out in a sorry state of mind, with heavy heart

to his dear mother’s, to his esteemed parents.

He thunders along. He drove home strangely,

wrecked his sled against the threshing bamn  with the shafts across the outer
stairs.

The mother began to speak her mind, the father says a word:

“You wrecked your sled on purpose, you smashed the shafts deliberately.

Why indeed are you driving oddly, coming home foolishly?”

At this young Joukahainen shed tears
downcast, low in mind, high-peaked hat all askew,
with white lips, down in the mouth.
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3:505-580

His mother managed to ask, she who had experienced pain got to inquiring:

“What are you weeping about, my boy, what are you bewailing, you born
of me as a young woman?

Your lips are white, you are down in the mouth.”

Young Joukahainen said: “Oh mother mine, you who bore me,

now there has been a reason, magic has taken place,

cause enough for me to weep, for me to bewail the magic.

That I will always bewail, will grieve about throughout my life:

I gave away my sister Aino, pledged my mother’s child

to provide for Viiniméinen, to be a spouse for the singer,

a defense for a dodderer, a protection for an old stick-in-the-corner.”

The mother rubbed her two hands together,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “Do not weep, my boy.

There is nothing to weep about, nothing to grieve greatly about.

I have longed for that always, throughout my life wanted

the great man in my clan, the brave one in my tribe,

wanted Viiniméinen as my son-in-law, the singer as my relative.”

Weeping, young Joukahainen’s sister got distressed and started to cry.

She wept one day, wept a second  prone across the outer stairs;

she wept from great grief, from a dejected state of mind.

The mother began to speak: “What are you bewailing, Aino,

when you will be going to the home of a distinguished bridegroom,
man of high estate,

to sit by the windows, to prattle away on the wall benches?”

The daughter uttered these words: “Oh mother mine, you who bore me!

I am indeed bewailing something. I bewail the beauty of my braids,

the thickness of my young tresses, the finencss of my hair,

if they are to be covered with a coif while I am young, be hidden while I
am growing up.

That indeed I will always bewail: that sweetness of the sun,

the loveliness of the splendid moon, the charms of the whole sky,

if while young I must give these up, if while a child I must forget them

and leave them in my brother’s workshop, by my father’s window.”

The mother says to the daughter, the aged woman spoke to her child:

“Begone, crazy girl, along with your anxieties! Begone, good-for-nothing,
along with your weeping.

There is no reason to get gloomy, no cause to get dejected.

God’s sun shines clsewhere in the world,

not just on your father’s window, at the entrance to your brother’s gate.

Likewise there will be berries on the hill, strawberrics on the cleared land

for poor you to pick farther off in the world,

not just on your father’s clearings, on your brother’s burned-over heaths.”



POEM 4

Viiniméinen meets Joukahainen's sister as she is breaking off

twigs for bath whisks and asks her to be his spouse (1-30).

The daughter runs home weeping and tells her mother (31-116).

The mother forbids her to grieve and orders her

rather to rejoice and to go about in fine clothes (117-188).

The daughter weeps and weeps

and says she does not want to marry the terribly old man (189-254).
Walking along in her distress she strays into the backwoods,

reaches a strange seashore, starts to wash herself,

and drowns in the water (255-370).

The mother weeps night and day over her drowned daughter (371-518).

Aino, the young maiden, young Joukahainen’s sister,

set out to get a twig broom from a grove, bath whisks from a thicket.
She broke off a whisk for her father, broke off another for her mother,
gathered a third, too, for her ruddy-cheeked brother.

She was now stepping along toward home, walking lightly through an alder
grove.

Old Viiniméinen came along; he saw the maiden in the grove,

the girl with a finely woven dress in the glade. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Not indeed for others, young girl! only for me, young girl,

wear the bead necklace, wear the cross on your breast,

do vour hair only for me, tie up your hair with silk ribbons.”

The girl uttered these words: “Neither for you nor for others

will I wear a cross on my breast, tie up my hair with silk ribbons.

I do not care about imported cloth nor lament a lack of slices of wheaten
bread.

I will live in poor clothes, grow up on crusts of bread

at my good father’s, with my beloved mother.”

She tore the cross from her breast, the rings from her finger,

shook the beads off her neck, the red ribbons from her head;

she left them on the ground for the ground, in the grove for the grove.
She went home weeping,  bawling to the farmstead.

Her father was sitting at the window, he is omamenting an ax-shaft:

“What are you weeping about, poor girl, poor girl, young maiden?”

“I'here is indeed reason for me to weep,  to complain about my troublcs.
‘I'his, father mine, T am weeping about:  the omament dropped from my belt,
the silver cross from my breast, — the copper filigree from off my belt.”
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4:51-122

At the entrance of the gate her brother is carving away at a shaft-bow:

“What are you weeping about, poor sister, poor sister, young maiden?”

“There is indeed reason for me to weep, to complain about my troubles.

This, poor brother, I am weeping about, this I am weeping and complaining
about:

the ring fell from my finger, the beads dropped from my neck,

the gold ring from my finger, the silver beads from my neck.”

At the threshold her sister is weaving a golden belt:

“What are you weeping about, poor sister, poor sister, young maiden?”

“There is indeed reason for me to weep, to shed tears over my troubles.

This, poor sister, I am weeping about, this I am weeping and complaining
about:

the gold ornaments fell from my brow, the silver ones from my tresses,

blue silk ribbons from my face, red ribbons from my head.”

On the steps of the storehouse her mother is skimming cream:

“What are you weeping about, poor girl, poor girl, young maiden?”

“Oh mother, you who bore me, oh mother, you who suckled me!

There are indeed reasons for my gloominess, for my very great state of de-
jection.

This, poor mother, I am weeping about, this, mother mine, I am complain-
ing about:

I went to get a twig broom in the grove, bath whisks from the thicket.

1 broke off a whisk for my father, I broke a second for my mother,

I plucked a third, too, for my ruddy-cheeked brother.

I started to step along toward home, I was indeed stepping along a clearing.

An Osmo descendant spoke from the hollow, a Kaleva descendant from the
clearing:

‘Not indeed for others, poor girl, only for me, poor girl,

wear the bead necklace, wear the cross on vour breast;

do your hair only for me, tie up your hair with silk ribbons.’

I tore the cross off my breast, shook the beads from my neck,

the blue ribbons from my face, the red ribbons from my hair;

I threw them on the ground for the ground, into the grove for the grove.

I uttered these words: ‘Neither for you nor for others

will T wear a cross on my breast, tie up my hair with silk ribbons.

I do not care about imported cloth nor lament a lack of slices of wheaten
bread;

I will live in poor clothes, grow up on crusts of bread

at my good father’s, with my beloved mother.’”

Her mother said these words, the parent remarked to her child:
“Do not weep, my daughter, do not lament, begotten by me when young.
For one year cat sweet butter: you will get plumper than others;
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4:123-196

for a second year eat pork: you will get handsomer than others;

for a third year eat cream pasties: you will get to be lovelier than others.
Step to the storehouse out there, open the best chest.

There chest is on chest, box on box.

Open the best chest, fling open the lid of many colors;

in it are six gold belts, seven blue dresses;

those were woven by Moon Spirit, finished off by Sun Spirit.

“Formerly when I was a girl, when I was living as a virgin,

I set out to the woods for berries, for raspberries at the foot of a hill.

I heard Moon Spirit weaving, Sun Spirit spinning

on the edge of the hazy blue wilderness, at the side of a lovely grove.

I drew near, I went near.

I began to entreat them, I uttered this and said:

‘Moon Spirit, give some of your gold, Sun Spirit, some of your silver

to this desolate girl, to the child who is entreating you.’

Moon Spirit gave me some of her gold, Sun Spirit some of her silver.

There I was with gold omaments on my brow, with fine silver ones on my
head!

I came like a flower into the house, as a joy into my father’s farmyard.

I wore them one day, wore them a second. ~ Already on the third day

I pulled the gold ormaments from my brow, the good silver ones from my
head.

I brought them to the storehouse out there, put them under the lid of the
chest;

they have been there since then, the whole time without being looked at.

Now tie the silk ribbons on your face, put the gold ones up on your brow,

the bright beads on your neck, the goid crosses on your breast.

Put on a linen shirt, don one of sheer linen.

Put on a fine wool dress, on it, indeed, a silk belt,

fine silk stockings, beautiful shoes with ornamented uppers.

Do up your hair in ribbons, tie the braids with silk ribbons,

with gold rings on your fingers, gold bracclets on your hands.

Thus you will come from out there into the house, step in from the store-
house

as the delight of your clan, as something charming for the whole family.

You will walk on the pathways like a flower, will wander about like a rasp-
berry,

lovelier than you were before, better than you were in days gone by.”

These words the mother uttered,  this she said to her child.

“I'he daughter did not obey that,  did not listen to the mother’s words;

she went weeping to the farmyard, grieving to the yard.
She says these words, made this remark:
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“What is the state of mind of the lucky, the thoughts of the fortunate?

Indeed the state of mind of the lucky, the thoughts of the fortunate

are as billowing water or a wave in a trough.

What indeed is the state of mind of the unlucky, what are the thoughts of
old squaws?

Indeed the state of mind of the unlucky, indeed the thoughts of old sqaws

are like crusted snow at the foot of a ridge, like water in a deep well.

Often now the thoughts of melancholy me, often those of the melancholy
child

walk about in the withered grass, crawl about in a thicket,

creep about in the grass, tumble about in bushes.

My state of mind is no better than wood tar, my heart no brighter than
charcoal.

It would have been better for me, would have been better

not to have been bom, not to have grown up, not to have got big

in these evil days, in this joyless world.

Had I died when six days old, vanished when eight days old,

I would not have needed much: a span’s length of linen,

a tiny bit of unplowed field, a little weeping by the mother,

still less indeed by the father, not even a little by the brother.”

She wept one day, wept a second. Her mother got to asking:

“What are you weeping about, poor gir? What are you, miserable one
complaining about?”

“This I, poor girl, am bewailing, am complaining of all the time,

because you gave wretched me, pledged your own child,

ordered me to provide for an old man, to be a source of joy for an aged one,

a refuge for a dodderer,  a shelter for an old stick-in-the-corner.

You might better have ordered me under the decp waves,

to be a sister to the whitefish, a brother to the fishes of the water!

Better to be in the sea, to live beneath the waves

as a sister to the whitefish, a brother to the fishes of the water

than it is to provide for an old man, to be a refuge for a dodderer,

for a man who stumbles on his stocking, falls over a dry pine branch.”

Then she walked to the storehouse out there, stepped inside the storehouse.

She opened the best chest, flung open the lid of many colors,

found the six gold belts, the seven blue dresses;

she clothes herself in these, garbs her figure.

She puts the gold omaments on her brow, the silver ones in her hair,

blue silk ribbons on her face, red ribbons on her head.

Then she set out to walk across one clearing, along the next;

she proceeded over fens, proceeded over fields, proceeded through gloomy
wildernesses.
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She sang as she went, spoke while walking along:

“It pains my heart, it makes my head ache.

It will indeed not pain more painfully, ache more achingly

if I, wretched one, should really die, really be cut off, miserable one,

from these great sorrows, from dejected states of mind.

Now would be the time for me to part from this world,

time for me to go to the Abode of the Dead, time to come to Death’s Do-
main,

My father will not weep for me, my mother not feel grieved,

my sister’s face not get wet, my brother’s eyes not shed tears

even if I should go into the water, fall into the sea with its fish

under the deep waves onto the black ooze.”

She walked one day, walked a second; on the third day indeed

she soon got to where the sea was ahead, a reed-grown shore in front of her;

there night overtakes her, darkness stops her.

There the virgin wept that evening, lamented all night

on a rock in the water by the shore at the head of a big bay.

Very early in the morning she looked yonder toward the end of a headland.

There were three maidens on the end of the headland; they were bathing
in the sea

with the maiden Aino as a fourth, a slip of a girl as a fifth.

She threw her shirt on a willow, her dress on an aspen,

her stockings on the sandy shore, her shoes on a rock in the water,
the beads on the pleasant shore, the rings on the gravelly beach.
There was a marbled rock in the water, a boulder gleaming like gold;
she tried to swim to the rock, wanted to flee to the boulder.

Then when she got there, she stops to sit down

on the marbled rock, on the gleaming flat boulder;

the stone went clunk into the water, the boulder to the bottom.
the maiden along with the rock, Aino beside the flat boulder.
There indeed the chick vanished, there the poor virgin died.
Once as she was dying she spoke, said while she was still going down:
“I went to the sea to bathe, I got to swimming in the water;
there I, a chick, vanished, died, bird, an unnatural death.

May my father never, never, never at all

pull fish of the water out of this great sea!

I set out to the shore to wash, I went to the sea to bathe;

there I, a chick, vanished, died, bird, an unnatural death.

May my mother never, never, never at all

put water in her dough  from the big bay ncar home!

1 sct out to the shore to wash, I went to the sea to bathe;

there I, a chick, vanished, died, bird, an unnatural death.

May my brother never, never, never at all

water his horse by the shore of the sea.
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1 set out to the shore to wash, I went to the sea to bathc;

there I, a chick, vanished, died, bird, an unnatural death.

May my sister never, never, never at all

wash her face on the pier on our bay.

As the waters of the sea, so my blood;

as the fish of the sea, so my flesh;

what dead branches are on the shore, those are the ribs of wretched me;
what shore grass there is has been rubbed from my hair.”

That was the death of the young maiden, the end of the beautiful chick.

‘Who now is to bring the word, report the news by word of mouth

to the maiden’s fine home, to the beautiful farmstead?

Let a bear bring the word, report the news by word of mouth.

The bear does not bring the word; it disappeared in among a herd of cows.

Who is to bring the word, report the news by word of mouth

to the maiden’s fine home, to the beautiful farmstead?

Let a wolf bring the word, report the news by word of mouth.

The wolf does not bring the word; it disappeared in among a flock of sheep.

‘Who is to bring the word, report the news by word of mouth

to the maiden’s fine home, to the beautiful farmstead?

Let a fox bring the word, report the news by word of mouth.

The fox does not bring the word; it disappeared in among a flock of geese.

Who is to bring the word, report the news by word of mouth

to the maiden’s fine home, to the beautiful farmstead?

Let a hare bring the word, report the news by word of mouth.

The hare gave a definite answer: “The word will not disappear in among
men.”

The hare set out to run, long-cars to go at top spced,

bandy-legs to run, harc-lip to fly along

to the maiden’s fine home, to the beautiful farmstead.

It ran to the threshold of the sauna, crouched on the threshold.

The sauna is full of girls who, whisks in hand, receive him:

“Did you come, squint-eyes, to be boiled, round-eyes, to be roasted

as supper for the master, as breakfast for the mistress,

as snacks for the daughter, as a midday meal for the son?”

The hare was able to speak, round-eycs to talk big:

“Perhaps, indecd, the devil sct out  to be boiled in the stew-pots!

I'sct out to bring the word,  to report the news by word of mouth:

“The beautiful girl has now been killed, she with a tin cross on her breast
has pined away,

she with a silver brooch has perished, she with a copper belt has suddenly
drowned,

departed into the surging sca, under the deep open sca

to become a sister to the whitcfish, a brother to the fish of the water.””
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At that the mother began to weep, the tearful one to cry.

Then she began to speak, the anguished one to lament:

“Do not, wretched mothers, ever, ever at all

lull your daughters, rock your children

into a marriage against their will as I, wretched mother,

lulled my girls, brought up my chicks.”

The mother wept, a tear flowed, her copious tears flowed

from her blue eyes onto her sad cheeks.

One tear flowed, another flowed, copious tears flowed

from the top of her sad cheeks onto her ample breasts.

One tear flowed, another flowed, copious tears flowed

from her ample breasts onto her fine skirt.

One tear flowed, another flowed, copious tears flowed

from her fine skirt onto her red-topped stockings.

One tear flowed, another flowed, copious tears flowed

from her red-topped stockings onto the fine uppers of the lovely shoes.
One tear flowed, another flowed, copious tears flowed

from the fine uppers of the lovely shoes to the ground under her feet;
they flowed into the ground for the ground, into the water for the water.

After the tears had got into the ground, they began to flow like a river.
Three rivers grew indeed from the tears shed by her,
tears coming through her head, going from under her brow.
In each river there grew three swift rapids,
in the foam of each rapid three little islands rose up,
on the shore of each little island a golden knoll rose up,
on the top of each knoll grew three birches,
on each birch  three golden cuckoos.
[ESTONIAN CUCKOO-SONG]
The cuckoos began to call. One called: “Dear love, dear love!”
The second called: “Suitor, suitor!”  The third called: “Joy, joy!”
The one that called “Dear love, dear love!” it called for three months
to the loveless girl lying in the sea.
The one that called “Suitor, suitor!” it called for six months
to the joyless suitor, to the man sitting in his distress.
The onc that called “Joy, joy!” it called its life long
to the joyless mother who was ever wecping.

As the mother listencd to the cuckoo, she spoke thus:

“Let no distressed mother  listen long to a cuckoo!

‘When a cuckoo calls out, then the heart pounds,

tears come to the cyces, tcars strcam down the cheek

plumper than peas, fatter than beans.

By the moment my life is passing, by the minute my body aging,
my whole body collapsing  after hearing the spring cuckoo.”
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Viinimainen sets out to catch Joukahainen’s sister in the sea
and gets her onto his hook, changed into a peculiar fish (1-58).
He tries to cut it into pieces but the fish flips out of his hands
into the sea and from there announces who it is (59-133).
Viinimainen tries in vain both with words and with fishing gear
to get the fish again (134-163).

He proceeds home in a depressed state of mind

and by his deceased mother is advised

to set out to woo the daughter of North Farm (164-241).

The news had already been received, the message carried farther off
about the young maiden’s passing away, about the beautiful girl’s dying.

Steadfast old Viindmainen, that he took badly.

He wept evenings, he wept mornings, most of all he wept nights

because the beautiful girl had met her death, the maiden passed away,

departed into the billowing sea, under the deep waves.

Grieving and sighing he walked with heavy heart

to the shore of the blue sca. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Tell now, Untamo, your dream, your vision when stretched out on
ground,

tell where Ahto’s rcalm is, where Vellamo’s maidens are lolling about.”

Untamo indeced told his dream, his vision when stretched out on the ground:

“Ahto’s realm is yonder, Vellamo’s maidens arc lolling

at the tip of a misty headland, at the end of a foggy island,

under the decp waves on the black ooze.

Ahto’s realm is there, there Vellamo’s maidens are lolling about

in a little cabin, in a confined chamber,

in the side of a marbled rock, in the recess of a big boulder.”

Thence old Viinimoéinen  withdrew to where the boats were.

He eyes his lines, looks at his hooks;

he put a hook in his pouch, an iron barb in his wallct.

He paddles along, gets to the cnd of an island,

to the tip of a misty headland, to the end of a foggy island.

There he busied himsclf with his hook, was ever active with his line,
was turning his landing net about. e lowcred a gorge into the sea,
he angled, he moved his nct about; the copper pole shivered,

the silver line whistled, the golden cord sang.

Now after a few days, after many mornings
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a fish took his angle, a sca trout his baited hook.
1le pulled it into his boat, hauled it onto his floorboards.

He looks at it, tums it over and over; he uttered a word, spoke thus:
“That fish is a fish I really do not know.

It is rather smooth for a whitefish, lightish colored for a lake trout,
lightish for a pike, finless for a female fish,

remarkable for a male fish, too; lacking a fillet it is no maiden,
lacking a belt no water girl, lacking ears no chick,

most fitly a salmon, a deepwater perch.”

Viinimoinen's knife is in his belt, the silver hilt in the sheath.
He drew the knife from his side, the silver hilt from its sheath

in order to slice up the fish, cut up the salmon

for moming meals, for midmorning snacks,

for salmon dinners, big evening meals.

He began to cut up the salmon, to slice the fish with his knife.
Like a flash the salmon bounced into the sea, the beautiful fish flipped
out of the bottom of the red craft, out of Viinimoinen’s boat.
Then it raised its head, its right shoulder

where the fifth gust blew, on the sixth high wave;

it raised its right hand, showed its left foot

on the seventh sea, on the ninth wave.

From there it said these words, remarked and spoke thus:

“O you old Viiniméinen! I did not come

for you to cut up a salmon, for you to slice up the fish

for moming meals, for midmorming snacks,

for salmon dinners, big evening meals.”

Old Viiniméinen said: “Why did you come?”

“I came indeed to be a chick by your side,

to stay forever, to be a lifelong spouse,

to open your bed, to fix your pillow,

to wash up the little cabin, to sweep the floor,

to bring fire into the house, to strike a flame,

to bake a plump loaf, to bake honey bread,

to carry a beer-jug, to prepare a meal.

I was not a salmon, not a deep-sea perch;

I was a girl, a voung maiden, young Joukahainen'’s sister

for whom you were ever scarching, looking for all your life.

O vou, vou wretched old man,  stupid Viindméinen

when vou did not understand how to keep Vellamo’s maiden out of the
waters,

Ahto’s favorite child.”
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Old Viiniméinen spoke
downcast, low in mind:  “O sister of Joukahainen,
please do come again!” Indeed she did not come again,
never, never again. She now went away, slipped away,
vanished from the surface of the water to inside a marbled rock,
into a chink in a liver-colored stone.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen
reflects on that, on how to exist, how to live.
Now he wove a silken net, dragged the water this way and that
along the sound, a second time crosswise; he dragged the gentle waters,
the spaces between the little salmon islands, those waters of Viiniméinen’s
district,
the isthmuses of the Kaleva District, the gloomy depths,
the great expanses of the deep, the river waters of Joukahainen’s farm,
the shore of the cove of Lapland. He got plenty of other fishes,
of all water fishes; he was not able to fish up
the one his heart desires, Vellamo’s maiden of the waters,
Ahto’s favorite child.

Then old Viiniméinen
downcast, low in mind, high-peaked hat all askew,
uttered these words: “Alas, madman, crazy me,
alas my craziness, my manly power! I used indeed to have some sense,
was endowed with some power of thought, was allotted a generous heart,
had such of yore. But indeed nowadays
in this dreadful time, in a wretched generation
my whole wit is only so-so, my thoughts not worth much,
all mental power clsewhere. The one I waited for all my life,
for whom I waited half my life, Vellamo’s maiden of the waters,
youngest daughter of the water, to be an everlasting fricnd,
a lifelong spouse, she it was who took my hook,
rolled into my boat. I did not understand how to keep her
nor how to take her off home; I let her go back into the billows,
to under the deep waves.”

He went a bit of a way,
walked gricving and sighing; hc proceeds toward home.
He uttered a word, spoke thus:  “My cuckoos of old used to call,
my joyous cuckoos of yore; formerly they called evenings, mornings,
and once at midday, too. What now suppressed the great voice,
destroyed the beautiful voice? Grief suppressed the great voice,
anxiety reduced the precious thing; therefore it is not heard crying out,
singing at sunset to delight my evening with music,
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to ease my moming. Now I do not indeed know

how to exist, how to live, to dwell in this world,

to travel about in these lands. If only my mother were alive,
my parent awake, she would certainly be able to say

how to bear up, how not to be crushed by anxieties,

not lapse into distress in these evil days,

in my dejected state of mind.”

The mother awoke in her grave,
answered from beneath the waves: “Your mother is still alive,
your parent awake, she who is able to say
how to be all right, how not to be crushed by anxieties,
not to lapse into distress in these evil days,
in your dejected state of mind. Go to the daughters of North Farm!
There there are prettier daughters, maidens twice as beautiful,
five, six times more spirited, not Joukahainen’s loutish girls,
churlish children of Lapland. From there, my son, marry
the best of the daughters of North Farm, one who is attractive as to her

€yes,
beautiful as to her looks, always fleet of foot
and nimble of movement.”
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Joukahainen nurses a grudge against Viiniméinen

and watches out for him on the journey to North Farm (1-78).
He sees him riding across a river and shoots at him

but only hits the horse (79-182).

Viinidmoinen falls into the water; a strong wind floats him

out to the open sea and Joukahainen is delighted, for he thinks
that Viinidmoinen has now sung his last magic song (183-234).

Steadfast old Viindméinen vowed to set out

for the cold settlement yonder, to gloomy North Farm.

He took his straw stallion, his peastalk horse,

he thrust a gold bit into its mouth, put its head into a silver bridle;

he himself sits on its back, settled his thighs quickly astride.

He rides along easily, measures off the distance

on his straw stallion, on his peastalk horse.

He rode over the clearings of Viiniméinen’s district, the heaths of the
Kaleva District.

The horse ran, the journey advanced; his home is left behind, the road grew
short.

Now he was riding on the surface of the sea, on the open expanse of the sea

without a hoof getting wet, without a hock sinking in.

There to be sure was young Joukahainen, scrawny Lappish lad.
He nursed an enduring grudge, extremely long-lasting ill will
against old Viindmoinen against the eternal singer.

He makes a hard-hitting crossbow, omaments the splendid bow.
He made the bow of iron, casts the back from copper,

adomed those with gold, omamented them with silver.

Where does he get a bow string for it, where find a tendon?

From the sinews of the Demon’s elk, from the Devil’s flaxen cord.
He got the bow into good shape, the crossbow really ready.

The bow was splendid looking, the crossbow cost a little something!
A horse was standing on the back, a colt running along the stock,

a young woman lying outstretched on the bow, a hare where the trigger was.
He whittled a pile of arrows, a heap of arrows with three feathers;
the shafts he turns from oak, the heads he makes of resinous wood.
Whatever he gets ready, he then feathers it

with little swallow feathers, with a sparrow’s tailfeathers.

He hardened his arrows in fire, sharpened the tips
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in a reptile’s dark venom, in the poisonous blood of a snake.
He got the blunt-headed bolts ready, the crossbow drawn.

Then he waited for Viiniméinen, for the man of Slack Water Farm to set
out;

he waited evenings, waited momings, waited once at midday.

He waited for Viiniméinen for a long time, waited a long time, did not get
tired

sitting by windows, watching on the top landing of the outer stairs,

listening behind a lane, lurking in fields

with a quiver of arrows on his back, the good bow under his arm.

He kept waiting farther off, on the far side of another farm,

on the tip of a very big headland, in the bend in a narrow cape,

beside a fierce rapids, on the banks of a sacred stream.

So on a certain day, on a certain moming,

he cast his gaze to the northwest, tumed his head to the south;

he spied a dark spot on the sea, a blue spot on the billows.

“Is that a cloud in the east, daybreak in the northeast?”

It was not a cloud in the east, not daybreak in the northeast;

it was old Viinimoinen, the eternal singer,

traveling to North Farm, proceeding to Gloomy Farm

on his straw stallion, his peastalk horse.

Young Joukahainen, scrawny Lappish lad,

quickly got his hard-hitting crossbow ready, snatched up his most splendid
bow

in readiness for Viiniméinen’s head, to kill the man of Slack Water Farm.

His mother had time to ask, his parent to inquire:

“At whom are you bending the crossbow, suddenly shooting the iron bow?”

Young Joukahainen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I am bending my crossbow suddenly at that, shooting the iron bow

at Viinimoinen's head to kill the man of Slack Water Farm.

I will shoot old Viiniméinen, lay low the eternal singer

through the heart, through the liver, through the shoulder muscles.”

The mother forbade him to shoot, the mother forbade and said not to:

“Do not shoot Viiniméinen, do not kill the man of the Kalevala District.

Viindméinen is of a great clan, the son of my brother-in-law’s sister.

If you were to shoot Viiniméinen, lay low the man of the Kaleva District,

joyous music would vanish from the world, singing disappear from on earth.

Jovous music is better in the world, singing is more fitting on earth

than it is in the lands of the Abode of the Dead, in those dwellings of
Death’s Domain.”
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Now young Joukahainen reflects a little,

holds back a little; one hand gave the order to shoot,

one hand said yes, the other said no; his sinewy fingers insisted.

At last he said these words, remarked, spoke thus:

“Let vanish even if twice over all our worldly joys,

let all songs disappear! I will certainly shoot, I am not likely to hold back.”

He bent his hard-hitting crossbow, pulled the copper roller

against his left knee, holding down the bow with his right foot.

He drew a bolt from his quiver, a feathered arrow from a quiver of threa
shankskins.

He took the swiftest arrow, selected the best shaft;

he laid it in the groove, put it up to the flaxen bowstring.

He lined the hard-hitting crossbow up to his right shoulder,

got ready to shoot, to shoot Viiniméinen.

He uttered these words: “Hit now, curved birchwood branch,
smite, pinewood bow! Strike hard, flaxen string!

By as much as my hand goes down, by so much let the arrow go up;
by as much as my hand goes up, by so much let the arrow go down.”
He moved the trigger, shot the first arrow;

it went straight up, right ahead to the sky,

to the scudding clouds, to the whirling cloud patches.

He shot; it did not obey; he shot his second arrow;

it went straight down, into Mother Earth below;

the earth was on the point of death, the sandy ridge about to split open.
He immediately shot a third, too; the third time it went straight,
into the withers of the blue elk under old Viiniméinen;

it shot the straw stallion, the peastalk horse

through the shoulder muscles, just behind the left foreleg.

Then old Viinimoinen plunged straight into the water,

tipped over right into the billows, went right into the breakers

from the back of the blue elk, of the peastalk horse.

Then a great wind arose, a heavy surf on the sea;

it carried old Viiniméinen along, floated him farther out from land
onto those extensive waters, the wide open sea.

Then young Joukahainen boasted with his tongue:

“You will never, old Viiniméinen, never more alive,

never, never at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright,

tread the clearings of Viiniméoinen’s district, the heaths of the Kaleva Dis-
trict.

Now bob up and down there for six years, drift for seven summers,
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splash along for eight years on those extensive waters,
on the boundless billows, for six years as a fir tree,
for seven as a pine tree, for eight like the butt end of a stump.”

Then he betook himself indoors. His mother managed to ask:

‘“Have you already shot Viiniméinen, laid low the Kaleva descendant?”

Young Joukahainen says a word in reply:

“I have now already shot Viiniméinen and laid low the man of the Kaleva
District;

I threw him in to comb the sea, to sweep the billows.

The old man tumbled straight into that restless sea,

tipped over right among the waves;

then he fell over onto his side, stayed on his back

to ride the billows of the sea, to float along on the swell of the sea.”

The mother uttered these words: “You did wrong, you wretch,

when you shot Viinimoinen, laid low the man of the Kaleva District,

the great man of Slack Water Farm, the handsomest in the Kaleva District.”
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Viinimoinen floats for several days on the open sea;

he meets the eagle who, still pleased because Viiniméinen,

while making clearings, had left a birch growing for him,

takes him on his back, and carries him to the shore of North Farm,
where the mistress of North Farm

escorts him to her home and treats him well (1-274).

Viiniméinen, however, longs for his own lands

and the mistress of North Farm promises not only to get him there
but also to give him her daughter as a spouse

if he will forge a Sampo at North Farm (275-322).

Viinidmoinen promises, once he gets home, to send craftsman Ilmarinen
to forge a Sampo, and receives from the mistress of North Farm

a sleigh and horse with which to set out for his homeland (323-368).

Steadfast old Viinimoinen swims the deep waves;

he goes along like a rotten fir log, like a rotten pine stump
for six summer days, six nights in succession,

before him the flowing water, behind him the clear sky.
He swims indeed two nights more, two very long days.

So on the ninth night, at the end of the eighth day

he begins however to suffer, starts to ache

because there is no nail on his toes, no joint in his fingers.

Then old Viiniméinen said these words:

“Woe is me, wretched fellow, woe is the miserable fellow

for setting out from my own lands, from former dwelling places,
to be forever under the sky, ever on the move,

to be rocked by the wind, driven by the waves

on these extensive waters, on the wide open seas.

I'am cold here, it is painful for me to linger here,

ever to live in the waves, to frequent the surface of the water.
Indeed I do not know how to exist, how to live

in this dreadful time, in this fleeting final age.

Shall I build my house in the wind, make a cabin in the water?
If I build my house in the wind, it will be no refuge in the wind;
if I make my cabin in the water, the water will carry my handiwork away.”
Abird flew from Lapland, an eagle from the northeast.

The eagle is not very big nor is the eagle very small;
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one wing grazed the watcr, the other swept the heavens,

the tail stroked the sea, the bill brushed the little islands.

It flies about, it glides about, it looks about, it wheels about.

It saw old Viinimoinen on the surface of the blue sea:

“Why are you in the sea, man, why, fellow, among the waves?”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“This is why I, a man, am in the sea, a fellow in the custody of the waves:
I set out for a girl at North Farm, a virgin at Gloomy Farm.

I was speeding  over the restless sea.

Thus after several days, many mormings,

I came to the bay of Luotola, to the river water of Joukahainen’s farm.
My horse was shot from under me; it was myself they were after.
Then I rolled into the water, fell straight into the billows

to be rocked by the wind, to be driven by the waves.

A wind indeed came from the northwest, a big gust from the east;

it carried me far, it floated me farther out from land.

For many days I have been driven, many nights been swimming along
on these extensive waters, on the wide open sea.

Indeed I do not know at all, not appreciate, not understand

which of the two will be the death of me, which will come first:
exhaustion from hunger or sinking into the water.”

The eagle spoke, bird of the air:  “Do not be upset by that!

Stand on my back, get onto the tips of my wings.

I will carry you from the sea to where you wish.

I still remember another day, too, appreciate a better time

when you were cutting down the Kaleva clearing, felling the wilderness of
the Osmo District.

You left a birch growing, a lovely tree standing

as a resting place for birds, as a place for mysclf to perch on.”

Then old Viiniméinen raises his head;

the man rises from the sea, the fcllow gets out of the waves,

takes his place on the wings, on the tip of the eagle’s wing.

‘I'he eagle, indeed, bird of the air, carricd old Viinimdinen,

takes him along the path of the wind, along the track of the cold spring
wind

to the extensive back part of North Farm, to dark Sedgy Farm.

There it left Viinimoinen, itself rose into the air.

Then Viinimdinen wept, then wept and lamented

on the seashore, on an unknown headland

with a hundred wounds in his side, a thousand lashes from the wind;
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his beard, too, was badly disordered, his hair tangled.

He wept two nights, three,  the same number of days, too;

he did not indeed know what way to go, a stranger, not know the route
to get back home, to go to familiar lands,

to the places of his birth, to his former dwelling places.

The little maid of North Farm, a woman of fair complexion,

made a pact with the sun, with the sun, with the moon,

to get up at the same time and to wake up together at the same time as
they.

She got ahead of them, beforc the moon, before the sun,

without the cock’s raucous crowing or the chicken’s singing.

She clipped five fleeces, sheared the wool of six sheep,

she made the fleeces into coarse cloth, fulled them all into homespun

before the sun rose, the sun came up.

Then she washed the long tables, swept the spacious floors

with a twig broom, with a leafy besom.

She gathered up her rubbish in a copper box,

took it out past the door, to the ficld past the farmyvard,

to the end of the back field, to the opening in the fence farther down.

She stood on the rubbish heap, listened and turned about;

she hears weeping from the sea, lamentation across the river.

She gets back on the run, goes quickly into the cabin;

she spoke after she got there, announced eamnestly after she had come:

“I heard weeping from the sea, lamentation across the river.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, gat-toothed dame of North Farm,

at once betook herself to the farmyard, proceeded to the opening of the gate.

There she listens hard;  she uttered a word, spoke thus:

The weeping is no child’s weeping no women’s lamentation;

it is the weeping of a bearded man, the lamentation of someone with a
beard.”

She pushed a boat into the water, a three-planked craft onto the billows;

she began to row. She both rowed and hurried on,

rowed to Viinimginen, to the weeping man.

There Viiniméinen was weeping, the suitor from Slack Water Farm wailing

by a miserable willow-banked brook, by a stand of bushy chokecherries.

His mouth was working, his beard was shaking but his chin did not tremble.

The mistress of North Farm spoke, said, remarked:

“Oh you! miscrable old man, now you are in a strange land
Steadfast old Viinimoinen raises his head,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “I already know that myself!

"
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I am in a strange land, in one completely unknown.
In my country I was better off, in my home more highly esteemed.”

Loubhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Might I say, would I have leave to ask

what manner of man you are and what kind of a person?”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“People used to talk about me, in my time I was esteemed

as a jolly fellow of an evening, as a singer in every dell,

on those clearings in Viiniméinen's district, on the heaths of the Kaleva
District.

Now I am downcast, I hardly know even myself.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Rise now, man, from the swale, fellow, to enter on a new course,

to speak of your grief, to tell what befell you.”

She got the man to stop weeping, the fellow to stop wailing;

then she escorted him into the craft, seated him in the stern of the boat.

She took her place at the oars, applied herself to the oars,

rowed across to North Farm, brings the stranger into the house.

She fed the famished man, dried the drenched person,

then for a long time rubs him down, rubs him down, bathes him with warm
water.

She made the man well, the fellow better.

She questioned, she remarked, she uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Why were you weeping, Viiniméinen, why wailing, man of Slack Water
Farm,

in that wretched spot, on the shore by the sea?”

Steadfast old Viinimoinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There is reason indeed for me to weep, to bewail my sufferings.

I have long been swimming the seas, shoveling the billows

in those extensive waters, in the wide open sea.

Always bewailing that I was ever grieving

because I was swimming away from my own lands, going from familiar parts
to these unfamiliar doors, to strange gates.

Here all the trees bite me, all the evergreens hew at me,

every birch strikes me, every alder cuts me;

only the wind is familiar to me,  the sun something I have seen before
in these strange lands, at these quite unfamiliar doors.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, then put this into words:
“Do not weep, Viiniméinen, not moan, man of Slack Water Farm.
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It is fine for you to be here, delightful that you linger on
to eat salmon from a dish, pork beside it.”

Then old Viiniméinen said these words:

“ ‘Eating with strangers is to no purpose, even among nice strangers;
in his own country a man is better off, at home more highly esteemed.’
Would merciful God, the dear Creator, indeed grant

that I might reach my own country, my former dwelling places!
‘Better in one’s own country is even water from out of a birchbark shoe
than is in a foreign country mead from a golden bowl.””

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Well, what will you give me if I get you to your own lands,

right to your own field, to the vicinity of your own sauna?”

Viinimoinen said: “What indeed do you ask of me

to get me to my own lands, right to my own fields,

to the cries of my own cuckoo, to the songs of my own bird?

Will you accept a high-peaked hat full of gold pieces, a hatful of silver
pieces?”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O wise Viinimoinen, eternal sage!

I am not asking for your gold pieces, I do not desire your silver pieces;

gold pieces are children’s playthings, silver pieces a horse’s jingling bells.

If you have the skill to forge a Sampo, to beat out a lid of many colors

from the tip of the shaft of a swan’s feather, from the milk of a farrow cow,
from a single barleycon, from the fleece of one sheep,

then I will give you my girl, will put up the maiden as your reward,

get you home to your own lands, to the songs of your own bird,

to where you will hear your cuckoo, right to your own field.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I 'have not the skill to forge a Sampo,  to decorate a lid of many colors.
Get me to my own lands; then I will dispatch craftsman Ilmarinen
who will forge your Sampo, beat out a lid of many colors,

appease your maiden, satisfy your daughter.

He is that kind of craftsman, an exceedingly skilled smith

who forged the heavens, beat out the firmament.

No trace of a hammer is visible nor of where his tongs gripped it.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:
“I will dispatch my daughter, will pledge my child to him
who forges a Sampo, decorates the lid of many colors
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from the tip of the shaft of a swan’s feather, from the milk of a farrow cow,
from a single barleycom, from the fleece of one sheep.”

She put a colt into hamness, a brown one in front of a sleigh;

she escorted old Viiniméinen to it, seated him in the stallion’s sled.

Then she said these words, remarked, spoke thus:

“Do not raise vour head nor lift up your pate

unless the stallion by chance gets tired  or evening overtakes you.

If indeed you raise your head or lift up your pate,

then disaster will certainly come, an evil day beset you.”

Then old Viiniméinen whipped up the horse into a run,

the flaxen-maned one into getting going. He rattles along
from gloomy North Farm, from dark Sedgy Farm.
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On his journey Viindméinen sees the charmingly dressed maid

of North Farm and asks her to be his spouse (1-50).

The girl finally promises to accept Viiniméinen if he will fashion

a boat from a bit of a distaff and get the boat into the water

without touching it in any way whatever (51-132).

Viiniméinen starts to make it, with his ax inflicts a big wound in his knee,
and is unable to stanch the flow of blood (133-204).

He sets out to search for an expert in stanching blood and finds an old man
who says that by threats he will stanch the blood (205-282).

Fair was the maid of North Farm, famed on land, renowned on sea.
She was sitting on a shaft-bow of the sky, was resplendent on a rainbow
in clean clothes, in white garments.

She is weaving cloth of gold, carefully preparing cloth of silver

off a gold shuttle against a silver batten.

The shuttle sang under her hands, the bobbin flew between her hands;
the copper heddles rattled, the silver batten creaked

as the girl wove the cloth, prepared cloth of silver.

Steadfast old Viindmoinen is rattling along

from gloomy North Farm, from dark Sedgy Farm.

He drove a bit of a way, went on a little.

He heard the whir of the shuttle high above his head.

At this he raised his head, glanced up to the heavens.

There is a beautiful rainbow in the heavens, a maiden on the edge of the
rainbow

is weaving cloth of gold, with easy motions is weaving cloth of silver.

Steadfast old Viindmoinen at once stopped the horse.

Then he said these words, remarked, spoke thus:

“Come, maiden, into my sleigh; get down into my sled.”

The girl said these words, remarked and asks:

“Why should a maiden get into your sleigh, a girl into your sled?”

Steadfast old Vdinimadinen replied to this:

“This is why a maiden should get into my sleigh, a girl get into my sled:

to bake honey bread, to brew beer skillfully,

to sing on every bench, to bring joyous music to the window

on those farms of Viindméinen’s district, in the farmsteads of the Kaleva
District.”

The maiden said these words, remarked and spoke:
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“When I was walking on the land grown with yellow madder, moving
lightly on the yellow heath

yesterday late in the afternoon  as the sun was setting,

a bird was singing in a grove, a fieldfare warbling.

It was singing of maidens’ desires and sang of a daughter-in-law’s desire.

I got to speaking, to questioning the bird:

‘Oh you fieldfare, sing so that I may hear with my ears

which of the two it is better to be, which is the more esteemed:

a girl in her father’s house or a daughter-in-law in a husband’s house?”

The tomtit indeed gave me the information, the fieldfare warbled:

‘Bright a summer’s day, brighter the time of maidenhood;

cold is iron in a cold spell, colder is being a daughter-in-law.

A maiden in her father’s house is like a berry on good soil;

a daughter-in-law in a husband’s house is like a dog in chains.

Seldom does a slave get affection, a daughter-in-law never at all.””

Steadfast old Viinimoéinen said these words:

“Vapid the songs of a fieldfare, the warblings of a thrush.

‘At home a daughter isa child, only after she has married, a woman.’
Come, maiden, into my sleigh, get down into my sled.

I'am no insignificant man, a no less enterprising person than others.”

The girl answered warily, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I would call you a man, would esteem you as something of a person
if indeed you should cleave a swan  with a knife without a point,
knot an egg  with an invisible knot.”

Steadfast old Viindméinen cleaves a swan

with a knife without a point, quite without a point at all;

he knots an egg  with an invisible knot.

He ordered the maiden into his sleigh, the girl into his sled.

The maiden answered warily: “Perhaps indeed I will come to you

if you pull birchbark off a stone, break off poles from a piece of ice
without a bit splitting off, without a chip flying off.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen does not make any great business of that:
he pulled birchbark off a stone, broke off a pole from a piece of ice
without a bit splitting off, without a chip flying off.

He invited the maiden into the sleigh, the girl into his sled.

The maiden answers warily, speaks these words:

“I would go to that person who would fashion a boat

from bits of my distaff, from pieces of my flax scraper,

who would push the boat into the water, the new ship onto the billows
without a knee pushing it, without a hand touching it,

an arm tumning it, a shoulder directing it.”

Then old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

44



8:135-214

“There is probably not on earth, not in the world, not under the whole
firmament

a shipbuilder the like of me, shipwright my equal.”

He took bits of the distaff, of the stock of the spindle;

he set out to a steel mountain, to an iron crag

to fashion a boat, to prepare a ship with a hundred planks.

He shaped the ship out of bravado, made the wooden vessel arrogantly.

He fashioned one day, fashioned a second, fashioned a third in succession,
too;

the ax does not touch the rock, the comer of the bit does not strike the crag.

Then on the third day the Demon turned the ax handle,

the Devil jerked the bit, the Evil One made the shaft slip.

The ax hit the stone, the corner of the bit struck the crag,

the ax slid off the stone, the bit slid into the flesh,

into the knee of the capable fellow, into Viiniméinen’s toe.

The Devil joined it to the flesh, the Demon fitted it into the veins;

blood started to stream, gore to spurt.

Steadfast old Viindmoinen eternal sage,

then said these words, remarked and spoke thus:

“O you ax with a stub-nosed blade, you straight-bladed battle-ax!

Did you think you had cut a tree, struck a tall evergreen,

hit a pine tree, struck a birch,

when you slipped into my flesh, slid into my veins?”

Then he began to exorcize, began to speak magic words.

He recited origin charms in the right way, magic words in proper order
but he does not remember certain  important iron charms

from which one might get a bolt, might fetch a substantial lock

for those rents made by the iron, gashes made by the steel-blue mouth.
Already the blood was running like a river, the gore rushing like a rapids.
It covered the berrystalks on the ground, the heather blooms on the heath.
There was not a single tussock that was not flooded

by those excesses of blood, by gore streaming

from the knee of the earnest fellow, from Viiniméinen’s toe.

Steadfast old Viindméinen stripped lichens from a stone,

took mosses from a fen, tore a tussock from the ground

as a plug for the fearful hole, as a stopper for the bad floodgate.

It does not restrain it in the slightest, check it the least little bit.

He indeed becomes anguished, gets more distressed.

Steadfast old Viindmoinen burst into tears.

He put the colt into harness, the brown one in front of the sleigh;

then he flings himself into the sled, settles down in his basket sleigh.

He struck the spirited steed with the whip, made a ringing sound with the
beaded lash.
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The spirited steed ran, the journey was coming to an end, the sled went on,
the way grew short.
Now soon there comes a settlement; three roads meet.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen drives along the lowest road

to the lowest-lying house. Over the threshold he asks:

“Would there be in this house a healer of a wound inflicted by iron,

an expert in the matter of a man’s anguish, a mitigator of injuries?”

There was a child on the floor, a little boy on the stove-bench.

He is the one who answers that: “There is not in this house here

a healer of a wound inflicted by iron, no expert in the matter of a man’s
anguish,

no one to seize hold of pain, no magic treater of injuries.

There is in the next house; drive to the next house.”

Steadfast old Viinimoinen struck the spirited steed with the whip,

whizzes along. He drove a bit of a way

along the middle road to the middle house.

From outside the threshold he asked, from beneath a window he entreated:

“Would there be in this house a healer of a wound inflicted by iron,

a bolt for the downpour of blood, a stopper for the rapids flowing from my
veins?”

There was an old woman there wearing a cloak, a chatterbox on the hearth
bench.

The old woman answered up, she with three teeth snarled:

“There is not in this house here  a healer of a wound inflicted by iron,

an expert in the origin of blood, no one to seize hold of pain.

There is one in the next house; drive to the next house.”

Stcadfast old Viinimoinen  struck the spirited steed with the whip,
whizzcs along.  He drove a bit of a way

along the uppermost road to the uppermost house.

Over the threshold he asks, said from behind an upright in the entryway:
“Would there be in this house a healer of a wound inflicted by iron,

a plug for this blood, a stopper for this dark blood?”

An old man was by the stove, a graybeard under the ridgepole.

The old man growled from the stove, the graybeard shouted:

“Even bigger things have been closed, larger ones vanquished

by three words of the Creator, by the deeree of the Profound Birth:
rivers at their mouths, lakes at their heads,  fierce rapids at their falls,
bays at the tips of their headlands, isthmuscs at their narrowest parts.”
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Viiniméinen tells the old man of the origin of 1ron (1-266).

The old man reviles iron and recites blood-stanching charns;

the blood is checked (267-418).

The old man has his son make an ointment, and anoints and binds the wound.
Viiniméinen recovers and thanks God for providing help (419-586).

Then old Viinimdinen got up from the sleigh,

rose from the sled without being lifted, stood up without being raised.
Thence he comes into the cabin, betakes himself under the roof.

A silver stoup is brought, a golden jug is carried in;

they do not carry even a little bit, not hold even a small amount

of old Viiniméinen's blood, of the great man’s gore.

The old man growled from the stove, the graybeard shouted:

“What manner of man may vou be and what kind of person?

Seven boatfuls, eight buckets of blood,

have, you poor wretch, been discharged from your knee to the floor.

I might remember other charms but I am not acquainted with the beginning,
with where iron originated, with what wretched bog ore grew from.”
Then old Viinimdinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I'know the origin of iron, Iam acquainted with the beginning of steel.

ORIGIN CHARMS OF IRON, LINES 29-258
[THE CREATION OF IRON, LINES 29-104]

Air is its first of mothers, water the eldest of brothers,

iron the youngest of brothers, fire in turn the middle one.

Ukko, creator on high, god of the skies,

separated the water from the air, made the mainland into land from the
water.

‘Wretched iron is not born, not born, not grown up.

Ukko, heavenly god, rubbed his two hands,

pressed both  on his left knee.

From that three maidens were bomn, all three Nature Spirits

to be the mothers of iron ore, begetters of a steel-blue mouth.

The maidens walked along with a springy gait, the virgins stepped along the
edge of a cloud

with full breasts, with aching nipples.

They milked their milk onto the ground, let their breasts spurt;

they milked onto the ground, milked onto fens, milked onto gentle waters.

One, the very oldest of the maidens, milked out black milk;

the second, the middle one of the maidens, spilled white milk;
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the third, the youngest of the maidens, spurted red milk.

From the one who milked out black milk bar-iron was born,
from the one who spilled white milk steel was made,

from the one who spurted red milk iron ore was got.

A little time passed. Iron wanted to meet

its elder brother, to go to make the acquaintance of fire.

Fire began to get bad, got quite horrible;

it was just about to burn the wretch, miserable iron, its brother.

Iron was able to hide, to hide, to save itself

from the hands of that fierce fire, from the mouth of the bright angry one.
Then iron hid from it, both hid and was saved

in a shifting quagmire, in a plashing spring,

on the very big surface of a fen, on the top of a rough bald hill
where swans lay their eggs, where the goose broods its young.
Iron lies sprawling in a fen, stretches out in watery places;

it hid for one year, hid a second, forthwith hid a third, too,
between two stumps, at the foot of three birches.

But it did not escape by flight from the grim hands of fire;

it had to come a second time, set out to fire’s dwellings

to be made into a weapon, be forged into a sword.

A wolf ran along the fen, a bear wandercd in from the heath;

the fen stirred where the wolf stepped, the heath where the bear set its paws;
there bog-iron ore came to the surface and a steel ingot grew

in the prints of the wolf’s claws, in the marks of the bear’s heel.

[ILMARINEN DISCOVERS BOG IRON, LINES 105-156]

Craftsman Ilmarinen was born, both was bom and grew up.

He was born on a charred hill, grew up on a charred heath

with a copper hammer in his hand, a little tongs in his grip.
Ilmarinen was born at night, the next day he made a smithy.

He looked for a spot for his smithy, an open place for his bellows.
He saw a narrow strip of fen, a bit of wet ground;

he set out to look at that, to examine it closely from near at hand;
in that he thrust his bellows, in that he put his forge.

Now he reached the wolf’s tracks, the bear’s hcelmarks.

He saw sprouts of iron, lumps of steel

in the wolf's big tracks, in the prints of the bear’s paw.

He speaks these words:  “Woe is you, wretched iron,

for you are in a miscrable situation, in a lowly position,

in a wolf’s clawmarks in a fen, right in a bear’s footprints.”
He ponders, he reflects:  “What would become of that indeed

48



9:137-214

if I should thrust it into the fire, put it into the forge?”

Wretched iron took fright, took fright, got terrified

when it heard fire’s messages, fire’s grim utterances.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “Do not be upset by that!

Fire will not burn you once it has made your acquaintance, will not abuse
its kin.

‘When you come to fire’s dwellings, to the bright one’s barricade,

there you will become beautiful, rise up to be magnificent

as men’s fine swords, as the tips of women’s laces.”

By the end of that day bog-iron ore had been got loose from the fen,

got separated from the miry place, been brought to the craftsman’s smithy.

[TRON IS FORGED, LINES 157-200]

That the craftsman thrust into the fire, forced it into the depths of his forge.
He blew his bellows once, blew twice, blew a third time, too.
The iron gets liquid like gruel, heaves like slag,

stretches like wheat paste, like rye dough,

in the craftsman’s great fires, in the power of the glowing flame.
Then wretched Iron howled: “Oh craftsman Ilmarinen,

take me away from here, from the agonies of red fire!”
Craftsman Ilmarinen spoke: “If I take you out of the fire,
perhaps you will grow to be terrible, will start raging exceedingly,
cut your brother even further, carve up your mother’s child.”
Then wretched iron swore, swore a solemn oath

by the forge, by the anvil, by the hammers, by the sledges;

it says these words, made this utterance:

“There is indeed wood for me to bite, heart of stone for me to eat
so that I will not cut my brother, carve up my mother’s child.

It is better for me to exist, mnicer for me to live

by going about as a comrade, going about as a work tool

than to eat my own clan, abuse my tribe.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

pulled iron out of the fire, put it on the anvil;

he works it soft, makes it into edged tools,

spears, axes, all kinds of tools.

[THE MISSING TEMPERING AGENT, LINES 201-258]

Alittle something was still lacking, wretched iron needed something.
Iron’s tongue is not boiling, steel’s mouth is not born,

iron will not get tempered  without being wet in a liquid.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen ponders that.

He prepared a little lye, dissolved the leach

as a steel-tempering venom,  as an iron-tempering liquid.

The craftsman tested it with his tongue; he tasted it all he wanted.

49



9:215-290

He uttered these words: “These are no good for me
as bitter steel-tempering liquids, as preparations for making iron.”

A bee rose from the ground, a blue-wings from a tussock.

It flies about, it keeps moving around the craftsman’s smithy.
The craftsman spoke thus: “Bee, lively fellow,

bring honey on your wings, carry honey on your tongue

from the tips of six flowers, from seven sheaths of grass,

for steel objects to be made, for iron objects to be prepared.”

A wasp, the Demon’s bird, looks about, listens,

looked from the eaves of the roof, stared from under the birchbark roof,
at the iron objects to be prepared, at the steel objects to be made.
Humming it flies along, it hurled abroad the Demon’s terrors,
carried the poisons of a snake, the black venoms of a reptile,

the poisonous acids of an ant, the secret poisons of a toad

to be poisonous venoms for steel-tempering, iron-tempering liquid.
Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

thinks, reflects that the bee has come,

that the latter has brought honey, carried honey.

He uttered a word, spoke thus:  “Just look at those things good for me
as steel-tempering liquids, things for preparing iron!”

He grabbed the steel and put it in this, wet the wretched iron in it
after he had brought it from the fire, taken it from the forge.

Steel then got bad, iron got raging,

the wretch violated its oath, trifled like a dog with its honor;

it cut its brother, the wretch, took hold of its relatives with its mouth,
let blood loose to flow, gore to stream.”

The old man growled from the stove, the graybeard sang; his head shook:
“Now I know the origin of iron, understand the ways of steel.”

CHARMS AGAINST ABUSES BY IRON, LINES 271-342

“O you wretched iron, wretched iron, miserable bog iron,

bewitched steel! Was this what you were begotten from,

from this that you got horrible, grew very big?

At that time you were not big, neither big nor small;

you were not very tall or particularly ficrce

when you were lying stretched out as milk, lying as sweet milk

in the nipples of a young maiden, developing under the armpit of a virgin
on the edge of a long cloud under the smooth heavens.

At that time you were not big, you were neither big nor small

when you were resting as ooze, standing as clear water
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on the very big surface of a fen, on the top of a rough bald hill,

when you were changed there to carthy muck, began to become rusty soil.

At that time you were not big, you were neither big nor small

when the elks trampled you on the fen, when the wild reindeer lashed you
on the heath,

a wolf trod on you with its claws, a bear with its paws.

At that time you were not big, you were neither big nor small

when you were worked up out of the fen, softened up out of earthy muck,

were brought to the craftsman’s smithy, put into Ilmarinen’s forge.

At that time you were not big, you were neither big nor small

when as slag you murmured, splashed like warm water

on grim heaths, when you swore a solemn oath

by the forge, by the anvil, by the hammers, by sledges,

by the smith’s station, by the forging place.

“Have you now grown big, got very angry,

violated, wretch, your oath, trifled like a dog with your honor

in mangling your clan, in seizing your relatives with your mouth?

‘Who ordered you to do the evil work? 'Who urged you on to the vile deed?
Your father or your mother or the eldest of your brothers

or the youngest of your sisters or some other mighty member of your clan?
Neither your father nor your mother nor the eldest of your brothers

nor the youngest of your sisters nor other mighty member of your clan!
You yourself did the evil deed, you struck the mortal blow.

Come now to recognize your deed, to make amends for your evil

before I tell your mother, complain to your parent.

‘A mother has more distress, a parent great anguish

when a son acts badly, a child does malicious damage.” ”

CHARMS FOR STANCHING BLOOD, LINES 343-416

“Restrain yourself, blood, from flowing, gore, from gushing,
from spattering on me, from spurting on my chest.

Blood, stand fast like a wall; stay there, gore, like a fence,
stand like a blade of sedge in the sea, like sedge grass in moss;
like a boulder on the edge of a field, a stone by a mighty rapids.
But if you want to move about more quickly,

then move about in flesh and glide about in bones.

It is better for you inside, nicer under the skin,

rippling in the veins and gliding in the bones

than in flowing onto the ground, dripping onto the dust.

“You will not, milk, go onto the ground, onto the grass, innocent blood,
adornment of men, onto a hayfield, onto a knoll, people’s treasure.
Your place is in the heart, your cellar under the lungs;
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move there without delay, run there fast!

You are not a river to flow nor a pond to stream,

not a quagmire in a fen to ripple nor a boat to leak.

Stop now, precious stuff, from trickling, red stuff, from dripping.

If you do not stop, dry up just the same. Formerly the rapids of Tyrji were
stopped,

the riser of Death’s Domain dried up, the sea grew dry, the heavens grew dry

during that great drought year, the wretched year of forest fires.

“If you do not obey that indeed, still other charms will be recalled,
new devices discovered. I will shout for a pot from the Demon’s,
in which blood is boiled, gore heated up

without a drop dripping, without the red stuff dropping,

with no blood flowing onto the ground, no gore gushing.

“But if I am perhaps not the man, if the lad is not Ukko’s fellow
to check this flood, to subdue this cataract from the veins,

there is indeed a heavenly father, a god above the clouds

who among men has the competence, who among people is able
to close blood’s outlet, to check the flood.

“O Ukko, creator on high, heavenly god!

Come here when needed, come here when summoned!

Press your fat hand, push your thick thumb

as a stopper of the grim hole, as a plug for the evil floodgate!

Draw a lovely leaf over it, pull a beautiful water lily quickly across it
as a dam to the blood’s course, as a plug for the flood,

so that it does not splash on my beard, run onto my poor clothes.”

Then he closed the outlet of the blood, blocked the course of the gore.

AN OINTMENT CHARM, LINES 419-500

He sent his son to the smithy to make ointments
from those sheathes of grass, from the florets of yarrow,
from plants which let honey flow onto the ground, which drip honeydew.

The boy went to the smithy, set about making an ointment.

He came upon an oak; he questioned the oak:

“Is there honey on your branches, honeydew under your bark?”

The oak answers knowingly: “Yesterday indeed

honeydew was dripping on my branches, honey sprinkling onto my top
branches

from the gently dripping clouds, from cloud patches that were breaking up.”

He took some chips from the oak, bits of the fragile tree,
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took some good grasses, herbs of diverse appearance

which in these parts onc does not see growing everywhere.

He puts a pot on the fire, gets ready to boil the brew

full of bits of oak bark, lovcly looking grasses.

The pot boiled noisily ~ for three whole nights,

for three spring days. Then he looked at the ointments

to see whether the ointments were reliable, the magic nostrums effective.
The ointments are not reliable, the magic nostrums not effective.

He put in more grasses, herbs of diverse appearance

which had becn brought from elsewhere, from a hundred days’ journey away,
from nine magicians, from eight seers.

He boiled them three more nights, nine nights in all.

He lifts the pot from the fire, looks at the ointments

to see whether the ointments are reliable, the magic nostrums effective.

There was a many-branched aspen, it was growing on the edge of a field.
That the base fellow broke off, split right in two;

he anointed it with these ointments, treated it with these magic nostrums.
He uttered these words: “If there is in these ointments

something fit to be put on an injury, to be poured on wounds,

get whole, aspen, finer than before!”

The aspen got whole, finer than before,

grew fair above, got quite well below.

Then he tested the ointments, looks at the magic nostrums,

tested them in the cracks of a stone, in the crevices of boulders.

Already stones were gripping stones, boulders seizing boulders.

The boy came from the smithy from making the ointments,

from preparing the unguents; he thrust them into the old man’s hand:
“Here are rcliable ointments, effective nostrums,

though vou were even to anoint mountains, to join all crags together.”
The old man tried it with his tongue, tasted it with his lovely mouth;

he recognized that the magic nostrums were good, the ointments reliable.

Then he anointed Viiniméinen, healed the one who had fared badly;

he anointed him below, anointed him above, once gave his middle a quick
rub.

He speaks these words, made this remark:

PROTECTIVE CHARMS, LINES 507-516

“I am not moving by virtuc of my own muscles, I am moving by virtue of
my Creator’s muscles;

1 am not moving quickly by my own powers, I am moving quickly by the
Almighty’s power;
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I am not speaking with my own mouth, Iam speaking with God’s mouth.
If T have a lovely mouth, God’s mouth is lovelier;
if my hand is fair, the Creator’s hand is fairer.”

When the ointment had been put on, those reliable magic nostrums,
it made him partly swoon, made Viiniméinen writhe;
he flung himself this way, flung himself that but he found no rest.

In this way the old man exorcized the pains, thrust away those agonies
into the middle of Pain Hill, into the ridge of Pain Mountain,

to break stones, to crush boulders.

He seized a piece of silk, cut it into wide strips,

tore it to pieces, made it into bandages.

With those pieces of silk he bound, with the lovely silk he bandages
the splendid fellow’s knee, Viiniméinen’s toes.

He speaks these words, made this remark:

A BANDAGE CHARM, LINES 539-546

“Let the Creator’s silk be a bandage, the Creator’s cloak be a covering
for this good knee, for the innocent toes.

Look now, gracious God, keep us, steadfast Creator,

from being drawn to evil, snatched into sin.”

Then old Viiniméinen already felt a real relief.

He soon got well, his flesh grew fair,

altogether well below, his middle became painless,

his sides perfect, no scar above,

healthier than before, finer than in the past.

Now the leg was already strong enough to walk on, the knee able to stamp;
he does not complain to speak of, not groan in the very least.

Then old Viiniméinen raised his eyes upward,

glances courtcously up to the heavens.

He says these words, made this remark:

“From yonder indeed gracious things ever come, merciful safeguards come
from heaven above, from the almighty Creator.

Thanks now, God! alone be praised, Creator,

for having granted me rclicf, mercifully brought protection

in thesc violent pains, in the wounds of sharp iron.”

Then old Viindméinen  further uttered these words:

“Do not, people of the future, people just growing up,

make a boat out of bravado, a boat rib arrogantly.

‘God starts the race, the Creator determines the finish,

not the skill of a human being, by no means the power of a strong man.””
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POEM 10

Viiniméinen comes home and urges Ilmarinen to set out to woo

the maid of North Farm whom he would get by forging a Sampo (1-100).
Ilmarinen will never promise to set out for North Farm,

for which reason Viinimoinen must by other means set him on his way
against his will (101-200). Ilmarinen comes to North Farm,

is well received, and is set to forging the Sampo (201-280).

Ilmarinen forges the Sampo and the mistress of North Farm

takes it into North Farm’s hill of rock (281-432).

Ilmarinen asks for the girl in payment for his work;

the girl makes difficulties and says she cannot yet leave home (433-462).
Ilmarinen gets a vessel, returns to his home and tells Viinimoinen

that he has already forged the Sampo for North Farm (463-510).

Steadfast old Viiniméinen took the brown stallion,

put the colt into harness, the brown one in front of the sleigh;

he flings himself into the sled, settles down in his sleigh.

He struck the spirited steed with the whip, made a ringing sound with the
beaded lash.

The spirited steed ran, the journey was coming to an end; the sled went on,
the way grew short,

the birchwood runners clattered along, the ashwood shaft-bow creaked.

He drives along easily, drove over fens, drove across country,

drove over extensive clearings. He proceeded one day, proceeded a second,

then on the third day he came to a long corduroy causeway,

to the heath of the Kaleva District, to the edge of the Osmo field.

Then he uttered these words, spoke and talked:

“Wolf, eat the wizard; disease, kill the Lapp.

He said I would never get home never, never alive,

never, never while the moon shines gold-bright,

to these clearings in Viinimoinen’s district, to the heaths of the Kaleva
District.”

Then old Viinimoinen sings away magically, practices his art.

He sang up a bushy-crowned fir, bushy-crowned with golden leaves;

it thrust its crown to the heavens, rose up through the clouds;

the foliage extended to the skies, spread in all directions through the heavens.

He sings away magically, practices his art; he sang a moon to gleam palely

in the golden-crowned fir, sang a Great Bear onto the branches.

He clatters along  to the lovely dwellings
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downcast, low in mind, high-peaked hat all askew,

because he had pledged craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

as a ransom,  as a pledge for his own head,

to gloomy North Farm, to dark Sedgy Farm.

Now the stallion stopped at the head of the newly cleared Osmo field.
Then old Viiniméinen raised his head from the sleigh;

he hears a noise from the smithy, a din from the charcoal shed.
Steadfast old Viiniméinen pressed on into the smithy.

Craftsman Ilmarinen is there he is hammering away.
Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “O you old Viiniméinen!
‘Where have you been staying so long, living all this while?”
Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

“I stayed yonder a long time, was living all the time

at gloomy North Farm, at dark Sedgy Farm,

skied about on Lappish skis in the magicians’ districts.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O you old Viiniméinen, eternal sage!

‘What have you to say about your travels now that you have come to the
dwellings here at home?”

Old Viiniméinen spoke: “I have many things to say.

There is a maiden at North Farm, a virgin in the cold settlement,

who does not yield to suitors, does not fancy nice men.

Half the north land praises her, for she is very comely.

It was as if the moon were shining on her brow, the sun gleaming on her
breasts,

the Great Bear on her shoulders, the Pleiades on her back.

You, craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

set out to fetch the maiden, to look at her luxuriant hair.

If you can forge a Sampo, decorate a lid of many colors,

then you will get the maiden as your payment, the lovely girl for your work.”

Cratfsman Ilmarinen said: “O old Viiniméinen!

Have you already promised me to gloomy North Farm

as a pledge for your own head, as a ransom for yourself?

I will never at all not while the moon shines gold-bright,

set out for the dwellings of North Farm,  for the log buildings of Sedgy Farm,

for places where men are devoured, people destroyed.”

Then old Viiniméinen uttcred these words:

“There is yet another marvelous marvel; there is a bushy-crowned fir,

bushy-crowned with golden leaves on the edge of the Osmo field.

The moon was gleaming palely in the crown, the Great Bear was standing
still on the branches.”
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Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “I will not believe that that is true

unless I go and look, see with these eyes of mine.”

Old Viindméinen said:  “If you do not really believe it,

let us go look and see whether this is the truth or a lie.”

They set out to look at the bushy-topped fir,

old Viindmoinen the one, craftsman Ilmarinen the other.

Then when they got there to the edge of the Osmo field,

the craftsman stands still right by it, marvels at the new fir,

for on its branches was the Great Bear, the moon in the crown of the fir.
Then old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

“Now you craftsman, my boon companion, go up and fetch the moon,
get the Great Bear  from the golden-crowned fir.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen went high up the tree,

way up to the heavens, went up to fetch the moon,

to take the Great Bear from the golden-crowned fir.

The bushy-crowned fir spoke, the broad-crowned pine gave utterance:
“Woe is a foolish man, a quite inexperienced person!

You went up, funny fellow, onto my branches, childish you, to my crown
to fetch the feigned moon, for a false star.”

Then old Viiniméinen sings in a low voice.

He sang the wind into a gale, worked the weather into a fury.
He speaks these words, makes this magic utterance:

“Take him, wind, into your vessel, get him, cold spring wind,
into your boat to transport him to gloomy North Farm.”
The wind rose to a gale, the weather got into a fury.

It took craftsman Ilmarinen and sped him

to gloomy North Farm, to dark Sedgy Farm.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen now went on until he got there.

He went on along the path of the wind, along the course of the cold spring
wind

over the moon, along under the sun, along the shoulder of the Great Bear.

He ended up in the yard at North Farm, on the path to the sauna at Sedgy
Farm.

Neither did the dogs hear him nor the barkers notice him.

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, gat-toothed dame of North Farm,

she comes to the yard. She managed to speak:

“What manner of man are you and what kind of a fellow?

You came here on the path of the wind, on the sled course of the cold
spring wind.

And the dogs are not barking, the bushytails not uttering a sound!”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “I by no means came here
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to be torn by the dogs of the settlement, to be attacked by bushytails,

at these strange doors, at these alien gates.”

Then the mistress of North Farm  inquired of the newcomer:

“Have you come to make the acquaintance of, to hear about, to know about
that craftsman Ilmarinen, the highly skilled smith?

‘We have now long been waiting and long been wanting him

to make a new Sampo  for these wildemess districts of North Farm.”
Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I have probably got to know that craftsman Ilmarinen

since I myself am Ilmarinen, myself the skilled smith.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, gat-toothed dame of North Farm,

made her way quickly into the house. She speaks these words:

“My girl younger than I, my very steady-going child,

now put your best things on your head, the most charming things on your
body,

the most shining on your bosom, the most splendid on your breast,

on your neck the most beautiful, the loveliest on your brow

to make your cheeks rosy, to set off your face.

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

has now come to make a Sampo, to decorate a lid of many colors.”

That fair girl of North Farm, famed by land, renowned by sea,

took choice garments, the most beautiful of her dresses,

clothes herself, garbs herself, dons head ornaments,

puts on copper belts, makes herself uncommonly fine in gold belts.

She came from the storehouse into the house, walking with springy step
from the farmyard,

her eyes radiant, her forehead high,

her face beautiful, her cheeks rosy.

Gold objects hung on her breast, silver ones shone on her head.

The mistress of North Farm led craftsman Ilmarinen

into those dwellings of North Farm, into the log buildings of Sedgy Farm;
there she gave him food to eat, gave the man drink to drink,

entertained him very well. Then she began to speak:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith!

If you are able to forge a Sampo, to decorate a lid of many colors

from the tip of the shaft of a swan’s feather, from the milk of a farrow cow,
from a tiny ear of barley, from the fleece of a summer ewe,

then you will get the maiden as your payment, the lovely girl for your work.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:
“I will probably be able to forge a Sampo, to decorate a lid of many colors
from the tip of the shaft of a swan’s feather, from the milk of a farrow cow,
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from a tiny ear of barley, from the fleece of a summer ewe

just as I forged the heavens, tapped out the firmament

without any ground plan, without benefit of a piece of string.”

He started the construction of the Sampo, the decoration of the lid of many
colors.

He asked for a forge there, he lacked a smith’s tools;

there was no forge there, no forge, no bellows,

no smithy, no anvil, no hammer, no handle.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words, spoke thus:

“Let women be irresolute, poor wretches leave a task half done

but not a really rather inferior man, ~a really less enterprising person.”

He searched for a base for a forge, an open place for a bellows

in those parts, in those regions behind the fields of North Farm.

He searched one day, searched a second. Then on the third day

he came upon a marbled stone, a big block of rock.

There the craftsman stopped, the smith built a fire;

one day he made a bellows, the next he set up the forge.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

thrust the things into the fire, his work down to the bottom of the forge;
he employed slaves to blow, serfs to pump the bellows.

The slaves blew and fanned the flames, the serfs pumped the bellows
for three summer days, three summer nights.

The stones grew into their heels, boulders into where their toes were.
Thus on the first day craftsman Ilmarinen

bent down to look at the bottom of his forge

to see what might be coming out of the fire, emerging from the blaze.
A crossbow poked up out of the fire, a golden bow out of the glow,

a golden bow, a silver tip, a shaft omamented with copper.

The crossbow is fine-looking but is not well-mannered:

every day it demands a head, on a really good day two heads.

Craftsman Ilmarinen is not greatly delighted with this;

he broke the bow in two, then thrusts it into the fire.

He set slaves to blowing, the serfs to pumping the bellows.
Now indeed the day after craftsman Ilmarinen

bent down to look at the bottom of his forge:

a boat pokes up out of the fire, a red craft out of the glow,
bow and stern adomned with gold, tholepins cast of copper.
The boat is fine-looking  but is not well-mannered:

for no reason it would set out to war, needlessly go to battle.

Craftsman Ilmarinen is not delighted with that at all;
he smashed the boat to pieces, thrusts it into the hearth.
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He set the slaves to blowing, the serfs to pumping the bellows.

Now on the third day craftsman Ilmarinen

bent down to look at the bottom of his forge:

a heifer pokes up out of the fire, a golden horned one out of the glow;

on its shoulder is the constellation of the Great Bear, on its head the sun’s
disk.

The heifer is fine-looking  but is not well-mannered:

in the forest it keeps lying down, keeps spilling milk on the ground.

Craftsman Ilmarinen is not delighted with that at all;

he broke the cow to bits, then thrusts them into the fire.

He sets the slaves to blowing, the serfs to pumping the bellows.
Now on the fourth day craftsman Ilmarinen

bent down to look at the bottom of his forge:

a plow pokes up out of the fire, the blade of gold out of the glow,
blade of gold, shaft of copper, silver on the hilt.

The plow is finelooking but is not well-mannered:

it plows up the community fields, furrows cultivated lands.

Craftsman Ilmarinen is not delighted with that at all;

he broke the plow in two, thrusts it into the depths of the forge.

He set the winds to blowing, strong gusts to pumping the bellows.

The winds blew and fanned the flames, the east wind blew, the west wind
blew,

the south wind blew still more, the north wind roared loud.

It blew one day, blew a second, forthwith it blew a third day, too;

fire swirled out of the opening, sparks flashed from the fire door,

ashes rose to heaven, the smoke gets dense up to the clouds.

At the end of the third day craftsman Ilmarinen

bent down to look at the bottom of his forge;

he saw that a Sampo was being born, a lid of many colors forming.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

taps away fast, pounds away spiritedly.

He forged the Sampo skillfully: on one side a grain mill,

on the second side a salt mill, on the third a money mill.

Then the new Sampo ground away, the lid of many colors went round and
round;

it ground a binful in the dawn, one binful of things to eat;

it ground a second of things to sell, a third of household supplies.

Thus the dame of North Farm was delighted. Then she took the big Sampo
to North Farm’s hill of rock, to inside the copper mountain

behind nine locks. There it struck root

to the depth of nine fathoms; it put one root down into solid ground,

a second into the water’s edge, the third into the rise near the house.
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Then craftsman Ilmarinen went to suc for the girl.

He uttered these words, spoke thus: “Is the girl now mine

since the Sampo has been finished, your lid of many colors made a thing of
beauty?”

That beautiful girl of North Farm spoke these words thus:

“Who indeed here next year, who indeed three summers from now

would make cuckoos call, birds sing,

if I should go elsewhere, 1, a berry, get to other lands?

If this chick should vanish, this gosling disappear,

the mother’s offspring get lost, the red whortleberry go away,

all the cuckoos would indeed vanish, the birds of joyous music move away

from the heights of this region, from the crests of this ridge.

Besides, I have no time at all, cannot get away from my days of maidenhood,

from those tasks that must be performed, from summer’s pressing tasks,

with the berries on the ground unpicked, the shores of the bay not sung to,

the meadows untrod by me, the groves not sported in by me.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, etemal smith,

downcast, low in mind, high-peaked hat all askew,

now reflects on this, long holds his head on his hand,
reflecting on how to go home, how to reach familiar lands
from gloomy North Farm, from dark Sedgy Farm.

The mistress of North Farm said: “O craftsman Ilmarinen,

why are you low in mind, your high-peaked hat all askew?
Would you like to go to your former dwelling places?”
Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “I should like to go there

to my home to die, to my country quietly to pine away.”

Then the mistress of North Farm  fed the man, gave the man drink,
seated him in the stern of a craft provided with a copper paddle.
She told the wind to blow, the north wind to blow a gale.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

journeyed to his own lands over the blue sea.

He went for one day, went a second; on the third day, indeed,
the craftsman now got home to the place of his birth.

Old Viindméinen inquired  of craftsman Ilmarinen:

“Boon companion, craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith!

Have you already made a new Sampo, decorated a lid of many colors?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said, the maker himself spoke:

“The new Sampo was already grinding away, the lid of many colors going
round and round;

it was grinding a binful in the dawn, one binful of things to eat,

it ground a second of things to sell, a third of household supplies.”
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POLEM 11

Lemminkiinen sets out to woo the high-born maid of the Island (1-110).
The maidens of the Island at first ridicule him

but they soon become all too well acquainted with him (111-156).
The one, Kyllikki, for whom he set out,

he does not get to agree voluntarily,

for which reason he finally abducts her forcibly,

throws her into the sleigh and sets out on the journey (157-222).
Kyllikki weeps and in particular

condemns Lemminkiinen’s warlike proclivities.

Lemminkiinen promises never to set out to war

if Kyllikki will promise never to gad about, and both indeed swear
they will stay home (223-314). Lemminkiinen’s mother

is delighted with her young daughter-in-law (315-402).

It is time to speak of Ahti, to go on about the rascal.

Ahti, lad of the Island, that reckless son of Lempi,

grew up in a grand home  at his dear mother’s

at the head of a very large bay, in a cove in Faraway Headland.

There the man with a far-roving mind grew up on fish, Ahti grew tall on
perch.

He got to be the very finest man, the ruddy-cheeked fellow flourished;

he has a good head on him, for his part he is competent.

But he went a little astray, got into trouble because of his ways:

he was always around the women, visiting all night

to the delight of those virgins, dancing with girls with luxuriant hair.

Kyllikki was a maiden of the Island, maiden of the Island, flower of the
Island.

She grew up in a grand home, grew up to be very lovely,

sitting in her father’s cottages, on the curves of the highbacked bench.

Long she flourished, was famed far and wide. ~Suitors came from afar

to the maiden’s fine home, to the lovely farmstead.

Sun proposed for his son; she did not go to Sun’s abode

to roast at Sun’s  during the summer’s pressing tasks.

Moon proposed for his son; she did not go to Moon’s abode

to gleam palely at Moon’s, to circle domains of the sky.

Star proposed for his son; she did not go to Star’s abode

to twinkle through the nights in the wintry heavens.

Suitors come from Estonia, others from yonder in Ingria.
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The girl certainly did not go there. In reply she answered:

“Your gold is going for nothing, your silver is getting less and less.

Nor will I set out for Estonia, will not set out, not pledge myself

to row Estonian waters, to punt away from the people of the Island

to eat Estonian fish, gulp down Estonian broth.

I will not set out to Ingria, Pengria, Pangria.

There is dearth there, dearth of everything, dearth of wood, dearth of splints,
dearth of water, dearth of wheat, dearth of rye bread.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen, the handsome man with a far-roving mind,

vowed to set out to woo the flower of the Island,

that fine bride-to-be, beautiful creature with luxuriant hair.

His mother tried to forbid it, the old woman kept waming him:

“Do not go, my son, to people better than yourself.

You may not be tolerated in the great clan of the Island.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“If T am not elegant as to my house, not very great as to my clan,

I will prevail by my figure, take her by other ways of mine.”

His mother keeps forbidding Lemminkiinen to set out

to the great clan of the Island, to the large family:

“There the maidens will ridicule you, the women laugh at you.”

What did Lemminkiinen care! He said these words:

“I will certainly stop the women’s laughter, the daughters’ peals of laughter;

I will knock a boy into their wombs, a baby into their embrace.

There is an end to even good ridicule, to even the best insult!”

Then his mother spoke these words: “Woe is me, wretched me!

Should you seduce the women of the Island, ravish the pure maidens,

then strife would come of it, a great war arise.

All the suitors of the Island, a hundred men with their swords

would attack you, poor wretch, beset the solitary man.”

What did Lemminkiinen care about his mother’s warnings!
He takes a good stallion, hamessed a choice colt;

he clatters along  to the famed settlement of the Island

to woo the flower of the Island, the Island’s fine bride-to-be.

The women laughed at Lemminkiinen, the maidens showed their scorn
when he drove up the lane oddly, strangely to the farmstead.

He tipped his basket sleigh over, rolled into the gate.

Then Lemminkiinen screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around,
clawed at his black beard. He uttered these words:

“I have not seen that before, not previously seen or heard

a woman laughing at me, have not tolerated a maiden’s scorn.”
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What did Lemminkiinen care! He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Is there a place on the Island, land on the mainland of the Island,

for me to sport in, a field for me to dance on

as a delight to the maidens of the Island, dancing with the girls with
luxuriant hair?”

The virgins of the Island, the maidens of the headland answer:

“Indeed there is a place on the Island, land on the mainland of the Island

for you to sport on, a field for you to dance on

as a herdsman on bumned-over lands, as a herder on a burned-over clearing.

‘On the lands of the Island children are scrawny, colts fat.’”

‘What did Lemminkiinen care! He hired out as a herdsman,

by day went about his herding, by night the delight of the virgins,

sport for those maidens, dancing with the girls with luxuriant hair.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, the handsome man with a far-roving mind,
now indeed stopped woman’s laughter, restrained maiden’s ridicule.
There was not a single daughter, not the very purest maiden

whom he did not touch, by whose side he did not stretch out.

There was one virgin among them all in the great clan of the Island

who had not given in to suitors, not taken a fancy to nice men:

that was elegant Kyllikki, gracious flower of the Island.

Reckless Lemminkiinen, handsome man with a far-roving mind,

wore out a hundred boots, rowed a hundred oars to pieces

while getting that girl, while catching Kyllikki.

Kyllikki, elegant girl, she indeed uttered these words:

“Why, wretched fellow, do you keep roving about? Why, whimpering shore
bird, are you driving about,

asking for girls from here, inquiring about girls with tin-adorned belts?

I will not have time for this until I grind my quern stone to rubbish,

pound my pestle to a mere stub, stamp the mortar to bits.

I will not marry frivolous men, frivolous men, insignificant persons;

I want a sturdy body for my sturdy body,

I want a rather finer figure for my fine figure,

also a most handsome face for my handsome face.”

It was a short time, barely half a month elapsed.

Now on a certain day, on a certain evening,

the maidens were sporting, the fair ones dancing

sceretly on the land side of the Island, on a lovely heath,

Kyvllikki supreme over the others, most famous flower of the Island.

The ruddy-checked rascal came along, reckless Lemminkiinen drove

his own stallion, his choice colt

to the middle of the playing field, of the fair ones’ dance.

He snatched Kyllikki into the sleigh, dragged the maiden into his sled,
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put her on his fur rug, tied her to the slatted bottom of his sleigh.

He struck the horse with the whip, cracked the lash,

then started sliding along. As he was setting out, he says:

“Do not, virgins, ever let on,

that I came here, that I abducted the maiden from here.

If you do not obey this, then evil will befall you:

T will sing your suitors away to war, the young men laid low by a sword,
so that you will never hear them, never see them

walking in the cattle runs, driving on the meadows.”

Kyllikki of course complained, the flower of the Island kept lamenting:
“Release me now, let the child go free

to proceed to her home, to her weeping mother.

If you do not grant me leave to proceed home,

there are still my five brothers, seven children of my father’s brother
to follow the hare’s trail, to claim the girl’s head.”

Since, however, she was by no means set free, she burst out crying.
She uttered a word, spoke thus: “In vain was I born, wretched me,
born in vain, grew up in vain, lived my life in vain;

now I have got into the hands of a worthless, insignificant man,
into the protection of a wager of war, of an ever fierce fighter.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“Kyllikki, my dear heart, my sweet little berry!

Do not be upset by this. I will probably not treat you badly;

you will be in my embrace while I am eating, holding my hands when I am
going about,

at my side when I am standing still, beside me when I am stretched out.

‘What indeed are you grieving over, what are you anxiously sighing about?

Are you grieving over that, anxiously sighing about that,

over a lack of cows, lack of bread, and over a shortage of all provisions?

Do not be upset by that. I have many cows,

many givers of milk; the one on the fen is Blackie,

a second on the hill is Strawberry,  a third in the clearing is Whortleberry.

They are lovely yet do no eating, beautiful yet not looked after;

evenings there is no tying them up, nor momings any tumning them loose,

no throwing them fodder, salt, no bother about mash.

Or were you grieving over, anxiously sighing about

my family not being great, my house not very elegant?

If I am not of a great family and my house is not elegant,

I have a flashing sword, a glittering blade.

That indeed is of a big clan, of a large family:

it was sharpened at the Demon’s, polished at the gods’.
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With that I will enlarge my clan, extend my whole family,
with the tempered sword, the flashing blade.”

The poor girl grieved, uttered these words:

“O Ahti, son of Lempi! If you want a girl like me

as an etemnal spouse, as a chick by your side,

swear eternal oaths that you will not go to war

from any craving for gold, desire for silver, either.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered these words:

“I swear eternal oaths that I will not go to war

from any craving for gold, desire for silver, either.

You yourself swear an oath that you will not gad about

from a desire for a good dance, from a craving to go dancing.”

Then they swore their oaths, made their eternal vows

in the presence of illustrious God, humbly looking up at the face of the
Almighty:

Ahti will not go to war, Kyllikki not gad about.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen whipped up the spirited steed with the switch,
struck the stallion with the reins. He uttered these words:
“Farewell, grasslands of the Island, fir-tree roots, resinous stumps
which I have walked over summers, trod on every winter,

hiding on cloudy nights, fleeing in bad weather

while I was hunting hazel grouse, ever pursuing old squaws.”

He drives along easily; his home now soon appears.

The girl utters these words, spoke and said thus:

“A house is looming up yonder, it looks like a hunger-haunted ruin.
‘Whose house indeed is it, what good-for-nothing’s home is it?”
Reckless Lemminkiinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Do not grieve over the houses, do not sigh over the buildings.
‘We will make other houses, put up better ones

from huge stands of timber, from the best stands of slender trees.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen now gets home

to his dear mother’s, to his own parent’s.

The mother uttered these words, remarked, spoke thus:

“You stayed a long time, my son, a long time in strange lands.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I seduced the women for me to laugh at, took vengeance on the virtuous
maidens,

put a stop to the protracted ridicule, to their mocking of me.

I got the best one into my basket sleigh, put her on my fur rug,

tied her to the slatted bottom of my sleigh, rolled her under the woolen robe.

Thus I paid off the women'’s laughter, the girls’ fun.
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O mother mine, you who bore me, my mother who brought me up!
‘What I set out for, that indeed I obtained; what I asked for, that I got.
Now lay out the best bedding, the softest pillows

for me to lie down on in my own land  with my young maiden.”

The mother uttered these words, spoke and talked:

“Now thanks be, God, glory be, Creator, especially

because you gave me a daughter-in-law, brought a girl good at blowing up
the fire,

an excellent weaver of cloth, a very capable spinner,

a fine washer of laundry, bleacher of clothes.

Thank your good luck! You got a good thing, you met a good thing,

your Creator granted you a good thing, the Gracious One gave you a good
thing.

A snow bunting on the snow is pure, purer the one at your side;

white is the foam on the sea, whiter she who is in your power;

graceful is a mallard on the sea, more graceful she who is in your protection;

bright is a star in heaven, brighter the one wedded to you.

Now build broad floors, get bigger windows,

set up new walls, make the whole house better,

with thresholds before the house, new doors on the thresholds,

now that you have got the young maiden, have picked a beautiful one,

better than yourself, greater than your clan.”
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Kyllikki forgets her oath and starts to gad about,

at which Lemminkiinen gets very angry and decides then and there
to cast her off and to set out to woo the maiden of North Farm (1-128).
His mother tries in every way to stop her son from setting out

and says that he will meet his death there.

Lemminkiinen, while brushing his hair,

out of spite flings the brush from his hand and then and there
demands that blood flow from the brush as if from himself (129~212).
He gets ready, sets out on his journey, comes to North Farm,

and enchants every man out of the house at North Farm.

Just one, a loathsome cattle herder [Soppy Hat),

he leaves unenchanted (213-504).

Then Ahti Lemminkiinen, that handsome man from Faraway Farm,
spent all his time with the young maiden;
he himself did not go to the wars nor did Kyllikki gad about.

So on a certain day, on a certain morning

Ahti Lemminkiinen sets out for fish-roe;

he did not come home in the evening, did not get there the next night.

Kyllikki now went gadding about, went to the sport of those maidens.

‘Who indeed brings the news, who indeed relays the gossip?

Ahti has a sister Ainikki; she is the one who brings the news,

she is the one who relays the gossip: “My dear brother Ahti,

Kyllikki has already been gadding about, going to the gates of outsiders,

sporting with the neighborhood maidens, dancing with the girls with lux-
uriant hair.”

The lad Ahti, beloved lad, reckless Lemminkiinen,

got angry at that, got irked at that, was furious at that for a long time.

He uttered these words: “O my mother, aged woman!

If only you would wash my shirt in the poisons of a black snake,

if you would dry it quickly so that I may war

on the home fires of the lads of North Farm, on the fields of the children of
Lapland!

Kyllikki has now been gadding about, going to the gates of outsiders,

sporting with those maidens, dancing with the girls with luxuriant hair.”

Of course Kyllikki says, the woman first hastens to say:

“O my dear Ahti, do not set out to war!

I had a drcam while I was lying down, while I was stretched out sound
asleep:
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fire belched forth as from a forge, fire blazed

right along under the window, along the embankment by the back wall;

from there it surged into the house, roared like a rapids

from the floorboards to the ceiling, from window to window.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered these words:

“I do not believe in women’s dreams or in wives’ oaths.

O my mother, you who bore me, bring my war gear here,

fetch my battle dress. It is my desire

to drink the beer of war, taste the mead of war.”

The mother uttered these words. “O Ahti my son,

do not set out to war. We have in the house beer

in alderwood kegs behind an oak spigot,

enough for you to drink even if you drank all day.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “I do not care for homemade beer;

I prefer to drink river water from the blade of the tarred paddle;

I find it sweeter to drink than all the homemade table beers.

Bring my war gear here, fetch my battle dress.

I am setting out for the houses of North Farm, for the fields of the children
of Lapland

to ask for gold pieces, to demand silver pieces.”

Lemminkidinen’s mother said: “O Ahti my son,

there are indeed gold pieces in the house, silver pieces in our storehouse.

Only yesterday very early in the moming

a slave was plowing an adder-ridden field, was tuming over one infested by
snakes.

The plough lifted up the lid of a chest, the tongue of the plough brought
up money.

In it were locked hundreds of coins, thousands heaped up.

I took the chest to the storehouse, put it up in the storehouse loft.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “I do not care for household stores.

If I happen to get a mark piece in battle, I regard that as better

than all the gold pieces at home, silver pieces brought up by a plough.

Bring my war gear here, fetch my battle dress.

I 'am setting out to war against North Farm, to fight the children of Lapland.

It is my desire and it is my wish

to hear with my own ears, see with these eyes of mine,

whether there is a maiden at North Farm, a girl at Gloomy Farm,

who has not given in to suitors, not taken a fancy to nice men.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “O Ahti my son,
you have Kyllikki in the house, a rather highborn housewife.
Two women are dreadful in one man’s bed!”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “Kyllikki is a gadabout.
Let her hop in every dance, let her lie down in every cottage
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where the neighborhood virgins are having fun, the girls with luxuriant hair
dancing.”

The mother tried to forbid it, the old woman wamed him again and again:

“Just do not go, my son, to the houses of North Farm

without knowledge of magic, without competence in magic skill,

not to the houses of the lads of North Farm, to the fields of the children of
Lapland.

There a Lapp will likely enchant you, a Finnmark Lapp thrust you

right into the ashes, straight into the clay, right into fluffy ashes,

directly into hot ashes, into red-hot boulders.”

Lemminkiinen speaks thus: “Already wizards have bewitched me,

wizards bewitched, the snakes-in-the-grass cursed me. One summer evening
three Laplanders tried it on me lying naked on a solid boulder

without a belt, without clothes, not wrapped in a shred of clothing.

This much they got out of me, this much they got, the wretches:

what an ax gets from a stone, an auger from a crag,

a block of wood from slippery ice, Death from an empty house.

They threatened one way, it indeed turned out another.

They wanted to put me, they threatened to sink me

as a corduroy road into fens, as planks into dirty wet places,

to put me into the mire up to my chin, into a bad place up to my beard.
But being the man I am, I did not greatly worry about that.

I began to practice magic myself, got to singing magic songs.

I sang the wizards with their arrows, the magic bowmen with their weapons,
those magicians with their knife blades, the seers with their steel weapons,
into Death’s fierce rapids, into the dreadful maelstrom

under the highest cataract, under the worst whirlpool.

May the wizards sleep there, the ill-disposed sorcerers lie there

until grass grows through their heads, through their high-peaked hats,
through a wizard’s shoulders, through the shoulder muscles

of the wizard lying there, the sleeping sorcerer!”

The mother kept disapproving of Lemminkiinen’s setting out,

the mother forbade her son, the wife disapproved of her husband:

“Just do not go there at all to the cold settlement,

to gloomy North Farm. Ruin will surely come,

the ruin of a splendid youth, disaster for reckless Lemminkiinen.

Even if you say it a hundred times over, I just do not believe it at all.

You are no singer compared to the lads of North Farm

nor do you understand the speech of Finnmark, not know how to sing magic
in Lappish.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, the handsome man with a far-roving mind,

groomed his head, brushed his hair.
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He dashed the brush against the wall, flung it against thc corner post of the
stove,

uttered a word, spoke thus, spoke and said:

“It will be the disaster of L inkdinen, the ruin of the splendid youth,

when the brush is streaming with blood, the brush flowing with gore.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen set out  for gloomy North Farm

in the face of his mother’s no, his parent’s waming.

He girds himself, he dirds himself, puts on his iron shirts,

wraps himself in steel belts. He uttered these words:

“A man is more secure in a bymie, better in an iron shirt,

more powerful in a steel belt among those wizards,

so that he does not worry about the poorer ones, not bother about the really
good ones.”

He took his own sword, seized his flashing blade

which had been sharpened at the Demon’s, polished at the gods’;

he girds it to his side, thrust it into the lined sheath.

‘Where shall the man arm himself by incantations, the bold fellow protect
himself?

Now he is arming himself somewhat, the bold one protecting himself

yonder under the lintel at the opening of the door, by the doorjamb of the
cabin,

in the yard at the entrance to the lane, at the farthest gates.

There the man is arming himself against womenfolk.

Those measures are not effective nor are the places of shelter dependable,

so he takes further precautions against menfolk

where two roads cross, on top of a blue stone,

by shifting quagmires, by plashing springs,

by the mighty falls of a rapid, in the bend of a mighty stream.

PROTECTIVE CHARMS, LINES 255-296

There reckless Lemminkiinen uttered words and spoke magic:

“Up from the earth, swordsmen, men as old as the earth,

from wells, swordsmen, from rivers, crossbowmen!

Rise up, forest, with your men, the whole backwoods with your people,

old man of the mountain with your forces, water demon with your terrors,

mistress of the water with your spirits, oldest woman of the water with your
powers,

maidens from every swale, fine ladies from quagmires,

to aid a solitary man, as comrades for a famous lad,

so that a wizard’s arrows will not cut, neither a seer’s steel weapons

nor an ill-disposed sorcerer’s knife-blades nor the weapons of magic marks-
men.

If this is not enough, I recall still another means, too.
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I will sigh deeply looking higher up to that Ukko of the sky

who rules the clouds, govemns the cloud patches:

‘O Ukko, god on high, ancient heavenly father

who speaks through the clouds, talks through the sky!

Bring me a flaming sword inside a flaming sheath

with which I will sunder obstacles, with which I will undo destructive magic,
kill the earthly sorcerers, defeat the water wizards

in the air in front of me, back of me,

above me, beside me, on either flank—

I will fell the wizards with their arrows, the sorcerers with their knifeblades,
the seers with their steel weapons, the bad men with their swords.’ ”

Then reckless Lemminkéinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

whistled a colt in from a copse, a golden-maned horse from off last year’s
grass;

he put the colt into hamess, the fiery-red one into the shafts.

He sat down in the sleigh, flung himself into his basket sleigh,

struck the spirited steed with the whip, urged it on with the lash.

The spirited steed ran, the journey proceeded, the sleigh went on, the way
grew short,

the silver sand sang, the lovely heath re-echoes.

He went on one day, went a second, soon went on a third, too.

On the third day indeed he comes upon the settlement.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen clatters along

a very remote road to a very remote house.

Over the threshold he asks, spoke from behind an upright in the entryway:

“Would there be anyone in this house to undo my breast strap,

to let down my shafts, to dismount the shaft-bow?”

A child on the floor spoke up, a boy at the top of the outer stairs:

“There is nobody in this house to undo your breast strap,

to let down your shafts, to dismount the shaft-bow.”

What did Lemminkiinen care! He struck the spirited steed with the whip,

rang out with the beaded lash; he clatters along

the middle road to the middle house.

Over the threshold he asks, speaks from outside the entryway:

“Would there be anybody in this house to take the reins,

to undo the breast strap, pull off the traces?”

A woman spoke crossly from the stove stone, a chatterbox from the stove
bench:

“In this house you will certainly get someone to take your reins,

to undo your breast strap, to let down your shafts.

There are indeed tens, you can have, if you wish, hundreds

who will get you a conveyance, give you a driving horse
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to go, loathsome person, to your home, to flee, bad man, to your land,
to your father’s dwelling place, to your mother’s doorsteps,

to the opening of your brother’s gate, to the top of your sister’s stairs
before the close of day, the setting of the sun.”

‘What did Lemminkiinen care! He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The old woman ought to be shot, she with an underhung jaw shot with
an arrow.”

He struck the spirited steed to get it going; he whizzes along

the uppermost road  to the uppermost house.

Then as he was nearing the house reckless Lemminkdinen

speaks these words, made this remark:

A DOG CHARM [TO PREVENT BARKING], LINES 373-378

“Close, Demon, the barking dog’s mouth, Devil, the dog’s jaw;

make a lock in front of its mouth, a bolt between its teeth

so that it will not let out a sound  before the man has gone by.”

Accordingly, when he came to the farmyard, he struck the ground with his
whip:

a fine haze rose from the track of his whip, a little man appeared in the haze;

he was the one who undid the breast straps, he the one who let down the
shafts.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen listened closely

without anybody discovering him, anybody noticing him.

From outside he heard songs, words between the moss-caulked logs,

musicians through the wall, magic singers through the window-hatch.

From there he took a look into the house, peeked surreptitiously.

The house was full of experts, the benches full of magician singers,

the side walls lined with musicians, the opening of the door full of experts,

the high bench full of seers, the inglenooks full of magicians.

They were singing Lappish songs, loudly singing the Demon’s lays.

Then reckless Lemminkdinen ventured to change himself into someone
different,

made bold to change himself into something else. He went from his comer
into the house,

from his nook he got inside. He uttered these words:

“Good is song when ended, beautiful a song when short;

it is better to stop voluntarily than to be cut off in the middle.”

The mistress of North Farm was moving about where the floorboards meet,
shuffling around on the middle of the floor. She uttered a word, spoke thus:
“A dog was here just now, an iron-colored cur,

an eater of flesh, a biter of bone, a drawer of fresh blood.
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‘What may you be among your men, who may you be among your people

in coming into this house, in getting inside the log building

without the dog hearing you, the barker noticing?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “I by no means came here

without my skills, without my magic art, without my powers, without my
competence,

without my father’s magic power, my parent’s equipment

to be devoured by your dogs, chewed to pieces by the barkers.

My mother used to wash me, wash me as a slip of a lad

three times of a summer night, nine times of an autumn night

to make me a seer for every place, make me competent for every land,

a magic singer in my home, an expert abroad.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

now indeed began to perform magic, burst out into magic song;

the hems of his fur coat spurted fire, his eyes shot out flame

as Lemminkiinen sang, sang, uttered magic.

He sang the best singers into being the worst singers;

he pushed stones straight into their mouths, stacked rocks on the flat side

for the best singers, for those most proficient in song.

Thus he sang such men— one hither, one thither—

off to treeless clearings, fallow fields,

to fishless ponds, ponds quite without perch,

to strong rapids of Finnmark, to a raging whirlpool,

sang them under the current into foam, into rocks in the middle of the
rapids,

to burn like fire, to flash like sparks.

Thither reckless Lemminkiinen bewitched the men with their swords,

the people with their weapons; he bewitched the young, bewitched the old,

in turn bewitched the middle-aged.

One he left unbewitched,
an evil cattle herder, a blind old man.
Cattle herder Soppy Hat  uttered these words:
“Oh you reckless son of Lempi!  You bewitched the young, bewitched the
old,
in turn bewitched the middle-aged, so why do vou not bewitch me?”
Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “This is why I am not touching you,
because you are wretched to look at, miscrable without my touching you.
When still a rather young man, when an evil cattle herder,
you seduced your mother’s child, slept with your sister;
yvou used to violate all the horses, abuse fillies,
on the expanses of the fen, on the farthest parts of the world, on places
washed by silty water.”
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Cattle herder Soppy Hat  took offense at this and got angry.

He went out past the door, along the farmyard to a field;

he ran to the river of Death’s Domain, to the whirlpool of the sacred stream.

There he watched for the man with a far-roving mind, waits for
Lemminkiinen

to go back from North Farm, to proceed to his home.
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Lemminkiinen asks the dame of North Farm for her daughter;

the former assigns him as a first task to ski down the Demon’s elk (1-30).
Boasting arrogantly, Lemminkiinen sets out in pursuit of the elk,

but to his discomfiture he soon comes to see

that he cannot possibly get the elk by bravado (31-270).

Then reckless Lemminkiinen said to the dame of North Farm:

“Now, dame, give me your maidens, bring your girls here,

the best one of the bevy for me, the tallest of your band of maidens.”
The mistress of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will not give you my maidens nor thrust my girls forward,

not the best, not the worst, not the tallest, not the shortest.

You already have a wedded wife, already an established mistress.”
Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “I will tie Kyllikki up at a stranger’s,

at a stranger’s thresholds, at strangers’ gates;

I will get a better woman here. Now bring your daughter here,

the loveliest of the bevy of virgins, the fairest of those with luxuriant hair.”
The mistress of North Farm said: “I am certainly not giving my girl

to good-for-nothing men, to do-nothing fellows.

Only sue for my girls, inquire about the ones with flowers in their hair
after you have skied down the Demon’s elk beyond the Demon'’s fields.”

3

Then reckless Lemminkiinen tipped his spears,

strung his crossbows, fixed up his bolts.

He uttered these words: “Now though the spear is tipped,

all the bolts in order, the crossbow strung,

there is no left ski for pushing with, no right ski to stamp the heel on.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen ponders, reflects

where indeed he might get right-hand skis, where get skis at all.

He went to Kauppi’s farmstead, got to Lyylikki’s workshop:

“Oh wise man of northern parts, handsome Kauppi of Lapland!

Make me nice skis, shape me fine right-hand skis

with which I will ski down the Demon’s elk beyond the Demon’s fields.”

Lyylikki speaks a word, Kauppi hastens to say:

“To no purpose, Lemminkiinen, are you setting out to pursue the Demon’s
elk;

you will get a piece of rotten wood  and that with a lot of misery.”

‘What did Lemminkiinen care! He uttered these words:
“Make a left ski for pushing with, a right ski for shoving with.
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I am setting out to ski down an elk beyond the Demon’s fields.”

Lyylikki, a shaper of left skis, Kauppi, maker of right skis

fashioned the left ski during the autumn, shaped the right ski during the
winter;

one day he carved a ski pole, the next he carved a disk.

He made the left ski for pushing, the right ski for stamping the heel on.

He got the shafts of the ski poles ready, the disks fitted.

The shaft of the pole cost an otterskin, the disk a reddish foxskin.

He greases the skis with fat, greased them thickly with reindeer fat.

Then he ponders, says these words:

“Is there in this younger group, among the people growing up,

someone to push my left ski, to kick the right cne with his heel?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said, the ruddy-cheeked -ascal spoke:

“Indeed there is in this younger group, among the people growing up,
someone to push that left ski of yours, to kick the right one with his heel.”
He fastened the quiver on his back, the new crossbow on his shoulders,
grasped the pole in his hand; he started to push the left ski,

to kick the right one with his heel. He uttered these words:

“In God’s sky, under the vault of heaven

there is not to be found in the forest anything running on four legs

which will not be overtaken by these, not caught up with easily

by right skis of the Kaleva descendant, by Lemminkiinen’s skiing.”

The demons got to hear of this, the evil creatures to looking into this.
The demons constructed an elk, the evil creatures made a reindeer.

They make the head from a rotten stump, the homs from a forked sallow,
the legs from shore saplings, the shanks from fence poles in a fen,

the back from a fence rail, the sinews from last year’s dry grass,

the eyes from yellow water lilies, the ears from white pond lilies,

the skin from fir bark, the rest of the flesh from a rotten tree.

The Demon counseled his elk, spoke to his reindeer:

“Now, you, elk of the demons, race your legs, you noble reindeer,

to the reindeers’ calving grounds, to the fields of the children of Lapland.
Ski a man into a sweat, especially Lemminkiinen!”

Then the demons’ elk ran, the reindeer sped along

below the storehouses of North Farm, along the meadows of the children of
Lapland.

It kicked a bucket out of a Lappish tent, upsct the kettles on the fire,

dirtied pieces of meat in the ashes,  spilled the soup in the fireplace.

A great uproar arose on the fields of the children of Lapland;

the Lappish dogs started barking, the Lappish children crying,

the Lappish women laughing, other people grumbling.
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Reckless Lemminkiinen kept on skiing after the elk.

He skied over fens, skied over the countryside, skied over open clearings.

Fire spurted from the skis, smoke from the tips of the poles,

but he did not see his elk, neither saw nor heard it.

He glided over hills, glided over dills, he glided over the regions beyond the
sea;

he skied over all the Demon’s backwoods, all the Grave Spirit’s heaths, too,

skied along in front of the jaws of Death, behind the Grave Spirit’s farm-
stead.

Now Death opens his jaws, the Grave Spirit raises his head

to capture the man, to swallow Lemminkiinen;

Death did not really get him, did not have time to at all.

A little stretch was still not glided over, a comer of the backwoods un-
touched

in the great back country of North Farm, in the open region of Lapland.

He set out to glide over it, too, to touch that comner of the backwoods.

Thus as he was reaching his destination, he heard a considerable uproar

from the great back country of North Farm, from the fields of the children
of Lapland.

He heard the dogs barking, the Lappish children crying,

Lappish women laughing, another Lapp grumbling.

Then reckless Lemminkidinen at once started to ski there,

to where the dogs were barking, to the fields of the children of Lapland.

After he got there he said, after he arrived he inquired:

“What were the women laughing about here, the women laughing about,
the children crying about,

the old people moaning about? 'Who were the grey dogs barking at?”

“This the women here were laughing about, the women laughing about, the
children crying about,

the old people moaning about, this the grey dogs were barking at:

the demons’ elk ran away from here, the long-legged creature was galloping;

it kicked a bucket out of a Lappish tent, upset the kettles on the fire,

knocked over the stews, spilled the soup in the fireplace.”

Then the ruddy-cheeked rascal, that reckless Lemminkiinen,

pushed his left ski on the snow like an adder in last year’s withered grass,

shoved the bog-pine ski along like a live snake.

As he was going along, he said, spoke equipped with the ski pole:

“As many men as there may be in Lapland, let them all be put to carrying
the elk;

as many women as there may be in Lapland, let them all be put to washing
a kettle;

as many children as there may be in Lapland, let them all be put to gather-
ing kindling;

as many kettles as the Lapps have, let them all be put to boiling the elk.”
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Ie exerted himself, strained himsclf, he gave a kick, made an cffort.
The first time he kicked himsclf farther than cye can sce,

the second time he pawed himself farther than ear can hear,

the third time he picked up speed and reached the flanks of the demons’ elk.
He took a maple tethering stake, grabbed a birch withe

with which he fastened the demons’ elk inside an oakwood pen:
“Stand there, demons’ elk, keep prancing, reindeer!”

He keeps stroking its back, patting its coat:

“I should like to be over there, it would suit me to lie down

with a young girl, with a chick who was growing up.”

Then the Demon’s elk got angry, the reindeer began to kick,

spoke these words, says this: “May the devil arrange for you

to lie down with young maidens, to go about with daughters!”

It exerted itself, it strained itself, it tore the birch withe,

broke the maple tethering stake, kicked the oakwood pen to bits.
Then it began to race along, the elk to set out to speed along
toward the fens, toward open country, toward a scrub-grown hill
farther than eye can see, farther than ear can hear.

Then the ruddy-cheeked rascal now indeed grew angry and lost his temper,
got very angry and mad. He skied after the elk;

but when he once gives a kick, the left ski cracked at the strap,

the ski broke by the footplate, the right ski broke off at the heel,
the spearlike pole broke off at the spike, the ski pole at the disk.
The Demon’s elk ran  so that there was no sign of its head at all.
Then reckless Lemminkiinen downcast, low in mind,

looks at his gear. He uttered these words:

“Never, never at all let another of our men go

arrogantly to hunt a forest animal, ski after the Demon’s elk

as I went, poor wretch. I have spoiled good skis,

lost a fine pole, the most eager of my spearlike poles.”
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Entreating nicely with the usual huntsmen’s charms and prayers
Lemminkiinen finally gets the elk and takes it to North Farm (1-270).

As a second task he is assigned to bridle the Demon'’s fire-breathing gelding,
which he bridles and drives to North Farm (271-372).

As a third assignment he is put to shooting a swan

in the river of Death’s Domain.

Lemminkiinen comes to the river of Death’s Domain;

there the despised cattle herder [Soppy Hat] is on the lookout for him,

kills him, and throws him into Death’s rapids.

In the bargain Death’s son cuts the body to pieces (373-460).

Then reckless Lemminkiinen pondered, reflected

along what path he should make his way, what trail he should go down,

whether he should give up the Demon’s elks, go home

or keep on trying further, should ski in leisurely fashion

as a pleasure for the mistress of the forest, as a joy to the virgins of the
wilderness.

He speaks these words, made this remark:

“O Ukko, god on high or heavenly father!

Make me now reliable skis, light skis

with which I will ski easily across fens, across the countryside,

ski to the Demon’s lands, over the heaths of North Farm,

to the trails of the Demon’s elk, to the tracks of the reindeer.

A HUNTSMAN’'S CHARMS, LINES 23-78, 105-230

“I am setting out now for the forest away from men, for work in the open
away from people,

along the trail of Tapio’s domain, through Tapio’s farms.

Hail, mountains, hail, hills, hail, echoing fir groves,

hail, groves of light-green alders, hail the one who is hailing you!

‘Woods, be favoring; accede, backwoods; be gracious, beloved Tapio!

Bring the man to a dry spot in the fen, bring him to that knoll

where the quarry is to be got, the game to be obtained.

“Nyyrikki, son of Tapio, fair man with a red high-peaked hat!

Cut blazes through the countryside, make guide signs leading to the hills,

so that I, simple fellow, will sce how to go, I, quite ignorant, will know the
way

while I am searching for the quarry, seeking out the game.

8o



14:45-118

“Darling, mistress of the forest, fair lady, fair-featured one!
Command the gold to proceed, the silver to go

in front of the man in search of it, in the seeker’s way.

Take the golden keys from the ring on your thigh,

open Tapio’s storehouse, remove the forest’s fort

on my hunting days, while I am in search of game.

If indeed you yourself may not be ashamed, then urge your maids,
oblige your hired girls, order those who listen to your orders.
Perhaps you are not the mistress i you cannot control the serving maid,
control a hundred serving maids, a thousand obeyers of your orders,
tenders of all your cattle, keepers of all the game.

“Little maid of the forest, Tapio’s honey-mouthed girl!

Play your honeyed pipe, pipe on your sweet pipe

into the ear of your fine mistress, charming mistress of the forest,

that she may quickly hear, may get up from lying down

since she is not hearing at all, does not wake up even at times,
though I am imploring with fair words, pleading with tongue of gold.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, the whole time without prey,

skied the fens, skied the countryside, skied the rugged backwoods,

over God’s hill with charred trees, over the Demon’s charred heaths.

He skied one day, skied a second, Now on the third day

he went to a big hill, got up on a big rock,

cast his eyes to the northwest, to the north across the fens.

Tapio’s dwellings appeared, the golden doors loomed up

from across the fen, from the north, from the foot of a hill, from a scrub
growth.

Reckless Lemminkiinen at once approached,

went right near it to under Tapio’s window.

He stooped to look through the sixth window:

there the dispensers of the game were living and the old women of the
game lolling

in altogether workday clothes, in dirty ragged clothes.

[cHARMS CONTINUED, LINES 105-230]

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “Why, mistress of the forest,

are you in workday clothes, wallowing filthily in threshing rags,

very black in your appearance, dreadful to look at,

with loathsome breasts, with a nasty looking body?

When formerly I was going about in the forest there were three forts in the
forest,

one of wood, the sccond of bone, your third a stone fort.

There were six gold windows on the side of cach fort.
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I took a look inside at them  while I was standing beneath the wall.

I saw the master of Tapio’s house, the mistress of Tapio’s house,
Tellervo, Tapio’s maid, Tapio’s other folk there, too,

all loaded with gold, heaped with silver.

Gold bracelets were on the hands  of the mistress of the forest herself,
of the gracious mistress of the forest, gold rings on her fingers,

gold omaments on her head, her hair in golden ringlets,

gold earrings in her ears, lovely beads on her neck.

“O gracious mistress of the forest, sweet lady of Woodland!

Cast aside your hay-stuffed shoes, shake off your birchbark shoes,
take off your threshing rags, take off your workday blouse.

Dress yourself in propitious garments, put on booty-yielding blouses
on my hunting days, while I am in search of game.

An empty feeling, a lack of game all the time

will become tedious to me, will get to be tedious

if at least you do not give, once in a while hand me something.
‘Tedious is a joyless evening, long a day without quarry.”

“Gray-bearded old man of the forest with fir-sprig hat, furry coat of lichens!

Clothe now the forests in linen cloth, dress the wildemness in fine woolen
cloth,

all the aspens in grey broadcloth, the alders in lovely clothes.

Deck out the tall evergreens in silver, the firs in gold,

the tall old evergreens in copper belts, the firs in silver belts,

the birches in golden dandelions, the stumps in golden jingling things.

Clothe things as indeed they were of old, as in your better days;

the fir-branches used to shine like the moon, the tops of pines like the sun;

the forest smelled of mead, the hazy blue wilderness of honey,

the borders of the clearings of sweetwort, the edges of the fens of soft butter.

“Gil of the forest, lovely maid, Wind Spirit, Tapio’s daughter!

Drive the game to the sides of the way, to the most extensive clearings.
Should it be stubborn in running or sluggish in galloping,

take a switch from a thicket, a birch switch from a dell in the wilderness
with which you will smack its flank and poke it between the legs.

Make it run fast, dash swiftly

in front of the man in search of it, in the way of the man always on the go.
‘When the game gets on to the course, drive it along the course.

Put your two hands on both sides as a railing

that the game may not swerve nor veer suddenly to the wayside.

If indeed the game swerves, veers suddenly to the wayside,

lead it on to the trail by the ears, get it on to course by the horns.
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“A rotten tree trunk is across the way, shove it aside;

there are trees on the ground on the course, break them in two.

A fence gets in the way, topple the fence over

at five-post intervals, every seven posts.

A river gets in front, a brook across the track,

pull silk across it as a bridge, red cloth as a stairs.

Escort the game across the sound, too; drag it across the waters,
across the river of North Farm, over the foamy patches in the rapids.

“Master of Tapio’s house, mistress of Tapio’s house,

grey-bearded old man of the forest, fair king of the forest!

Mimerkki, mistress of the forest, gracious gamekeeper of the forest,
blue-mantled old woman of the grove, red-stockinged mistress of the fen!
Come now to the exchange of gold, to change silver.

My gold pieces are as old as the moon, my silver ones the age of the sun,
fetched specially from war, at a risk from combat;

they will languish in my purse, tarnish in my tinder pouch

if there is no exchanger of gold, no changer of silver.”

Thus reckless Lemminkiinen skied undaunted a long time;

on the edge of a grove he sang lays, three in a bend in the backwoods.

He pleased the mistress of the forest, the master of the forest himself, too,
delighted all the virgins, persuaded Tapio’s maidens.

They made it run, drove the Demon’s elk from its hiding place

behind Tapio’s fell, from the side of the Demon’s fort

to in front of the man in search of it, to where the magic singer will get it.
Reckless Lemminkiinen now indeed sent his lasso

onto the shoulders of the Demon’s elk, onto the neck of the camel’s colt,
so that it did not kick viciously while he was stroking its back.

A RANSOM CHARM, LINES 253-264

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered thesc words:

“Lord of the wilderness, master of the land, fair heath-dweller!
Darling, mistress of the forest, ~gracious gamekeeper of the forest!
Come now to take the gold pieces, to choose the silver pieces!
Put your linen sheet on the ground, spread out your lovely linen
under the palely gleaming gold, under the glistening silver,
without spilling it on the ground, soiling it in the dust.”

Then he set out for North Farm; when he got there he said:

“Now I have already skied down the Demon’s elk  beyond the Demon’s fields.
Give me, dame, your girl, the young bride-to-be.”

To that Louhi, mistress of North Farm, said in reply:
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“I will give you my daughter and the young bride-to-be
only if you bridle the big gelding, the Demon’s brown horse,
the Demon’s foamy-jawed colt beyond the Demon’s meadows.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen took his golden reins,

the silver halter; he sets out to fetch the horse,

in search of the golden-maned steed beyond the Demon’s meadows.
He steps along quickly, walks lightly

to the green field, to the edge of the sacred field.

There he looks for the horse, searches for the flaxen-maned steed,
with the yearling’s bridle in his belt, the colt’s hamess on his shoulder.
He looked one day, looked a second, then on the third day

he went up on a big hill, climbed to the top of a rock.

He cast his eyes to the east, tumed his head to the south.

He saw the horse on the sand, golden-mane in a fir grove.

Its coat, indeed, is blazing fire, its mane giving off smoke.

Lemminkiinen speaks thus: “O Ukko, god on high,

Ukko, controller of the clouds, ruler of cloud patches!

Open wide the heavens, make windows in the whole sky!

Bring iron hailstones, let icy hail descend

on the mane of the good horse, on the flanks of the Demon’s horse with a
blaze.”

Ukko, creator on high, a god above the clouds,

tore the sky to shreds, the vault of heaven in two.

Down came sleet, down came ice, down came iron hail

smaller than a horse’s head, bigger than a man’s head,

onto the mane of the good horse, on the flanks of the Demon’s horse with a
blaze.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen went from there to look,

to observe from near at hand. He uttered these words:

“Good horse of the Demon’s Domain, foamy-jawed colt of the mountain!

Present now your golden mouth, thrust your silver head

into the golden ring-adorned bridle, into the silver bells.

I'am not likely to treat you badly, probably will not drive you very hard.

I will drive a bit of a way, a very slight distance

there to the dwellings of North Farm, to the home of the stern mother-in-
law.

Whatever I lash with a thong or drive on with a switch,

that I will lash with silk, drive on with a strip of broadcloth.”

The Demon’s brown horse, the Demon’s foamy-jawed colt

pressed its golden mouth, thrust its silver head
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into the golden ring-adomed bridle, into the silver bells.

Thus indeed reckless Lemminkiinen now bridled the big gelding,

thrust the bit into the golden mouth, the silver head into the bridle;

he jumped onto the good animal’s back, onto the flanks of the Demon’s
horse with a blaze.

He drove the spirited steed with a switch, struck it with a willow shoot.

He drove a short distance, trotted lightly over some treeless mountains

to the north side of a hill, of the ridge of a snowy mountain.

He came to the dwellings of North Farm. From the farmyard he went into
the cabin,

said after he amrived there, after he had got to North Farm:

“I have already bridled the big gelding, harnessed the Demon’s colt

in the green field, on the edge of the sacred field,

and I skied down the Demon’s elk beyond the Demon'’s fields.

Now give me, dame, your girl, the young bride-to-be.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, she indeed uttered these words:

“I will give you my daughter and the young bride-to-be

only when you shoot the swan in the river, the splendid bird in the stream,
on Death’s dark river, in the whirlpool of the sacred stream

with one shot, after picking up just one arrow.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,
set out to where the swan was gabbling, in search of the long-necked bird

on Death’s dark river, in the lower parts of the Abode of the Dead.

He swings along, walks briskly

there to the river of Death’s Domain, to the whirlpool of the sacred stream,
with a fine crossbow on his shoulder, a quiver of arrows on his back.

Soppy Hat the cattle herder, blind old man of North Farm,

is by the river of Death’s Domain, by the whirlpool of the sacred stream;

he is looking about, turning about for Lemminkiinen to come.

Now on a certain day he saw reckless Lemminkiinen

coming, approaching the river of Death’s Domain over there,

the margin of the green rapids, the whirlpool of the sacred stream.

From the water he conjured up a water dragon, a cowbane-poisoned tube
from the billows,

hurled it through the man’s heart, through Lemminkiinen’s liver,

through his left armpit, into his right shoulder.

Now indeed reckless Lemminkiinen felt himsclf sorely hurt.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “I did the worst thing

when I did not remember to ask my mother, her who bore me

at least two charms, tremendous oncs, maybe three.
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how to exist, how to live in these evil days.

I do not know how to counter the injuries of a water dragon, the stabbing
pains of a cowbane-poisoned dart.

O my mother, you who bore me, who tended me and endured suffering!

If you knew, if you were acquainted  with where your wretched son is,

you would surely come in haste, would find time to help him;

you would spare the wretched lad  from dying on this trail,

from passing on while young, from dropping dead when ruddy-cheeked.”

Then Soppy Hat, blind cattle herder of North Farm,

rushed on reckless Lemminkiinen, hurled the Kaleva descendant

into Death’s dark river, into the most terrible whirlpool.

Reckless Lemminkiinen went, went bumping along in the rapids,

like a flash downstream there to the dwellings of Death’s Domain.

The blood-stained son of Death struck the man with his sword,

gave him a quick blow with his short sword. Like a flash

he cut the man into five pieces, into eight bits.

He threw them into the river of Death’s Domain, into the backwaters of the
Abode of the Dead:

“Lie there forever with your crossbow, with your arrows!

Shoot the swans on the river, the waterfowl on the banks!”

That was the end of Lemminkiinen, the death of the brave suitor,
in Death’s dark river, in the lower reaches below the Abode of the Dead.
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One day in Lemminkiinen’s home blood begins to oozc from his brush,

from which his mother at once suspects that death has already

overtaken her son, hastens to North Farm, and asks the mistress

of North Farm where she had dispatched Lemminkiinen (1-62).

The mistress of North Farm finally says, however, to what tasks

she had put him, and the sun gives quite precise information

about Lemminkiinen’s death (63-194).

A long rake in hand, Lemminkiinen’s mother sets out to below Death’s rapids,
rakes the water until she assembles all the pieces of her son’s body,

fits them together, and out of them, with the help of charms and ointments,
makes Lemminkiinen as he was before (195-554).

After he has been restored, Lemminkiinen tells how he was killed

in the river of Death’s Domain and sets out home with his mother (555-650).

At home reckless Lemminkiinen’s mother keeps reflecting:

“Where has Lemminkiinen got to, where has my boy with a far-roving mind
disappeared

since no one hears him coming now  from his journey out in the world?”

The poor mother does not know, not the wretched woman who bore him,

where her flesh and blood is moving about, her own flesh and blood floating
about,

does not know whether he was walking on a hill grown with evergreens, on a
heather-grown heath,

or whether he took to the open sea, to the foam-capped billows

or to a big war, to some dreadful feud

where blood will be over his shins, red blood up to his knees.

Kyllikki, elegant woman, looks about, turmns around

in reckless Lemminkiinen’s home, in the farmstead of the man with a far-
roving mind.

In the evening she used to look at the brush, in the morning at his brush.

So on a certain day, on a certain morning

blood indeed was now flowing from the brush, gore trickling from the brush.

Kyllikki, elegant woman, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Now my husband has already departed from me, the handsome man with
a far-roving mind vanished

on uninhabited ways, on unknown paths;

blood is now flowing from the brush, gore trickling from the brush.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother herself looks at the brush,
got distressed and started to weep: “Woe is the day, wretched me,
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woe my time, unlucky me! Now my boy, unhappy one,

now indeed the hapless one, my child, has fallen on evil days.

It is the ruin of the splendid boy, the destruction of reckless Lemminkiinen;
now the brush is running with blood, gore trickling from the brush.”

She caught up her skirt in her hand, her clothes in her arm.

She quickly ran a little distance, both ran and hurried.

The hills resounded as she went, the swales rose, the mountains sank,

the highlands went down, the lowlands rose up.

She came to the dwellings of North Farm.  She kept inquiring for her son,
inquiring, speaking: “O you mistress of North Farm,

where did you dispatch Lemminkiinen, where did you do away with my son?”
Loubhi, mistress of North Farm, replied to this:

“I really do not know about your son, where he went and disappeared to.

I seated him in the stallion’s sleigh, in the very spirited steed’s basket sled.
‘Would he have sunk into the slush, got frozen stiff in sea ice

or got into a wolf’s mouth, into the jaws of a dreadful bear?”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “Now you just plain lied.

No wolf will eat one of my clan, no bear destroy Lemminkiinen;

he crushes wolves with his fingers, lays bears low with his hands.

If, indeed, you will not tell where you dispatched Lemminkiinen,

I will smash the door of the new threshing barn, break the hinges of the
Sampo.”

The mistress of North Farm said:  “I gave the man food to eat,

gave the man drink to drink; I gave him drink till his head nodded,

I seated him in the stern of a boat, got him ready to go down the rapids.

I do not indeed know where the poor wretch got to,

whether into the surging rapids or the swirling currents.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “Now you just plain lied.

Tell the exact truth, your last lies!

Tell me where you dispatched Lemminkiinen, did away with the man of the
Kaleva District

else death will befall you, death come upon you.”

The mistress of North Farm said:  “Perhaps I will now tell the truth!

I set him to skiing after elks, to skinning choice reindeer,

to bridling big geldings, hamessing colts.

I got him ready for the quest of the swan, rcady to catch the sacred bird.

Now I do not know at all how he came to gricf,

managed to get delayed  since one does not hear him coming now

to ask for his bride-to-be, to sue for the girl.”

The mother scarches for the lost one, digs about for the man who has
vanished.

She ran about the vast fens as a wolf, waded rapids as a bear,

roved the waters as an otter, walked over the countryside as a badger,
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over the shores of headlands as a hedgehog, along the banks of rivers as a
hare.

She tipped stones on their sides, toppled over stumps,

shifted brush to the roadside, kicked fallen branches into landing stages.

Long she searched for the lost one, long she searched, just does not find him.

She asked the trees about her son, she dug about for her vanished one.

A tree spoke, a tall evergreen sighed, an oak answered shrewdly:

“I have worries of my own without worrying about your son,

for I have been created for hardships, made for evil days,

to be split into kindling wood, to be chopped up into cord wood,

to waste away as wood for burning in a threshing barn, to topple over as trees
in a clearing.”

Long she searched for the lost one,  long she searched, just does not find him.
She comes upon a road, so she bows to the road:

“O road, God'’s creation, have you not seen my son,

my golden apple, my silver staff?”

The road answered shrewdly both spoke and talked:

“I have worries of my own without worrying about your son,

for I have been created for hardships, made for evil days,

to be run upon by every dog, ridden on by a horseback rider,

walked on by a heavy boot, crushed by a heel.”

Long she searched for the lost one, long she searched, just does not find him.
She comes upon the moon, so she bows to the moon:

“Lovely moon, God’s creation, have you not seen my son,

my golden apple, my silver staff?”

The moon, God'’s creation, indeed answered shrewdly:

“I have worries of my own without worrying about your son,

for I have been created for hardships, made for evil days,

to go about alone nights, to shine in the cold,

winters to be on watch attentively, to vanish for the summer.”

Long she searched for the lost one, long she searched, just does not find him.

She comes upon the sun, so she bows to the sun:

“O sun, God’s creation, have you not seen my boy,

my golden apple, my silver staff?”

Now indeed the sun knew something, the sun expressed an opinion:

“Your son, poor wretch, has already vanished, died

in Death’s dark river, in the eternal waters of the Abode of the Dead,

gone bumping along the rapids, whizzing downstream

to the back parts of Death’s Domain, to the lower parts of the Abode of the
Dead.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother  burst out crying.
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She went to the craftsman’s forge: “O you craftsman Ilmarinen,

you forged before, you forged yesterday; forge something today, too.

Fit a copper rake with a handle, fit it with iron teeth,

forge teeth a hundred fathoms long, prepare a handle five hundred long.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

put a handle on a copper rake, fitted it with iron teeth;

he forged teeth a hundred fathoms long, prepared a handle five hundred
long.

Lemminkiinen’s mother gets the iron rake,

sped to the river of Death’s Domain. She implores the sun:

“O sun, God’s creation, our bright creation of the Creator,

shine hot for one hour, faintly for a second and make people sweat,

shine a third hour at full strength. Put the inhospitable folk to sleep,

exhaust the people of the Abode of the Dead, make Death’s forces sleep
deep.”

That sun, God’s creation, flew to the knee of a birch branch,

winged its way to the bend in an alder branch.

It shone hot for one hour, faintly for a second and made people sweat,

shone a third at full strength. It put the inhospitable folk to sleep,

exhausted the people of the Abode of the Dead, young men with their
swords,

old ones leaning on their staffs, the middle-aged on their spears.

Then it flew languidly up to the smooth heavens,

to its former seat, to its dwelling of yore.

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother took the iron rake;

she rakes for her son in the roaring rapids

in the flashing current. She rakes and does not find him.

Then she moved lower down, went along into the sea,

into the water up to her garters, into the water up to her waist.

She rakes for her son along the river of Death’s Domain,

keeps dragging against the stream. She dragged it once, dragged it twice;
she gets her son’s shirt, to her distress of mind the shirt.

She dragged once again; she got his stockings, came upon his hat,

his stockings, in a great state of grief, his hat, in anxiety of mind.

Then she stepped further downstream  to the lower parts of the Abode of the
Dead.

She dragged once with the current, a second time across the current,

a third time aslant. The third time indeed

she got a sheaf of grain in the iron rake.

It was not a sheaf of grain, it was really reckless Lemminkiinen,

the handsome man with a far-roving mind  caught fast in the teeth of the
rake
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by his ring finger, his left toe.

Reckless Lemminkiinen rose up, the Kaleva descendant came up
in the copper rake to the surface of the clear waters.

But a little something was lacking, one hand, half his head,

a lot of other bits and pieces, his life to boot.

The mother reflects on this, weeping she says:

“Might this still become a man, might a new person be contrived?”

A raven came to listen; in reply to that it says:

“There is no man in the departed one, not really in the vanished one.

A whitefish has already eaten out the eyes, a pike split the shoulders in two.
Drop the man into the water, push him into the river of Death’s Domain.
Perhaps he might become a cod, grow up to be a whale.”
Lemminkiinen’s mother does not indeed push her son in.

She drags once more  with the copper rake

along the river of Death’s Domain, both longways and crossways.

She gets a hand, gets the head, gets half the backbone,

the other half of the ribs, many other bits and pieces.

Out of these she constructed the son, made reckless Lemminkiinen.

She joined muscles to muscles, fitted bones to bones,

members to members, veins to breaks in veins.

She tied up the veins, bound up the ends of the veins,

spoke magic over the small blood vessels, saying these words:

VEIN CHARMS, LINES 315-376

“Pretty woman of veins, Vein Spirit, pretty woman,

nice spinner of veins with a pretty distaff,

with a copper spindle, an iron wharve!

Come here when you are necded, come here when you are summoned,

with a package of veins in your arms, a bundle of wound-up membrane
under your arm

to tie up veins, to bind up the ends of veins

in the gaping wounds, in gaps split open.

“If that is not enough, there is indeed a virgin up in the sky

in a copper boat, in a red-prowed vessel.

Come, virgin, down from the sky, maiden from the heavenly pole.
Row a boat made of veins, move one made of limbs;

row along the breaks in the bones, along the cracks in the members.
Put the veins in their place, set them in position,

the big veins opening to opening, main veins facing each other,
fine veins with the ends doubled over, little veins tip to tip.

Then take a fine needle with a silk thread in the needle;

sew up the veins with fine needles,  stitch them with tin needles;
bind up the ends of the veins, tie them with silk bands.
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“If that is not enough, heavenly god,

hamess your colts, get your steeds ready.

Drive with your decorated sleigh through a bone, through a member,
through displaced tissues, through slippery veins.

Join bone to tissue, vein to tip of vein

to the gap in the silver bone, to the rupture in a golden vein.
‘Where a membrane has broken, make a membrane grow there;
where a vein has ruptured, there bind up the vein;

where blood has dripped, pour blood in there.

‘Where a bone has been crushed, fit a bone in there.

‘Where tissue has shifted, add tissue there,

put it in its place with a blessing, put it in its proper position:
bone to bone, tissue to tissue, members to members.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother fashioned the man, shaped the fellow
into his former state, to his form of old.

She got the veins magically mended, the ends of the veins tied,

did not get the man to talking, her child to speaking.

Then she uttered these words, remarked, spoke thus:

“Where may a salve now be got, where a drop of honey brought from,
with which to anoint the weary man, mend the man who has fared ill,
so that the man may get to speaking, break out into speech?

BEE CHARMS, LINES 393-534 PASSIM
“Bee, our bird, king of the forest flowers!
Set out now to fetch honey, to try to get honey
from pleasant Woodland, from the keen-eyed folk of Tapio’s Domain,
from the cup of many a flower, from the sheath of many grasses,
as an ointment for sick men, as remedies for those in a bad way.”
The bee, fleet bird, now indeed swung gently along
to pleasant Woodland, to the keen-eyed people of Tapio’s Domain.
With its bill it seized flowers in a meadow, with its tongue boiled the honey
from the tips of six flowers, from the sheaths of a hundred herbs.
Then it comes slowly, comes circling,
with all its wings covered with honey, its plumage wet with liquid honey.
Lemminkiinen’s mother took those salves,
anointed the weary man with them, mended the man who had got into a
bad way.
No help came from those, none gave the man speech.

Then she uttered thesc words:  “Bee, my little bird!

Fly yonder to somewhere else, over ninc scas

to an island in the open water, to a land of honey,

to Tuuri’s new house, to the worshipful one’s roofless home.
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There is lovely honey there, fine salve there

which is suitable for veins, effective for members.

Bring indeed these salves, carry these magic nostrums
for me to put on a blemish, for me to pour on injuries.”
The bee, nimble fellow, again soared off

over nine seas, half way over the tenth sea.

It flew one day, it flew a second, it soon flew a third, too,
without sitting down on a reed, without resting on a leaf,
to an island in the open water, a land of honey

by a rushing rapids, to the whirlpool of a sacred stream.
There honey was being boiled, salves being prepared

in little clay pots, in lovely kettles

with room for a thumb, fitting a fingertip.

The bee, nimble fellow, got these salves.

Alittle time elapses, a short time passes quickly.

Now it comes buzzing along, bustling along,

with six bowls on its flanks, seven behind on its back;
these are full of salves, full of good ointments.
Lemminkiinen’s mother anointed him with those ointments,
with nine ointments, eight nostrums.

Still no help is got, none indeed is found in that.

Then she said these words, made this remark:

“Bee, bird of the air, fly yonder a third time

up to the heavens, to the ninth heaven.

There there is honey aplenty, honey there to one’s heart’s desire,

on which the Creator formerly spoke a charm, on which the pure God
breathed,

with which the Creator anointed injuries inflicted on his children by an evil
power.

Wet your wings in the honey, your plumage in the liquid honey,

bring the honey on your wings, carry the honey in your cloak

as salves for sick men, as something to pour on injuries.”

The bee, good bird, it indeed uttered these words:

“How now will I get there, I, weak little fellow?”

“It will be pleasant for you to get there, lovely for you to flit there

over the moon, along under the sun, along among the stars of heaven.

You will flutter along for one day to the brows of a constellation,

then on the second you will whisk away to the shoulders of the Great Bear,

on the third you will rise up  to the back of the Pleiades.

Then it is only a bit of a journey, a short stretch

to Holy God, to the dwelling-places of the Blissful One.”

The bee rose from the ground, honey-wings from a tussock.
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Now indeed it fluttered along, whisked along with its little wings.

It flew along the ring around the moon, it wandered by the edge of the sun,
past the shoulders of the Great Bear, past the back of the Pleiades.

It flew into the Creator’s cellars, then up to the Almighty’s upper chambers.
There salves were being made, ointments being prepared

in silver pots, in golden kettles;

honey was boiling in the middle, liquid butter on the sides,

honey in the south, salves in the north.

The bee, bird of the air, got plenty of honey from that,

honey to its heart’s desire. A little time passed.

Now it comes quickly, comes circling

with a hundred homsful in its arms, a thousand other bundles;

in this one honey, in that one water, in another one the best salve.

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother took those in her own mouth,

tried them with her tongue, in her opinion it tasted good:

“These are the salves, the nostrums of the Almighty

with which indeed God anointed, the Creator poured on injuries.”

Then she anointed the weary man, mended the man who had fared ill.

She anointed along the breaks in the bones, along the cracks in the members,

anointed him below, anointed him above, once gave his middle a quick rub.

Then she uttered these words, remarked and talked:

“Get up from lying down, arise from dreaming,

from these evil places, from your bed of hard luck.”

The man got up from lying down, woke up from dreaming.

Now indeed he is able to talk, to speak with his tongue:

“For a long time I, wretched one, was sleeping, long, useless me, was lying
down;

I'lay in a sweet sleep, sleeping deeply.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said, spoke and talked:

“You would have lain there longer, too, stretched out longer

but for your unhappy mother, the wretched one who bore you.

Say now, my miserable son, tell so that I may hear with my ears,

who took you to the Abode of the Dead, pushed you into the river of Death’s
Domain.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said, answered his mother:

“The cattle herder Soppy Hat, the blind man from Untamo’s farm;

he took me to the Abode of the Dead, pushed me into the river of Death’s
Domain.

He conjured up a water dragon from the water, a winged dragon from the
billows

for wretched me; that I did not know at all,

did not know the wrath of a water dragon, the stabbing pains of a cowbane-
poisoned dart.”
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Lemminkiinen’s mother said: *“Woe is the foolish man!

You boasted that you would bewitch the wizards, outsing the Lapps,

yet you do not know the wrath of a water dragon, the stabbing pains of a
cowbane-poisoned dart.”

THE ORIGIN OF THE WATER DRAGON, LINES 591-602

“A water dragon is bom of the water, a cowbane-poisoned dart of the billows
from an old squaw’s good brains, from inside the head of a tern.

The Ogress spat into the water, let a blob of spittle drop into the waves;

the water spread it way out, the sun shone on it until it was soft.

Then the wind rocked it, the spirit of the water swayed it about,

the waves carried it ashore, the surf brought it to land.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother rocked her dear one

back to his former state, to his form of old,

so that he was a little better, sounder than before.

Then she asked her son  if there was anything lacking.

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “I still lack a great deal.

My heart is there indeed, there my desire, too, remains

with those maidens of North Farm, with the beautiful girls with luxuriant
hair.

The woman of North Farm with moldy ears will not indeed give over her
girl

unless an old squaw is shot, a swan hit

on the river of Death’s Domain, in the whirlpool of the sacred stream.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said, spoke and talked:

“Leave your wretched swans alone, let the old squaws stay

in Death’s dark river, in the fiery whirlpool.

You set out toward home with your wretched mother.

Still thank your good luck, praise your God,

since He granted you true help, roused you, furthermore, to life

from Death’s certain path, from behind the cottage of the Abode of the
Dead.

I could do nothing, nothing at all by myself,

nothing without the grace of God, without the direction of the true Creator.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen set out toward home

with his dear mother, with his esteemed parent.

Now I will drop my man with the far-roving mind, drop reckless Lemmin-
kiinen

from my lay for quite a long time. Meanwhile I will turn my lay about,

get the song going on another tack, push it into a new channel.
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POEM 16

Viinimoinen has Sampsa, the Spirit of Arable, look for ship’s timbers,

from these shapes a boat and lacks three charms (1-118).

When he does not get the charms elsewhere, he sets out for Death’s Domain,
where they want to keep him (119-362).

By his magic powers, however, Viinimoinen gets away from Death’s Domain;
after he returns he warns against going there of one’s own accord

and relates in what a very gloomy and frightful state

the bad people there are living (363-412).

Steadfast old Viinimoinen, eternal sage,

was shaping a boat, was busy with a new vessel

on the tip of a misty headland, at the end of a foggy island.
The shipwright lacked timbers, the boatbuilder lacked planks.
‘Who indeed is to look for a tree, to try to get an oak

for a boat for Viinimoéinen, for a keel for the singer?

The Spirit of Arable, son of the field the little fellow Sampsa,

he indeed is the one to look for a tree, to try and get an oak

for a boat for Viinimoéinen, a keel for the singer.

He walks along a road, steps along  in a northeast direction.

He went up one hill, goes up a second, proceeded toward a third, too,
with a golden ax on his shoulder, a copper shaft to his ax.

He comes upon an aspen  three fathoms high.

He wanted to touch the aspen, to chop down the tree with his ax.
Speaking the aspen says, chatters with its tongue:

“What, man, do you want of me? Whatever do you desire?”

The lad Sampsa, Spirit of Arable, he, indeed, uttered these words:
“That indeed I want of you, that I am looking for and desire:

a boat for Viindmoéinen, ship’s timber for the singer.”

The aspen spoke rather oddly, the hundred-branched tree was able to say:
“A leaky boat will come of me and a sinking sort of vessel.

I am hollow in the lower part of my trunk; three times this summer
a grub ate my heart, a maggot ravished my root.”

The lad Sampsa, Spirit of Arable, then goes farther on,

steps along thoughtfully in a northerly dircction.

He came upon a tall evergreen  six fathoms high.

He struck the trce with his ax, dcalt it a blow with his mattock;
he inquired, he spoke:  “Would you be the onc, cvergreen,
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to be a boat for Viindmoinen, ship’s timber for the singer?”
The evergreen made a quick answer, snarled out:

“No vessel is likely to come from me, no bearer of six ribs.

I am knotty evergreen. Three times this summer

a raven rocked on my crown, a crow swayed on my branches.”

The lad Sampsa, Spirit of Arable, keeps going farther on,

steps along thoughtfully in a southerly direction.

He came upon an oak nine fathoms around.

He inquired, he spoke: “Would the keel of a man-of-war

come from you, oak, the keel of a warship?”

The oak answered shrewdly, the fine tree knew what to say:

“In me there is only wood for the keel of one boat;

I am not indeed a knotty pine nor am I hollow inside.

Three times this summer, this lovely summer,

the sun circled my middle, the moon gleamed palely on my crown,
the cuckoos called on my branches, the birds rested on my twigs.”
The lad Sampsa, Spirit of Arable, took the ax from his shoulder,
struck the tree with the ax, the oak with the bit.

He was soon able to topple the oak, to fell the graceful tree.

First he lopped off the crown,  split up every bit of the lower trunk.
Then he shaped keels, an uncountable number of planks

as shipbuilding materials for the singer, as a boat for Viinimoinen.

Then old Viinimoéinen, eternal sage,

made a boat skillfully, by magic singing fashioned a vessel

from the shattered remains of a single oak, from the fragments of the fragile
tree.

He sang a charm, made fast the bottom; he sang a second, joined the planks;

soon he sang a third charm, too, while he was cutting tholepins,

finishing off the ends of the ribs, bringing together the overlapping planks.

After he had furnished the boat with ribs, joined the side planks,

three charms were lacking for placing the gunwales,

for mounting the bow and stern posts, for finishing off the end of the stemn.

Steadfast old Viinimainen, eternal sage,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “Woe is my day, poor me!

The boat has not got into the water, the new ship not onto the billows.”

He ponders, reflects where he might get magic words,

find precious charms: “Would it be from the pates of swallows,

from the line of flight of a flock of swans or from the shoulders of a skein
of geese?”

He set out to get the magic words. He destroyed a flock of swans,

killed off a skein of geese, swallows in countless numbers.
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He did not get a charm at all, not a charm, not half a charm.

He ponders, he reflects:  “There might be a hundred charms

under the tongue of a reindeer in its summer vigor, in the mouth of a whitc
squirrel.”

He sets out to get charms, to get magic words.

He cut open a whole pastureful of reindeer, a big branchful of squirrels;

from this he got a lot of charms, all of no help.

He ponders, he reflects:  “I will get a hundred charms yonder,

yonder from a home in Death’s Domain, from an age-old cottage in the
Abode of the Dead.”

He set out for charms from Death’s Domain, magic wisdom from the
Abode of the Dead.

He steps along quietly; he walked a week through a stand of saplings,

a second week through a stand of chokecherries, a third through a stand of
junipers.

Now the island of the Abode of the Dead appeared, Death’s knoll looms up.

Steadfast old Viindméinen now cried out loudly

by the river of Death’s Domain, by the lower parts of the Abode of the
Dead:

“Bring a boat, daughter of Death, a raft, child of the Abode of the Dead,

for me to get over the sound, for me to get off across the river.”

Death’s stumpy daughter, short maiden of the Abode of the Dead,

she was washing laundry, battling clothes

in Death’s dark river, in the still waters of the Abode of the Dead.

She uttered a word, spoke thus, declared and talked:

“Maybe someone will bring a boat from here  if the reason is told

what brought you to the Abode of the Dead  without disease killing you,

without a natural death taking you off, without some other death crushing
you.”

Steadfast old Viindmoinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Death brought me here, the man of the Abode of the Dead dragged me
from my lands.”

Death’s stumpy daughter, short maiden of the Abode of the Dead,

uttered these words: “Now indeed I detect a liar!

If Death really brought vou here, had the man of the Abode of the Dead
transported you from your lands,

Death would have brought you as he came, the man of the Abode of the
Dead brought you as he journeyed

with Death’s hat reaching to your shoulders, with the mittens of the man
of the Abode of the Dead on your hands.
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Tell the truth, Viiniméinen! What brought you to the Abode of the Dead?”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen thereupon uttered these words:

“Iron brought me to the Abode of the Dead, steel snatched me off to Death’s
Domain.”

Death’s stumpy daughter, short maiden of the Abode of the Dead,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “From this I recognize a liar!

If iron had got you to the Abode of the Dead, had steel brought you to
Death’s Domain,

your clothes would be dripping blood, fiercely streaming gore.

Tell the truth, Viiniméinen, tell the truth this second time.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen gave utterance, spoke thus:

“Water brought me to the Abode of the Dead, a wave brought me to Death’s
Domain.”

Death’s stumpy daughter, short maiden of the Abode of the Dead,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “I am aware of a liar!

Had water got you to the Abode of the Dead, a wave brought you to Death’s
Domain,

your clothes would be dripping water, the hem of your coat ever trickling
water.

Tell the exact truth: what brought you to the Abode of the Dead?”

Then old Viiniméinen lied once again:

“Fire brought me to Death’s Domain, flame transported me to the Abode
of the Dead.”

Death’s stumpy daughter, short maiden of the Abode of the Dead,

she indeed uttered these words:  “I size up a liar!

Had fire brought you to the Abode of the Dead, flame to Death’s Domain,

your locks would be singed, your beard, too, badly burned.

O you old Viinidméinen! If you want a boat from here,

speak the exact truth, tell your last lies,

say how you came to the Abode of the Dead without a disease killing you,

without a natural death taking you off, without some other death crushing
you.”

Old Viiniméinen said: “Even if I did lie a little,

spoke false the second time, I will, however, really speak the truth.

I was making a boat skillfully, fashioning a vessel by magic singing.

I sang one day, I sang a second, then on the third

the course of my song was broken off, the flow of my magic utterance was
interrupted.

1 set out for an awl from Death’s Domain, for an auger from the Abode of
the Dead,
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in order to construct the sled, to fashion the magically created sleigh.
Bring now indeed a boat here, prepare your raft for me,
for me to get over the sound, for me to get off across the river.”

Death’s daughter indeed scolds, the maiden of the Abode of the Dead
shrills:

“O fool, your folly! Man, your lack of sense!

You come without cause to Death’s Domain, without disease to the cottages
of the Abode of the Dead.

It would be better for you to returmn to your own lands:

many have come here, not many returned.”

Old Viinidmoinen said: “Let a woman change her course

but not indeed even a really rather inferior man, a really less enterprising
person.

Bring a boat, daughter of Death, a raft, child of the Abode of the Dead.”

Death’s daughter brought a boat; with it she gets old Viindméinen

over the sound, lets him off across the river.

She utters these words: “Woe is you, Viiniméinen!

Without dying you set out for the Abode of the Dead, for Death’s Domain
without death.”

Death’s consort, good mistress, she of the Abode of the Dead, aged woman,

brought beer in a stoup, carried it in a two-eared vessel:

she uttered these words: “Drink, old Viiniméinen!”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen looked long at his stoup;

frogs were spawning inside, reptiles crawling on the sides.

Then he uttered these words: “I have not come here at all

to drink from the cups of the Abode of the Dead, to lap from Death’s
stoups;

‘drinkers of beer get drunk, drainers of the jug vanish.’ ”

The mistress of Death’s Domain said: “O old Viiniméinen,

why did you come to the Abode of the Dead? Why to the houses of Death’s
Domain

without Death’s wishing it, without an invitation from the regions of the
Abode of the Dead?”

Old Viinimoinen said: “While I was shaping a boat,

was busy about a new vessel, I lacked three charms

as I was finishing off the stern, mounting the bow.

When I did not get those at all, did not find them on earth, in the heavens,

it was necessary to come to Death’s Domain, to set out to the cottages of
the Abodec of the Dead

to get those charms, to learn about the magic words.”
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The mistress of Death’s Domain uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Death docs not give away charms, the man of the Abode of the Dead not
distribute magic powers.

You will probably never get away from here, never, never at all,

to proceed to your home, to crawl back to your lands.”

She lulled the man to sleep, got the traveler stretched out

on Death’s bed of skins. Then the man stretches out,

the fellow takes a nap; the man slept, the clothes kept watch.

There was a woman in Death’s Domain, an old woman with a little pointed
chin,

a spinner of iron thread, a caster of copper wire.

She spun a seine a hundred fathoms long, wound one up a thousand
fathoms long

in one summer’s night on a rock out in the water.

There was an old man in Death’s Domain, an old man with three fingers,

a weaver of iron nets, the maker of a copper seine.

He wove a scine a hundred fathoms long, wound one up a thousand
fathoms long

in the same summer’s night on the same rock out in the water.

Death’s son with gnarled fingers, with gnarled fingers, with iron fingertips,

drew the seine a hundred fathoms long across the river of Death’s Domain,

both crosswise and longwise and aslant, too,

so that it will not release Viinimoinen, not set free the man of Slack Water
Farm,

never, never at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright,

from the homes of Death there, from the eternal cottages of the Abode of
the Dead.

Steadfast old Viinimdinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Has my ruin perhaps already come? the day of distress come

in these houses of Death’s Domain, in these wretched dwellings of the
Abode of the Dead?”

He soon changed himself into something different quickly became some-
thing else,

went in the form of something black into the sea, as an otter into a sedgy

lace.

Hs crept in the form of an iron reptile, went as a poisonous snake

across the river of Death’s Domain, through Death’s nets.

Death’s son with gnarled fingers, with gnarled fingers, with iron fingertips,

went very early in the moming to look at his nets.

He gets a hundred sea trout, a thousand young fry;

he did not get Vdinimdéinen, the old man of Slack Water Farm.
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After old Viiniméinen had come from Death’s Domain,

he spoke these words, made this utterance:

“May good God not, may He not tolerate that person,

one who of his own accord has gone to the Abode of the Dead, forced his
way into Death’s Domain!

Many have got there, few have come back from there,

from that home in Death’s Domain, from the eternal cottages of the Abode
of the Dead.”

He further uttered these words, made this utterance, spoke thus

to the rising generation, to the people growing up:

“Do not, children of men, ever, ever at all

do wrong to an innocent person, harm to a guiltless one.

They pay bad wages there in the home of Death’s Domain;

there there is place for the guilty, beds for sinners,

a bedstead of hot stones, of burning boulders,

a coverlet of adders, of snakes, woven out of Death’s reptiles.”
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Viinimainen scts out to get charms from Antero Vipunen

and awakens Vipunen from his long slecp under the ground (1—98).
Vipunen swallows Viinimoinen

and Viinidméinen begins to torture him severely in the belly (99—146).
Now Vipunen thinks an attack of illncss—he does not know what—
has got into his belly, tries to get rid of it

by many charms, enchantments, imprecations, and menaces,

but Viinimoinen threatens not to leave before he gets from Vipunen
his missing shipbuilding charms (147-526).

Vipunen sings forth all his knowledge for Viiniméinen,

who now sets forth up from his belly,

returns to his shipbuilding, and finishes his work on the ship (527-628).

‘When steadfast old Viiniméinen did not get any charms

from the homes in Death’s Domain yonder, from the eternal cottages of
the Abode of the Dead,

he still keeps pondering, for a long time props his head on his hand,

wondering where he might get the charms, find the precious magic words.

He comes upon a herdsman; he is the one who uttered these words:

“You will get a hundred charms from over yonder, a thousand odds and
ends of verse

from the mouth of Antero Vipunen, from the belly of the man richly
stocked with them.

One must, however, get therc, the path must be trodden.

It is not a pleasant journey nor by any means quite the worst;

the first stage is for you to run  on the points of women’s needles,

the second for you then to walk on the points of men’s swords,

the third for you to stride over the blades of a man’s battle-ax.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen nevertheless planned to go.

He hurries into the craftsman’s smithy, speaks these words:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen! forge iron footwear,

forge iron gauntlets, make an iron byrnie.

Make an iron cowlstaff, make one of steel for pay.

Put steel in the core, draw tough iron over it.

Iam setting out to get charms, to take magic words

from the belly of a man of great resources, from the mouth of Antero
Vipunen.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Vipunen is long since dead, Antero has long not been seen
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setting out his snares, filling his trap line with traps.
You will probably get no charm there, no charm from that quarter at all.”

Steadfast old Viinimoinen, however, set out, paid no attention.

He walked along lightly for one day on the points of women’s needles,
lightheartedly walked a second on the points of men’s swords,

a third with long strides on the blades of a man’s battle-ax.

Vipunen rich in songs, an old man of great resources,

he is lying stretched out with his lays, sprawled out with his charms.

An aspen was growing on his shoulders, a birch rising from his brows,
an alder on the tip of his jaw, a willow on the end of his beard,

on his forehead a fir, the haunt of squirrels, a tall evergreen on his teeth.

Now Viiniméinen comes along. He drew his sword, snatched his blade

from the leather sheath, from the bast-lined belt;

he toppled over the aspen from the shoulders, the birches he brought down
off the brows,

from the jaws the spreading alders, the willows from the beard,

the firs, the haunts of squirrels, from the forehead, the tall evergreens from
the teeth.

He drove the iron cowlstaff into Antero Vipunen’s mouth,

into the grinning gums, the rattling jaws.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Slave of mankind, get up

from lying under the ground, from sleeping a long time.”

Vipunen rich in songs at once left off sleeping.

He felt someone touching him roughly, hurting him sorely;

he bit the iron cowlstaff, bit the tip of tough iron;

he could not bite the stecl nor eat the iron core.

There while standing by his mouth old Viiniméinen’s

right foot slipped, the left foot slid

into Antero Vipunen’s mouth, suddenly slipped onto his jaw.
Immediately Vipunen rich in songs opened his mouth wider,

spread open his jaws; he swallowed the man along with his sword,
gulped down that old Viiniméinen into his throat.

Then Vipunen skilled in song  uttered these words:

“I have already caten something, eaten a ewe, eaten a goat,

eaten a farrow cow, eaten a wild boar;

I have not yet eaten the like of this, nothing tasting like this morsel.”

Old Viinimoinen, he was the one to say these words:

“Now my ruin might come about, my day of distress come unexpectedly
in this demon’s stall, in this Grave Spirit’s cattle shed.”

He ponders, he reflects  how to get along, how to live.

A knife is in Viinimoinen’s belt, a curly-grained haft to his knife;
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of that he built a boat, built a boat artfully.

He rows, he glides lightly from end of gut to end of gut,

rowed through every narrow space, wound his way through every nook.

Old Vipunen rich in songs  did not intend to pay attention to this.

Then old Viiniméinen made himself into a blacksmith,

prepared to be an ironsmith. Of his shirt he made a smithy,

of the shirt-sleeves a bellows, of his fur coat blowers,

of his pants he made a bellows tube, of his stockings the mouthpiece of
the bellows tube,

of his knee an anvil, of his funnybone a hammer.

He taps away, forges deliberately and powerfully;

he forged for a night without resting, for a day without stopping for breath

in the belly of the man of great resources, in the bosom of the man of
great magic knowledge.

Then Vipunen rich in songs  said these words:

“What are you among your men and who are you among your people?

I have already eaten a hundred people, destroyed a thousand men

and I do not seem to have eaten such a one; hot coals are coming into my
mouth,

firebrands onto my tongue, iron slag into my throat.”

AN EXPULSION CHARM, LINES 157-166

“Set out now, strange creature, to go, bad creature of the earth, to take flight
before I search out your mother, look for your esteemed parent.

If I tell the mother, say, declare it to the parent,

it will be a trial for the mother, a great anguish for the parent

that the son is acting badly, the child behaving roughly.”

ORIGIN CHARMS AGAINST UNCERTAIN INJURIES,
LINES 167-244
[VARIOUS SOURCES OF DISEASE, LINES 167-178]
“I do not now understand that nor do I know
whence you, demon, have fastened onto me, whence, ruination, you have
come here
to bite, to gnaw, to eat, to chew.
Are you a disease created by the Creator, a death brought by God?
Or are you a deed done,  one brought by another, created by another,
brought here for a price, done for money?”

A PROTECTIVE CHARM AGAINST NATURAL DISEASES,
LINES 179-184

“If you chance to be a disease created by the Creator, a death brought by

then in’deed I seek protection in my Creator, fall back on my God.
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The Lord does not cast a good person aside, the Creator does not reject a
worthy person.”

AN ORIGIN CHARM AGAINST A DISEASE OR MISADVENTURE
INDUCED BY MAGIC OR BY ANOTHER PERSON, LINES 185-244

“If you chance to be a deed done, an injury caused by another,

I will certainly get to know your clan, discover your birthplace.

From there the injuries came previously, from there harm caused by magic
occurred,

from sorcerers’ districts, from magic singers’ pastures,

from scoundrels’ homesites, from wizards’ fields,

from Grave Spirit’s heaths, from land within the world below,

from a dead man’s home, from the farmstead of one departed,

from spongy soil, from crumbly earth,

from rattling gravel, from tinkling sands,

from boggy swales, from mossless fens,

from heaving quagmires, from plashing springs,

from a cave in the Demon’s wood, from five mountain crevices,

from the summit of a copper mountain, from the ridge of a copper one,

from murmuring firs, soughing evergreens,

from the crown of a rotten pine, from pines with rotted crowns,

from places where foxes bark, from the trails where one skis after an elk,

from a brown bear’s lair in a rock, from a bear’s den in the rock,

from the extensive back parts of North Farm, from Lapland’s vast regions,

from clearings without underbrush, unplowed lands,

from great battlefields, fields where men are slaughtered,

from rustling grass, from reeking gore,

from the great expanses of the sea, from the wide open sea,

from the black ooze of the sea, from the depth of a thousand fathoms,

from murmuring currents, from flashing whirlpools,

from the strong rapids of Finnmark, from the eddy of a mighty water,

from the farther side of the heavens, from behind fine-weather clouds,

from the path of the cold spring wind, from the cradle of the wind.

Have you, too, come from there, did you, magic infection, come from there

into a guiltless heart, an innocent belly,

to eat, to gnaw, to bite, to quarry?”

A CHARM TO RESTRAIN INJURIES, LINES 245—256

“Fadc away now, Demon’s hound, ~ tractable one, cur from the Abode of the
Dcad;

sct out from my womb, wretched being, from my liver, horrible creature of
the earth,

stop cating the core of my heart, tearing my spleen,

making my belly writhe, twisting my lungs,
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gnawing my navel, tcaring my groin,
stripping my backbone of flesh, drilling my sidcs.”

CHARMS SUMMONING HELP, LINES 257-308

“If I may not be the man, then I will sing up men better than I

to cast out this disease, to cause this horrible thing to vanish.

From the earth I will raise up female earth spirits, male earth spirits from
the field,

all swordsmen from the earth, all horsemen from the sand

as my powers, as my strength, as my support, as my protection

in this toilsome trouble, in this severe agony.

“If it will not obey even that, not yield even a little,

rise up, forest, with your men, juniper grove with your people,
pine grove with your family, landlocked fen with your children,
a hundred sword-girt men, a thousand ironclad warriors,

to erase this demon, to crush the evil creature.

“If it will not obey even that, not yield even a little,

rise from the water, mistress of the water, blue-cap from the billows,
you with a fine kirtle from a quagmire, beautiful one from the ooze

to be the little fellow’s power, the little man’s strength,

so that no one will eat me without reason or kill me except by a disease.

“If it will not obey even that, not yield even a little,

splendid old woman, maiden of Nature, resplendent lovely creature,
you who are the oldest of women, the very first female being,

go now to identify the agonies, to banish the days of distress,

to remove this distress, do away with the disease.

“And if it will not obey this, not yield even a little,

Ukko of the heavenly pole, haloed by a thundercloud,

come when you are needed, set out when you are summoned
to do away with painful labors, to remove ailments

by your sharp sword, your flashing blade.”

A CHARM FOR SENDING SOMEONE HOME, LINES 309—316

“Set out now, strange monster, to go, evil of the earth, to take flight.
There is no place for you here even if you need a place.

Move your cottage to somewhere else, your dwelling place farther off,
to your master’s dwellings, to your mistress” haunts.”

REVENGE CHARMS, LINES 317-346

“Then after you have come there, have got to the end of your journey,
to the districts of him who made you, to your creator’s pastures,
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give a signal when you have come, a secret sign when you have got there,

rumble like a thunderclap, crash like a flash of lightning.

From the farmyard give the door a kick, let down the hatch from the
window,

then go inside, fly like a blizzard into the house.

Take firmly by the heel, by the narrowest part of the heel,

masters from out of their back comers, mistresses from their comers by the
door.

Gouge out the master’s eye, smash the mistress’ head,

twist the fingers, twist the heads crooked.

“If little should come of that, fly to the lane in the form of a cock,
to the farmyard as a chicken straight to the rubbish heap.

Drive the horse from the stall, homed cattle from the cowshed;
push their homs into the dung, their tails down to the floor,

tum their eyes around, break their necks suddenly.”

[EXORCISM CHARMS, LINES 347-396]

“Whether you are a disease brought by the wind, brought by the wind,
driven by the flood,

given by the cold spring wind or escorted by chill air,

go along the path of the wind, along the sled track of the cold spring wind

without sitting down on a tree, without resting on an alder,

to the summit of a copper mountain, to the ridge of a copper one

for the wind to rock you there, for the cold spring wind to take care of you.

“If you have come from the heavens, from behind fair-weather clouds,
go up again to the heavens, ascend there into the sky,

to the gently dripping clouds, to the twinkling stars

to bumn like fire, to glitter like sparks

on the track of the sun, on the course of the disk of the moon.

“If, gentle one, you have been dragged by the water, driven by the waves of
the sea,

then, gentle one, go into the water, betake yourself under the waves,

beside a stronghold in the ooze, onto the crests of the billows,

for the waves there to drive you on, for the dreary water to rock you.

“If you have come from the Grave Spirit's heath, from the cottages of one
forever departed,

nevertheless try to get home, to those farmsteads of the Grave Spirit,

to spongy soil, to crumbly earth,

into which a people has vanished, a staunch folk sunk down.
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“If, bad creature, you came from there, from a cave in the demon’s wood,

from piny nests, from evergreen rooms,

then I will exorcise you there to the cave in the demon’s wood,

to the evergreen rooms, to piny nests,

for you to be there till the floors rot,

the wall studding gets overgrown with mold, the ceiling collapses from
above.”

GENERAL EXORCISM CHARMS, LINES 397-432

“And I will exorcise you thither, urge the wretched creature thither,
to the home of an old male bear, to the farmstead of an old female bear,
to those low-lying swales, frozen fens,

heaving quagmires, quaggy springs,

ponds without fish, quite without perch.

“If perchance you do not get a place there, then I will exorcise you yonder
to the extensive back parts of North Farm, to Lapland’s vast regions,

to clearings without underbrush, to unplowed lands

where there is no moon, no sun, nor dawn in the east.

It will be lucky for you to be there, lovely for you to move about easily;

elk have been hung in the trees, big wild reindeer slaughtered

for a hungry man to eat, for a greedy man to take a bite of.

“And I will exorcise you thither, will order and urge you thither

into the strong rapids of Finnmark, into the burning whirlpool

where trees fall right in, pines roll about roots up,

big evergreens plunging with their butts, bushy-topped pines with their
crowns.

Swim there, evil pagan, in the violent surgings of the rapids,

go round and round in open waters, dwell on in confined waters.”

AN IMPRISONMENT CHARM, LINES 433-446

“If you perchance do not get a place there, then I will exorcise you yonder
into Death’s dark river, into the eternal stream of the Abode of the Dead
from which you will not get free, never, never at all,

unless I happen to free you, have time to release you

by means of nine castrated rams, the offspring of one ewe,

nine calves, the calves of one cow,

along with nine male foals, the get of one mare.”

A CONVEYANCE CHARM, LINES 447-460

“If indeed you perchance ask for a conveyance, plead for a carriage horse,
I will certainly make you a conveyance and give you a carriage horse.
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There is a good horse at the Demon’s, a brown mane on a bald mountain
whose mouth sprays fire, whose nostrils indeed flash;

all its hoofs are of iron, its pawing hoofs of steel;

these are able to go up a hill, ascend the slope of a gully

under a good horseman, a hard rider.”

[A CHARM FOR MAGIC SKI EQUIPMENT, LINES 461-474)

“If this is not enough, get the Demon'’s ski equipment,

the Devil’s alderwood right skis, the Evil One’s thick ski pole,

with which you will ski over the Demon’s lands, rove the Devil’s copses,

proceeding quickly over the Demon’s lands, gliding over the lands of the
Evil One.

A stone lies straight across the way, smash it to pieces;

a fir branch is lying longwise on the road, break it in two;

a man is standing up in the road, he is the one to dispatch to the side.”

A CHARM FOR GETTING UNDER WAY, LINES 475-484

“Set out now, useless one, to get moving, bad man, to take flight

before sunrise, before the Dawn God’s dawning,

the rising of the sun, before hearing the cock’s voice.

Now it is time for the useless man to get going and for the evil one to take
flight,

for you, walker in the moonlight, to move on, you, moonlit one, to stroll off.”

AN INTIMIDATION CHARM, LINES 485-494

“If perchance you do not give way quickly, not get out, motherless cur,

I will get talons from an eagle, teeth from a bloodsucker,

claws from a bird of prey, talons from a hawk

with which I will squeeze loathsome creatures hard, stop bad ones forever
from moving their heads, from drawing a breath.”

A CHARM FOR A TIME OF TROUBLE, LINES 495-504

“Of yore the real devil took himself off, one bom of a mother, too, indeed
got lost

when God’s hour [of dawn] came, when the Creator’s help was revealed.

Motherless one, will you not get lost, not depart, unnatural monster,

not vanish, ownerless dog, not clear out, motherless cur,

at the end of this hour [before dawn],  on the waning of this moon?”

[NARRATIVE RESUMED FROM LINE 156]

Steadfast old Viinimoinen then uttered these words:

“It is nice for me to be here, lovely for me to linger on.
Your liver does for bread, the fat of your belly for a relish;
your lungs do for stew, your fat for good food.
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I will sct my anvil deeper in the flesh of your heart,

press my sledge hammer morc firmly on the morc painful spots, too,

so that you will never get free, never, never at all

unless I get to hear charms,  take along propitious spclls,

hear enough charms, thousands of magic formulas.

The charms will not get into a hiding place nor the spells into a cranny;
the mighty power will not get buried though the mighty ones depart.”

Then Vipunen rich in songs, that old man of great resources,

in whose mouth was great knowledge, unlimited magic power in his bosom,

opened his chest of words, exposed his box of lays

for him to sing good things, sing the best things,

those profound origin charms, age-old sacrificial spells

which all children do not sing, some men not understand

in this dreadful time, in this fleeting final age.

He sang the origin charms in the proper way, the spells correctly,

how by leave of its Creator, at the Almighty’s demand,

the sky was created of itself, how water separated from the heavens,

how solid land was formed into earth apart from the water, how on solid
ground all growing things sprang up.

He sang of the forming of the moon, the establishing of the sun,

of the erecting of the pillars of heaven, the studding of the heavens with
stars.

Then Vipunen rich in songs indeed sang and well knew how to.

A better singer was not heard or seen,

never, never at all a more accurate seer;

that mouth threw out magic words, the tongue dropped charms flowingly
as a two-year-old colt does its legs, a riding horse its fine limbs.

He sang day after day, he sang night after night.

The sun stopped to hear, the lovely moon to look;

the waves stood still in the sea, the billows at the head of the bay;

the streams stopped flowing, the rapids of Finnmark stopped foaming,
the rapids of the Vuoksi stopped flowing, the river Jourtan came to a stop.

Then old Viinimoinen, when he had heard the songs,

had received charms aplenty, found his propitious spells,

started to set out from Antero Vipunen’s mouth,

from the belly of the man of great resources, from the bosom of the man of
great magic knowledge.

Old Viindméinen said: “O you Antero Vipunen,

if you would open your mouth wider, spread open your jaws,

I would get out of your belly onto the ground in order to proceed to my
home.”
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Then Vipunen rich in songs uttered these words:

“Many things have I eaten, drunk many things, destroyed thousands and
thousands of things;

I have never yet eaten such a one before I ate old Viiniméinen.

You did well when you came, you are doing better now that you are going

Then Antero Vipunen bared his teeth,

opened his mouth wider, spread open his jaws.

Old Viiniméinen set out from the mouth of the man of great leaming,

from the belly of the man of great resources, from the bosom of the man of
great magic knowledge.

Suddenly he slips out of the mouth, jumps onto the heath

like a golden squirrel or a golden-breasted marten.

Thence he set out to walk; he came to his craftsman’s smithy.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “Were you now able to hear magic words,

find the propitious charms, hear how one sets a ship’s side in place,

joins a stern plank, mounts the bow and stern posts?”

Steadfast old Viinimoéinen uttered these words:

“Now I have already got a hundred charms, thousands of magic formulas;

I got the charms from a hiding place, magic words from a cranny.”

Then he went to his boat, rich in charms to his workshop.

He got the boat ready, the side planks fastened,

the stern finished, the bow structure mounted.

The boat was produced without using a tool, the ship without removing a
chip.
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Viindméinen sails with his new boat to woo the maid of North Farm (1-40).
Ilmarinen’s sister sees him and speaks to him from the shore,

obtains knowledge of his journey, and hurries to inform her brother

that his bride-to-be, earned of yore at North Farm, is now in jeopardy (41-266).
Ilmarinen gets ready and he, too, hurries with his horse

along the shore to North Farm (267-470).

When the mistress of North Farm sees the suitors coming,

she advises her daughter to marry Viiniméinen (471-634).

The daughter herself vows to marry Ilmarinen, forger of the Sampo,

and to Viiniméinen, who has now entered the house,

replies that she will not be bothered with him (635-706).

Steadfast old Viiniméinen ponders, reflects

about going to woo the girl, to look at the one with luxuriant hair

at gloomy North Farm, dark Sedgy Farm,

famed daughter of North Farm, such a bride-to-be at North Farm.

He put a blue broadcloth coat on the boat, a red one on the vessel;

the bow and stern posts he decorated with gold, overlaid them with silver.

So on a certain day very early in the moming

he pushed the boat into the water, the vessel with a hundred planks into
the billows

from the rollers stripped of bark, from the pinewood chocks.

He stepped the mast, hoisted the sails onto the mast,

hauled up one red sail, a second blue sail;

he got down into the ship, steps into the craft.

He set out to sail the sea, to speed over the blue.

A CHARM FOR SETTING OUT ON THE WATER, LINES 29-40

Then he uttered these words, spoke and talked:

“Come now, God, into the vessel, into the craft, Gracious One,

as a little fellow’s power, as a little man’s strength

on those extensive waters, on the boundless billows.

‘Wind, rock the vessel; wave, drive the ship

without rowing with fingers, without disturbing the water’s gleaming surface,
on the broad expanses of the sea, on the wide open sea.”

Annikki of fair name, a girl working at dusk, working at dawn
worker in the early moming watch, early on watch at dawn,
was doing laundry, washing the clothes

at the end of a red landing stage, the top of a big pier

at a tip of the misty headland, on the end of a foggy island.
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She looks about, turns her head around the lovely sky

toward the heavens above, along the shore of the sea.

The sun was shining aloft, the waves were glistening below.

Her eyes lit upon the surface of the sea, she turned her head to the south

along the mouth of the river of Suomela, along the waters of Viinaméinen’s
district;

she detected something dark on the sea, something blue on the billows.

She uttered a word, spoke thus, spoke and talked:

“What are you, black thing on the sea? Who are you, blue thing on the
billows?

If you are a skein of geese or a lovely flock of old squaws,

then rush off in flight to the heavens above.

If you are an island, the haunt of salmon, or or some other school of fish,

then go splash and swim, betake yourselves under the water.

‘Were you a stony island  or a rotten stump in the water,

a wave would break on you, water would splash on you.”

The boat comes nearer, the new vessel sails

along the tip of the misty headland, along the end of the foggy island.

Annikki of fair name now knew that a boat was coming,

a ship of a hundred planks tacking along. She uttered a word, spoke thus:

“If you happen to be my brother’s boat or my father’s vessel,

then try to make straight for home, tum straight toward your own lands

with bow toward these landing places, stern toward other landing places.

If you happen to be a totally strange vessel, ~drift farther out

toward other landing places with your sten toward these landing places.”

It was neither a boat from home nor a totally strange vessel;

it was actually Viinimdinen’s vessel, the eternal singer’s ship.

Now he was approaching there, was speeding on for a talk,

to utter one word, to produce a second, to speak a third distinctly.

Annikki of fair name, a girl working at dusk, working at dawn,

began to inquire about the vessel: *“Where were you setting out for,
Viiniméinen,

getting along to, suitor from Slack Water Farm, preparing to go, best man
in the world?”

Old Viiniméinen speaks from his vessel:

“I was sctting out to catch a salmon,  to catch a spawning lake trout

in Dcath’s dark river, in the deep stream of Sedgy Farm.”

Annikki of fair name, she indeed was the one to say these words:

“Do not tell empty lies! I know about spawning, too.

Differently indeed did my father in the past, differently indeed did my
estcemed parent

sct out to catch a salmon, to try to catch a sea trout.

The boat was full of scines, full of the ship’s drag-nets,
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here seincs, there lines, here beating poles on the side,

fish spears under the rowing bench, long punting poles in the stern.

Where were you setting out for, Viiniiméinen, heading out for, man of
Slack Water Farm?”

Old Viinimoinen said:  “I set out in quest of geese,

to the playground of the mottled wings, to hunt the wranglers

on the deep sounds of Germany, on the open expanses of the sea.”

Annikki of fair name uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I recognize a speaker of the truth, also I detect a liar.

Differently indeed did my father in the past, differently did my esteemed
parent

set out to hunt geese, to search for the red-beaked ones.

The big crossbow was strung, the fine bow drawn,

the black dog on a leash, the leash tied to a rib;

a cur ran along the shore road, a pup sped over the stones.

Tell the truth, Viindmoéinen! Where were you really intending to go?”

Old Viinimainen said: *“What if I should be going

to those great wars, evenly matched combats

where there will be blood over the shins, red blood up to the knees?”

Annikki says, she with a tin ornament on her breast, snaps:

“I recognize going to war, too. When in the past my father set out

for those great wars, evenly matched combats,

a hundred men were rowing, a thousand seated besides,

tipped crossbows in the bow, bladed swords on the rowers’ benches.

Now tell the real truth, unvarnished, trustworthy.

Where were you setting out for, Viinimginen, making for, man of Slack
Water Farm?”

Then old Viindméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Come, girl, into my vessel, maiden, into my boat;

then I will tell the real truth, unvarnished, trustworthy.”

Annikki says a word, she with a tin ornament on her breast snapped:
“May the wind blow on your vessel, the cold spring wind on your boat!
I will turn your vessel upside down, tip your bow under

if I cannot hear the truth, hear where you were intending to set out for,
hear the exact truth, the last of your lies.”

Then old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Well, T will really tell the truth even if I did lie a little.

I set out to woo a maiden, to sue for a virgin

at gloomy North Farm, at dark Sedgy Farm,

a place where a man is devoured, a person destroyed.”

Annikki of fair name, a girl working at dusk, working at dawn,
when she recognized the real truth, unvarnished, trustworthy,
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she left her kerchiefs unrinsed, her clothes unwashed

at the top of the big pier, at the end of the red landing stage.

She grasped her clothes with her hand, gathered up her skirt in her grip;

then she got to walking, at once managed to run.

She comes to the craftsman’s home, steps into the smithy.

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

was forging a long iron bench, was carefully making one of silver,

with a yard of fluffy ashes on his head, a fathom of charcoal dust on his
shoulders.

Annikki stepped to the door, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Brother, craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith!

Forge me a shuttle, forge pretty rings,

two or three pairs of earrings, five or six belt chains;

then I will tell the real truth, unvamished, trustworthy.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “If you tell me good news

I will forge you a shuttle, will forge pretty rings,

will forge a cross for your breast, mend your clasp.

If you tell me bad news, I will break up the old ornaments,

thrust them from your head into the fire, thrust them into the bottom of my
forge.”

Annikki of fair name, she was the one who uttered these words:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen, so that is how you remember to marry

the one whom long ago you engaged to marry, whom you reserved as your
wifel

You still keep on forging, you keep pounding all the time!

In the summer you shoe the horse, in the winter you make horseshoes;

at night you repair your sleds, by day you make traveling sleighs

for you to go courting in, for you to reach North Farm.

Now already slyer men are going there, more eminent men are finding time
to go;

they will take away your very own, seize your beloved

eyed by you for two years, wooed by you for three years.

Now Viinimoéinen is going along on the surface of the blue sea

in a boat with a lovely bow, with a copper steering oar

to gloomy North Farm, to dark Sedgy Farm.”

Anguish oppressed the craftsman, heaviness of heart the smith;
the tongs dropped from his grasp, the hammer fell from his hand.
Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “Annikki my sister,

I will forge a shuttle for you, will forge pretty finger rings,

two or three pairs of earrings, five or six belt chains.

‘Warm up a delicious bath, smoke up a sweet sauna

with small sticks, with little splints.
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Prepare a little soft soap, quickly dissolve lye
with which I may wash my head, whiten my body,
ridding it of the autumn soot, the winter’s smithyings.”

Annikki of fair name secretly warmed up the sauna

with sticks broken off by the wind, evidently knocked off by Ukko.
She collected stones from a rapids, produced dry steam

with water got from a lovely spring, from a spongy quagmire.

She broke off a bath whisk from a thicket, a lovely whisk from a grove,
softened the sweet whisk on the top of a sweet stone.

She prepared tacky soft soap, marrowy soap,

soap sparkling, sparkling, lathery,

as soap for the suitor’s head, as a rinse for his body.

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

forged what the maiden required, repaired her clasps

while she was preparing the bath, getting the sauna ready;

these he thrust into the girl’s hand. The girl uttered these words:
“I have now smoked up the sauna, warmed up the vapory bath,
softened the whisks just right, prepared passion-inducing whisks.
Bathe, brother, as much as you want; throw water as you like,
wash your head till the hair is like flax, your face till it is like a snowflake.”
Then craftsman Ilmarinen went to bathe

and bathed as much as he wanted, washed himself white;

he washed his face till it was bright, his temples till they were fine,
his neck till it was white as a hen’s egg, the whole trunk white.
He came from the sauna into the house, came unrecognized,

his face very handsome, his cheeks bright red.

Then he uttered these words: “Annikki my sister,

now bring my linen shirt, fetch the suitable clothes

in which I garb my body when getting ready to go courting.”

Annikki of fair name brought the linen shirt

for the skin free of sweat, for the bare skin,

then form-fitting trousers, those sewed by his mother,

for the flanks free of soot with no bones visible.

Then she brought sheer stockings woven by his mother when a virgin
for the shanks free of lather, for the plump calves,

then good shoes, the best German boots

over his fine stockings  stitched by his mother as a maiden.
She fetched a blue broadcloth jacket, liver-colored below,
on top of the linen shirt, the pure linen one;

on that a long homespun topcoat edged with four stripes,
on top of the blue broadcloth jacket, a brand new one
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with thousands of buttons of new fur, decorated with hundreds of loops,

on top of the long homespun topcoat, the latter edged with broadcloth;

further still a belt for his waist, a long belt with gold omaments,

woven by his mother as a virgin, thumped off the loom when a girl with
luxuriant hair;

then ornamented mittens, gloves with gold-adomed edges

woven by Lapland’s children  for his handsome hands;

then a high-peaked hat for his fine locks,

purchased by his father, got when a suitor.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen dresses himself, gets himself ready,

clothes himself, decks himself out. Then he said to his slave:

“Now hamess the splendid colt in front of the decorated sleigh

for me to set out driving, for me tq go to North Farm.”

The slave uttered these words: “We have six stallions,

a steed fed on oats. Which of these should I harness?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “Take the best stallion,

put the colt into the harness, the brown one in front of the sleigh.

Put six cuckooing bells, seven bells with the voice of those bluish birds

to sing mournfully on the shaft-bow, to give out low tones on the traces,

so that the fair ones might take a look, the virgins be delighted.

Bring there a bearskin  for me to sit upon,

bring a second, a water monster’s skin  to cover the decorated basket sleigh.”

That perpetual slave, a servant bought with money,

put the colt in the harness, the brown one in front of the sleigh.

He put six cuckooing bells, seven bells with the voice of those bluish birds

to call mournfully on the shaft-bow, to give out low tones on the traces.

He brought a bear skin there for his master to sit on,

brought a second, a water monster’s skin, to cover the decorated basket
sleigh.

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

prays Ukko, humbly beseeches the Thundcrer:

“Send down fresh snow, Ukko, throw down new powder snow,

snow for the slcigh to slip along on, new-fallen snow for the sled to speed
along on.”

Ukko did send down new snow, threw down new powder snow;

it covered the stalks of the heather, covered the berry stalks on the ground.

‘Then craftsman Ilmarinen  sits down in the sled with steel runncrs;

he speaks these words, made this remark:

“Sct out now, Good Luck, on my reins!  Set out, God, in my sleigh!

Good Luck will not break the reins, God not smash up the sleigh.”

He took the reins in one hand, in the other he grasped the whip;

he struck the horse with the whip, uttered these words:

“Set out, horse with a blaze, to speed along, flaxen mane, to get under way.”
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He drives easily along the sandy dunes by the sea,

along the side of sounds with pastured shores, along the crests of alder-
grown ridges.

He rattled along the shores, clattered over the sands of the shore.

Gravel stung his eyes, sea spray struck his chest.

He drove one day, drove a second, soon he drives a third;

already on the third day he overtakes Viinimoéinen.

He uttered a word, spoke thus, remarked and talked:

“O old Viinimoéinen, let us make a friendly agreement

if we happen to be wooing in rivalry, be going to pay court in rivalry:

not to drag the girl away by force, against her will to a husband’s home.”

Old Viindméinen says: “I will make a friendly agreement:

not to drag the girl away by force, against her will to a husband’s home.

A girl ought to be given to him whom she desires

without anyone’s feeling long-lasting jealousy, without being angry for lony.”

They drove on from there, each indeed his own way.

The vessel ran along, the shore resounded; the stallion ran, the earth
rumbled.

A little while passed, a short time went quickly by.

Already the dog was barking, the watchdog of the fine house baying,

at gloomy North Farm, at great Sedgy Farm.

At first it gave rather low growls, uttered low growls once in a while,

striking its behind on the edge of a field, wagging its tail on the ground.

The master of North Farm said:  “Geo, girl, and see

what the grey dog is barking at, what flop-ears keeps yapping at.”

The girl answered shrewdly: “I have no time, my dear master;

the big cattle shed must be cleaned, the big herd inspected,

the heavy quern stone turned, fine meal bolted.

The quem stone is heavy, the meal fine, weak the tumer of the quem.”

The demon of the fine house uttered low barks, the grey dog growled once
in a while.

The master of North Farm said: “Go, dame, and see

what the grey dog is barking at, what flop-ears of the fine house is yapping
at.”

The dame uttered these words: “I have no time, do not intend to at all;

the big family must be fed, the morning meal prepared,

a thick loaf baked, dough kneaded.

The loaf is thick, the meal fine, weak the baker.”

The master of North Farm said: “Women are, to be sure, always in a hurry,
daughters always have work ~ while toasting themselves on the stove bench,
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stretching out on a bed, too. Go, son, and see.”

The son uttered these words: “I have no time to look;

the dull ax must be ground, a heavy log of wood chopped,

a big pile of wood split, small firewood stacked.

The pile is big, the firewood small, weak the hewer.”

The hound of the fine house kept barking, the watchdog of the fine house
kept baying,

the fierce whelp kept barking loudly, the island watchdog kept complaining,

striking its behind on the field, curling up its tail.

The master of North Farm said: “The grey dog is not barking for nothing,

the old fellow not speaking idly, not just mumbling at the evergreens.”

He himself went to look. He walks across the farmyard

to the field farthest back, to the cattle yard most in the rear.

He sighted along the dog’s muzzle, took a close sight along the bridge of
its nose,

along the crest of a wind-swept ridge, along the shoulder of an alder-grown
ridge.

Now he saw the real truth, what the grey dog was barking at,

what the pride of the land was complaining about, what bushy-tail was
giving tongue to.

A red boat was sailing along the surface of Lovers’ Bay;

a decorated sleigh was moving swiftly over the land side of Honey-fragrant
Island.

The master of North Farm  goes quickly into the house,

betakes himself under the roof, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Now strangers are coming on the surface of the blue sea;

someone is driving a decorated basket sleigh on this side of Honey-fragrant
Island;

someone is landing with a big ship on this side of Lovers’ Bay.”

The mistress of North Farm said: “Where may an omen be got

about the strangers who are arriving? O my little girl,

put rowan sticks in the fire, choice wood into the flame.

If perchance blood streams, then war is coming;

if perchance water streams, we will continue to live in peace.”

The little hired girl of North Farm, humble maiden, the servant,

thrust rowan sticks into the fire, choice wood into the flame.

No blood streams at all, neither blood nor water;

honcy started to stream, honey to ooze.

From her comer Suovakko spoke, an old woman under a rough blanket:

“When wood streams honey, oozes honey,

then whatever strangers may be coming, they will be a suitor and his big
retinuc.”
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Then the mistress of North Farm, dame of North Farm, girl of North Farm,

soon made her way to the farmyard, bounded into the yard,

casting her eyes toward the sea, tuming her head south.

From there she saw it coming, a new vessel sailing along,

a ship with a hundred planks tacking along the water of Lovers’ Bay.

The ship was gleaming in a blue coat, the vessel in a red one;

a handsome man was in the stern of the vessel with a copper steering oar.

She saw a stallion running, a red sled going along,

a decorated basket sleigh speeding along the land side of Honey-fragrant
Island

with six gold cuckoos calling on the shaft-bow,

with seven of those bluish birds calling on the traces;

a sturdy man is in the back of the sleigh, a gallant fellow holding the reins.

The mistress of North Farm spoke, gave utterance, spoke thus:

“To which of the two do you want to go when they come to seek you

as a lifelong friend, as a chick by their side?

The one who is coming in the ship, proceeding with the red boat

along the surface of Lovers’ Bay, that is old Viiniméinen.

He is bringing goods in his ship, treasures in his craft.

The one who is driving in the sleigh, speeding on in the decorated basket
sleigh

along the land side of Honey-fragrant Island, that is craftsman Ilmarinen.

He is bringing an empty illusion, a sleighful of magic spells.

‘When, indeed, they come into the house, bring mead in stoups,

carry it in two-eared mugs; thrust the stoup into the hand of him

whom you wish to marry. Give it to the old man of Viiniméinen’s district

who is bringing goods in his ship, treasures in his craft!”

The handsome maid of North Farm, she managed to speak thus:

“O mother, you who bore me, O mother, you who reared me!

I will not marry the power of wealth or a man’s intelligence;

I will marry the goodness of his forchead, the handsomeness of his whole
body.

No maiden has ever before been sold for riches.

The maid must be given for nothing to craftsman Ilmarinen

who forged the Sampo, tapped out the lid of many colors.”

The mistress of North Farm said:  “O lamb of a child!

So you are marrying craftsman Ilmarinen to provide for a sweaty forehead,

to rinse out the craftsman’s sheets, to wash the craftsman’s head!”

To this the girl replied, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I am not marrying the old man of Viiniméinen’s district to provide for
the awfully old man;

misery would come from the old man, boredom from the aged person.”

Then old Viiniméinen got there ahead.
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He sailed his red vessel, brought his craft with its broadcloth coat

to the steel rollers, to the copper rollers;

he makes his way into the house, betakes himself under the roof.

Then he spoke from the floor, at the opening of the door, under the lintel
speaks these words, made this remark:

“Will you come to me, maiden, as an eternal friend,

as a lifelong consort, as a chick by my side?”

The beautiful girl of North Farm managed to say:

“Will you now shape a boat, make a big ship now

from the fragments of my spindle, from bits of my flax scraper?”

Old Viiniméinen said, spoke and talked:

“Now I will make a good ship indeed, I will shape a substantial boat,
which is steady in the wind and stable in a headwind

to drive through the waves, to float along the surface of the water.

It will raise itself up like bubbles, will glide along like water lilies
across the waters of North Farm, the whitecapped billows.”

The fair girl of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I do not commend a seafaring man, a person who sets out on the waves;
at sea the wind distorts the mind, the cold spring wind harms the brain.
I cannot possibly come, I will not come to you

as an eternal friend, as a chick by your side,

to lay out your bed, to arrange your pillow.”
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POEM 19

Ilmarinen enters the house at North Farm,

asks for the daughter, and is assigned dang tasks (1-32).

By the advice of the maiden of North Farm he gets the tasks successfully completed:
first, he plows a snake-infested field;

second, he gets Death’s bear and the wolf of the Abode of the Dead;

third, he catches the great terrible pike in the river of Death’s Domain (33-344).
The mistress of North Farm

promises and betroths her daughter to Ilmarinen (345-498).

In a sorry state of mind Viiniméinen returns from North Farm

and forbids anyone else to set out

as a rival in courtship with one younger than himself (499-518).

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

makes his way into the house, gets in under the roof.

A stoup of mead was brought, a pot of mead carried

to craftsman Ilmarinen’s hand. The craftsman uttered these words:

“Never, never at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright

will I drink these drinks before I can see my very own,

see whether the one I longed for is ready, ready she for whom I had to
wait.”

The mistress of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The one longed for is in great trouble, the one you had to wait for is in
trouble:

one foot is half shod, the other even less so.

The one you longed for will be ready, the one you wailed for ready,

just as soon as you plow an adder-infested field, turn over a snake-ridden
field

without the plow proceeding, the plowshare shaking.

That is the one the demon plowed of yore, the Devil indeed furrowed

with a copper plowshare, with a very sharp plow;

my own wretched son left it less than half plowed.”

[THE FIRST TASK: PLOWING A SNAKE-INFESTED FIELD,
LINES 33-74]
Then craftsman Ilmarinen went into his maiden’s room.
He said these words:  “Girl working at dusk, working at dawn,
do you remember that time when I was decorating the new Sampo,
was tapping out the lid of many colors? You vowed your eternal oath
in the presence of illustrious God, looking up at the face of the Almighty,
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vowed that you would come to me, a good man,

as an eternal friend, as a chick by my side.

Now your mother will not grant you, not proffer me her girl

unless I plow an adder-infested field, tumn over a snake-ridden one.”

The bride-to-be gave assistance, the girl proffered suggestions:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

fashion a golden plough, decorate one of silver;

with that you will plow the adder-infested field, tumn over the snake-ridden
one.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen put gold in the forge,

his silver in the hearth; from that he forges a plow.

He forged iron footwear, steel leggings,

dresses himself in these, fixes them on his legs;

he puts on an iron bymie, girds himself with steel belts,
took his iron gauntlets, fetched stone mittens.

Then he got a fiery gelding, harnessed the good horse,
set out to plow the field, to furrow the meadow.

A CHARM TO WARD OFF SNAKES, LINES 75-90

He saw the writhing heads, the rattling skulls.

He says these words:  “Alas, reptile, creation of God!

Who raised your head up, who indeed ordered and urged you

to hold your head erect, the pillar of your neck stiff?

Now get out of the way, thrust yourself, wretch, into last year’s withered
grass,

weave your way down into the underbrush, swing around into a grassy place.

1f indeed you lift your head from there, Ukko will harm your head

with steel-tipped arrows, with iron hailstones.”

Then he plowed the adder-infested field, furrowed the viper-ridden ground,

lifted the adders up on the freshly plowed field, the snakes to the top of the
furrows.

‘When he came back he said: “Now I have plowed the adder-infested field,

furrowed the viper-ridden ground, tumed over the snake-ridden earth.

Will the girl now be proferred me, my beloved granted to me?”

[THE SECOND TASK: CATCHING DEATH’S BEAR AND
BRIDLING THE WOLF OF THE ABODE OF THE DEAD,
LINES 101-150]

The mistress of North Farm  uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The maiden will be granted, the girl from herc proffered

just as soon as you bring Death’s bear, bridle the wolf of the Abode of the
Dead
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in the wilderness of Death’s Domain, behind the cottages of the Abode of
the Dead.
A hundred have gone to bridle it, not a single one has come back.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen went into his maiden’s room.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “I have been assigned the task

of bridling the wolves of the Abode of the Dead, of fetching Death’s bears

yonder from the wilderness of Death’s Domain from behind the cottages of
the Abode of the Dead.”

The bride-to-be gave assistance, the girl proffered suggestions:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

make the bits out of steel, make the bridles out of iron

on a certain stone out in the water, in the foaming waters of three rapids.

With these you will get Death’s bears, bridle the wolves of the Abode of
the Dead.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

prepared the bits out of steel, made the bridles out of iron

on a certain stone out in the water, in the foaming waters of three rapids.
Then he went to do the bridling.

[A HUNTSMAN’S CHARM, LINES 135-142]

He uttered these words, spoke thus:
“Girl, Fog Spirit, sift out mist with your sieve,
sprinkle some fog on the haunts of the forest game
so that it will not hear to move off nor flee from before me.”
He got the bit into the wolf’s mouth, the iron shackles onto the bear
there on Death’s heath, inside the hazy blue wilderness.
‘When he came back from there he said: “Grant, dame, your daughter!
Now I have brought Death’s bear, bridled the wolf of the Abode of the
Dead.”

[THE THIRD TASK: CATCHING THE PIKE IN THE RIVER
OF DEATH'S DOMAIN, LINES 151-312]

The mistress of North Farm  uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The old squaw will be granted, the blue goldeneye will be provided

just as soon as you catch the big scaly pike, the active fat fish

in the river of Death’s Domain, in the lower parts of the Abode of the Dead,
without lifting a net, without tumning a landing net.

A hundred have gone to catch it, not a single one has come back.”

Now indeed he becomes anguished, gets into a more precarious situation.
He went into his maiden’s room, uttered these words:
“I have been assigned a task, always better than the one before:
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to get a big scaly pike, an active fat fish

from Death’s dark river, from the eternal stream of the Abode of the Dead,
without a seine, without a net, without anything else to catch it with.”

The bride-to-be gave assistance, the girl proffered suggestions:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen, do not be upset by that!

Forge a fiery eagle, a flaming griffin.

With that you will get the big pike, the active fat fish

from Death’s dark river, from the lower parts of the Abode of the Dead.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

forges a fiery eagle, a flaming griffin;

he fashioned the talons out of iron, the claws out of steel,

the sides of a boat into the wings. He mounted the wings,

took his place on its back, on the tip of the eagle’s wing.

Then he counseled his eagle, cautioned the griffin:

“My eagle, my bird, go fly where I order you,

fly to Death’s dark river, to the lower parts of the Abode of the Dead;

strike the big scaly pike, the active fat fish.”

That eagle, fine bird, flaps along;

it flew to catch the pike, to seek out the one with dreadful teeth

there in the river of Death’s Domain, in the lower parts of the Abode of
the Dead.

One wing grazed the water, the other touched the heavens;

the talons scratched the sea, the bill brushed the little islands.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen sets out to drag

that river of Death’s Domain with the eagle close by to keep watch.

A water demon rose up from the water; it seized Ilmarinen.

The eagle dived onto the nape of its neck, twisted the water demon’s head,
pushed its head nearer the bottom toward the black ooze.

Now Death’s pike comes, the dog of the water moves forward slightly.
It was not a very small pike nor really a very big one;

the tongue was two ax handles long, the teeth a rake handle long,

the jaw equal to three rapids, its back as long as seven boats.

It wanted to seize the craftsman, to eat craftsman Ilmarinen.

The eagle came like a beast of prey, the bird of the air striking.

It was not a very small eagle nor really a very big one;

its mouth was a hundred fathoms long, the jaws the size of five rapids,
the tongue five spear shafts long, its talons five scythe lengths.

It discovered the big scaly pike, the active fat fish;

it strikes that fish, tore the scales.

Then the big scaly pike, the active fat fish

presses the eagle’s talon  down under the clear waters.
Then the eagle lifts itself up, rises up into the air;
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it brought black ooze up to the surface of the clear waters.

It moves about, it stirs about, then rises a second time.

It struck one of its talons into the shoulders of the dreadful pike,
into the arched back of the dog of the water; it struck the other talon
into a steel mountain, into an iron crag.

Its talon slipped off the stone, slid off the crag.

Now the pike dived, the clumsy lout of the water pulled itself away
from the talons of the eagle’s foot, from the toes of the bird of prey;
there are talon marks on the rib bones, rips in the shoulders.

Then the iron-taloned eagle once again exerted itself violently;

the wings flashed like flame, the eyes like bright fire;

it got the pike in its talons, the dog of the water in its grip.

It lifted the big scaly pike, pulled the clumsy lout of the water

up from under the deep waves to the surface of the clear waters.

Thus the iron-taloned eagle on its third try indeed

gets Death’s pike, the active fat fish

from that river of Death’s Domain, from the lower parts of the Abode of
the Dead.

The water did not feel like water because of the scales of the big pike,

the air did not smell like air because of the big eagle’s feathers.

Then the iron-taloned eagle carried the big scaly pike

to the branch of an oak with lots of acomns, to the top of a bushy-crowned
pine.

Then it tasted the stomach, slashed through the pike’s belly,

tore the breast, struck the head clear off.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “O you, wretched eagle!

What sort of a bird may you be? What sort of a beast may you be

now that you have tasted the stomach, slashed through the pike’s belly,

also torn the breast, struck the head clear off?”

The iron-taloned eagle then flew away in anger.

It rose up in the air to the edge of a long cloud.

The clouds moved about, the heavens wailed, the vault of heaven bent
down;

Ukko's bow broke, the pointed horns of the moon.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen carried the fish’s head

to his future mother-in-law as a gift. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Here are the makings of an everlasting chair for the house of good North
Farm.”

Then he uttered these words, remarked and talked:

“Now I have plowed the adder-infested fields, furrowed the viper-ridden
grounds,

bridled the wolves of the Abode of the Dead, shackled Death’s bears;
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I got the big scaly pike, the active fat fish

from that river of Death’s Domain, from the lower parts of the Abode of
the Dead.

Will you now grant me the maiden, proffer the girl here?”

The mistress of North Farm said: “You really did badly indeed

when you struck the head clear off, slashed through the pike’s stomach,

further tore the breast, also tasted the stomach.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:

“One does not get game undamaged from even better places;

this was got from the river of Death’s Domain, from the lower parts of the
Abode of the Dead.

Is the one I longed for now ready, the one I had to wait for ready?”

The mistress of North Farm spoke, remarked and said:

“Now the one you longed for is ready, the one you had to wait for is ready.
My old squaw must now be granted, my mallard provided

for craftsman Ilmarinen as a lifelong companion,

as an everlasting comfort, as a chick by his side.”

A HANDSHAKE LAY
[TO CONFIRM A BETROTHAL],
LINES 357-497

There was a baby on the floor. The baby was singing on the floor:

“A bird came into this house, a useless bird into our fine house.

An eagle flew from the northeast, a hawk through the heavens:

one wing hit the edge of the sky, the other swept the billows:

the tail brushed the sea lightly, the head touched the heavens.

It looks about, it turns about, it moves about, noves about;

it lit upon the men’s fine house, it keeps rapping with its beak.

The men’s stronghold had an iron roof, it did not get inside that!

It looks about, it turns about, it moves about, it noves about.

It lit upon the women'’s stronghold, it keeps rapping with its beak;

the women’s stronghold had a copper roof; it did not get inside that!

It looks about, it turns about, it noves about, it moves about.

It lit upon the maidens’ stronghold, it keeps rapping with its beak;

the maidens’ stronghold had a flaxen roof, now it got inside that!

It lit upon the chimney flue of the fine house, then it settled down on the
roof;

it moved the shutter of the stronghold, it sat on the window ledge of the
stronghold,

the bird with green plumage in a recess in the wall, the hundred-pinioned
bird where the butt ends of the logs meet.

It looks at the girls with luxuriant hair, it tested the heads of hair
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of the best bevy of maidens, of the most beautiful of those with luxuriant
hair,

of the lustrous heads adorned with beads, of the famed flower-decked heads.

Then the eagle grasps her, the bird of the pine forest seizes hold of her;

it struck the best one of the bevy, the prettiest of the flock of mallards,

the fairest, most charming, pinkest-cheeked, with the most brilliant coloring.

She was the one the bird of the air struck, her its long claws carried off,

the one who held her head erect and was sought after, too, for her figure,

who was softest as to feathers, finest as to plumage.”

Then the mistress of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Where did you get to know, lucky man, where did you hear, golden apple,

that this girl was growing up, her flaxen hair waving?

Did the maiden’s silver omaments gleam, the maiden’s gold ones become
famed yonder?

Did our suns blaze over there, our moons gleam palely?”

The baby spoke up from the floor, the growing child just sang:

“This is how the lucky man knew, the lucky fellow found the way

to the maiden’s splendid home, to the beautiful farmstead:

her father’s reputation was good for steering a big ship,

the mother’s even better for baking a thick loaf,

for baking a wheaten loaf, for feeding a guest.

This is how the lucky one knew, the total stranger became aware

that the young girl had shot up, the virgin grown tall:

one time when he was walking by the farmyard, walking down below the
storehouses

very early one moming, right in the very early morning,

smoke was rising straight up, dense smoke was escaping

from the maiden’s splendid home, from the farmstead of the growing girl.

The maiden herself was grinding grain, was swaying easily on the quem staff;

the quern staff was calling out like a cuckoo, the hole for the staff like a wild

005€,

thg disk in the hole like a bunting, the stone jingling like a string of beads.

Then he took a walk a second time, stepped along the edge of a field.

The girl was gathering yellow bedstraw, was moving nimbly on the yellow
heath;

she was preparing pots of red dye, was boiling kettles of yellow dye.

Then he took a walk a third time along under the maiden’s window;

he heard the maiden weaving, the batten thumping in her hand.

The shuttle was slipping along like a weasel in the crevice in a rock,

the blades of the reed made a clicking sound like a woodpecker on the side
of a tree;
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the warp beam was tuming around quickly like a squirrel in the branches of
a tree.”

Then the mistress of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There, there, my girl! Have I not always said:

‘Do not cuckoo out among the firs, do not sing in the valleys,

do not display the arch of your neck, the whiteness of your arm,

the fullness of your young breast, the loveliness of your other features.”

All autumn I kept saying, sang on during this summer,

even during the swift-passing spring, even during the next sowing season:

‘Let us build a secret cabin  with little secret windows

for a maiden to weave cloth in, to make a fretting sound with the four
heddles

so that Finnish suitors may not hear, Finnish suitors, the suitors of the
countryside.””

The baby on the floor sang, the two-week-old child cried out:

“It is easy to hide a horse, to conceal a shaggy coat;

it is hard to hide a maiden, to conceal long tresses.

Even if you built a stone fort in the middle of the sea

to keep maidens there, to rear your chicks in,

the maidens will not be hidden there, the virgins indeed not grow up
without important suitors getting in, suitors of the countryside,

men with high-peaked hats, horses with shod hoofs.”

Old Viiniméinen, downcast, low in mind,

as he proceeded home, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Woe is me, decrepit man, that I did not know enough

to marry at a youthful age, to go a-wooing at an age of youthful vigor.

‘A man regrets everything he has done, everybody regrets his youthful
marriage,

his begetting a child when a mere child, becoming a family man when
young.’”

Then Viiniméinen forbade, the man of Slack Water Farm banned

an old man’s going to get a young girl, planning to woo a beautiful girl.

He forbade swimming in competition, rowing on the water on a bet,

wooing a maiden in rivalry with another, younger man.
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POEM 20

At North Farm a terribly big steer is slaughtered for the wedding (1-118).
Beer is brewed and food prepared (119-516).

Messengers are dispatched to invite people to the wedding;
Lemminkiinen alone is left uninvited (517-614).

‘What sort of thing shall we sing about now? What kind of a song shall we
rattle off?

We will sing that kind, will rattle off that song:

that feast at North Farm, the drinking bout of the Devout Ones.

The wedding was long arranging, supplies being got ready

in those dwellings at North Farm, in those log cabins at Sedgy Farm.
‘What was brought there and what was fetched

for the big feast at North Farm, for the drinking bout of the big crowd,
for catering to the country people, for feeding the big crowd?

A steer grew up in Karelia, a bullock grew fat in Finland.

It was neither big nor small; it was a really proper calf!

Its tail swung to and fro in Hime, its head swayed to and fro on the Kemi
Tiver,

its long homs were a hundred fathoms long, its fat muzzle a hundred and
fifty.

A weasel took a week to round  the site of one stanchion,

a swallow a day to fly between the steer’s homs,

to reach its destination in all haste without resting in between.

A summer-born squirrel ran for a month from its neck to its tail

and did not get there, not reach its goal in the first month.

That prodigious calf, huge Finnish bullock,

was led from Karelia to the edge of a field at North Farm.

A hundred men were holding it by the hons, a thousand by the muzzle

as they escorted the steer, brought it to North Farm.

The steer went swaying along  at the mouth of the bay of Sedgy Farm,

it eats grass by a spring; its back grazes the clouds.

There was no knocker, no feller in the dreadful country
among the lads of North Farm, in the whole big clan,

among the rising generation nor indeed among the old people.
An old foreigner came, Virokannas a Karelian;
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he uttered these words: “Easy, easy, poor steer,

until I come with a club, until I bang you on the skull

with my stick, you wretched creature. Then another summer you will not
tum your snout much, sway your muzzle around clumsily

on the edge of this field, at the mouth of the bay of Sedgy Farm.”

The old man began to knock it, Virokannas to strike it,

the Worshipful One to deal with it. The steer swung its head to and fro,

its black eyes glared; the old man suddenly jumped up into a fir,

Virokannas into a grove, the Worshipful One into a willow.

They looked for a knocker, a feller of the big steer

from lovely Karelia, from the biggest farms of Finland,

from the quiet land of Russia, from the brave land of Sweden,

from the spacious back parts of Lapland, from the mighty region of Finn-
mark.

They searched in Death’s Domain, in the Abode of the Dead, under the
earth, too.

They searched but did not find one; they sent to get one, none was
discovered.

They searched for a knocker, looked for a feller

on the broad expanse of the sea, on the boundless billows.

A black man rose from the sea, someone from the gentle swell,

right out of the clear water, from the extensive open sea.

The latter was not among the biggest nor among the smallest;

he could lie down under a wooden bowl, stand up under a flour sieve.

He was an iron-fisted old man  with iron-grey hair to judge from his looks;

on his head was a high-peaked hat of rock, on his feet shoes of stone,

a gold knife in his hand, the handle ornamented with copper.

Then it got its knocker, met indeed its slayer,

the Finnish bullock its tamer, the dreadful creature of the land its feller.

As soon as he saw his quarry, he all at once struck its neck,

brought the bullock to its knees, flattened its flank to the ground.

Did they get much in the way of spoils? They didn’t get much in the way
of spoils!

A hundred tubs of meat, a hundred fathoms of sausage,

seven boatloads of blood, six kegs of suet

for that feast at North Farm, for that banquet at Sedgy Farm.

A house was built at North Farm,  a large house, a big one-room cabin;

it was nine fathoms across, seven from end to end.

When a cock crowed in the ceiling, its voice was not heard on the ground;
a dog’s bark at the back of the room is not heard as far as the door.

The mistress of North Farm  moved quickly to where the floorboards meet,
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moved briskly along down the middle of the floor. She ponders, she reflects:

“Where indeed will we get beer, skillfully brew table beers

for the wedding which is being arranged for, for the splendid banquet
which is to be given?

I do not know about the preparation of table beer nor the origin of beer.”

A BEER LAY, LINES 137-414

There was an old man on the stove; the old man spoke from the top of the
stove:

“The origin of beer is barley, of the superior drink the hop plant,

though that is not produced without water or a good hot fire.

The hop, son of Remunen, was stuck into the ground when little,

was plowed into the ground like a serpent, was thrown away like a stinging
nettle

to the side of a Kaleva spring, to the edge of an Osmo field.

Then the young seedling came up, a slender green shoot rose up;

it went up into a little tree, climbed to the crown.

The father of good fortune sowed barley at the end of the newly cultivated
Osmo field;

the barley grew beautifully, rose up finely

at the end of the newly cultivated Osmo field, on the clearing of a Kaleva
descendant.

Alittle time passed. Now the hop vine cried out from the tree,

the barley spoke from the end of the field, the water from the Kaleva spring:

‘When will we be joined together, when to one another?

Life alone is dreary; it is nicer with two or three.’

“An Osmo descendant, a brewer of beer, a maiden, maker of table beers,
took some grains of barley, six grains of barley,

seven hop pods, eight dippers of water;

then she put a pot on the fire, brought the liquor to a boil.
She boiled barley beer in a swift-passing summer’s day

on the tip of a misty headland, at the end of a foggy island,
put it in a new wooden tub, inside a birchwood keg.

She got the beer boiled, she could not get it fermented.
She ponders, reflects, uttered a word, spoke thus:

‘What may one put into that and what should one look for
as a barm for the beer, as a leaven for the table beer?’

“The Kaleva descendant, fair maiden, one graceful with her fingers,

nimble of movement, always light in her shoes,

moved quickly to where the floorboards meet, moved briskly along down
the middle of the floor

arranging one thing and another between two kettles.
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She saw a splinter on the floor, picked the splinter up off the floor.
She looks about, she turns about: ‘“What would come of this

in the hands of a fair young girl, in the fingertips of a good virgin,
if I put it in a young girl’s hand, in the fingertips of a good virgin?’
The young girl rubbed it with her two palms, with both hands,
with both her thighs: a white squirrel was produced.

“In this way she counseled her son, instructed her squirrel:

‘Squirrel, lovely gold, lovely cuckoo, delight of the earth!

Run where I order, where I order and exhort,

to pleasant Woodland, to the keen-eyed people of Tapio’s Domain.

Go up a little tree, cleverly into a broad-crowned tree

so that no eagle may seize you nor bird of the air strike you.

Bring some cones from a fir, some scales from a pine cone;

put them into the young girl's hand, into the beer of the Osmo descendant.’

The squirrel knew how to run. bushy-tail to circle about,

to run a long way quickly, to rove quickly over the distance in between,

across one wilderness, along another, a little aslant a third

to pleasant Woodland, to the keen-eyed people of Tapio’s Domain.

It saw three tall firs, four small pines;

it went up a fir in a swale, up a pine on a heath.

No eagle seized it, no bird of the air struck it.

It looked for cones in the fir, tips of a leafy twig in the pine;

it hid the cones in its claws, wrapped them in its paws;

it carried them to the young girl's hand, to the good fingertips.

The young girl stuck them in her table beer, the Osmo descendant into her
T,

the beer does not get to fermenting, the young drink to bubbling.

“The Osmo descendant, brewer of beer, the young girl, maker of table beers,

to say the least reflects: “What may one perhaps put into this

as a barm for the beer, as a leaven for the table beer?’

The Kaleva descendant, fair maiden, graceful with her fingers,

always nimble of movement, always light in her shoes,

moved quickly to where the floorboards meet, moved briskly along down the
middle of the floor

arranging once thing and another between two kettles.

She saw a chip on the floor, picked the chip up off the floor.

She looks about, she turns about: “What would perhaps come of this

in the hands of a fair young girl, in the fingertips of a good virgin

if I put it in a maiden’s hand, in the fingertips of a good virgin?’

She did put it in a maiden’s hand, in the fingertips of a good virgin.

The young girl rubbed it  with her two palms, with both hands,

with both her thighs: a golden-breasted marten was produced.
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“In this way she counseled her marten, instructed her orphan child:

‘My marten, my bird, my beauty with a valuable pelt!

Go where I order, where I order and exhort,

to bruin’s lair in a rock, to the forest bear’s homestead

where bears fight, brown bears lead a hard life.

With your fist collect some leaven, with your hands make some frothy spit-
tle flow;

put it in the maiden’s hand, bring it to the shoulder of the Osmo descend-
ant.

Now indeed the marten knew how to run, golden-breast how to go whisking
along,

It soon ran a long way, quickly roved over the intervening distance,

across one river, along another, a little aslant a third

to bruin’s lair in a rock, to the bear’s cave in a pile of rocks.

There bears were fighting, brown bears leading a hard life

in an iron crag, in a steel mountain.

The frothy spittle was flowing from a bear's mouth, some dreadful leaven
from its jaws;

with its hands it made some frothy spittle flow, with its fist collected some
leaven.

It put it in the young girl's hand, on the fingertips of the good virgin.

The Osmo descendant poured it into her beer, the young girl into her table
beer.

The beer did not get to fermenting, the elixir of men to humming.

“The Osmo descendant, brewer of beer, young girl, maker of table beer,

to say the least reflects: “What may one perhaps put into this

as a barm for the beer, as a leaven for the table beer?’

The Kaleva descendant, fair maiden, graceful with her fingers

always nimble of movement, always light in her shoes,

moved quickly to where the floorboards meet, moved briskly along down the
middle of the floor

arranging one thing and another between two kettles.

She saw a yellow mustard plant on the ground, she picked it up off the
ground.

She looks about, turns about: “What would come of this, too,

in the hands of a beautiful young girl, on the fingertips of a good virgin

if I put it in a young girl’s hand, in the fingertips of a good virgin?’

She put it in a young girl’s hand, in the fingertips of a good virgin.

The young girl rubbed it  with her two palms, with both hands,

with both her thighs: a bee was produced from it.

“In this way she counseled her bird, instructed her bee:
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A BEE CHARM, LINES 345-380

‘Bee, smooth-flying bird, king of the blossoms of the meadow!

Fly to where I order you, where I order and exhort,

to an island in the open sea, to a little island in the ocean.

There a maiden has gone to sleep, her copper belt has dropped down,

at her side is honeyed hay, honeyed grass on the hem of her skirt.

Bring some honey on your wing, carry some honey in your mantle

from the bright-colored tip of a grass-stalk, from the cup of a lovely bloom.

Carry that to the young girl’s hand, bring it to the shoulder of the Osmo
descendant.’

The bee, smooth-flying bird flew until it got there.

It soon flew a long distance, quickly it shortened the distance in between,

across one sea, along another, a little aslant a third

to an island in the open sea, to a little island in the ocean.

It saw the maiden asleep, her with a tin or t lying exh

on an uninhabited meadow, on the edge of a honeyed field

with a golden grass-stalk by her loins, a silver grass-stalk on her belt.

It wet its wing in the honey, its plumage in the liquid honey

on the bright-colored tip of a grass-stalk, at the top of a lovely bloom.

It carried it to the young girl's hand, to the lovely virgin's fingertips.

The Osmo descendant stuck it into her beer, the young girl into her table
beer.

Then the young beer began to ferment, then the young drink rose up

in the new wooden cask, in the birchwood keg.

It foamed up to the top of the kegs, it bubbled up to the brims,

it sought to run to the ground, to go down to the floor.

tod

“It was only a little while, a short time passed quickly.

Men came to drink, especially Lemminkiinen.

Ahti got drunk, the man with a far-roving mind got drunk, the ruddy-cheeked
rascal got drunk

on the beer of the Osmo descendant, on the table beer of the Kaleva de-
scendant.

The Osmo descendant, brewer of beer, the maiden, maker of table beers,

uttered these words: ‘Woe my day, poor wretch,

when I brewed a bad beer, made a peculiar table beer;

it rose up out of the keg, billowed out onto the floor.”

Abullfinch sang in a tree, a thrush on the edge of the eaves:

‘It is not a bad sort of beer, the drink is a good sort of beer,

to be emptied into barrels, kept available in cellars

in oak barrels, inside copper hoops.’

That was the origin of beer, the beginning of the table beer of the people
of the Kaleva District;
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thus it got its good name, thus its high repute

since it was a good sort of beer, a drink good for the righteous.
It set women to laughing, put men in a good humor,

the righteous to making merry, fools to joking.

Then the mistress of North Farm, when she heard about the origin of beer,
got a big tub of water, a new wooden tub half full,

with barley enough in it and a lot of hop pods.

She began to boil the beer, to prepare the strong liquor

in the new wooden cask, in the birchwood keg.

For months rocks were heated, for summers water was boiled,
wildemesses of trees were burned, wells of water were carried.

Now the wildernesses were thinned of trees, the water of the springs grew less
as she brewed batches of beer, as she made batches of table beer

for the big feast at North Farm, for the drinking party of the fine crowd.
Smoke is billowing up on the island, fire at the tip of the headland.
Dense smoke was indeed rising up, a haze going up in the air

from the fiercely burning hearths, from the many fires;

it filled half the North Farm area, it darkened all Karelia.

All the people take a look, take a look, ask suddenly:

“Where indeed is the smoke coming from, the haze rising into the sky?
Isn’t it small for the smoke of war, big for a herdsman’s fire?”
Lemminkiinen’s mother very early in the moming

went to get water from a spring, sees the dense smoke

in the north. She uttered a word, spoke thus:

“That is surely smoke signals of war, indeed war fires.”

Island-Ahti, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

looks about, turns about, ponders, reflects:

“Suppose I trudge off to look, to investigate from nearby

where that smoke is coming from, whence the haze is filling the air,
whether it is smoke signals of war or war fires.”

The man with a far-roving mind trudged off to look at where the smoke
was coming from.

They were not signal fires of war nor war fires;

they were beer fires, fires where table beer was boiling

at the entrance to the bay of Sedgy Farm, in a bend in the narrow headland,

Then the man with a far-roving mind keeps looking; one eye in the head
of the man with a far-roving mind is squinting,

one eye squinting, the other with a cast, his mouth slightly askew.

At last while he is looking he speaks, says from across the sound:

“O my dear mother-in-law-to-be, sweet mistress of North Farm!

Make first-rate batches of beer, boil good batches of table beer

for the big crowd to drink, especially for Lemminkdinen

at that very wedding of his with your young daughter.”
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The beer was got ready, the elixir of man ready to drink.

The red beer was brewed, the fine table beer made ready

to lay away underground in a stone cellar,

in oak barrels behind a copper bung.

Then the mistress of North Farm had stews cooked,

made kettles bubble, skillets sizzle.

Then she baked big loaves, shaped big barley loaves

for the good country people, to feed the big crowd

at the big feast at North Farm, at the drinking party at Sedgy Farm.
The bread was baked, the barley loaves shaped.

A short time passed, a little while passed quickly.

The beer worked in the barrels, the table beer made a noise in the cellar.

“If now my drinkers would come, my guzzlers get ready,

my competent warbler, my skilled singer!”

They sought a singer, a skilled singer,

a capable warbler, a splendid magician in a trance.

A salmon was brought as a singer, a pike as a warbler of competence;
the salmon was no singer, the pike no magician in a trance;

the salmon’s jaws were crooked, the pike’s teeth sparse.

They sought a singer, a skilled singer,

a competent warbler, a splendid magician in a trance.

A baby was brought as a singer, a boy as a singer of competence;

the child was no singer, the slobbering child no warbler;

the baby’s tongue got stiff, the root of its tongue rigid.

The red beer grew threatening, the young drink began practicing magic
in an oak keg behind a copper bung:

“If you do not produce a singer, a skilled singer,

a competent warbler, a splendid magician in a trance,

I will kick off my hoops, force out the bottom of my barrel.”

Then the mistress of North Farm  got the invitations going,

messengers going about. She utters these words:

“O little maid, my perpetual slave,

call the country people together, a crowd of men to the drinking party.

Invite the miserable, invite the poor, the blind, too, the wretched, too,

also cripples, also the lame who must go by sleigh. Row the blind in boats,

drive the cripples on horseback, bring the lame on sleds.

Invite all the people of North Farm  and all the Kaleva people;

invite old Viiniméinen to be the official singer.

Do not invite the man with a far-roving mind, that Island-Ahti!”

The little maid uttered a word, spoke thus:

*“Why do I not invite the man with a far-roving mind, only not Island-
Ahti?”
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‘That mistress of North Farm  says a word in reply:

“You are not inviting the man with a far-roving mind, that reckless Lem-
minkiinen,

because he is always quarrelsome, a very skillful fighter;

he has done shameful things at weddings, wrought great havoc at feasts,

violated pure maidens in their festival clothes!”

The little maid uttered a word, spoke thus:

“How will I recognize the man with a far-roving mind so as to leave him
uninvited?

I do not know Ahti's home, the farmstead of the man with a far-roving
mind.”

The mistress of North Farm spoke, uttered a word and said:

“You will easily recognize the man with a far-roving mind, that Island-
Ahti.

Ahti lives on an island, the rascal lives by the water,

by a very extensive bay, in a cove on Faraway Headland.”

The little maid, the paid drudge,

carried the invitations in six directions, the bids in eight.

She invited all the people of North Farm and all the Kaleva people,

also those skinny dependent landless people, hired hands in close-fitting
kaftans.

Only and solely the lad Ahti, him she left uninvited.



POEM 21

The brideg and his retinue are received at North Farm (1-226).
The guests are fed and given drink in profusion (227-252).
Viiniméinen sings and praises the people of the farm (253-438).

That mistress of North Farm, the old woman of Sedgy Farm,

was outdoors, was about her household duties.

From the fen she heard the crack of a whip, from the shore the rattling of
a sled.

She cast her eyes to the northwest, she turned her head south,

she ponders, reflects:

THE LAY OF THE COMING OF A BRIDEGROOM, LINES 10-2§2
“Why are these people spying

on the shores of wretched me? Is it a big armed force?”

She trudged off to look at that, to examine it from near at hand.

It was not an armed force, it was the big bridegroom’s retinue,

the son-in-law in the midst of his train, amid good country people.

The mistress of North Farm, the old woman of Sedgy Farm,

when she recognized that the bridegroom was coming, uttered a word, spoke
thus:

“I thought the wind was blowing, a pile of stacked wood toppling over,

the shore of the sea resounding, gravel rippling down.

I trudged off to look at that, to examine it from near at hand;

the wind was not blowing, no pile of stacked wood toppling over,

the shore of the sea not resounding, gravel not rippling down.

My son-in-law’s people are coming, winding along with two hundred men.

How will I recognize my son-in-law, my son-in-law among the people?

My son-in-law will be recognized among the people as a chokecherry is
recognized among other trees,

an oak among slender shoots, the moon among the stars of heaven.

The son-in-law is on a black stallion as if on a ravenous wolf,

a powerful raven, a flying griffin;

six golden oriole bells  singing on his shaft-bow,

seven bluish cuckoo bells calling on the traces.”

A rumbling is heard in the lane, a clatter of shafts on the path to the well;

now the son-in-law reaches the farmyard, the son-inlaw’s people the farm-
stead.

The son-in-law is among the people, amid good country people;

140
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he was not indeed the foremost or quite the hindmost.

“Off and away, lads! Outdoors, men! To the farmyard, you tallest people,

to unbuckle the breast straps, to pull away the traces,

to let down the shafts, to bring the son-in-law into the house!”

The son-in-law’s stallion is racing along, the decorated basket sleigh is speed-
ing on

over the mother-in-law’s farmyard. The mistress of North Farm said:

“O you slave working for hire, handsome neighborhood laborer,

take the son-in-law’s stallion, take the horse with a blaze

out of the copper-adorned hamess, the tin-adorned breast straps,

the leather traces, the shaft-bow made of a sapling.

Lead the son-in-law’s stallion, take it properly out of the silken bits,

out of the silver-tipped bridle to soft places to roll on, to a level field,

to some soft new-fallen snow, to milk-white ground.

Water my son-in-law’s colt at the nearby spring

which stands unfrozen, which still open is bubbling

at the foot of the lovely fir, under the flourishing evergreen.

Feed my son-inlaw’s colt from a golden splint basket,

from a copper bushel with clean barley, with loaves of bolted meal,

boiled summer wheat, ground summer rye.

Then lead the son-in-law’s stallion to the most suitable manger,

the most superior place, to the part of the farmyard farthest back.

Tie up the son-in-law’s stallion to a golden hoop

in an iron ring, to a post of curly-grained wood.

Put in front of the son-in-law’s stallion half a peck of oats,

a second of hay chaff, a third of fine chaff.

Groom the son-in-law’s stallion with a walrus-bone brush

5o that the hair is not broken, no long hair comes out.

Cover the son-in-law’s stallion with a silver blanket,

with gold material, with copper cloth.

“Neighborhood boys, dear fellows, escort the son-in-law into the house

without a hat on his hair, without mittens on his hands.

Wait till I look at the son-inlaw to see whether the son-in-law fits into the
house

without taking away the door, pulling down the doorjamb,

without raising the lintel, lowering the threshold,

tearing down the wall where the door is, without changing the beams
supporting the wall.

The son-in-law will not fit into the house, the fine gift under the ceiling

without taking away the door, pulling down the doorjamb,

without raising the lintel, lowering the threshold,
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without tearing down the wall where the door is, without changing the
beams supporting the wall.

The son-in-law is a head taller, an ear higher.

Let the lintels be raised  so as not to knock his cap off;

let the thresholds be lowered so as not to touch the heel of his shoe;

let the doorjambs be moved out of the way; let the doors open of them-
selves

when the son-in-law comes into the house, when the splendid man steps
along.

“Gracious God be praised! The son-in-law is already coming inside.

Wait till I look at the house, inside the house with my eyes

to see whether the tables here are washed, the wall benches flushed down
with water,

the smooth planking cleaned, the floorboards swept.

I'look at this house —TI do not recognize it at all,

not recognize of what kind of wood the cabin is made, whence the room
was got here,

with what the walls are built up, and the floors laid.

The side wall is of hedgehog bones, the back wall of reindeer bones,

the wall on the side of the door of wolverine bones, the doorjamb of lamb’s
bones.

The beams are of apple wood, the post of curly birch,

the food shelf over the stove of water lilies, the ceilings of bream scales.

The long bench is made of iron, the wall benches of German split logs,

the table decorated with gold, the floor covered with silk.

The stove is cast of copper, the hearth bench of lovely rocks,

the firestones of stones of the sea, the inglenook of Kaleva trees.”

The bridegroom makes his way into the house, comes in under the roof.
He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Hail, God, to this place,

under the splendid rooftree, under the lovely roof!”

The mistress of North Farm said: “Hail, hail your arrival

here in the little house, the humble cottage,

in the evergreen room, piny nest!

O my slavey, neighborhood hired girl,

light the tip of a birchbark roll, strike a light to the tip of a resinous splint
so that I may look at the son-in-law, see the bridegroom’s eyes,

see whether they are blue or red  or white as linen.”

The little slavey, the neighborhood hired girl,

lit the tip of a birchbark roll, struck a light to the tip of a resinous splint.
“The crackling fire is birchbark, the black smoke resinous fir;

it would dirty up the son-in-law’s eyes, blacken his fine figure.

Light up with a candle, with a wax taper.”
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The little slavey, the ncighborhood hired girl,

lit up with a candle, with a wax taper.

The bright wax smoke, the clear taper flame

lighted the son-in-law’s eyes, the son-in-law’s face clearly.
“Now I see my son-in-law’s eyes; they are neither blue nor red
nor linen white, they are white as sea foam,

brown as seaweed, beautiful as sedge in the water.
Neighborhood boys, dear fellows, escort this son-in-law

to the biggest seats, to the highest places

with his back to the blue wall, facing the red table,

facing the invited guests, the clamor of the country people.”

Then the mistress of North Farm  provided the guests with food, with drink,

fed their mouths with soft butter, filled their hands with cream cakes,

those invited guests, above all her son-in-law.

There was indeed salmon on a plate, pork besides,

bowls brimful, dishes spilling over

for the invited guests to eat and above all for the son-in-law.

The mistress of North Farm said:  “O you little maid,

bring beer in stoups, carry it in a two-eared mug

to those invited guests, above all to my son-in-law.”

The little maid, the hired drudge,

gave satisfaction with the stoups, let the five-banded mug pass around
swiftly,

to rinse beards with beer, to whiten with froth the beards

of those invited guests and above all the son-in-law’s.

What could the beer do now, what did the five-banded mug say

when its singer was there, its competent warbler?

It was indeed old Viiniméinen, eternal prop of song,

able singer, the best expert.

First he takes some beer, then he utters these words:

“Beer, fine drink! Do not give a drink to an idling man.

Make the men sing, the golden voices ring out.

Masters of households are wondering, mistresses reflecting

whether the songs have faded away, the musical tongues dropped off,

or ‘did I brew poor beer, make a bad drink flow’

since our singers are not singing, our good bards not intoning,

our cherished guests not singing out, our joyous cuckoos not making joyous
music.

‘Who then here will perhaps sing out, who sing with their tongues

at this feast at North Farm,  at this drinking party at Sedgy Farm?

Here the benches will indeed not sing  if the bench-sitters will not,

the floors not burst into song  if the walkers on the floor will not;
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the windows will not utter joyful music if the window’s masters will not
nor will the edges of a table peal out if those at the table will not
nor will these flues resound  if those under the flue will not.”

There was a child on the floor, a milk-beard on the fire bench.

The child spoke from the floor, the boy spoke from the stove bench:
“I am not old in years, sturdy of frame,

but be that as it may, if other brawny people will not sing,

sturdier men not break into song, the fuller-blooded not sing songs,
then I, scrawny lad, will sing, I, lean boy, will pipe away.

I will sing from out of my scrawny body, out of my lean loins

to make joyous music for this evening of ours, to honor the great day.”

There was an old man up on the stove. The latter uttered these words:

“There is nothing in children’s songs, in the cooings of the wretches;

children’s songs are deceptions, girls’ songs are empty.

Tumn the lay over to a sage, the song to him sitting on the bench.”

Then old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

“Is there among the young people, in the whole great clan,

anyone who would clasp hands, one clenched hand in another,

and who might sing along, give himself up to song

to make the joyous music of the closing day, as an honor for the great
evening?”

From on the stove the old man said: “There has not been heard here before,

neither seen nor heard ever, ever at all

a better singer, a more accomplished expert

than I when I used to coo, sing along as a mere child,

sing along by the waters of the bay, sing resoundingly on heaths,

sing loudly in fir groves, sing magic in the forest wilds.

My voice was big and graceful, my melody exceedingly beautiful.

At that time it flowed like a river, glittered like a stream of water,

ran on like a left ski on the snow, like a sailboat on the billows.

Now, however, I cannot sing; I just do not understand at all

what suppressed the great voice, cut down the precious tone.

Now it does not flow like a river, ripple along like billows;

it is like a harrow in stubble, a pine branch grating on crusted snow,

a sled on the sands of the shore, a boat on dry rocks.”

Then old Viiniméinen utters these words:

“If no one else may be coming  to sing along with me,

I may well start out alone on the poems, burst into song.

Since I was created a singer, became a singer of magic songs,

I do not ask the way from a neighbor or conclude a song with the help of an
outsider.”
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Then old Viinimdinen, eternal prop of song,

seated himself for the joyous task threw himself into the task of singing

as he gave voice to joyful lays, the magic charms at his disposal.

Old Viiniméinen sang, both did and could sing.

Words were not lacking to his songs, no lays were shortened while he was
chanting;

rather do crags lack rocks, landlocked ponds pond lilies.

Then Viindmoinen sang, delighted them long through the evening.

The women all wreathed in smiles, the men in good spirits

listened, kept marveling at Viiniméinen’s flow of song which was a miracle
to the listener,

a marvel to those present, and no wonder.

Old Viindméinen spoke, said at the end of his song:

“What indeed am I  in the way of a singer, in the way of an expert?

I can do nothing, am capable of nothing at all.

Were the Creator singing, reciting songs with his sweet mouth,

the Creator would be singing a magic song, singing, be practicing his art.
He would sing the seas to honey, the sands of the sea to peas,

the ooze of the sea to malt, the gravel of the sea to salt,

vast groves to grainfields, sides of clearings to wheatfields,

hills to sweet cakes, rocks to hens’ eggs.

He would sing, would practice his art, sing magically, sing competently,
would sing into this farm cattlesheds full of heifers,

sheds full of horned cattle, clearings full of givers of milk,

a hundred bearers of homs, a thousand carriers of udders.

He would sing, would practice his art, sing magically, sing competently,
sing up lynx pelts for the masters, long broadcloth coats for the mistresses,
low-heeled slippers for the daughters, red shirts for the sons.

“Grant indeed, God, always, another time, true Creator,

that one may live here thus, another time act the same way

at a feast at North Farm, at a drinking party at Sedgy Farm,

that the beer may run like a river, the mead flow like a stream

in this house at North Farm, in the log house of Sedgy Farm,

so that there may be singing by day, joyous music made evenings
during the lifetime of this master, the life of the mistress.

May God recompense, may the Creator repay

the master at the head of the table, the mistress in her storehouse,
the sons at their seining ground, the daughters at their looms,

so that there may never be regrets, never a cause to complain next year
about this big feast, the drinking party of the big crowd.”
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POEM 22

The bride is got ready to set out and is reminded

of former days as well as of those to come (1-124).

The bride becomes distressed (125-184). The bride is made to weep (185-382).
The bride weeps (383-448). The bride is comforted (449-522).

‘When the wedding party had drunk plenty, when the feast was over,
the wedding in the house at North Farm, the feast at Gloomy Farm,
the mistress of North Farm said  to Ilmarinen, the son-in-law:

THE LAY OF THE HANDING OVER OF A BRIDE, LINES 7-124

“What are you sitting around for, man of a great clan? What are you waiting
for, pride of the countryside?

Are you sitting around on account of the father’s favor or the mother’s
tender affection

or is it on account of brilliance of the cabin or the elegance of the wedding
party?

You are not sitting around on account of the father’s favor or the mother’s
tender affection

or the tidiness of the cabin or the elegance of the wedding party.

You are sitting around for your virgin’s favor, the young girl's love,

for the radiance of the one you longed for, for the beauty of your girl with
luxuriant hair.

Bridegroom, my very dear friend, you waited a long time; wait some more.

The one you longed for is not ready, your eternal comrade not prepared.

Half her hair is braided, half unbraided.

Bridegroom, my very dear friend, you waited a long time; wait some more.

The one you longed for is not ready, your source of eternal harmony not
prepared.

One sleeve is sewed on, the other still to be sewed on.

Bridegroom, my very dear friend, you waited a long time; wait some more.

The one you longed for is not ready, your source of eternal harmony not
prepared.

Only one foot is shod, the other still to be shod.

Bridegroom, my very dear friend, you waited a long time; wait some more.

The one you longed for is not ready, your source of eternal harmony not
prepared.

One hand has been gloved, the other still to be gloved.

Bridegroom, my very dear friend, you waited a long time; you are not
tired.

Now the one you longed for is ready, your mallard prepared.
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“Go along now, bartered maiden, go along, chick that has been sold.
Now your departure is near at hand, your time to go very imminent
since your escort is at your side, your abductor at the door;

his stallion is champing at the bit, the sled is waiting for the maiden.
After being eager for money, quick to give your hand,

eager to get the engagement presents, for the fitting of your ring,
now be desirous of the sled, eager for the decorated basket sleigh,
quick to go to a neighboring farm  and swift to set out.

“Not much indeed, young maiden, have you looked at your two courses,

really understood whether you were making a regrettable bargain,

something forever to bewail, for years to bemoan

after you set out from your father’s home, moved away from your birthplace

from your dear mother’s, from the farmstead of the one who bore you.

How fine it was for you to live on your father’s farm!

You grew up as a flower in the lanes, as a strawberry on clearings.

You got up from bed to eat butter, from lying down to drink milk,

from stretching out to eat wheaten bread, from your straw litter to eat fresh
butter.

‘When you could not eat butter, you sliced off some pork.

There was nothing to worry about at all, never anything to ponder over;

you let the tall evergreens worry, the fences ponder,

the bog-pine grieve in the fen, the heath birch on the heath.

You fluttered about like a leaf, went round and round like a butterfly,

like a berry on your mother’s lands, like a raspberry in the fields.

“Now you are setting out from this farm, going to another farm,

to another mother’s region, to a strange family.

One way there, another way here, another way at the other farm.

There the herdsmen’s homns sound different, the doors screech differently,

the gates sound different, the hinges speak differently.

You cannot go in the door, enter the gate

like a daughter of the farm; you do not know how to blow up the fire

nor warm the hearth according to the ideas of the master of the farm.

Did you really think, young maiden, really know or think,

did you think that you were setting out for the night, coming back the next
day?

You have not set out for the night, not for one night, not for two;

you have gone for a longer time, have disappeared for ever and ever,

forever from your father’s cottage, forever from your mother’s.

The farmyard will be a step longer, the threshold a log higher

when next you come, when you do it again.”

The poor girl sighed, sighed, gasped;
grief bore down on her heart, tears came to her eyes.
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She put that into words:  “So indeed I knew, so indeed I thought,

so I always presumed, said all the time I was growing up:

“You will probably not, maiden, be a maiden dependent on your own parent,

in the fields of your own father, in the cottages of your own mother;

you will be a woman when you are married,

only when one foot is on the threshold, the other in your bridegroom’s sleigh.

You will be a head taller, more than an ear higher.’

I hoped for that all my life, looked forward to that all the time I was grow-
ing up,

waited for that as for a good crop year, looked forward to it like the coming
of summer.

Now my hope has come true, my departure has got nearer;

one foot is already on the threshold, the other in the bridegroom’s sleigh.

I do not understand  what has changed my state of mind;

I am not setting out with a joyous heart nor joyfully parting

from this lovely home, from the dwelling of my youthful years,

from this farmstead where I grew up, from the dwelling place got by my
father.

I am setting out, little one, anxiously, am parting in sorrow

as if into the embrace of an autumn night, to the glare ice of spring,

without recognizing my track on the ice, my footprint on the slippery ice.

“What then may be the state of mind of others, the state of mind of other
brides?

Others probably do not feel sorrow  do not carry a heavy heart

as I, poor wretch, carry, carry dark sorrow,

a heart looking like charcoal, charcoal-black anxiety.

Such is the state of mind of the lucky, the thought of the fortunate—

like a spring sunrise, the sun on a spring morning.

‘What of my state of mind then, my gloomy disposition?

It is like the flat shore of a pond, like the dark edge of a cloud,

like a gloomy autumn night, a dark winter’s day;

it is even blacker still, gloomier than an autumn night.”

There was indeed a woman, a housekeeper always living on the farm;

she uttered these words: “There, there, young girll

Do you not remember how I used to keep saying, saying even hundreds of
times:

‘Do not get infatuated with a suitor, not by the suitor’s mouth;

do not trust the expression, do not look at his fine legs.

He will hold his mouth charmingly, fix his eyes on you sweetly

though the devil were in his jaw, death be living in his mouth.’

Thus indeed I always advised the girl, instructed my young girl:

‘When serious suitors come, serious suitors, wooers from the countryside,
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always say in reply and say for your part,

always say these words, make this remark:

“It will not be at all right for me, not right for me, probably not at all fitting
for me

to be taken away to be a daughter-in-law, taken to be a slave.

A girl like me cannot live as a slave,

cannot remember to give way, not be always under somebody’s thumb.

If another person should say one word, I would answer with two;

if anybody should go for my hair, make the mistake of grabbing my locks,

I would wrench him from my hair, snatch him away from my locks.”’

“You did not obey that, did not listen to my words.

You walked defiantly into the fire, knowingly into a batch of tar;

you hurried into the fox’s sled, set out on the bear’s sled runners,

for the fox to pull its sled, for the bear to take far away

as the master’s eternal slave, as the mother-in-law’s lifelong slave.

You set out from home to school, from your father’s farmyard to a torment.

The school will be hard for you to go to, be a long torment for you to be
there;

there slaves are bought, prisoners’ irons provided,

not for anyone else, just for wretched you.

Soon you will get to experience, unhappy girl, to experience, you of hard lot,

the father-in-law’s bony jaw, the mother-in-law’s stony tongue,

the brother-in-law’s cold words, the tosses of the sister-in-law’s head.

“Listen, girl, to what I am saying, what I am saying, what I am speaking.

At home you were like a flower, a delight in your father’s farmyard;

your father called you ‘Moonlight, your mother ‘Sunbeam,’

your brother ‘Gleam of Water,” your sister ‘Blue Broadcloth.’

You are going to another farm, to be under a strange mother,

the strange mother unlike your mother, the other woman unlike the one
who bore you.

Seldom did the strange one reprimand nicely, seldom give instruction prop-
erly;

the father-in-law will call you ‘Fir-sprig Doormat,’ the mother-in-law call you
‘Clumsy Lappish Reindeer Sled,’

the brother-in-law ‘Threshold of the Outer Stairs,” the sister-in-law will call
you ‘Worst of Women.’

“You would only be good, only be effective,

should you go out of doors like a mist, get to the farmyard like smoke,
flutter around like a leaf, speed off like a spark.

You are not a bird to fly, not a leaf to flutter

or a spark to speed off, smoke to get out to the farmyard.
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“Woe is you, maiden, my sister! Now you have made an exchange; what an
exchange!

You have exchanged your loving father for a very bad father-in-law;

you have exchanged your sweet mother for a really strict mother-in-law;

you have exchanged your dear brother for a wry-necked brother-in-law;

you have exchanged your patient sister for a popeyed sister-in-law.

You have exchanged your bed with linen sheets for sooty log fires,

you have exchanged your bright waters for dirty mud,

you have exchanged your sandy beach for black oozy bottoms,

you have exchanged your beloved clearings for heather-grown heaths,

you have exchanged your berry-grown hills for the hard stumps of buned-
over land.

“Did you think this way, young girl, this way, chick, while growing up?

Did you think that cares were over, work easing up by this evening’s sitting
around,

that you would be led there to lic down, be taken to sleep?

You will by no means be led to lie down, be taken to sleep.

Then one must stay awake, then they will cause you trouble,

give you cause for thought, produce an unhappy state of mind.

As long as you flitted about unkerchiefed, just that long you went about free
from care;

as long as you went about without a linen coif, you went about without
excessive sOrrow.

Now your kerchief will bring trouble, your linen coif an unhappy state of
mind,

your linen coif excessive sorrows, your flaxen one endless ones.

“How is it in a girl’s home? ‘A girl in her father’s home

is like a king in his castle, lacking only a sword.”

Differently a poor wretch of a daughter-inlaw! ‘A daughter-in-law in her
husband’s home

is like a prisoner in Russia, lacking only a guard.’

She worked in working hours, she toiled with might and main,

her body sweating, forehead glistening with foamy sweat.

‘When another time comes, then she will be committed to fiery toil,

toil as hot as a forge, be delivered into the hands of the Evil One.

She should have, have, poor girl,

the mind of a salmon, the tongue of a ruffed grouse, the understanding of
a perch in a pond,

thc mouth of a dacc, the belly of a bleak, have the knowledge of a scoter
duck.

Not one person knows, mnot even nine

daughters born of a mother, cherished by their parent, understand
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where a devourer may be born, a gnawer grow up,
an eater of flesh, a biter of bone, a scatterer of hair to the winds,
a disperser of locks, onc to abandon her to the cold spring wind.

“Weep, weep, young girl! ' When you wecp, weep hard indecd;

weep your tears by the handful, your bitter water by the double handful,

teardrops on your father’s farmyard, ponds on your father’s floor.

Weep a flood in the house, billows on the floorboards.

If you do not weep when weeping is in order, you will weep when next you
come,

when you come to your father’s home, when you find your old father

in a smoked-up sauna with a dry bath whisk under his arm.

“Weep, weep, young girl! ' When you weep, weep hard.

If you do not weep when weeping is in order, you will weep when next you
come,

when you come to your mother’s home, when you find your old mother

in the cattle barn suffocated [by the smudge], dead with a big bundle of
straw in her arms.

“Weep, weep, young girll  When you weep, weep hard.

If you do not weep when weeping is in order, you will weep when next you
come,

when you come into this home, when you find your ruddy-cheeked brother

collapsed in the cattle shed, fallen down in the farmstead.

“Weep, weep, young girl!  When you weep, weep hard.

If you do not weep when weeping is in order, you will weep when next you
come,

when you come to this farm, when you find your lovely sister

sunk down on the path to the laundry with an old battling paddle under her
arm.”

The poor girl sighed, sighed, gasped;

she began to weep, began to shed tears.

She wept tears by the handful, bitter water by the double handful,
teardrops on her father’s clean yard, ponds on her father’s floor.
Then she uttered these words, remarked and said:

“O sisters, my finches, former lifclong companions,

all the comrades I grew up with! Listen to what I am saying.

I do not understand what may have caused me

this dreariness, occasioned this anxiety,

what may have brought this distress, have brought along grief.

I 'knew otherwise, I thought otherwise, always promised otherwise.
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1 vowed to go about like a cuckoo, to call out on knolls

once I reached this day, once arrived at this goal.

Now I will probably not go about like a cuckoo, not call out on knolls;
I am like an old squaw on the surge of the sea, a teal on a broad bay
swimming in chill water, moving about on the icy water.

“Woe is my father, woe my mother, woe my esteemed parents!

Where indeed did you cast me? Where indeed did you take the wretched
one

to weep these tears, to sustain these griefs,

to bemoan these anxieties and to lament sorrows?

You might rather, poor mother, might rather, fair one who bore me,

my beloved giver of milk, my lovely wet nurse,

have swaddled tree stumps, washed little pebbles

than to have washed this daughter, swaddled your beauty

to end up in these great sorrows, grievous states of mind.

Many say otherwise, many reflect:

“The silly fool has no anxiety, never a worrisome thought.’

Do not, good people, do not say that!

I have more anxiety than there are stones in a rapid,

willows on bad ground, heather on a heath.

A horse would not go on pulling, an iron-shod one not haul

these anxieties of mine, of slight me, my dark griefs

without the shaft-bow quivering, the shaft-bow shivering.”

A CHEERING-UP LAY, LINES 451—-522

A child was singing on the floor, a growing child near the inglenook:

“What a weeping of girls, what a great grieving!

Let a horse worry, a black gelding grieve;

let a horse with a bit have sorrows, a horse with a big head lament!

A horse has a better head, a better head, a sturdier frame,

a better arch to its neck, the whole body ampler.

There is nothing to weep about, greatly to grieve about.

You are not being led to a fen, taken to the edge of a ditch.

They are leading you from a tussock of grain, leading you to a place with
even more grain;

they are taking you from a house where beer is drunk, taking you to a house
where more beer is drunk.

If you look to your flank, to your right side,

there is the bridegroom in your house, the ruddy-checked man at your side.

Good the husband, good the horse, good the whole character of his farm;

the ruffed grouse arc precning their feathers, singing on the shaft-bow;

the thrushes rejoicing, giving voice on the traces,

six golden cuckoo bells are hopping about on the hames,
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seven bluish bird bells are calling at the front of the sled.

Do not be upset at that, child born of your mother, at that at all.

You will not be put in a worsening situation, you will be put in a situation
that is getting better

at the side of your plowman husband, under the guardian’s mantle,

by the breadwinner’s jaw, in the crook of the fisherman’s arm,

in the sweat of a man who has been skiing after elk, in the bear-catcher’s
sauna.

“You got the finest husband, the most daring of men;

his bows will probably not be idle, the quivers probably not lie unused on
the pegs,

the dogs not lie stretched out at home, the puppies not lie resting on their
litter.

Three times this spring very early in the morning

he got up from his campfire, awakened from a bed of pine needles;

three times this spring dew has dropped on his eyes,

pine needles brushed his head, saplings stroked his body.

“The husband is the breeder of a herd, the man a cattle raiser.

This bridegroom of ours indeed has creatures roving the backwoods on foot,
running over the ridges on their legs, seeking out swales.

‘There are a hundred homned cattle, a thousand with udders.

There are windrows on every clearing, grain sheds by every brook,

grain fields instead of alder groves, barley fields instead of ditch sides,

oat fields instcad of riverbanks, wheat fields beside watered lands,

coins instead of stone piles, silver coins instead of little stones.”



POEM 23

A bride is instructed and counseled

as to how she will live in her husband’s home (1-478).

An old gossip tells of the events of her life as a girl

in a husband’s home and of her parting from the husband’s home (479-850).

Now a girl must be counseled, a bride instructed.

Who indeed is there to counsel the girl, to instruct the virgin?

‘Why, an Osmo descendant, flourishing woman, a Kaleva descendant,

beautiful virgin, she is the one to counsel the girl, to instruct the young
woman

how to be sensible, how to live above reproach,

sensible in her husband’s home, above reproach in her mother-in-law’s home.

INSTRUCTION LAY [HOUSEHOLD DUTIES], LINES 15-478

She spoke these words, made these remarks:

“Bride, my sister, dear heart, my loved one!

Listen to what I am saying, what I am stating in varied form.

You are setting out now, flower, to go away, strawberry, to creep along,

nap of broadcloth, to proceed forward, piece of velvet, to wander away

from this ine home, from the beautiful farmstead.

You are coming to a different farm, to a strange family.

It will be different at the other farm, otherwise among other strangers.

One must step thoughtfully, act with reflection;

it is not as in your father’s meadow, not as on your mother’s land

with singing in the valleys, cuckooing in the lanes.

‘When you set out from this farm, remember to take all of your other goods,

these three things leave at home: sleeping late in the morning,

a mother’s loving words, butter fresh from the churn.

Remember all your movables; forget your store of sleep,

left to the daughters of the house, by the side of the family stove.

Throw the songs on top of the bench, joyful lays to the windows,

girlish ways to the grip of the bath whisk, youthful spirits to burlap selvage,

your bad habits to the hearth, your lazy ways to the floor.

Or else hand them to the maid of honor, thrust them under the maid of
honor’s arm,

for the maid of honor to convey to a grove, to carry to a heath.

“A new course must be adopted, the former forgotten.
A father’s love must be left behind, a father-in-law’s accepted;
one must bow lower, vouchsafe pleasant speech.
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A new course must be adopted, the former forgotten.

A mother’s love must be left behind, a mother-in-law’s accepted;
one must bow lower, vouchsafe pleasant specch.

A new course must be adopted, the former forgotten.

A brother’s love must be left behind, a brother-in-law’s accepted;
one must bow lower, vouchsafe pleasant speech.

A new course must be adopted, the former forgotten.

A sister’s love must be left behind, a sister-in-law’s accepted;
one must bow lower, vouchsafe pleasant speech.

“Do not ever at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright,

enter a household with bad manners, a husband’s house if you are
incompetent.

A house calls for manners, even a good house, for manners;

a husband will test your intelligence, even the very best husband your in-
telligence.

Straight off one needs to be heedful if a household is unstable

and one must be steadygoing  if the husband is incompetent.

“If the old father-in-law is a wolf in the comer, the old mother-in-law a
bear by the hearth,

the brother-in-law like snakes on the threshold, the sister-in-law like nails in
the farmyard,

the same respect must be paid, the bowing lower

than formerly at your mother’s, than in your father’s house,

than the bowing to your father, the respect paid your mother.

“You must keep your head clear, your temper even,

your thinking always vigorous, understanding consistent,

in the evening your eyes alert to tend the torch,

in the morning your ears sharp to hear the cock’s crow.

‘When the cock has crowed once, yet not called twice,

then it is time for the young to get up, for the old to rest.

If the cock does not crow, the master’s bird not give voice,

keep the moon as your cock, the Great Bear as your guide.

Go outdoors often, go looking at the moon,

learning from the Great Bear, scanning the stars.

When the Great Bear is in the right position with horns toward the south,

tail toward the north, then is the time for you

to rise from beside the young bridegroom, to leave the side of the ruddy-
cheeked man,

to get a light from the ashes, flame from a tinder box,

to blow fire into the kindling, not scatter the embers carelessly.

If there is no fire in the ashes, flame in the tinder box,

caress your dear one, pet your handsome man:
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‘Give us a light, my dear, a flame, my berry.’
You will get a small flint, a very little piece of tinder;
hurry and strike fire, light a splint of wood in a holder.

“Set out to clean the cattle shed, to feed the cattle.

Your mother-in-law’s cow is lowing, your father-in-law’s horse is neighing,

your brother-in-law’s cow is shaking its chain, your sister-in-law’s calf is
wailing

for someone to throw it soft hay, to hand it clover.

Go to the cattle shed with your body bent, to the cattle shed with your back
stooped;

feed the cows gently, the sheep quietly.

Hand straw to the cows, water to the wretched people’s calves,

choice straw to the colts, soft hay to the lambs.

Do not speak harshly to the pigs, do not kick the young pigs;

bring a trough to the pigs, their troughs to the young pigs.

“Do not linger in the cattle shed, lounge in the sheepfold.

‘When you have cleaned the cattle shed, looked to all the cattle,
then go back from there, come into the house like a whirlwind.

A baby will be crying there, a little one under the covers.

The poor child cannot talk, being speechless cannot say

whether it is cold or hungry  or whether something else has happened
until a familiar person comes, until it hears its mother’s voice.

“But as you come into the house, come into the house as one of four things:

a water scoop in the hand a birch twig broom under the arm,

a burning splint between the teeth; your yourself will be the fourth thing.

Begin to clean the floors, sweep the floor boards;

throw water on the floor, do not throw it on the baby!

You may see a baby on the floor, even your sister-in-law’s baby;

lift the baby onto a wall bench, wash its face, smooth its head,

give it a piece of bread in its hand, spread butter on the bread.

If there is no bread in the house, put a chip of wood in its hand.

When you get to washing the tables at the end of the week at the latest,

wash the tables, remember the edges, do not forget the legs.

‘Wash the wall benches with water, clean the walls with birds’ wings,

all the wall benches and their sides, the walls and their chinks.

‘Where dust is on the table, dust on the window hatches,

brush them, too, with a wing, pass a wet rag over them

so that dust will not fly about at all, dust not swirl up to the ceiling.

Scrape the bits of caked soot from the ceiling, wipe the soot off the stove
stoncs,

keep in mind the stove post, do not forget the lintels

so that it should scem like a house,  be reckoned as a dwelling place.
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“Listen, girl, to what I am saying, to what I am saying, how I am talking.
Do not flutter about without a dress  or lounge about without a smock,
do not move about without a kerchief ~or saunter about without shoes.
The bridegroom might get angry at that, the young man be displeased.

“Be very careful about those rowans in the yard.

The rowans in the yard are sacred, sacred the branches on the rowans,
sacred the leaves on the branches, more sacred still their berries

by which a girl is counseled, a young woman taught

the way to a young man’s preferences, to a bridegroom’s heart.

“Have the sharp ears of a mouse, the swift legs of a hare.

Bow your young nape, bend your beautiful neck

like a growing juniper or the fresh crown of a chokecherry.

You must be wide-awake, always wide-awake, on the lookout

not to sit on your seat, nor lie stretched out on the stove bench

nor sink down on your bedding, drag yourself off to bed.

Your brother-in-law will be coming in from plowing, your father-in-law from
setting fence posts,

your man from outdoor work, your handsome fellow from cutting down a
clearing.

A birchbark water measure must be brought, a hand towel fetched;

there must be low bowing, friendly words spoken.

The mother-inlaw will be coming from the storehouse with a grain basket
under her arm;

run to the yard to meet her, bow low,

ask to take the basket from her arm to bring it into the house.

“If you cannot determine, yourself not understand

what task must be pressed forward, what must be begun,

then find out from the mistress: ‘O my dear mother-in-law,

how are the tasks done here, the household duties determined?’
The woman will indeed answer, the mother-in-law say:

“This is how the tasks are done here, the household duties determined:
grain is pounded up, ground; one rocks to and fro on the quern staff;
further, water is carried, dough kneaded,

sticks of firewood brought into the house for heating the stove.
Then one bakes the loaves, bakes thick loaves;

the dishes are washed, the firkins rinsed out.”

“When you have heard about your work from the mistress, the household
duties from the mother-in-law,

take grain being dried on the hearthstone, hurry to the quern shed.

Then after you have got there, reached the quern shed,

do not sing as you go, not shout with your throat.
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Sing out by the noise of the quern stone, by the singing of the quem staff.
Do not puff loudly, do not pant on the quemn staff

lest your mother-in-law think, your father-in-law suppose

you were puffing in anger, pushing in rage.

Sift the flour briskly, bring it into the house in a birchbark measure.

Knead the loaves thoroughly, blend the dough very skillfully

so that no flour is left here and there, but even mixtures, on the contrary.

“You see a bucket tilted over; take the bucket on your shoulder,
the water cowl under your arm; start to go for the water,

carry the cowl nicely, carry it on the end of a cowl staff.

Come back like the wind, walk on the crest of the cold spring wind
without delaying long by the water, without lingering by the well
lest your father-in-law think, your mother-in-law suppose

you are looking at your image, admiring yourself,

your rosy complexion in the water, your beauty in the well.

“You go to the big woodpile to fetch firewood:

do not scorn any wood; even take poplar for firewood.

Toss the wood quietly without banging it hard

or your father-in-law will think, your mother-in-law suppose
you are throwing it in anger, making a noise in rage.

“When you step out to the storehouse, set out to fetch meal,

do not settle down in the storehouse or delay long on the way to the
storehouse

or your father-inlaw will think, your mother-in-law suppose

you are handing out meal, giving it to neighborhood women.

“You set out to wash a receptacle, to rinse out firkins:

wash the pots and their handles, the stoups and their grooves;

rinse out the bowls, remember their lips,

the spoons, remember the handles. Keep count of the spoons, keep track
of your receptacles

so that the dogs do not trot off with them, the cats not keep them,

the birds not move them either, children not leave them scattered about.

There are plenty of children in the community, lots of little heads

who would carry off the pots, scatter the spoons about.

“When preparing the evening sauna, fetch the water, bring the whisks,
have the whisks warm and ready in a smoke-free sauna

without dclaving long, without lingering in the sauna

or your father-in-law will think, your mother-in-law suppose

that you are lounging on the sauna platforms, lolling about on a bench.
‘When you come back into the house, invite your father-in-law to bathe:
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‘O my dear father-inlaw, the sauna is now ready,

the water fetched, the whisks got, all the platforms swept;

go bathe to your heart’s content, douse the water as you please.

I will be the one to produce dry steam, will take my place under the
platforms.’

“When the time comes to spin, the time to weave cloth,

do not go to get the art from neighbors or information from beyond your
own ditch,

skill from another house, a weaver’s reed from an outsider.

You yourself spin the woolen warp thread, the weft threads with your own
fingers;

make the weft threads rather loose, the warp threads always rather tight.

Wind the ball of yarn firm, reel it up on the mill,

arrange it for the warp beam, dress it then for the loom.

Strike the batten firmly, raise the heddles briskly,

weave homespun jackets, get woolen skirts

out of one unbroken fleece, from the shaggy coats of winter sheep,

from the fleeces of a spring lamb, from the down of a summer ewe.

“Listen now to what I am saying, once more to what I am reporting.
Brew batches of barley beer, delicious malt drinks

from one barleycorn, by bumning half a tree.

When you make barleycorn sprout, flavor up the malted grains,

do not lift them with a hook ~or turn them with a forked stick;

always arrange them with your hands, turn them with your palms.

Go into the sauna often, do not let a sprout get damaged,

do not let the cat sit on the sprouts, kitty lie on the malted grains.

Do not worry about wolves, be afraid of forest animals

when strolling to the sauna, when going there in the middle of the night.

“If ever a stranger comes, do not be cross at the stranger.

A good house always keeps reserves for a stranger,

lots of broken meats, nice buns.

Bid the stranger sit down, speak politely,

feed the stranger with words until the stew is done.

Again when he sets out from the house, makes his farewells,

do not escort your guest outside the door;

the bridegroom would get angry at that, your handsome man frown on it.

“If sometime the desire comes to you to visit a neighboring farm,

visit the neighboring farm after asking leave, after requesting to visit the
neighbors.

Then while you are there, carry on sensible talk;

do not disparage your home, run down your mother-in-law.
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The neighborhood brides will ask  or the other neighborhood women:

‘Did your mother-inlaw give you butter as your mother formerly did at
home?’

Do not ever say: ‘Mother-in-law does not give me butter’;

always say that she does give it, serves it with a ladle,

even though you happen to get it once a summer, that, too, winter-before-
last’s!

“Listen further to what I am saying, a second time to what I am reporting.

When you go out of this house away from here, come into the other house,

do no forget your mother, do not disparage your mother.

Your mother indeed brought you up, her lovely breasts nursed you

from her own lovely self, from her white body.

Many nights she spent without sleep, many meals she forgot

while rocking you, looking after her little one.

Whoever forgets her mother, disparages her mother,

may she not go to the Abode of the Dead, to Death’s Domain with a good
conscience.

In the Abode of the Dead the fine is heavy, in Death’s Domain the penalty
severe

for one who forgets her mother, who disparages her mother.

Death’s daughters will scold, the maidens of the Abode of the Dead will
shrill:

‘How did you forget your mother, disparage your own mother?

Your mother experienced great pain, she who bore you suffered, suffered
severely

while lying on the sauna floor, while on the straw,

while giving birth to you, bearing the wretched one.””

A woman was on the floor, an old woman with a cloak on,

a haunter of neighborhood thresholds, a reconnoiterer of the roads of the
district.

She uttered these words, remarked and said:

A DAUGHTER-IN-LAW’S LAY, LINES 485-850

“A cock crowed to his dear one, a chicken to his beauty;

a crow cawed in the late winter, sang rocking to and fro in the early spring.
I ought to sing, they ought not to sing;

they have their loved ones at home,  their dear ones always there;

I have no dear one, no home, I am ever without loving tendemess.

“Listen, sister, to what I am saying. When you go to a husband’s home,

do not heed the husband’s whim,  as I, poor wretch, heeded

the man’s desire, obeyed the lark’s gabble, the heart’s desire of my great
bridcgroom!
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In my time I was a flower, a sprig of heather when growing up,

a sapling when shooting up, a little bud when getting taller,

when I was called ‘Arctic Bramble,” called in a whisper ‘Precious Thing,’

in my father’s farmyard ‘Teal, on my mother’s floor ‘Wild Goose,’
‘Waterfow]’ at my brother’s, ‘Bunting’ at my sister’s.

I walked like a flower in the lanes, like a raspberry on the meadow;

I used to flutter along the sandy beaches, swing along on the flowery knolls;
I sang in every valley, caroled on every rise,

sported in copses, ever rejoiced in clearings.

“ ‘A fox’s appetite lures it into a snare, a weasel’s tongue into a trap,

a girl’s inclination to a husband’s home, her disposition to another house.”

Indeed a girl is really created, a daughter really rocked

to be a daughter-in-law in a husband’s home, a slave in her mother-in-law’s.

I, berry, got to other lands, I, chokecherry, to other waters;

I, whortleberry, got to be snapped at, 1, strawberry, to be execrated.

Every tree bit me, every alder kept cutting me,

every birch scolding me, every aspen barking at me.

I was married off to a husband’s home, was escorted to a mother-in-law’s.

They said, when marrying the girl off, that there were there

six firlog houses, twice as many rooms,

that the sides of the clearings were the sites of storehouses, the sides of the
lanes the sites of flower beds,

the sides of the ditches barley fields, the sides of the heaths oat fields,

bins of threshed grain, other bins of grain to be threshed,

a hundred coins acquired, another hundred to be acquired.

1, fool, managed to get there, I, foolish creature, managed to shake hands.

The house was on six studs, seven posts,

the clearings were full of mercilessness, the copses full of lack of affection,

the lanes of poor me’s cares, the woods of evil thoughts,

bins of threshed hostility, other bins of unthreshed hostility,

a hundred reproaches acquired, another hundred to be acquired.

“I paid no attention at all to that, I tried to live above reproach.

There I hoped for respect, hoped for affection there

by bringing fire into the house, by snuffing the charred end of the torch
splints.

I bumped my forehead on the door, my head on the doorjamb.

In the doorway are strange eyes, grim-looking eyes in the inglenook,

squinting eyes in the middle of the floor, at the back very hostile ones.

Fire sparkles from the mouth, firebrands from under the tongue,

from the mouth of the disagreeable master, from under an unloving tongue.

“I paid no attention at all to that, I tried to live on somehow,
always to be in favor and be meek under instruction.
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I skipped about with the legs of a hare, went about with the paws of a
weasel,

went to lie down terribly late, got up extremely early.

1 did not, poor wretch, gain respect, did not, sorry me, encounter love

though I might move mountains, split crags in two.

In vain I pounded coarse meal, to no purpose sifted out the grits

for my strict mother-in-law to eat, for the old witch to guzzle

from golden bowls at the long deal table.

As for myself I, wretched daughter-in-law, ate, greedily devoured meal from
the quern stone,

the stove bench my table, a wooden ladle my spoon.

Often I, sad of heart, as a daughter-in-law in my husband’s home,

brought mosses from the fen; those I baked as my bread;

I brought water from the well with a stoup, that I sipped as my drink.

1, a girl of hard lot, ate fish, I, wretched one, ate smelts,

as long as I rocked on the seine-poles, swung in the middle of the boat.

I never got such a fish as a gift from my mother-in-law,

as would suffice for a day, do for a moment.

“Summers I gathered cattle fodder, winters I plied the handle of a dung fork

like a hired hand of yore or a slave, a paid laborer.

At my mother-in-law’s  the biggest flail in the threshing bamn

was always thrust upon me, the heaviest flax brake in the sauna,

the heaviest battling paddle on the shore, the biggest dung fork in the
barnyard.

No one believed I got tired nor worried about my collapsing

even though the men grew tired, the horses collapsed.

“Thus I, wretched maiden, worked in working hours,

toiled with might and main. Let another time come.

Now I was committed to fiery toil, delivered into the hands of the Evil One.
Without cause disparaging talk was raised, without reason tongues gossiped
about my good habits, my well-known honor;

words rained down upon me, words kept dropping

like fiery sparks or iron hailstones.

“I did not doubt but that I would have lived on

as a help to the strict mistress, as a companion to the firebrand,

but that evil came, that grief of mine increased

when my bridegroom turned into a wolf, when the handsome fellow became
a bear,

ate sideways to me, slept back to me, did his work back to me.

I wept over this to myself, thought about it in my storehouse.

I remembered my other days, my former way of life

in my father’s big farmyard, in my lovely mother’s homestead.
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I began to speak of that, spoke, talked away to myself:

‘My mother knew how, knew how to get her apple,

knew how to grow the young plant; she did not know how to set it out.
She set the lovely plant in a bad spot,

put it in bad places, in the hard roots of a birch

to weep all its life, to lament its life long.

“‘Thad it in me for better places,

bigger farmyards, more spacious floors,

for something like a better body, something like a ruddier-cheeked husband.
I was saddled with that lout, stuck with that hulking fellow;

he got his trunk from a crow, grabbed his nose from a raven,

his mouth from a ravening wolf, his total form from a bear.

I would indeed have got such a one if I had just gone outdoors,

got a resinous pine stump by the wayside, a rotten alder log from a copse,
had made his snout from a piece of turf, his beard from bad lichens,

his mouth from a stone, his head from clay, his eyes from hot coals,
gnarls of birch as his ears, the fork of a willow as legs.’

“I was singing this in my grief, sighing over it in my anxiety.

The oh so handsome fellow happened to hear it, happened to be standing by
the wall.

So when that fellow comes from there, stepped on the storehouse stairs,

I was already aware of his coming, guessed from his step.

His hair was flying though there was no wind at all, his locks were tossing
about though there was not even a draught.

His gums were bared, his eyes popping out,

with a gnarled piece of rowan in his grip, a gnarled billet under his arm

with which he comes forward to strike, clubs me on the head.

Then let evening come!  'When he went to go to bed

he put a whip by his side, took a leather whip from its peg,

not for anyone else, just for anguished me.

I myself went to go to bed in the evening,

stretched out quickly beside my bridegroom. The bridegroom lay on his
side;

he struck plenty with his elbow, with his angry hand,

with a lot of thick willow branches, a walrus-bone whipstock.

I got up from the cold flank, from the chill bed.

The bridegroom set out after me, drove me out the door with threats.

His hand goes into my hair, fumbles around in my hair,

scatters my hair to the winds, gives it to the cold spring wind.

“What was there for me to do, what counsel to adopt?
I had shoes made of steel, had copper laces put in them
in which I stood outside the wall, listened at the end of the lane
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until the enemy might quiet down, the violent man settle down.

He does not finally quiet down, never settles down.

At last it gets cold as I, hated one, was going away,

was standing by the wall, was behind the door.

I pondered, I reflected: ‘I cannot stand the long-lasting hatred,

the aloof disdain in this hellish crew, in these devils’ nest.’

I left the charming house, my lovely dwelling place.

I, gentle girl, set out to wander; I walked the fens, walked the countryside,

I journeyed over deep waters, walked to the head of my brother’s field.

Then the dry firs shouted, the bushy-crowned pines sang out,

all the crows cawed, the magpies chattered:

‘Your home is not here nor the place of your birth!’

I paid no attention at all to that, I walked into my brother’s farmyard.

Now the gates spoke to me, all the fields complained:

‘Why are you coming home, what are you coming home, poor wretch, to
hear?

Your father died long since, the fair one who bore you departed,

your brother is a total stranger to you, your brother’s wife is like a Russian
woman.’

“I paid no attention at all to that. I went into the house just the same.
I put my hand on the door handle, the handle was cold to my hand.
When I came into the house from outside, I stood in the doorway.
The lady of the house is haughty, does not come to embrace me,
does not give her hand. I am haughty myself;

I do not embrace her, do not give her my hand.

I pressed my hand on the stone stove, the stones of the stove were cold;
I moved my hands to the ashes, the coals in the ashes were cold.

My brother is lounging on the bench, sitting gaping on the wall bench
with a fathom of soot on his shoulders, a foot on the rest of his body,
an ell of fluffy ash on his head, half a foot of caked soot.

The brother questioned the stranger, inquired of the newcomer:
‘Whence comes the stranger from beyond the water?” I just answered:
‘Do you not recognize your sister, child of your late mother?

We are the children of one mother, were rocked by one bird,

warmed by one goose, got from the nest of one ruffed grouse.’

At that my brother began to weep, his eyes began to shed tears.

“My brother said to his wife, whispered to his dear one:

‘Fetch somcthing to eat for my sister” My brother’s popeyed wife

brought from the cookhouse cabbage stew  from which the cur had eaten the
fat,

the dog tasted the salt, from which Blackie had had his midmoming meal.

My brother said to his wife, whispered to his dear one:
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‘Bring the guest some beer.” My brother’s popeyed wife

brought the guest water, it was not decent water,

it was water her sisters had washed their faces in, my sisters-in-law their
hands in.

“I wandered again from my brother’s house, went away from the place of
my birth;

I, poor wretch, began to walk, I, poor wretch, got wandering on,

1, miserable one, to rove the shores, I, anguished one, to wander

ever to strange doors, to strangers’ gates,

‘as a poor wretch’s children to desolate shores, miserable people to be com-
munity charges.’

“There is now many a one, is many a one

who utters hostile words to me, many a speaker with a harsh voice;

there are not many who bestow a word of affection on me,

who speak in kindly fashion, invite me to the stove

when I have come in out of the rain, when with difficulty I get in out of
the cold

with the hem of my dress covered with rime, the hem of my fur coat covered
with swirling snow.

Not indeed when younger would I have believed,

had a hundred tongues said, a thousand repeated,

that I would get into these difficulties, fall upon such days

as the days that have befallen me, the difficulties that have come to hand.”
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POEM 24

A bridegroom is counseled how he must treat a bride,

and is enjoined not to treat her badly (1-264). An old man of the neighborhood
tells how in days gone by he was able to make his wife like him (265-296).
With tears in her eyes the bride remembers that she must now leave forever

the beloved home of her birth and takes leave of all (297-462).

Ilmarinen snatches the bride into his sled, sets out on the journey,

and gets to his home on the evening of the third day (463-528).

Now the maiden has been counseled, the bride instructed.

1 will speak further to my dear friend, speak to the bridegroom with my mouth:

“Bridegroom, my boon companion, even better than a brother,

more affectionate than a mother’s child, gentler than a father’s child!

Listen to what I am'saying, to what I am saying, to what I shall utter

about this linnet of yours, the chick which you have acquired.

Bridegroom, thank your good luck for having made a good acquisition!

When you express your thanks, express it well indeed. You got a good
thing, came upon a good thing,

vour Creator granted you a good thing, the Gracious One gave you a good
thing.

Express your thanks to the father, still more to the mother

who rocked such a child, just such a bride.

Pure is the maid at your side, the girl resplendent in your betrothal gifts,

radiant under your sovereignty, graceful in your keeping,

sprightly daughter, thresher of grain, fair pitcher of hay,

fine-looking washer of laundry, sturdy bleacher of linen,

strong spinner of thread, quick weaver of cloth.

“The sound of her batten creaked like a cuckoo calling on the hill,

her shuttle rustled like a weasel in a woodpile,

her bobbin tuned  like a pine cone in a squirrel’'s mouth.

The community has not slept soundly, the people of the great house not
slumbered

because of the creaking of the maiden’s batten,  the rustle of the shuttle.

“Bridcgroom, young man, fine figure of a man,

forge a steel scythe, make a good handle, too

whittle it by the gateway, shapc it sitting on a stump.
WWhen sunshine comces, take the girl to a meadow:

you will sce how the hay crackles, the coarse hay rattles,
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the scdge whistles, the sorrel swishes,
tussocks are leveled off, suckers snapped off.

“When another day comes, get her a proper shuttle,

a sturdy batten, a proper warp beam;

carve nice treadles, equip a complete loom.

Establish the girl at the loom with batten in hand;

then and there the batten will creak, the loom groan;

it will be heard to the next farm, the rustling of the batten farther still.
The women will wonder at that, the neighborhood women will ask:
‘Who is weaving cloth?” It will befit you to answer:

‘My own darling is weaving, my sweetheart is clattering along.’

‘Did the cloth show any flaws, the reed break any warp threads?’

“The cloth did not show any flaws, the reed not break any warp threads;
it is like the weaving of Moon Spirit, the spinning of Sun Spirit,

the skill of the Spirit of the Great Bear, the finished work of Star Spirit.”

“Bridegroom, young man, fine figure of a man,

when now you start to go, get driving from here

with your young maiden, with your beautiful chick,

just do not drive your sparrow, this little linnet of yours,

up on embankments, not drive into wattled fence comers,

not throw her out on a stump, not stretch out in the stones.

Not previously in her father’s home, in her lovely mother’s homestead,
was the girl driven up on embankments, driven into wattled fence corners,
thrown out on a stump, stretched out on stones.

“Bridegroom, young man, fine figure of a man,

do not transport your maiden, drag your dear one

to slink off into nooks, to be idle in corners.

In her father’s home, in the house of her mother of yore,

the girl did not slink off into nooks, not be idle in corners;

she used always to sit by the windows, to rock in the middle of the floor,
evenings as her father’s joy, mornings as her mother’s darling.

“Just do not, wretched bridegroom, do not take this chick

to an arum mortar, not set her to pounding up bark,

to baking straw bread, to pounding up pine bark.

In her father’s home, in her lovely mother’s farmstead

the girl was not taken to an arum mortar, not set to pounding up bark,
to baking straw bread, to pounding up pine bark.

Take this chick, take her to a mound of grain,

to empty the rye bin, to take oats from a bin,
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to bake a thick loaf, to brew beer,
to bake wheaten bread, to knead dough.

“Bridegroom, my boon companion, do not make this chick,

do not make our gosling weep from loneliness.

If the oppressive feeling should come, loneliness seize hold of the girl,
put the dark brown horse in the shafts or the white horse in the harness;
bring the girl to her father’s home, to her dear mother’s house.

Do not treat this chick, our little linnet,

as your slave, do not regard her as a hired girl;

do not forbid her the cellar nor keep her out of the storehouse.

In her father’s home, in her lovely mother’s farmstead

she was not treated with the esteem of a slave, not regarded as a hired girl,
not forbidden the cellar, not kept out of the storehouse.

She used always to slice wheaten loaves, to look for hen’s eggs

around the milk tubs, inside beer measures,

mornings opening the storehouse, evenings shutting up the storehouse lofts.

“Bridegroom, young man, fine figure of a man,

if you treat the girl well it will be looked upon favorably;

when you come to your father-in-law’s house, to the home of your dear
mother-in-law,

you will be fed, fed, given drink;

your horse will be unharnessed, led to the stable,

fed, watered, the oat bushel fetched.

“Just do not say of our girl, this of our linnet,

that she has no clan, has no relatives.

This girl of ours has a big clan, many relatives.

Should one sow a peck of peas, a pea would get to each person;

should one plant a peck of flaxseed, a thread would get to each.

Just do not, wretched bridegroom, treat the girl badly,

instruct her with slave whips, flog her with whip thongs,

make her whimper with five whips, make her cry out at the head of the outer
stairs.

Formerly the girl was not, formerly in her father’s house was by no means

instructed by slave whips, flogged with whip thongs,

made to whimper with five whips, made to cry out at the head of the outer
stairs.

Stand before her like a wall, stay there like a doorpost.

Do not let the mother-in-law strike  or the father-in-law scold

or an outsider be hateful to her  or another farm slander her.

The family bade you whip her, other people bade you beat her;

you just do not have the heart to whip your poor girl nor can you bear to
beat your darling
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after seeking her for three years, continuously suing for her.

“Bridegroom, counsel your girl, instruct your apple,

counsel the girl in a bed, instruct her behind a door,

a year in each place, one year by word of mouth,

the second by a glance of the eye, a third year by a stamp of the foot.

If then she does not heed this nor obeys that at all,

take a reed from a reedbed, a stalk of horsetail from the heath.

Counsel your girl with that, counsel the girl during the fourth year,

touch her lightly with the horsetail, poke her with the side of a piece of
sedge;

do not yet strike her with a lash, not hit the girl with a switch.

If, however, she then does not heed this, still does not obey that at all,

fetch a switch from a thicket, a birch switch from a backwoods dell—

be sure to carry it under your fur coat so that no other farm will know.

Show it to your girl, shake it; do not strike her.

If she still does not heed this, does not obey that at all,

counsel your girl with a switch, instruct her with a birch branch.

Counsel her in a four-cornered room, speak to her in a moss-caulked
house;

do not strike her on a meadow, not lash her on the edge of a field:

one would hear the noise at a neighboring farm, the din at the next farm,

the woman’s weeping as far as the neighbors’, the great uproar as far as the
forest.

Keep warming up her shoulders, softening up her back muscles;

do not graze her eyes or touch her ears;

a lump would come on her eyebrow, a black and blue spot on her eye.

The brother-in-law would indeed ask about that, the father-in-law would
ponder it,

the plowmen of the next farm would see, the neighborhood women would
laugh:

‘Has that woman been to the wars, gone to battle

or was she scratched by a wolf, clawed by a forest bear?

Or was a wolf her bridegroom, a bear her boon companion?” ”

There was an old man on the stove, a beggar by the stove stones.

The old man spoke from the stove, the beggar from the stones:

“Just do not, unhappy bridegroom, pay attention to a woman’s desire,
to a woman’s desire, to a lark’s gabble as I, poor lad.

I bought meat, I bought loaves, bought butter, bought beer,

bought all kinds of fish, many kinds of soft delicacies,

domestic beers, wheat from foreign lands.

By that I got nothing good nor did I encounter anything decent.
‘When the woman came into the house, she came as if to tear my hair,
making faces, rolling her eyes;
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in her bad temper she always spoke angrily, spoke in a hostile way,

called me a clumsy lout, barked out I was a blockhead.

Now I remembered a new trick, now I knew another way:

when I peeled a birch branch, then she embraced me as her little bird;

when I lopped off the top of a juniper bush, then she bowed as my darling;

when further I struck her with willow switches, then she flung herself on my
neck.”

A LAY OF A BRIDE’S GOING AWAY, LINES 297-462

The poor girl sighs deeply, sighs deeply, gasps;

she burst out crying.  She uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Now the departure of the others is at hand, the time of departure of the
others has got near,

my departure nearer, my time of leaving nearer

though it is hard to set out, too, difficult the hour of parting

from this splendid community, from the beautiful farmstead

where I grew up happily, grew up very finely

during my whole growing-up period, the time of my childhood.

I never thought so before nor ever believed it,

1 did not think that I would part, believe I would go away

from the vicinity of this fine house, from the shoulder of this ridge.

Now I am already thinking that I am departing, indeed believe it and am
departing.

The parting stoups have been emptied, the parting beers drunk;

soon the sleighs will be turned around, front end outward, rear end toward
the house,

sideways to my father’s barn, aslant toward the cattle shed.

“With what, now that I am departing, setting out, poor girl,

with what shall I repay my mother’s milk and my father’s kindness,
with what my brother’s affection, my sister’s tenderness?

I thank you, father, for my former way of life,

for the lunches of days gone by, for the best snacks.

I thank you, mother, for rocking me when young,

for tending me when tiny, for feeding me at your breasts.

I further thank my brother, my brother, my sister,

repay the whole family, all the companions I grew up with,

in whose company I lived, grew up with at my growing-up time.

Do not now, my dear father, do not, my beloved mother

or the rest of my big clan, my fine kindred,

get distressed at this, become sorrowful

because I am going to other parts, taking my way somewhere.

The Creator’s sun will probably shine, the Creator’s moon gleam palely,
the stars in heaven twinkle, the Big and the Little Bear be spread out
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in the sky farther away, elsewhere in the world, too,
not alone in my father’s farmyard, in this farmstead I grew up in.

“Now I am setting out from here, leaving, so to speak, this lovely home,

from the house acquired by my father, from my mother’s well-stocked cellar.

I am leaving my fen, leaving my farm, leaving my grass-grown farmyard,

leaving my sparkling waters, leaving my sandy beach

for the neighborhood women to bathe on, for herdsmen to splash about on.

I am leaving the fens for people to tramp over, leaving the fields for people
to loiter on,

the clumps of alder for people to rest in, the heaths for people to walk over,

fence sides for people to step along, the sides of lanes for wanderers,

farmyards for people to run across, sides of walls for the people who stand
there,

floorboards for the people who clean them, floors for the people who sweep
them.

I am leaving the fields for a wild reindeer to run over, wildemesses for a lynx
to roam in,

clearings for wild geese to live on, groves for birds to rest in.

I am setting out from here, leaving, so to speak, with another person who is
setting out

into the embrace of the autumn night, on the glare ice of spring,

so that my track will not be recognized on the ice nor my footprint on the
slippery ice

nor the warp of my skirt on the crusty snow, the contact of my hem on the
snow.

“Then the next time I come, visit my home,

my mother will probably not hear my voice, my father not be aware of
weeping

when I sing plaintively on his brow, sing on the crown of his head.

Young grass will already have come up, a juniper bush grown

on the skin of the one who nursed me, on the cheeks of the one who bore
me.

“The next time I come to this big farmyard,

the others will probably not recognize me except those two things:

the lowest withe of the wattled fence, the post farthest back in the field,
the ones stuck in by me when little, wattled by me as a girl.

My mother’s farrow cow, watered by me when young,

tended by me when a calf, will start to bellow

on the rubbish pile in the farmyard, on the winter feeding grounds;

that one will probably recognize me as a daughter of the house.

My father’s very old stallion, fed by me when little,
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given fodder by me as a girl, will start to neigh

on the big rubbish pile in the farmyard, on the winter feeding grounds;
he will recognize me as a daughter of the house.

My brother’s old dog, fed by me as a child,

trained by me when a girl, will start to bark

on the big rubbish pile in the farmyard, on the winter feeding grounds;
he will recognize me  as a daughter of the house.

Other things will not recognize me when I come home,

not even my old landing sites, my dwelling places of yore,

the whitefish sounds in their places, the seining sites where they were.

“Farewell now, cabin, cabin with your planked roof!

It will be fine for me to come next time, lovely for me to come tripping
along.

Farewell now, entryway, entryway with your planked floor!

It will be fine for me to come next time, lovely for me to come tripping
along.

Farewell indeed, farmyard, farmyard with your rowans!

It will be fine for me to come next time, lovely for me to come tripping
along.

1 bid farewell to all: the fields and the forests with their berries,

the sides of lanes with their flowers, the heaths with their heather,

the lakes with their hundred islands, the deep sounds with their whitefish,

the fair knolls with their firs, the wilderness swales with their birches.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen snatched the girl into his sleigh,

struck the spirited steed with the whip, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Farewell, lake shores, lake shores, edges of fields,

all the pines on the hill, tall trees in the pine groves,

the stand of chokecherries back of the house, the juniper bushes on the way
to the well,

all the berrystalks on the ground, berrystalks, straws of hay,

willow bushes, roots of the fir, leafy alder twigs, bark of the birch.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen  set out from the yard of North Farm.

The children stayed on to sing, the children sang and said:

“A blackbird flew here, winged its way through the backwoods,

enticed the mallard from us, lured the berry away from us,

it took the apple from us, took away our little fish of the water,

tricked her away with a little money, enticed her with silver pieces.

‘Who will now take us to the water? ' Who will lead us to the river?

The cowls will get to standing still, the cowlstaffs to rattling idly,

the flooring not be cleaned, the floors not swept,

the sides of the mug will get streaked with dirt, the stoup handles get dark.”
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Craftsman Ilmarinen  with his young bride

speeds along those shores of North Farm,

along the sides of lovely sounds, along the shoulders of sandy ridges.

The shingle rang out, the sand sang, the sled went on, the road flashed by,

iron trace hooks creaked, the birchwood runner clattered,

the curly-grained shackles squeaked, the chokecherry shaft-bow quivered,

the withe-fastening creaked, the copper fitting shook

as the good horse raced on, as the good horse with a blaze galloped.

He drove one day, then a second, soon drove a third, too,

one hand guiding the stallion, the other holding the girl in his arm,

one foot on the side of the sled, the other under the woolen rug.

The spirited steed races, the journey sped on, the day went forward, the
distance shortened.

On the third day as the sun was going down,

the craftsman’s home appears, the dwellings at Ilma Farm loom up.

Soot was going up straight as a string, dense smoke was escaping,

smoke was belching forth from the house, rising up to the clouds.



POEM 25

The bridegroom, the bride, and the escorts are received

in Ilmarinen’s home (1-382). The crowd is fed and give drink in profusion;
Viiniméinen sings and praises the master, the mistress, the master of ceremonies,
the maid of honor, and the rest of the wedding party (383-672).

On the way home from the wedding Viindmoinen’s sled is broken;

he repairs it and drives home (673-728).

Now they had been waiting a long time, waiting, looking

to see if the girl’s retinue was coming  to craftsman Ilmarinen’s home.

The old people’s eyes are running  as they sit by the windows,

the young people’s knees are shaking as they wait at the gates,

the children’s feet were getting cold as they stood by the walls,

the middle-aged people’s shoes were wearing out as they walked on the pier.
So on a certain morning, on a certain day

a rumbling is heard in the wilderness, the clatter of a sled on the heath.

Lokka, gracious mistress, a Kaleva descendant, beautiful wife,
uttered a word, spoke thus: “That is my boy’s sled;

now he is coming from North Farm with his young maiden!

Now he is near these parts, near this farmstead,

the house provided by his father, fixed up by his parent.”
Craftsman Ilmarinen  is coming home right now

to the farmyard provided by his father, fixed up by his parent.
Hazelgrouse bells arc whistling on the sapling shaft-bows,

cuckoo bells are calling  on the prow of the decorated basket sleigh,
carved squirrels lie stretched out  on the maplewood shafts.

LAYS OF THE RECEPTION OF A BRIDE AND THE RETURN
OF A BRIDEGROOM, LINES 37-382

Lokka, gracious mistress, a Kaleva descendant, beautiful wife,

then uttered these words, said, spoke thus:

“The community has been waiting for a new moon, the young people
waiting for a sunrise,

the children for Jand grown with berries, the water waiting for a tarred boat.

I have not been waiting for cven half a moon,  for the sun at all;

I have been waiting for my dear son, my dear son, my daughter-in-law.

I looked momings, looked evenings, I did not know where he had vanished
to,

whether he was letting a little bride grow up o fattening up a lean one
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when he did not come at all  though he had indced sworn

to come while the trail was recognizable, come before the trail had got cold.

Momings I was always looking, in the daytime I had my mind

on whether my dear son’s sleigh would not come, my dear son’s sled not
rattle along

to this little farmyard, to the small homestead.

Whether the stallion was of straw  or the sled had only two shackles,

I would call it a sleigh just the same, would exalt it into being a basket
sleigh

if only it might transport my dear son, bring my handsome fellow home.

So indeed I always hoped, looked for every day;

I have looked with my head bowed, my rolled up braids askew,

my straight-set eyes squinting. I hoped my dear son was coming

to this little farmyard, to the small homestead.

Now he is finally coming, at long last arriving,

a pink-cheeked form at his side, a rosy-cheeked girl beside him.

“Bridegroom, my dear boon companion, unhamess the horse with a blaze,

lead the good horse  to the hay it is used to,

to its accustomed oats. Greet us,

greet us, greet the others, greet the whole community.

After you have conveyed your greetings, tell your tales.

Did you journey uneventfully, make your trip safe and sound

when you set out for your bride’s mother-in-law’s, to the home of her dear
father-in-law?

Did you get the girl, win sovereignty, overthrow the barricade,

break down the girl’s fortress, demolish the upright wall,

step on your mother-in-law’s floor, sit on the master’s wall bench?

I see this already without asking, understand without inquiring:

he made the journey safe and sound, the trip comfortably;

he got the gosling, won sovereignty, overthrew the barricade,

broke down the wooden fortress, tore down the lindenwood wall

when he visited his mother-in-law, in the home of his dear father-in-law.

The goldeneye is in his keeping the chick by his side,

the pure maiden at his side, the radiant girl in his sovereignty.

‘Who brought this lie, who told the bad news

that the bridegroom had come empty-handed, the stallion run in vain?

The bridegroom has not come empty-handed, the stallion not run in vain.

There is something for the stallion to pull, for the flaxen-maned horse to
move.

The good horse was in a sweat, the excellent colt in a lather

when it brought the chick here, conveyed the pink-cheeked girl.

Get up now from the sleigh, lovely one, fair gift from the long sleigh.

Get up without being lifted, rise without being raised
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even if your young man would lift you, your proud escort raise you.

After you have got up out of the sleigh, got from the back of the sled,

step on the brownish path, on the liver-colored soil

worn smooth by swine, trampled down by pigs,

trod hard and smooth by a sheep, brushed by a horse’s mane.

Step with the step of a goose, tap along with the gait of a teal

on this clean farmyard, on the level ground,

on the farmyard provided by your father-in-law, established by your mother-
in-law,

where the brother whittles, on the sister's woad-grown meadows.

Press your foot lightly on the outer stair, go to the floor of the entry,

step into the lovely entryway; then betake yourself inside,

under the fine ridgepole, under the lovely roof.

“Already here this winter indeed, even last summer,

the fishbone floor was singing waiting for her who was to stand on the floor;

the lovely roof was resounding waiting for her who was to walk under the
roof;

the windows were rejoicing  waiting for her who was to sit by the windows.

Already here this winter indeed, even last summer,

the door handles were creaking waiting for her with a ring-adomed hand
who was to close them;

the thresholds were making a noise waiting for the elegant one in a fine
kirtle;

the doors kept opening  waiting for her who is to open the doors.

Already here this winter indeed, even last summer,

the cabin spun right around waiting for her who was to wipe up the cabin;

the entry took up its position waiting for her who was to clean the entry;

the sheds were making a noise waiting for her who was to sweep the sheds.

Already here this winter indeed, even last summer

the farmyard was tumning around furtively waiting for her who was to trim
the burned end of the long torch splint;

the storehouses bowed down  waiting for her who was to step into the
storehouses;

the lintels swayed, the rafters bent  waiting for the young wife’s clothing.

Already here this winter indeed, even last summer

the cattle sheds were cooing waiting for her who is to go about in the
cattle sheds;

the cow bams were drawing nearer waiting for her who is to clean out the
cow bams;

the cattle pens moved straight back waiting for the teal who is to be in
charge of the cattle pens.

Already here today indeed, even yesterday, too,

the full-grown cow lowed early waiting for her who is to give the moming
snack of hay;
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the colt whinnied waiting for her who is to throw it its snack of hay;

the spring lamb bleated ~ waiting for her who is to prepare its morsel.

Already here today indeed, even yesterday, too,

the old people were sitting by the windows, the children were moving about
on the shores,

the women were standing by the walls, the boys at the doors of the entry

awaiting the young wife, waiting for the bride.

“Hail now farmyard with your crowd, outer yard with your men!

Hail roofed stairs with your crowd, top landing of the roofed stairs with your
guests!

Hail entry with your crowd, birchbark roof with your people!

Hail cabin with your crowd, hundred-planked cabin with your children!

Hail moon, hail king, hail their young escorts!

There was not here before, not before, not yesterday

the splendor of this crowd, the handsomeness of this company.

Bridegroom, my dear boon companion, take off her red kerchiefs,

seize hold of her silken veils. Display that marten of yours

after admiring her for five years, eyeing her for eight.

Did you really bring the one you tried to? You were trying to bring a cuckoo,

to choose a white one from the land, to get a pink-cheeked one from the
waters.

That I already see without asking, understand without inquiring.

You brought the cuckoo when you came, a blue goldeneye in your keeping,

the greenest twig of a treetop from a green copse,

the leafiest chokecherry twig from a leafy chokecherry grove.”

There was indeed a baby on the floor; the baby spoke from the floor:

“Alas, brother, what are you fetching? The beauty of a pitchy pine stump,

the length of a keg of pitch, the height of a windle reel!

There, there, poor bridegroom! You ever hoped for that,

said you were getting a maiden worth hundreds, were bringing one worth
a thousand.

Now you have got a good one worth hundreds, that wretched girl worth a
thousand!

You got a curlew from a fen, a terror to magpies from a fence,

a scarecrow from a field, a blackbird from a new-plowed field.

‘What may she always have been doing, what last summer,

if she did not weave a mitten, if not at least start on a sock?

She came empty-handed ino the house, without a trousseau to her father-in-
law’s;

mice were rustling in the splint basket, prick-ears in the little box.”

Lokka, gracious mistress, a Kaleva descendant, beautiful wife,
heard the strange tale; she uttered a word, spoke thus:
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“What were you saying, wretched baby? 'What did you utter, worthless
creature?

Let us hear strange things about other people, let scandalous words hover
about

but not about this girl, not about the people of this farm.

Now you said a bad word, uttered an evil word

from the mouth of a night-old calf, from head of a day-old puppy.

The bridegroom has got a good girl, brought the region’s best from there;

she is like a half-ripe whortleberry, like a strawberry on a hill

or a cuckoo on a tree, a little bird in a rowan,

a fine-feathered bird in a birch, a light-breasted bird in a maple.

One could not possibly have got from Germany, not met beyond Estonia

the elegance of this girl, the loveliness of this old squaw,

the beauty of this plant, the stateliness of this figure,

the whiteness of arm, the arch of the slender neck.

The girl did not come empty-handed: furs had to be brought,

capes especially fetched, fine clothes brought.

This girl has a lot of things, the product of her own distaff,

spun with her own spindle, finery prepared by her own hands,

white garments  got ready on the winter washday,

bleached on a spring day, dried in the summer months:

good fluttering sheets, soft puffy pillows,

rustling silk kerchiefs, swishing woolen capes.

“Dear young woman, beautiful young woman, brilliantly pink-cheeked
young woman!

You were very illustrious at home  as a daughter in your father's home;

vou will be illustrious forever as a daughter-in-law in your husband’s home.

Do not start to worry, do not concern yourself with anxieties.

You have not been brought to a fen, not taken to the edge of a ditch;

you were fetched from a heap of grain, fetched to a place still richer in
grain,

taken from a house with much beer, taken to one with more beer.

Dear girl, fair young woman! That indeed I ask you:

As you were coming here  did you see the rounded ricks of grain,

the high-topped hurdles? They all belong to this farm,

things plowed by this bridegroom, things plowed, sown.

Maiden, young woman! That I now say to you:

Since you knew enough to come to this farm, then know how to get along
on this farm.

It is good for a young mistress to be here, fine for a daughter-in-law to grow
up here,

with a wooden mug of clotted cream in your hand, a dish of butter in your
possession.
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It is good for a girl to be here, fine for a chick to grow up here.

Here the sauna platforms are broad and the wall benches of the cabin wide;
the masters are like your father, the mistresses like your mother,

the sons are like a brother, the daughters like a sister.

“If it is your wish, if it is your desire to have

the kind of fish your father caught, the kind of ruffed grouse your brother
snared,

then do not ask your brother-in-law, do not request your father-in-law;

ask your bridegroom straight out, find out from the man who brought you
here.

In the forest there is not that thing running on four feet

nor birds of the air  whizzing along on two wings

nor yet in the water indeed  the best school of fish

which the man who got you will not snare, the snarer not snare, the fetcher
not fetch.

It is good for a young woman to be here, fine for a chick to grow up here.

There is no hurry to get to the quern stone nor is there worry about getting
to the mortar;

here water ground the wheat, the rapids milled the rye;

a wave washes the wooden dishes, the sea foam bleaches them.

O lovely community, my favorite place in the land!

Meadows down there, fields up there, the settlement in between.

There is a lovely shore below the settlement, lovely water on the shore;

it is fit for a mallard to swim in, for a waterfowl to move about in.”

Then the crowd was given drink, given drink, fed,

with plenty of pieces of meat, fine cakes with pudding filling,

barley beer, wheat wort.

There was indeed plenty of roasted meat to eat, plenty to eat, plenty to
drink

in the red trenchers, in the fine troughs,

pasties to break up, buttered bread to slice,

whitefish to cut up, salmon to slice up

with a silver knife, with a gold sheath knife.

The beer flowed for nothing, mead not paid for in marks,

beer from the end of the lintel, mead from inside wooden kegs,

beer as a rinse for lips, mead as a diversion for minds.

Who there indeed will become a cuckoo, a proper singer?
Steadfast old Viiniméinen, eternal singer,

started out to sing, set upon the task of versemaking.

He speaks these words, gave utterance to this:

“Beloved brothers, my friends, my companions in fluent speech,
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my comrades in discourse! Listen to what I say.

Rarely are geese mouth to mouth, sisters eye to eye,

rarely brothers side by side, a mother’s children shoulder to shoulder

on these wretched marches, in the miserable northemn parts.

Shall we now set out on a song, apply ourselves to versemaking?

The singing of songs is the work of singers, cuckooing the work of spring
cuckoos,

dyeing the work of Woad Spirits, weaving the work of Fabric Spirits.

The children of Lapland sing, the people in hay-stuffed shoes sing resound-
ingly

of togugh elk meat, of the flanks of a small wild reindeer,

so why do not I, too, sing, why do our children not sing

of rye bread, of a mouth well filled with bread?

The children of Lapland sing, the people in hay-stuffed shoes sing resound-
ingly

after they have drunk a bowl of water, have bitten off a piece of pine-bark
bread;

so why do not I, too, sing, why do our children not sing

of their drink made from grain, of their barley beer?

The children of Lapland sing, the people in hay-stuffed shoes sing resound-
ingly

of their sooty campfires, soot-covered sleeping places;

so why do not I, too, sing, why do our children not sing

under a fine ridgepole, under a lovely roof?

A LAY OF PRAISE [FOR THE PRINCIPALS], LINES 453-672

“It is good indeed for men to be here, lovely for women, too, to live

near the beer tun, near the mead tub,

at our side sounds with whitefish, by us salmon-seining places,

where, when eating, food is not lacking, when drinking, drinks do not run
short.

It is good indeed for men to be here, lovely for women, too, to be alive here.

Here one does not eat in sorrow, not live in the company of care;

here one eats without sorrow, one lives carefree

during the life of this host, the lifetime of the hostess.

“Which of the two here shall I praise first, the master or the mistress?

Men of yore always first praised the master

who created a dwelling in the fen, raised up a home in the wildemess,

brought sturdy pine trees with their butts, lopped pines with their crowns,

put them in a good spot, set them firmly

to be a big house for the clan, a beautiful farmstead;

he shaped the walls in the wilderness, the beams on a terrible hill,

the roofpoles on stony ground, the poles to top off the roof on a berry-grown
heath,
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pieces of birchbark from Chokecherry Hill, mosses from lovely fens.

The house is built just right, the roofed building put in its proper place.

A hundred men were engaged in raising it, a thousand busy on the roof of
the house

while building the house, laying the floor.

Already, however, while the host was making this house,

his shock of hair experienced many a gale, his hair terrible weather.

Often the good master’s mitten was left on a stone,

his hat on an evergreen spray, a stocking sunk in the fen.

Often the good master very early in the morning

before others got up, before a neighborhood cock was heard,

got up from his campfire, waked up in his hut of evergreen sprays;

an evergreen spray brushed his head, dew washed his keen eyes.

“Then indeed the good master receives his dear one in the house

with the benches full of singers, the windows full of rejoicing people,

the floorboards loaded with magicians, inglenooks full of sorcerers,

people standing outside by the wall of the house, people walking along the
side of the field,

people walking along the farmyard, people milling about on the place.

“First I praised the master; now I will praise the gracious mistress

for preparing the food, for loading the long table.

She indeed baked the thick loaves, patted into shape the big cakes of barley
mush

with her deft hands, with her ten curved fingers.

She brought the loaves in kindly fashion, quickly fed the guests

with abundant pork, with fish pasties.

The blades worked loose from our knives, the points dropped from our
sheath knives

while severing the salmon heads, cleaving the pike heads.

Often the good mistress, that meticulous housewife

sensed the time to get up without a cock,  to hurry without a chicken,

while she was getting ready for that wedding, was busy at work

making drinks with hops, brewing batches of beer.

The good mistress, that meticulous housewife

knew well how to brew beer, to make the tasty drink flow

from the sweetened malt sprouts, from sweet malt

which she did not stir with a stick, not turn over with a cowlstaff,

on the contrary only stirred with her hands, tumned with her arms

in a smoke-free sauna, on the clean-swept platforms.

Nor did that good mistress, that meticulous housewife

let the sprouts cake together, drop the malted grains on the ground;

she often goes to the sauna alone in the dead of night,

does not bother to worry about wolves, to fear the beasts of the forest.
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“Now I have praised the mistress; let me praise my master of ceremonies.

‘Who was chosen master of ceremonies, who elected leader?

The best one in the community was chosen master of ceremonies, the
community’s Good Luck engaged as the leader.

Our master of ceremonies has on a coat of imported broadcloth;

it is close fitting under the arms, trim in the waist.

Our master of ceremonies  has indeed a snug-fitting kaftan;

with hems brushing the sand, the back the ground.

A little of his shirt shows, a little sticks out;

it is as if woven by Moon Spirit, thumped out on a loom by a maid with a
tin brooch on her breast.

Our master of ceremonies  has a soft woolen belt around his waist

woven by Sun Spirit, embroidered by a girl with beautiful fingernails

at a time before there was fire, before fire was known.

Our master of ceremonies has silk stockings on his legs,

silk garters for his stockings, satin ribbons on his legs

which are woven of gold, elaborately worked of silver.

Our master of ceremonies has serviceable German shoes

like swans on a river, like pigeons on the banks

or geese on an evergreen spray, birds of passage in a windfall.

Our master of ceremonies has golden curls,

his beard in golden braids, with a high-peaked hat on his head,

towering through the clouds, gleaming through the forest,

a hat which may not be acquired for hundreds, got for thousands of marks.

“I have now alrcady praised my master of ceremonies; let me praise the
maid of honor.
‘Whence was got the maid of honor, whence fetched that happy choice?
From yonder was got the maid of honor, from yonder fetched the happy
choice,
from beyond Tallinn, from around Novgorod.
She was not got from there at all, not by any means!
The maid of honor was got, the happy choice fetched
from the headwaters of the Dvina, from the open waters of the White Sea.
She was not got from there at all, not by any means.
She grew up as a strawberry on the ground, as a red whortleberry on a heath,
as bright grass in a ficld, as a golden cuckoo in a clearing.
Thence the maid of honor was got, thence the happy choice was fetched.
The maid of honor’s pretty mouth is like a Finnish shuttle,
the maid of honor’s keen eves  like the stars in heaven,
the maid of honor’s splendid brows  like the moon when over the sea.
On our maid of honor’s throat are gold necklaces,
on her head golden spangles, gold bracelets are on her arms,
gold rings on her fingers, gold beads in her ears,

182



25:641-710

knotted gold threads on her brows, beads on her eyebrows.

I thought the moon was gleaming palely when her gold brooch gleamed
palely,

I thought the sun was shining when the collar of her blouse shone,

I thought a ship was glistening  when her cap glistened on her head.

“Now I have praised the maid of honor; let me take a look at the whole
company

to sce whether the people are handsome, the old people splendid

and the young people comely, the whole crowd lively.

Now I have looked at the whole company; perhaps I knew it beforehand:

there has not been here before nor will there probably be indeed in the
future

the liveliness of this crowd, the fine appearance of this company,

the splendidness of the old people, the comeliness of the young people.

The whole company in light grey garb  is like a forest white with rime;

at the bottom it is like the light of dawn, at the top like the break of day.”

Silver pieces were cheap; gold picces were given freely by the invited guests,
purses lay on the ground, moneybags were left in the lanes
by these invited guests as an honor to the party.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen, eternal prop of song,

then got into his sled, sets out toward home;

he sings his lays, sings, performs skillfully.

He sang one lay, sang a second

but by the third lay his sled runner rang out on a rock,

a shackle caught on the top of a stump.

The singer’s sled was broken, the singer’s runner caught;

a shackle cracked off, the sides cracked loose.

Old Viindméinen said, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Is there in this young group here, among the rising generation

or in this assembly place of old people, a folk which is getting fewer,

anyone who would pay a visit to Death, set out for the dwellings of the
Abode of the Dead,

bring a gimlet from Death, an auger from the people of the Abode of the
Dead,

for me to make a new sled, for me to repair the sleigh?”

Both the younger people say and the elderly reply:

“There is not in this young group nor indced among the elderly

in the whole big clan  so brave a man

as would go to Death, sct out for the dwellings of the Abode of the Dead,

to bring a gimlet from Death, an auger from the Abode of the Dead

for you to make a new sled, for you to repair the sleigh.”
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Then old Viiniméinen, eternal singer,

set out a second time for Death’s Domain, joumeyed to the dwellings of the
Abode of the Dead.

He brought a gimlet from Death’s Domain, an auger from the dwellings of
the Abode of the Dead.

Then old Viindméinen sings up a hazy blue wilderness,

into the wilderness he sings a sturdy oak and a strong rowan.

These he made into his sleigh, bent into his runners;

from these he selected his shackle-stakes and bent his shaft-bows;

he managed to repair the body, to make a new sled.

He put the colt into harness, the brown horse in front of the sled;

he sat down in the sled, got down into his basket sleigh.

Without a whip the spirited steed ran, the horse ran to its familiar grits

without being struck with a knotted whip, ran to its accustomed mash.

It brought old Viiniméinen, etemal singer,

to the opening of his own door, to in front of his own threshold.
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POEM 26

Lemminkiinen, in bad humor at being left uninvited to the wedding,
decides, however, to set out for North Farm

regardless of his mother’s forbidding him and of those many deaths
which his mother said would overtake him on the way (1-382).

He sets out on his journey and, by virtue of his knowledge,

luckily gets through all the mortally dangerous places (383-776).

Ahti is living on an island, in a cove in Faraway Headland.

He was plowing a ficld, furrowing a field.

He was very keen of ear, very sharp of hearing.

He hears a roar from the settlement, a din beyond the lakes,

the beat of hoofs on the slippery ice, the clatter of a sled on the heath.

The idea entered his mind, the thought struck him:

North Farm is having a wedding, a drinking party of a crowd meeting in
secret.

He screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around, clawed at his black
beard;

the blood rushed in ugly fashion from the wretched man’s cheeks.

He at once left off his plowing, left the furrow unfinished in mid-field;

from the ground he mounted the horse’s back, set out straight from home

to his dear mother’s, to his esteemed parent’s.

‘When he got there he said, when he arrived he announced:

“O mother mine, aged woman, put out some food quickly

for a hungry person to eat, for a ravenous man to take a bite of.
Heat up the sauna at once, warm up the cabin quickly

where a man is to clean himself, the best of persons fix himself up.”
Lemminkiinen’s mother quickly put out food

for the hungry person to eat, for the ravenous man to take a bite of
while she was hurrying to prepare a bath, to get a sauna ready.
Then reckless Lemminkiinen ate the food quickly,

went at once into the sauna, went to the bath cabin.

There the chaffinch washes himself, the snow bunting cleans himself,
cleans his head till it is like a bunch of flax, cleans his neck white.

He came from the sauna into the house, uttered a word, spoke thus:
“O mother mine, aged woman, step outside to the storehouse,
bring from there my fine clothing, carry the faultless garments
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in which I might dress myself, might put on my body.”

His mother managed to ask, the aged woman to inquire:

“Where are you setting out for, my son? Are you setting out to hunt a lynx

or to ski after an elk  or to shoot a squirrel?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“O mother mine who bore me, I am not setting out to hunt a lynx

or to ski after an elk or to shoot a squirrel;

I am setting out to the feast at North Farm, to the drinking party of a crowd
meeting in secret.

Bring me my fine clothing, my faultless garments

for me to parade in at the wedding, to wear at the feast.”

The mother forbade her son, the wife tried to stop her husband;

the two women tried to stop him; three Nature Spirits forbade
Lemminkiinen to set out to the feast at lovely North Farm.

The mother spoke thus to her son, the very old woman said to her child:
“Do not go, my son, my son, my boy with a far-roving mind,

to that feast at North Farm, to the drinking party of the big crowd.

You were not invited there, you are really not wanted at all.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Wretched people go by invitation, a good man skips along without one.
In that are invitations as old as the moon, perpetual messengers:

in a sharp sword, in a flashing blade.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother kept trying to stop him:

“Just do not, my son, go to the feast at North Farm.

There will be many terrible things on your journey, great prodigies on your
route,

three most terrible deaths, three things to kill a man.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“There are always deaths for women, deaths everywhere;

a man does not worry about those, is not indeed likely to hold back.

But be this as it may, say for me to hear with my ears

what the first death is, the first, the last, too.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother spoke, the aged woman answered:

“I will tell you the deaths according to the cause, not according to a man’s
desire.

I will tell you the first death. That death is the first death:

you will go a short distance, get a day’s journey on your way;

a fiery river  will come athwart you,

in the river a fiery rapids, in the rapids a fiery islet,

on the islet a fiery knoll, on the knoll a fiery eagle.
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By night it hones its beak, by day gently whets its talons

for the stranger who will come, for one who intends to come.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“That death is a woman’s death; it is not death to a man.

Indeed I will devise something for that, 1know something good:

I will sing up an alderwood horse, sing up an alderwood man

to go along beside me, to walk in front of me.

I will dive in the form of a mallard, go down in the form of an old squaw

along under the eagle’s clenched talons, along under the toes of the griffin.

O mother mine who bore me, tell the middle death.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “That death will be the second death:

You will go a short distance, just a second day’s journey.

A fiery pit will appear, it will be across your way,

ever far to the east, without end to the northwest,

full of hot stones, burning boulders.

Hundreds have got into it, thousands been crammed into it,

a hundred sword-girt men, a thousand iron stallions.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“There is no man’s death in that nor a fellow’s death.

Indeed I remember a trick for that, remember a trick, will devise a means:

I will sing up a man of snow, quickly construct a person out of crusted snow,

push it into the power of the fire, thrusting it into the blaze

to bathe in the hot sauna with a copper bath whisk.

I will go along beside it, will push myself through the fire

so that my beard will likely not burn,  the locks of my hair not be singed.

O mother mine who bore me, tell the last death.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “That death is the third death:

you will go still a bit farther, you will get a day’s journey from there

to the gateway of North Farm, at the really narrowest point.

A wolf will make a sudden attack, a bear as a second will join in the attack

at the gateway of North Farm, in the narrowest lane.

It has indeed eaten a hundred men, destroyed a thousand people,

so why should it not eat you, not destroy a defenseless man?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“Let a ewe be eaten uncooked, be tom to pieces raw,

however not even a really rather inferior man, a really less enterprising
person!

I have girded myself with a man’s belt, equipped myself with a man’s
buckle tongue,
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fastened myself with a man’s buckle so that I will by no means yet get
into the mouth of Untamo’s wolves, into the cursed creatures’ maws.
I remember a trick for a wolf, will devise something for a bear, too.

I will sing muzzles onto the wolves, fetters onto the bears

or grind them to chaff, sift them fine through a sieve.

Thus I will rid myself of them, get to my destination.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “You have not yet reached your destination.

As you are going there, on your journey there will have been great marvels,

three terrible irresistible things, three deaths for a man.

The worst horrors will be  after you have got right into the place.

You will go a little way, will come into the yard at North Farm;

the fence is made of iron, a simulated steel enclosure

reaching from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth,

staked about with spears, wattled with reptiles of the earth,

interlaced with snakes, bound together with lizards,

the tails free to lash, the clublike heads to writhe,

the pates to hiss, heads outward, tails inward.

In the ground are other reptiles, a long line of adders, snakes

hissing at the top with their tongues, at the bottom lashing with their tails.

In front across the gateway is one more frightful than the others,

longer than a rooftree of a log cabin, thicker than the uprights of the cattle
shed,

hissing at the top with its tongue, whistling at the top with its mouth,

not for anyone else, just for poor you.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“That death, too, is a child’s death, it is not death for a man.

I know how to enchant fire, to quench a blaze,

and I know how to exorcise reptiles, to transform snakes.

Only yesterday I was plowing adder-ridden land,

was turning over snake-infested ground with absolutely bare hands.

I held the adders in my fingernails, the snakes in my hands;

I killed a good ten adders, a hundred black reptiles.

There is still adder blood under my nails, snake fat on my hands.

Therefore I am not at all likely to become, not likely indeed to end up

as a snack for a big reptile, as a snake’s prey.

I will wring the loathsome creatures, forever squeeze the nasty things;

I will sing the adders farther to the side, remove the reptiles to the wayside.

I will step from the yard of North Farm, force my way inside the house.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said:  “Just do not, my son,
go into the house at North Farm,  into the log buildings of Sedgy Farm.

188



26:281-346

There are men there with sword in belt, pcople with weapons of war,

men crazy drunk, bad after they have drunk a lot.

They will sing you, poor wretch, onto a very sharp sword;

already better men have been enchanted, mightier, too, been vanquished.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke:  the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“I have spent time before in those buildings at North Farm.

No Lapp will enchant me no Finnmark Lapp put me under compulsion.

I myself will enchant the Lapp and put the Finnmark Lapp under com-
pulsion;

I will sing his shoulders apart, will talk his chin apart,

his shirt collar in two, his breastbone to pieces.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “O my poor boy!

You still remember your past, still boast of your former visit!

Indeed you have spent time before in those buildings at North Farm;

you swam in all the landlocked ponds, you made trial of ponds grown with
dog’s tongue.

Banging along you went down the rapids, rushing along you went with the
current,

made the acquaintance of Death’s rapids, sounded the currents of the
Abode of the Dead.

You would be there this very day  but for your poor mother.

Remember what I am saying. You will come to the buildings of North
Farm;

there will be a rise studded with stakes, the farmyard full of posts;

these are full of human heads. One stake is a stake without a head;

for the end of that stake they will cut off your head.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“A crazy person will perhaps worry about those things, a good-for-nothing
take notice

of five, six years of conflict, of seven summers of warfare.

A man is not likely to pay attention to them, to turn aside from them in the
least.

Bring me my war harness, my tried and true battle dress.

I will go fetch my father’s sword, will select my father’s blade.

It has been in the cold a long time, long in a dark place;

it has been weeping there a long time, longing for someone to carry it.”

Then he got his war harness, his tried and true battle dress,
his father’s ancient sword, that battle comrade of his father.
He jabbed it into the floor, pushed the point into the floor;
the sword gave in his hand like the fresh top of a chokecherry
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or a growing juniper. Reckless Lemminkiinen said:

“In the buildings at North Farm, in the log buildings at Sedgy Farm
there is scarcely anyone to measure this sword, to appraise this blade.”
He snatched his crossbow from the wall,  his strong bow from a peg.
He speaks these words, made this remark:

“Him I would call a man, him esteem as a person

who might draw my crossbow, bend my springy bow

in those buildings at North Farm, in the log buildings at Sedgy Farm.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,
adjusted his war hamness, put on his battle dress.

He spoke to his slave, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O my boughten slave, my drudge got with money,

get my war horse, hamness the steed of battle

so that I may set out to the feast, to the drinking party of the devil's crew.”
Humble, obedient, the slave quickly betook himself to the farmyard,

put the colt into the hamess, the fiery-red animal into the shafts.

When he returned from there he said:  “I have done my job,

have fixed up that stallion of yours, hamessed the splendid colt.”

Then it was up to reckless Lemminkdinen to set out.

One hand said yes, the other said no; his sinewy fingers insisted.

Now he set out as he had vowed, set right out, suffered no anxiety.

The mother counseled her son, the very aged woman cautioned her child

in the doorway, under the lintel, where the kettle is kept covered:

“My son, my one and only, my child, my baby!

If you get to the drinking party, get anywhere at all,

drink half your stoup, your bowl to the middle;

give the other half to another, the worse half to a worse man.

A reptile will be stretched out in the bowl, a maggot on the bottom of the
stoup.”

She counseled her son further, admonished her child emphatically

from the farthest field, from the last gate:

“If you get to the drinking party, get anywhere at all,

sit on half a seat, step with a half-length step;

give the other half to another, the worse half to a worse man.

Thus you will emerge as a man, become so obviously a distinguished person

that you can wander through folk assemblies, carry forward lawsuits

in a crowd of people, a group of men.”

Then Lemminkiinen set out, sitting in the stallion’s sled;

he hit the spirited steed with a whip, struck it with a whip with a bead-
adorned handle.

The spirited steed started to go, the horse to trot along.
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He drove for a little time, jogged along for a good while.

On the road he saw a covey of black grouse; the grouse took off in flight,
the flock of birds fluttered in front of the trotting horse.

A few feathers were left, grouse-feathers on the road.

Lemminkiinen gathered them up, groped in his wallet;

he does not know what might tun up, what might happen on the way;
on a farm everything may be necessary, be of use as a makeshift.

He drove ahead a little, proceeded a short way;

now the horse pricks up its ears, lop-ears moves uneasily.

Reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind

rose up out of his basket sleigh; he leaned over to look.

Yes indeed, just as his mother said, as his own parent assured him.

There really is a fiery river  right in front of and athwart the horse.

In the river is a fiery rapids, in the rapids a fiery islet,

on the islet a fiery knoll, on the knoll a fiery eagle;

its throat foamed fire, its mouth gushed flame,

its feathers flashed like fire, sparkled like sparks.

From afar it sees the man with a far-roving mind, Lemminkiinen from quite
far off:

“Where indeed is the man with a farroving mind going? Where are you
setting out for, son of Lempi?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“I was setting out for the feast at North Farm, to the drinking party of the
company meeting in secret.

Move over a little to the side, tum off the road,

let a traveler go on, especially Lemminkiinen,

50 as to get past you, to walk by.”

The eagle knew how to speak, fiery-throat knew how to hiss:

“I will let a traveler go ahead, especially Lemminkiinen,

to go through my mouth, to proceed through my throat.

Thence goes your way of no return to that long-lasting feast, to those dwel-
lings forever.”

What did Lemminkiinen care! He did not worry much about it.

He groped in his wallet, felt in his pouch,

took some black grouse feathers, gently rubs them

between his two palms, between his ten fingers.

Thence a covey of black grouse was created, a whole covey of capercailie
hens.

He plunged them into the eagle’s mouth, put them into the ravenous bird’s
maw,

into the throat of the fiery eagle, into the gums of the bird of prey.

Thus he got clear from there, escaped the first day.
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He hit the spirited steed with the whip, made a ringing sound with the bead-
adorned handle.

The stallion set out at a canter, the horse to trot along.

He drove along a little way, sped on a little distance.

Now the stallion acts strangely, the horse snorts.

He lifts himself up from his sleigh, cranes his neck to look.

It is just as his mother said, as his own parent assured him.

In front is a fiery pit, it is right across the road,

extending ever far to the east, endlessly to the northwest,

full of hot stones, burning boulders.

What did Lemminkiinen care! He prays to Ukko:

“O Ukko, god on high or heavenly father,

raise a cloud bank in the northwest, send another in the west,

build up a third in the east, raise it in the northeast.

Push them right together, bang them together side by side.

Let a ski pole’s depth of snow fall, build up a spear’s depth

on those hot stones, buming boulders.”

That Ukko, god on high, old heavenly father,

raised a cloud bank in the northwest, sent a second in the west,

produced a cloud in the east, raised a wind in the northeast,

joined them together, banged them together side by side.

He let fall a ski pole’s depth of snow, built up a spear’s depth

on those hot stones, burning boulders.

There came indeed a pond of snow, a slushy lake is formed.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen sang a bridge of ice there

across the pond of snow from side to side.

Thus he got over that obstacle, got clear of the second day’s journey.

He struck his spirited stced with the whip, made a ringing sound with the
beaded lash.

The spirited steed started to run fast, the horse to trot along.

The horse ran one verst, a second; the best of horses in the land flew along a
bit;

then it came to a sudden stop, does not stir from the spot.

Reckless Lemminkiinen  jumped up to look:

a wolf is in the gateway, a bear opposite in the lane,

in the gateway of North Farm, at the end of the long lanes.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, the handsome man with a far-roving mind,

groped in his wallet, felt in his pouch;

he took some cwe’s wool, rubbed it gently

between his two palms,  between his ten fingers.

Hc blew once on his palm:  the cwes suddenly rushed off,

a whole drove of sheep, a big flock of lambs.

The wolves made a rush there, the bears attacked along with them.

Reckless Lemminkiinen  drove ahead on his journey.
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He proceeded a bit of a way, came to the yard of North Farm.

An iron fence had been built, a steel enclosure made,

a hundred fathoms into solid ground, a thousand fathoms up to the heavens,
staked about with spears, wattled with reptiles of the earth,
interlaced with snakes, bound together with lizards.

Their tails were free to lash, their clublike heads to writhe,

their big heads to sway back and forth, heads outward, tails inward.
Reckless Lemminkiinen now reflects on that:

“It is just as my mother said, as she who bore me complained:

there is such a fence there set up from the earth to the heavens.
Deep down an adder is crawling about, but the fence is set deeper.
High aloft a bird is flying about, but the fence is erected higher.”
Lemminkiinen did not, however, bother to worry much about that;
he drew his knife from its sheath, the sharp blade from its sheath;
with it he slashed the fence, broke the posts in two,

opened up the iron fence, thrust aside the snake-ridden enclosure
for a space of five posts, of seven poles.

He drives ahead to in front of the main entrance of North Farm.

A snake is writhing on the road athwart the entrance,

longer than the upright of the cabin, thicker than the doorjamb.

The reptile has a hundred eyes, the snake a thousand tongues,

eyes the size of a flour sieve, tongues as long as a spear shaft,

teeth like the handle of a hayrake, its back seven boatlengths long.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen does not dare to lay hold

of the hundred-eyed reptile, the thousand-tongued snake.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

A CHARM TO CALM DOWN SNAKES, LINES 633-670

“Black reptile, underground creature, maggot the color of Death,

rover about in dead grass, wanderer among the roots of bracken,

passer through a tussock, slinker in a tree root!

Who raised you up from the withered grass, roused you up from the grass
roots

to crawl about on the ground, to wriggle about on the road?

Who raised your head, who ordered you, who encouraged you

to hold your head erect, your neck stiff?

Your father or your mother or your eldest brother

or youngest sister or someone else of your great clan?

Now close your mouth, cover your head, hide your quick-moving tongue,

roll yourself up into a bundle, curl yourself up into a coil,

yield the road, half the road, the roadside for the traveler to pass by.

Or move away from the road, go, wretch, into the underbrush,

lumber off onto a heath, hide yourself in the moss,
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take yourself off like a tuft of wool, turn into a faggot of aspen,
stick your head into the turf, stuff it inside a tussock—

your house is in the turf, your hut under a tussock.

If you raise your head from there, Ukko will likely crush your head
with steel-tipped nails, with iron hailstones.”

That is what Lemminkiinen said. The reptile did not obey that;

it keeps on hissing, whistles with its tongues up,

hisses with mouths raised, ready for Lemminkiinen’s head.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen remembered some old charms

recommended formerly by an old woman, taught by his mother.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“If you do not obey that nor yield a little,

you will indeed swell up in agony, puff up in anguish;

you will split, evil one, in two, into three pieces, loathsome one,

if I seek out your mother of former days, fetch your esteemed parent.

I know, coiled creature, your origin, your growing up, horrible creature of
the earth.

THE ORIGIN OF SNAKES, LINES 693-758

“An ogress was your mother, your parent a water witch.

The ogress spat in the waters, let her slaver fall onto the billows.

That the wind rocked, the spirit of the water swayed,

rocked it for six years, rocked it indeed seven summers

on the clear expanse of the sea, on the arching billows.

The water stretched it way out, the sun warmed it soft,

the lapping water forced it to land, a wave drove it ashore.

Three Nature Spirits were walking on the shore of the surging sea,

on the edge of the thundering sea. They saw that on the shore,

spoke these words: “What would come of that

if the Creator should create life in it, bless it with eyes?”

The Creator happened to hear this; he uttered a word, spoke thus:

‘Evil would come of evil, a loathsome creature from the vomit of a loath-
some creature

if I were to put the breath of life in that, bless the head with eyes.’

The Demon got to hear of it, the wicked man to examine it.

He began to create; the Demon gave the breath of life

to the slaver of the foul loathsome creature, to what was spewed out by the
ogress.

Thus it was turned into a snake, was changed into a black reptile.

‘Whence did the breath of life get into it? The breath of life came from the
Demon’s ember.

Whence was its heart spewed out? The heart was spewed out by the ogress.
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‘Whence comes the brain of the evil thing? From the foam of a mighty cur-
rent.

Whence does the rascal get its disposition? From the foam of a fiery rapids.

‘Whence was the head put on the bad thing? The head is from the seed of
a bad pea.

Whence were its eyes created? From the Devil's flaxseed.

Whence are the ears of the loathsome creature? From the leaves of the
Devil’s birch tree.

Whence was the mouth formed? The mouth is from ogress’ belt buckle.

‘Whence is the tongue in the wretch’s mouth? From the evil elf’s spear.

‘Whence does the evil creature get its teeth? From an awn of Death’s barley.

Whence are the wretch’s gums? From the gums of the Grave Spirit’s virgin.

‘What is the back supported by? By the Demon’s charcoal fork.

‘What is the tail put together from? From the braided hair of the Evil One.

From what were the intestines made? The intestines were from Death’s belt.

There was your clan, there your fine reputation!

“Black reptile from under the earth, grub the color of Death,

dirt-colored, heather-colored thing, color of the whole rainbow!

Now get out of the traveler's way, from in front of the man who is
proceeding.

Let the journeyer go, let Lemminkiinen step lightly along

to that feast at North Farm, to the banquet of the good clan!”

Now the snake moved off eerily, hundred-eyes moved,

the fat snake turned, shifted into a bend in the road;

it let the traveler go, let Lemminkiinen step along lightly

to the feast at North Farm, to the drinking party of the crowd meeting in
secret.
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Lemminkiinen gets to North Farm

and in many ways behaves arrogantly (1-204).

The master of North Farm gets angry and,

when he does not overcome Lemminkiinen by magic arts,

chall him to dplay (205-282).

While they are fencing, Lemminkiinen

strikes off the head of the master of North Farm; to avenge this
the mistress of North Farm assembles an

armed force to proceed against him (283-420).

Now indeed I have guided my man with a far-roving mind, have escorted
Island-Ahti

past the mouth of many deaths, beyond the reach of the Grave Spirit’s
tongue

to that feast at North Farm, to the farmstead of that crowd meeting in
secret.

Now must be told, reported by tongue,

how reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

came into the dwellings at North Farm, into the log cabins at Sedgy Farm,

uninvited to the feast, without escorts to the drinking party.

As soon as reckless Lemminkidinen, the lad, ruddy-cheeked rascal,
came into the house, he stepped onto the middle of the floor;
the lindenwood floor shook, the firwood house resounded.
Reckless Lemminkiinen said, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Hail my arrival here, hail the hailer!

Listen, master of North Farm! Would there be on this farm
some barleycorns for a stallion to nibble, beer for man to drink?”
The master of North Farm  was sitting at the head of a long table;
from there he answers, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There may be on this farm a place for your horse to stay

nor are you forbidden, while you are in the peaceful house,

to stand in thc doorway, in the doorway, under the lintel,
between the two kettles, close by the three pothooks.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen clawed at his black beard

the color of a kettle. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“May the devil come here  to stand in the doorway,

to clcar out your soot, to scrape off bits of caked soot!

Formerly my father did not, indeed, not my esteemed parent,
stand in that place, in the doorway, under the lintel.
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In those days there was indeed room, a shed for a horse to be in,

a house washed clean for men to come into, nooks to toss their gloves into,
pegs for men’s mittens, walls to stack swords against.

Why, indeed, is it not for me as formerly for my father?”

Then he moved farther up the room, swung around to the head of the table,
sat down at the end of the seat, at the end of the deal bench;

the bench rattled, the deal bench shook.

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “I am probably no favorite guest

since probably no beer will be brought to the newly arrived visitor.”

Ilpo’s daughter [Louhi], good mistress, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O my lad Lemminkidinen, what a guest you are!

You came to trample on my head, to bash my brains in!

‘We have beer in the form of barleycorns, a tasty drink in the form of malt
sprouts;

the wheaten bread is not baked, the beef stew not cooked.

You might rather have come last night or a day later.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen screwed up his mouth, twisted his head
around,

clawed at his black beard. He uttered these words:

“Here the food has already been eaten, the wedding drunk out, the feast
over,

the beer portioned out, the mead measured out to the men,

the mugs all collected, the stoups piled up in stacks!

O you mistress of North Farm, long-fanged woman of Gloomy Farm,

you celebrated the wedding like a wicked woman, the feast in a way to honor
a dog.

You baked big loaves, you brewed barley beer,

you sent out invitations in six directions, bearers of invitations in nine
directions.

You invited wretches, you invited the poor, invited outcasts, invited scoun-
drels,

all the skinny tenants, workmen with snug-fitting coats.

You invited a whole crowd of other people, you left me uninvited.

Why this refusal to me of my own barleycoms?

Some brought them by the spoonful, others dribbled them by the cupful;

I dumped them out by the bushel, poured them out by the half-kegful,

my own barleycorns, grains I had sown.

Maybe I am not Lemminkiinen, not a guest of good repute

since no beer is likely to be brought, no pot put on the fire,

no stew in the pot, no twenty-pound weight of pork

for me to eat, nothing for me to drink after I reached the end of my
journey.”



27:123-196

Ilpo’s daughter, good mistress, uttered these words:

“O little maidservant, my perpetual slave,

put stew in the pot, bring beer to the guest.”

The little maid, desolate child, washed a dish badly,

cleaned the spoons badly, scraped off the wooden ladles badly.

She put stew in the pot: meat bones, fishheads,

old turnip stalks, crusts of hard bread.

Then she brought a stoup of beer, a jug of the worst brew

for reckless Lemminkiinen to drink, for the ravenous man to drain.
She uttered these words:  “I wonder if there is anything of 2 man in you,
drinker of this beer, drainer of this jug?”

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, then looked into his stoup;

a grub was at the bottom of the mug, snakes in the middle,

on the edges reptiles were creeping, lizards slithering about.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the man with a far-roving mind said sud-
denly:

“Bearers of the stoup, to Death’s Domain with you, carriers of the mug, to
the Abode of the Dead with you,

before the moon comes up, before the end of this day!”

Then he uttered these words: “O you miserable beer,

now you have already become pointless, become useless.

Perhaps one may take the beer into one’s mouth, throw the refuse onto the
ground

with the third finger, with the left thumb.”

He groped in his wallet, felt in his pouch;

he took a fishhook from his wallet, a barb from his pouch.

That indeed he thrust into his stoup, began to angle in the beer;

reptiles caught fast on his hook, angry adders on his barb.

He brought up a hundred frogs, a thousand black reptiles;

those he cast onto the ground for the ground, threw them all onto the floor.

He pulled out his sharp knife, that keen sheath knife;

with it he cut of the reptiles’ heads, broke off the snakes’ necks.

He drank the beer to his own good health, the dark mead to his own good
luck.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “I am probably no favorite guest

since no beer is likely to be brought me, nothing better to drink,

by a more liberal hand, in a bigger vessel,

nor is a ram slaughtered or a big bull killed

or a steer brought into the dwelling, no cloven-hoofed animal into the
house.”

The master of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:
“Why did you come here? 'Who invited you to the gathering?”
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Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“‘An invited guest is splendid more splendid is an uninvited stranger.’

Listen, chap of North Farm, you master of North Farm!

Let me buy some beer, a drink had for money.”

The master of North Farm  got angry at that and lost his temper,

got very angry and mad. He sang up a pond onto the floor

in front of Lemminkiinen. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There is a river there for you to drink, a pond for you to splash about in.”

What did Lemminkiinen care! He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I am no women’s calf nor a steer with a tail

to drink river water, to splash about in pond water.”

He began to practice magic, suddenly started to sing.

He sang up a bull onto the floor, a big steer with golden horns;

that was the one that splashed about in the pond, drank up the river to its
own good luck.

The man of North Farm, tall fellow, by his words created a wolf,

that he sang onto the floor as a death to the fat bull.

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, sang up a white hare

onto the floor to hop about in front of the wolf’s mouth.

The man of North Farm, tall fellow, sang up a dog with an undershot jaw

to kill that hare, to tear up slant-eyes.

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, sang up a squirrel onto the lintel

to climb about on the lintels, for the dog to bark at.

The man of North Farm, tall fellow, sang up a golden-breasted marten;

the marten snatched the squirrel  from where it was sitting on the lintel.

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, sang up a russet fox;

it ate the golden-breasted marten, destroyed the one with a handsome coat.

The man of North Farm, tall fellow, by his words created a chicken

to patter about on the floor in front of the fox's mouth.

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, by his words created a hawk,

by his utterance created one with fast-working claws; it tore the chicken to
pieces.

The master of North Farm said, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The feast here is not likely to get better unless the guests get fewer.

The house to work! The guest away, even from a good drinking party!

Get out of here, demon’s rascal, away from all human kind!

Make for your home, rogue, flee to your land, evil one!”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“By exorcism one does not get a man, not even an inferior man,

to move from his position, to flee from where he is.”
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Then the master of North Farm seized his sword from the wall,

snatched up his keen blade. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O you Island-Ahti or handsome man with a far-roving mind,

let us measure our swords, appraise our blades

to see whether mine is the better sword or just Island-Ahti’s.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “What is left of my sword

now that it has splintered on bones, smashed to bits on skulls!

But be that as it may, if that feast is not likely to get better,

let us measure them, appraise them to see which of our swords is the more
eager.

Formerly my father did not hold back in the measuring off of swords;

has his son’s generation changed, his child’s clan degenerated?”

He took the sword, bared the blade, snatched the sharp steel

from its leather sheath, from the bast-lined belt.

They measured, appraised the length of those swords;

the sword of the master of North Farm  was a little longer,

longer by the edge of one fingemail, by the joint of half a finger.

Island-Ahti said, the handsome man with a far-roving mind spoke:
“Your sword is indeed longer; yours must be the first to strike.”
Then the master of North Farm struck out, made a pass,

made a try, did not hit the crown of Lemminkiinen’s head.

Once he hit a beam, knocked against a lintel;

the beam cracked, the lintel flew apart.

Island-Ahti said, the handsome man with a far-roving mind spoke:
“What harm did the beams do, what evil deed the lintel,

that you are aiming at the beam, knocking down the lintel?
Listen, chap of North Farm, you master of North Farm!

A fight in a house is grievous, adventures among women grievous;
we will damage the new house, get blood on the floors.

Let us go out to the farmyard, outside to a field for the fight,

to the meadow for the fray. Blood is better in a farmyard,

more beautiful out in a yard, more fitting on snow!”

They went out to the farmyard, they come upon a cowhide;

they spread it out on the yard so as to stand on it.

Island-Ahti said: “Listen you fellow of North Farm!

Your sword is indeed longer, your blade more terrible;

perhaps you will need it before we part

or a neck is broken. Strike first, fellow of North Farm!”

The fellow of North Farm struck offhandedly; he struck once, struck twice,
he soon lay on a third time. He did not aim right,

he just grazed some flesh, does not even scratch the skin.
Island-Ahti said, the handsome man with a far-roving mind spoke:
“Please let me try, too; it is my turn now.”
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The master of North Farm paid no heed to that:

he struck again, did not hesitate, took aim, did not hit.

The sharp blade flashed fire, the steel blade really flamed

in reckless Lemminkiinen’s hand; its gleam extended farther,

slipped against the neck of that fellow of North Farm.

The handsome man with a far-roving mind said: “O master of North Farm!
Indeed, your neck, wretch, is ruddy like the dawn.”

The lad of North Farm, the master of North Farm himself,

shifted his gaze there toward his own neck.

Reckless Lemminkiinen then lashed out with a blow,

struck the man with his sword, gave a quick cut with his blade.

He gave one lashing blow: he struck the head from the shoulders,
whipped the pate from the neck; he took it like a turnip from its stalk

or an ear of grain from a straw, a fin from a whole fish.

The head rolled onto the courtyard, the man’s pate onto the yard

as, when hit by an arrow, a capercaillie hen falls from a tree.

Outside there were a hundred stakes, a thousand upright in the farmyard,
heads by the hundred on the stakes; there was one stake without a head.
Reckless Lemminkiinen took the capable fellow’s head,

carried the skull from the yard to the tip of that very stake.

Then after Island-Ahti, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

had returned to the house, he uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Bring some water, hateful maid, for me to wash my hands

clean of the blood of the bad master, of the gore of the wretched man.”

The dame of North Farm began to get angry, to get angry, to get furious.

She sang up a man with a sword, an armed man,

a hundred men with swords, a thousand bearers of swords

to go for Lemminkiinen’s head, to get the neck of the man with a far-roving
mind.

Now the time is really coming to set out, the day advancing to the time of
departure;

truly it is getting more unpleasant, becoming harder

for the lad Ahti to stay on, for Lemminkiinen to remain comfortable

at that feast at North Farm, at the drinking party of the crowd meeting in
secret.
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Lemminkiinen flees in haste from North Farm,

comes home, and inquires of his mother where he should set out for

in order to hide from the people of North Farm, of whom,

he says, a lot will soon be coming with a whole troop to wage war on him,
against the solitary man (1-164).

His mother reproaches him for having gone to North Farm,

first suggests one or two dangerous places, and finally advises him

to set out for an island beyond several seas where his father

likewise earlier lived in peace during the great war years (165-294).

Now Island-Ahti, that reckless Lemminkiinen,

betakes himself into hiding, hastens to flee from gloomy North Farm,

from great Sedgy Farm. He set out from the house like a blizzard,

gets to the farmyard like smoke to flee bad acts, to hide his evil deeds.

Then after he had got out into the yard, he looks around, turns around,

looks for the stallion he used to have. He does not see the stallion he used
to have;

he saw a boulder at the end of the field, a willow bush on the side.

Who will come to advise him, who to give advice

so that his head may not come to grief, his shock of hair not get ruined,

not a single fine hair be lost in this yard at North Farm?

Already a din was heard in the neighborhood, an uproar on other farms,

the twinkling of lights about in the vicinity, the glance of eyes from win-
dows.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that Island-Ahti,

had to become something different, had to change himself into other things.
He rose up in the form of an eagle, he wanted to rise to the heavens.

The sun burned his cheeks, the moon lighted his brows.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen prays to Ukko:

“O Ukko, gracious god, sharp-witted man of the heavens,

keeper of thunder clouds, ruler of cloud patches!

Do make the air hazy, create a little cloud

in the lee of which I might go, might try to get home

to my beloved mother, to my esteemed parent.”

Hec flaps along. Once he looked behind him,
spicd a gray hawk —its eyes burned like fire,
like the fellow of North Farm, the former master of North Farm.
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The gray hawk said: “O my good friend Ahti,

do you remember the combat of old, the equally matched fight?”

Island-Ahti spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind said:

“My hawk, my bird! Tum back toward home.

After you get there say to gloomy North Farm:

“It is hard to catch an eagle with one’s claws, to eat with one’s talons a
bird with strong wing feathers.”

Now he got straight home to his beloved mother

with mouth sad-looking, with heart gloomy.

His mother comes to meet him  as he is walking along the lane,

stepping along the side of the fence. His mother hastened to inquire:

“My son, my young boy, my child, my steadygoing lad!

Why are you low in mind  as you come from North Farm?

Did they treat you unfairly with flagons  at the feast at North Farm?

If they treated you unfairly with the flagons, you will get a better flagon
here,

got by your father in combat, acquired in battle.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “O mother mine who bore me,

who would hurt me with flagons? I myself would hurt the masters,

would hurt a hundred people, would put a thousand men to the test.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “Why are you low in mind?

‘Were you defeated by stallions, put to shame by colts?

If you were defeated by stallions, buy a better stallion

with riches got by your father, provided by your parent.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “O mother mine who bore me,

who would shame me in with horses or defeat me with colts?

I would shame the masters, defeat the stallion-drivers,

strong men with their colts, men with their stallions.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “Why are you low in mind,

why gloomy of heart after coming from North Farm?

Were you laughed at by the women or mocked by the girls?

If you were laughed at by the women or mocked by the girls,

there are others to be mocked next time, women to be laughed at in the
future.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “O mother mine who bore me,

who would make me laughed at by women or mocked by girls?

I would laugh at the masters, mock all the girls,

would bring shame to a hundred women, to a thousand other brides.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said: “What is the matter with you, my son?

Did some strange thing happen to you while you were visiting North Farm
or, after you had eaten too much, eaten too much, drunk too much,

did you dream strange dreams in your night's resting place?”
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Then reckless Lemminkiinen managed to say:

“Let women brood over those dreams in the night!

I remember my dreams at night, better still those by day!

O mother, aged woman, prepare provisions for my rucksack,

put flour in my linen bag, fit lumps of salt into my cloth bag.

The hour of departure has come for your son; he must journey out of the
country,

away from this lovely home, this beautiful farmstead.

Men are whetting their swords, sharpening their spears.”

The mother managed to ask, seeing his distress inquired:

“Why are they whetting their swords, sharpening their spears?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“This is why they are whetting their swords, sharpening their spears:

for the head of wretched me, for the miserable man’s neck.

Trouble came, an adventure happened in that yard at North Farm;

1 killed the fellow of North Farm, the master of North Farm himself.

North Farm rose up for war, that source of danger up north for battle

against miserable me, around solitary me.”

His mother uttered these words, the very old woman said to her child:

“I already told you, in fact wamed you,

further tried to forbid you to set out for North Farm.

If you had done as you should, lived on in your mother’s house,

in the protection of your own parent, on the farmstead of her who bore you,
no war would have come about, no fighting occurred.

‘Where now, my poor son, where, unfortunate offspring,

will you set out for, to conceal your evil deed, flee the bad act,

that your head may not come to grief, your handsome neck not be cut off,
your shock of hair not get ruined, not a single fine hair be lost?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “I do not know a place

where I might flee  to hide my evil deeds.

O mother mine who bore me, where do you advise me to hide?”
Lemminkiinen’s mother said, gave utterance, spoke thus:

“I do not know where to suggest, where to suggest and urge you to go to.
If you go to a hill as a pine, to a heath as a juniper,

disaster will come there, hard luck will occur.

Often a pine on a hill is cut down for kindling,

often a heath juniper cropped off for poles.

If you rise up as a birch in a swale or as an alder in a grove,
disaster would come there, too, hard luck occur right there.
Often a birch in a swale is split into firewood,
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often a clump of alders cut down to make a clearing.

If you go to a hill as a berry, to a heath as a whortleberry,

to these places as strawberries, to other places as bilberries,

disaster would come there, too, hard luck would occur.

Young girls would pick them, girls with tin ornaments on their breasts
would strip them all.

If you go to the sea as a pike, as a whitefish to the open sea,

disaster would come there, too, a hard end would come about suddenly.

A young man, a fisherman from by his campfire, would put his seine in
the water,

young men would haul you in with a net, old men would get you with
their seines.

If you go to the forest as a wolf, to the deep forest as a bear,

disaster would come there, too, hard luck occur.

A young man, sooty-looking from his fire, would sharpen his spear

in order to kill the wolves, to lay low the forest bears.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I myself know the most dreadful spots, am aware of the worst places

where Death might hold me with his mouth, where a hard end might
come about suddenly.

O mother mine who brought me up, mother who gave me milk,

where do you advise me to hide, where do you advise and urge?

Death is right in front of my mouth, an evil day by my beard;

this man will keep his head for one day, keep it indeed for hardly a
full day.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will mention a really good place, will name a very lovely one

for the wrongdoer to escape to, for a wretch to flee to.

I recall a little bit of land, I know a bit of space,

unplundered, unconquered, unvisited by the sword of man.

Swear eternal oaths, unequivocal ones,

firm ones, that for six, ten summers you will not go to war

from a desire for silver or a craving for gold, either.”

Reckless Lemminkidinen said:  “I swear firm oaths

that not during the first summer or even during the second

will I set out to big wars, to those clashes of swords.

There are still wounds in my shoulders, deep holes in my chest

from former delights, from bygone tumults

on fought-over hills, on the battleficlds of men.”

Then Lemminkdinen’s mother uttered a word, spoke thus:
“Take your father's vessel, set out to hide there
across nine seas, halfway across a tenth sea,
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to an island out in the open water, to a little island in the sea.

Your father formerly hid there, both hid and kept himself

during the summers of severe fighting, during years of hard warfare.
It was good for him to be there, pleasant for him to spend time there.
Hide there one year, hide a second, come home the third year

to your father’s familiar dwellings, to your parent’s landing places.”
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Lemminkiinen sets out to sail across the sea and luckily comes to the island (1-78).
On the island he lives too recklessly with the daughters and other womenfolk,
for which reason the men in their rage decide to kill him (79-290).
Lemminkiinen sets out to take flight while there is time and leaves

the island to the great sorrow of both the virgins and himself (291-402).

At sea a big storm wrecks Lemminkiinen'’s ship,

he himself reaches land by swimming, gets a new boat and, with it,

arrives at his home shores (403-452).

He sees that his former house has burned down and the whole place is

laid waste; because of this he begins to weep and lament,

especially since he fears that his mother, too, is now dead (453-514).

His mother, however, is alive and is living in a new place in the backwoods,
where to his great joy Lemminkiiinen finds her (515-546).

His mother relates how the people of North Farm came

and burned the buildings to ashes;

Lemminkiinen vows to make new, even better buildings, just as he will

also take revenge on North Farm for her sufferings, and tells his mother

of his jolly life during the time of hiding on the island (547-602).

Lemminkiinen, reckless lad, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

got provisions in his rucksack, summer butter in his box,

butter for him to eat for one year, pork for a second.

Then he set out to go into hiding, both set out and made haste.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Now I am setting out, now taking flight

for three whole summers, for five years.

I 'am leaving the land for reptiles to consume, the groves for lynxes to
rest in,

fields for wild reindeer to roll about in, clearings for geese to live in.

Farewell, my good mother! 'When North Farm’s people come,

the big troop from Gloomy Farm to ask for my head,

say I have wandered off, gone away from here

after felling for burning the same clearing which has already been cut
down.”

He hauled his boat to the water, brought the ship down to the billows
from the steel rollers, from the copper rollers.

He hoisted the sails on the mast, the canvas on the main spar;

he sat down in the stern, got ready to get going,

depending on the birchwood prow, relying on the sturdy steering oar.
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He uttered a word, spoke thus, spoke and said:

“Blow, wind, into the sail, cold spring wind, drive the craft on.
Let the wooden vessel run along, the pinewood boat go

to the uninhabited island, to the unknown headland.”

The wind rocked the boat, the lapping of the sea drove it along
on the surface of the clear waters, on the open expanses of the sea;
it kept rocking for two months, soon a third month too.

There the maidens of the headland were sitting on the shore of the blue sea;

they are looking about, turning about  with their eyes toward the blue sea.

One was waiting for her brother, was hoping to see her father come;

she indeed was waiting eagerly, who was waiting for her suitor.

The man with a farroving mind is seen from afar, the ship of the man
with a far-roving mind from farther still;

it is like a little cloud patch between the water and the sky.

The girls of the headland reflect, the virgins of the island say:

“What is that odd thing on the sea, what the remarkable object on the
billows?

If you happen to be a ship of our kin, a sailing vessel of the island,

then turn toward home, toward the landing places of the island.

‘We may get to hear news, reports from distant parts,

whether the coastal peoples are at peace or in a state of hostility.”

The wind makes the sail jibe, a wave drove the craft on.

Quickly reckless Lemminkiinen steered the vessel toward the little island,

brought the ship to the end of the island, to the tip of the headland of
the island.

After he got there he said, after he arrived he inquired:

“Is there room on the island, space on the main part of the island,

for me to haul the boat ashore, to tumn the vessel over on dry ground?”
The virgins of the island speak, the girls of the headland reply:
“There is room on the island, space on the main part of the island,
for you to haul the boat ashore, to turn the vessel over on dry ground.
There are spacious landing places here, shores full of rollers

should you arrive with a hundred ships, come with a thousand vessels.
Then reckless Lemminkiinen hauled the boat ashore,

the vessel onto the wooden rollers. He uttered these words:

“Is there room on the island, space on the main part of the island

for a smallish man to hide in, for a feeble onc to flec to

from the great din of battle, from the clashces of sharp swords?”

The virgins of the island speak, the girls of the headland reply:
“There is room on the island, space on the main part of the island
for a smallish man to hide in, for a feeble one to flee to.

‘We have an excess of fine houses here, fine farmsteads to live in

»

208



29:113-190

if a hundred people arrive, a thousand men come.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Is there room on the island, space on the main part of the island,

a little corner of a birch grove and a bit of other ground

for me to fell a clearing, for me to clear a nice piny tract?”

The virgins of the island speak, the girls of the headland reply:

“There is no room on the island, no space on the main part of the island

as large as your back, a piece of land as large as a five-peck measure,

not enough for you to fell a clearing, to clear a nice piny tract.

The lands of the island have been divided into strips, the field strips
measured off into parcels;

lots are drawn for clearings, one goes to folk assemblies for grasslands.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
asked:

“Is there room on the island, land on the main part of the island

for me to sing my songs, intone my long lays?

Words melt in my mouth, sprout on my gums.”

The virgins of the island speak, the gitls of the headland reply:

“There is room on the island, land on the main part of the island

for you to sing your songs, intone your good lays;

there are groves for you to have fun in, a meadow for you to dance on.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen now began to sing.

He sang up rowans in farmyards, oaks in the middle of farmyards,

sturdy boughs on the oaks, an acorn on a branch,

on the acorn a golden ball, on the golden ball a cuckoo.

‘When the cuckoo calls, gold foams from its mouth,

copper streams from its jaws, silver gleams

on the golden knoll, on the silver hill.

Lemminkiinen kept on singing, kept on singing and speaking magically,

sang the sands into fresh-water pearls,  all the rocks till they were glistening,

all the trees till they were reddish, the flowers the color of gold.

Then Lemminkiinen sang, sang up a well on the farmstead,

a golden cover on the well, a golden scoop on the cover

from which brothers drink water, sisters wash their faces.

He sang up a pond onto the meadow, onto the pond green mallards

with brows of gold, heads of silver, all their toes of copper.

The virgins of the island marveled, the maidens of the headland were
astonished

at Lemminkiinen’s singing, at the man’s skill.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a farroving mind
said:

“I would sing a fine song, too, resoundingly sing a beautiful one, too,

if I might be under a roof ~ at the end of a long deal table.
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If no house is relinquished, no floor lent out,
then I will recite my words to the backwoods, drop my songs into a
thicket.”

The virgins of the island speak, the maidens of the headland ponder:

“We have houses to come to, spacious farmsteads to live in,

to take your songs to from out of the cold, to bring your words in from
outdoors.”

Then as soon as reckless Lemminkiinen came into the house

he sang the stoups from farther off toward his end of the long deal table,

stoups full of beer, beautiful pots of mead,

dishes spilling over, bowls brimful.

Stoups of beer, pots of mead

were indeed brought, butter was put in readiness and pork put there

for reckless Lemminkiinen to eat, for the man with a far-roving mind to
enjoy.

The man with a far-roving mind is very grand, nor does he start to eat

without a silver-hilted knife, a gold sheath knife.

He got a silver knife, sang up a gold sheath knife;

then he eats his fill, drank beer to his contentment.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen strolled about the communities

enjoying the virgins of the island, in the lovely bevy of those with luxuriant
hair.

Wherever he tumned his head then his mouth was quickly kissed,

wherever he reached out his hand  then his hand was gently pressed.

Evenings he went out for some fun in the pitch dark.

There was not a community in which there were not ten farms

nor was there a farm  in which there were not ten daughters,

not that daughter, not that mother’s child

by whose side he did not stretch out, press down the arm.

He knew a thousand brides, lay with a hundred widows.

There were not two in ten, three in a whole hundred maids

who were not had, widows not lain with.

Thus indeed reckless Lemminkiinen lives in an easygoing way

all of some three summers in the big communities of the island.

He delighted the virgins of the island, satisfied all the widows, too.

One was left unsatisfied, one wretched old virgin;

she is at the end of the long headland in the tenth settlement.

Now his mind was on a journey to set out for his own land.

The wretched old virgin came, she spoke these words:

“Wretched man with a far-roving mind, handsome man! If you will not
notice me,
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I will, when you go from here, let your ship run onto a rock.”

Without a cock he did not sense the time to get up, without a chicken
he did not hurry,

to the delight of that virgin, too, to the laughter of the wretched woman.

So on a certain day, on a certain evening

he resolved to get up  before the moon set, before the cock crew, too.

He got up before the time decided, before the time agreed on.

He set out at once to walk, to stroll about the communities

to the joy of that virgin, too, to the laughter of the wretched woman.

That night as he was walking alone, was going about the communities

over there at the end of the long headland, to the tenth community,

he did not see a farm  on which there were not three cabins,

not see a cabin  in which there were not three men,

not see a man who was not whetting his sword

not sharpening his battle ax for Lemminkiinen’s head.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Alas, a fine day has dawned, a lovely sun has risen

on me, poor lad, on my wretched neck!

May the Devil shelter a single man in his cloak,

protect him in his tunic, guard him in his mantle

when hundreds assail him, thousands press upon him!”

He left the girls unembraced, those he had embraced he left unhugged.

Now he walked to the rollers, the poor fellow to his vessel.

The vessel was burned to ashes, reduced to fluffy ashes.

Now he recognized that disaster was coming, a day of trouble coming on.

He began to fashion a boat, to busy himself with a new vessel.

The craftsman lacked wood for the vessel, the wright lacked planks for
the boat. R

He gets a tiny bit of wood, a very tiny plank,

five little bits of a distaff, six small fragments of a spindle.

Then he fashions a boat, busies himself with a new vessel.

He made a boat artfully, with magic words.

He struck one blow: one side was formed; he struck a second time: the
other side was formed;

he struck a third time: then the whole boat was produced.

Now he shoved the boat into the water, put the ship down on the billows.
He uttered a word, spoke thus, spoke and said:

“Go, boat, like bubbles onto the water, like water lilies onto the billows.
Eagle, three of your feathers! Eagle three, raven two,

as a protection for the little boat, as a gunwale for the poor vessel.”

He steps into his craft, turned to the stem of the boat

downcast, low in mind, high-peaked hat all askew,
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since he could not stay nights nor live his days
to delight the maidens of the island, to dance with the girls with luxuriant
hair.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“The time of departure has come for the lad, his trip from these dwellings,

from the delights of the virgins, from the dances with the beauties.

However, after I have indeed set out, have gone from here

the virgins will not be joyous, the girls with luxuriant hair will not chat
gaily

in these wretched houses, on the mean farmsteads.”

Now the virgins of the island wept, the girls of the headland moaned:

“Why did you set out, Lemminkiinen? Why depart, best of men?

Did you set out because of the girls’ prudery or just for lack of women?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“I am not setting out because of the girls’ prudery nor for lack of women;

I could even get a hundred women, a thousand maidens to fondle.

For this reason I, Lemminkiinen, am setting out, best of men departing,

because a strong longing came, a longing for my own lands,

for the strawberries of my own country, for the raspberries of my own hill,

the maidens of my own headland, the chicks of my own farmstead.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen put his ship farther out.

The wind came, it blew it along; a wave came, it drove it along

to the surface of the blue sea, to the open expanse of the deep.

The wretched girls remained on the shore, the tender-hearted ones on a
rock in the water,

the virgins of the island remained to weep, the lovely ones to lament.

The virgins of the island wept, the girls of the headland lamented

as long as the sailing vessel was visible, the ship with iron tholepins dimly
to be seen.

They are not weeping for the sailing vessel, not longing for the ship with
iron tholepins;

they are weeping for the helmsman of the sailing ship, the master of the
main sheet.

Lemminkdinen himself wept, wept and sorrowed

as long as the shores of the island were visible, the ridges of the island
dimly to be seen.

He did not weep for the shores of the island, not long for the ridges of
the island;

he was weeping for the virgins of the island, for those wild geese of the
ridge.
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Then reckless Lemminkiinen proceeds on the blue sea.

He proceeded one day, proceeded a second.  On the third day indeed

a wind got to blowing, the horizon to rumbling,

a great northwest wind, a strong northeast wind blew.

It caught one plank, caught a second, it capsized the whole boat.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen fell straight into the water,

began to row with his fingers, to paddle with his feet.

After he had swum a night and a day, after he had paddled along quite a
distance.

he saw a little cloud, a cloud patch in the northwest.

That indeed changed into land, became a headland.

He went onto the headland into a house, found the mistress baking,

the daughters shaping loaves: “O gracious mistress,

if you only understood my hunger, appreciated my condition,

you would go running to the storehouse, to the beer house like a blizzard;

you would bring a stoup of beer, a sliver of pork;

you would put it to roast, would slice some butter on it

for an exhausted man to eat, for one has been swimming to drink.

I have been swimming now nights and days on the waves of the open sea,

every gale my refuge, the waves of the sea my source of mercy.”

The gracious mistress went out to the storehouse,

sliced some butter in the storehouse, a sliver of pork;

she puts it to roast for the hungry man to eat,

brings beer in a stoup for the man who has been swimming to drink.

Then she gave him a new vessel, a really well-equipped boat,

for the man to go to other lands, to proceed home.

Then after reckless Lemminkiinen had got home,

he recognized the countryside, recognized the shores,

both the islands and the sounds, recognized his old landing places,

his former dwelling sites; he recognized the hills with their pines, all the
knolls with their firs;

he does not recognize the site of the house, the wall of the dwelling place.

There now on the site of the house a young chokecherry was murmuring,

a stand of pines out by the house, a stand of juniper on the path to the
spring.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“There is the grove in which I used to go about, there the rocks on which
I moved about,

there the meadows I tumbled about on, the sides of fields I rolled about on.

What took away my beloved dwelling, who removed the lovely sheds?

The house has been burned to ashes, the wind has cleared the ashes away.”

»
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Then he began to weep; he wept one day, wept a second.
He did not bewail the house nor long for the storehouse;
he bewailed the loved one in the house, his dear mother in the storehouse.

He sees a bird flying, an eagle moving about.

From where he was he began to ask: “O you eagle, my bird,

would you not have word  as to where my old mother is,

where the fair one who bore me is, the lovely one who suckled me?”

The eagle recalls nothing at all nor does the stupid bird know.

The eagle knew she was dead and the raven knew she had vanished,

been killed by a sword, struck by a battle ax.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“O fair one who bore me, lovely one who suckled me!

Now you have died, you who bore me, you, my gracious mother, have
departed,

your flesh has decayed to dust with firs grown at your head,

junipers at your heels, willows at your finger tips.

For revenge, poor wretch, for revenge I, luckless man,

measured my sword, carried a fine weapon

to the yard at North Farm, on the side of the field at Gloomy Farm—

resulting in the death of my own clan, in the loss of her who bore me.”

He looks about, he turns about; he faintly saw the trace of a footprint
crushed in the grass, broken off in the heather.

He sct out to discover the trail, to learn the right course.

The way leads into the forest; he picks up the trail.

Then he went one verst, went a second, hurries over a bit of country
into a most gloomy wilderness, into a bend in a comner of the backwoods.
He sees a sccret sauna hut, a little hidden hut

between two crags  at the foot of three firs growing close together;

there sees his gracious mother, that esteemed parent of his.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen rejoiced greatly,

speaks these words, made this remark:

“O my dear mother, O mother who reared me!

You are still alive, mother, still awake, my parent,

when I was already thinking you were dead, that you had probably vanished,
killed by a sword, struck by a spear.

I wept away my lovely eyes, ruined my handsome face.”

Lemminkiinen’s mother said:  “I am indeed still alive

though I had to ficc, betake mysclf into hiding

here in the gloomy wildemess,  in the bend in a corer of the backwoods.
North Farm waged war, thc backwoods crowd battled
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against wretched you, against you, luckless fellow.

They bumned the buildings to ashes, destroyed our whole farmstead.”
Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “O mother mine who bore me,

do not be upset by this, not upset by this, not by that.

New buildings will be built, better ones constructed;

North Farm will be warred on, the Devil's crew destroyed.”

Then Lemminkiinen’s mother uttered these words:

“You stayed a long time, my son, long, my man with a farroving mind,
you dwelt,

in those alien lands, always in strange doorways,

on a unknown headland, on an uninhabited island.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“It was fine for me to be there, lovely for me to amble about.

There the trees shone red, the trees red, the ground green,

the tall evergreen branches silvery, the heather-blooms gold.

There the hills were of mead, the crags of hens’ eggs;

withered firs flowed with honey, rotten pines with milk;

fence comers yielded butter, the fence posts poured forth beer.

It was fine for me to be there, lovely to spend my time there.

Then life was bad, then it was strange for me to be there;

they feared for their maidens, thought I was treating their loose women
badly,

those potbellied fellows of the Evil One, those pudgy waddling fellows
of the devil

took it amiss that I was courting them overly at night.

I hid from the maidens, I was scared of the mother’s daughters—

just about as a wolf hides from pigs, hawks from community hens!”
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POEM 30

Lemminkiinen with his former comrade-in-arms Snowfoot

sets out to wage war against North Farm (1-122).

To oppose him the mistress of North Farm produces a severe cold spell
which freezes their ships into the sea

and would have come within an ace of freezing the crewmen themselves
had not Lemminkiinen by means of effective charms and exorcisms

got Jack Frost to desist (123-316).

With his companion Lemminkiinen walks ashore on the ice,

in a woeful condition wanders a long way through the backwoods

until he finally gets to his home farm (317-500).

‘The lad Ahti, fine lad, the reckless lad Lemminkiinen,

very early one moming, very early in the morning,

was walking along to the boat sheds, setting out toward the ships’ landing
places.

There a wooden vessel was weeping, a boat with iron tholepins grieving:

“What about me who has been built, me, poor wretch, who has been
fashioned?

Ahti has not rowed to war for six, ten summers

out of a desire for silver, a craving for gold, either.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen  struck the vessel with his mitt,

his mitten with an embroidered wristband. He uttered these words:

“Do not worry, deck of evergreen, do not complain, ship with extra free-
board.

You will yet wage war, go to battle;

you will be full of rowers from tomorrow morning on.”

He walks to his mother’s, uttercd these words:

“Do not weep now, mother mine,  do not complain, my parent,

if I go somewhcre or other, sct out to scenes of war.

A scheme has come to my mind, a plan has entcred my brain

to destroy the people of North Farm,  to avenge myself on the wretches.”
His mother tried to stop him, the aged woman wamed him:

“Do not go, my son, to thosc battles at North Farm.

There your death will come about, your death occur.”

What did Lemminkiiinen care! Il just considered going,
vowed to set out. He uttercd a word, spoke thus:
“Where will I get a second man, both a man and a sword



30:47-122

to help Ahti in battle, as a reinforcement for the very mighty man?

I know Snowfoot, Hoarfrosty who is within earshot of me.

From him I will probably get a second man, both a man and a sword

to help Ahti in battle, as a reinforcement for the very mighty man.

He walks over there about the community, along the path to Snowfoot’s
farmstead.

‘When he got there he said, when he arrived announced:

“My Snowfoot, my trusty fellow, my dearest friend, my dear friend!

I wonder if you remember our days of yore, our former life

when in the past we used to go together to great scenes of battle?

There was not a community in which there were not ten farms,

not a farm  on which there were not ten men,

not that man or a person of consequence

whom we did not destroy and between us overthrow.”

The father happened to be at the window shaping a spear shaft,

the mother on the threshold of the storehouse banging the churn,

the brothers by the gateway fashioning sleighs with long sides,

the sisters on the floor fulling homespun.

The father spoke from the window, the mother from the threshold of the
storehouse,

the brothers from the gateway, the sisters from the floor:

“Snowfoot has no time for warfare, Snowfoot’s icepick no time for battle;

Snowfoot has made a fine bargain, struck an everlasting compact:

he has just married a young woman, taken a mistress for himself;

her nipples are yet unplayed with, her breasts unwearied.”

Snowfoot happened to be by the hearth, Hoarfrosty by the stove.

He put on one shoe on the hearth, the other on the side of the stove bench,

at the gatc he put on his belt, outside he anointed himself with snake
poison.

Snowfoot grabbed his spear; it was not a very big spear

nor a very small spear, it was a medium-sized spear.

A horse stood etched on the head, a colt was swaying on the side of the
head,

a wolf was howling on the ferrule, a bear was growling on the stud.

He brandished his spear, brandished it, shook it;

he hurled the spear shaft a fathom deep into a clayey field,

into a hard grassless tract, into a field free of tussocks.

Snowfoot thrust his spear in with Ahti’s spears,

set forth and hastened to help Ahti in battle.

Then Island-Ahti launched his boat onto the water

like a snake that lives in withered grass or a living serpent.

He set out bearing to the northwest to that sea by North Farm.
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Then the mistress of North Farm  sent bad Jack Frost

to that sea by North Farm, to the wide open sea.

She uttered these words, both commanded and said:

“Little boy Jack Frost, my own lovely foster child!

Set out yonder to where I order, to where I order and urge you.
Freeze the rascal’s boat, reckless Lemminkiinen’s vessel

on the broad expanse of the sea, on the wide open sea.

Freeze the master himself, too, freeze the rascal in the water
so that he will never escape, never get clear

unless I get to freeing him, get ready to release him.”

A CHARM AGAINST JACK FROST, LINES 143—316

Jack Frost of bad lineage and an ill-mannered boy

set out to freeze the sea, to tame the waves.

Now while he was going there, while traveling over the land,

he bit the trees leafless, the grass sheathless.

Then after he got there beside the sea of North Farm,

to the boundless shore, straight off the first night

he froze the coves, froze the ponds. He iced up the shores of the sea,

he did not yet freeze the sea over, not tame the waves.

There is a little chaffinch on the surface of the water, a wagtail on the
billows;

its claws are not frozen, its little head not freezing cold.

Not until the next night after that did he get violent,

fling himself about shamelessly, grow very dreadful.

Then he froze in full measure; Jack Frost’s power froze hard.

It froze ice a forearm thick, it dropped snow a ski pole deep,

it froze the rascal’s boat, Ahti’s ship to the billows.

He meant to freeze Ahti, too, to tum the fine man to ice.

Already he was asking for his fingemnails, from down there requesting his
toes.

Then Lemminkiinen got angry, then got angry and took offence;
he pushed Jack Frost into a fire, shoved him into a bog-iron furnace.
He held Jack Frost with his hands, squeezed Sharp Air.

He speaks these words, made this remark:

“Jack Frost, Windblast’s son, icy son of Winter,

do not freeze my fingernails, do not demand my toes,

do not touch my ears, do not freeze my head.

You have plenty to frecze and much indecd to make freezing cold
apart from human skin, apart from the body of a mother’s offspring.
Freeze fens, freeze the countryside, freeze the stones cold,

make water willows cold, strike the galls off aspens,

strip bark off birches, nibble young firs,
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not human skin, not the locks of a maiden’s offspring.

If perhaps you do not get enough from that, freeze other more extraordinary
things:

freeze lg:Jt stones, buming boulders,

iron crags, steel mountains;

freeze the fierce rapids of the Vuoksi, of terrible Imatra,

the mouth of the maelstrom, the terrible whirling eddy.

“Shall I now recite your lineage, proclaim your repute?

Indeed I know your lineage, know all about your growing up.
Jack Frost was bomn in the willows, Sharp Air in a birch grove
at the back of a Lappish tent at North Farm, in a cabin at Gloomy Farm,
of a pernicious father, a worthless mother.

‘Who suckled Jack Frost, nursed Sharp Air,

since the mother was without milk, the mother without breasts?
A serpent suckled Jack Frost, a serpent suckled, a snake fed him
with its tipless teats, with its milkless udder.

The north wind swayed him, the chill air rocked him

by bad willow-lined streams, by heaving quagmires.

“The boy got bad-mannered, became destructive.

The worthless boy did not yet have a name.

They bestowed a name on the bad fellow, bestowed the name Jack Frost.

Then he rode the hedges, rustled in the underbrush.

Summers he moved about on the quagmires, on the very vast surfaces of
the fen;

winters he romped in the pine groves, roared in the pines,

frisked about in the birch groves, fluttered about in the alder groves.

He froze trees and withered grass, flattened out fields,

bit the trees leafless, the heather of its blooms,

scattered scales of bark from tall evergreens, caused chips to drop off
the pines.

“Now that you have got big, grown up to be very handsome,
you thought you would freeze me, puff my ears up,

beg for my feet from down there, ask for my fingernails up there.
You are not likely to freeze me, to chill me badly.

I will thrust fire into my stockings, embers into my shoes,

fine charcoal into my hems, fire under my bootlaces,

so that Jack Frost will not freeze me, Sharp Air not touch me.

I will exorcise you to over yonder, to the far backwoods of North Farm.
Then after you have come there, have got to your home,

freeze the kettles to the fire, the coals to the stove hearth,

a woman'’s hands in the dough, a child in a maiden’s womb,
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milk in ewe’s udders, a foal in a horse’s belly.

I you will not obey this, then I will exorcise you to over yonder

among the Demon’s coals, to the hearthstones of the Demon’s fireplace.

There thrust yourself into the fire, put yourself on an anvil

for a smith to smite with his sledge, to pound with his hammer,

strike firmly with his sledge, hard with his hammer.

If you will not obey that, not pay even a little heed,

I will recall still another place, will think of a certain region.

I will conduct your mouth to Summer’s place, your tongue to Summer’s
home

whence you will never get away, never at all escape

if I do not come to free you and go to release you.”

Jack Frost, Windblast’s son, now recognized that disaster was coming;

he began to beg for mercy. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Let us make a nice agreement never to harm one another,

never, never at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright.

If you hear that I am going to freeze you, behave foolishly a second time,

then thrust me into a fireplace, sink me into a fire

among a smith’s coals, into the bottom of Ilmarinen’s forge.

Or bring my mouth to Summer’s, my tongue to Summer’s home

so that I will never get free, never at all escape.”

Then reckless Lemminkiinen left his ship in the glare ice,

the warship stuck fast; he himself goes on ahead.

Snowfoot, there as the second man, turned after the scamp.

He stepped along on the level ice, walked over the smooth ice.

He walked one day, then a second, on the third day, indeed,

Starvation Headland comes into view, the miserable settlement looms up.

He walked along beneath a great house on the headland, uttered a word,
spoke thus:

“Is there any meat in the house and fish in the farmstead

for weary people, for tired men?”

There was no meat in the house, no fish in the farmstead.

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“Fire, burn the stupid house, let water take such a thing away.”

He proceeds farther on, went up into the wildemess

on routes with no cottages, on unfamiliar trails.

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

clipped wool from a rock, pulled hair off crags,

made it into stockings, hurricdly madec it into mittens

in Cold’s very great domains, in places frozen by Jack Frost.

He sct out to inquire about the trail, to learn the course;

the way leads into a forest, the trail leads on.

220



30:357-430

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:

“O my dear fricnd Snowfoot, now we have got into somcthing,

we are forever on the move, ever going toward the horizon.”

Snowfoot said these words, gave utterance, spoke thus:

“To take our revenge, we miserable wretches, to take our revenge luckless
ones

we got into a great fight at gloomy North Farm,

at the risk of our own lives, of our own ruin

in these evil parts, on unfamiliar trails!

We do not recognize that, we neither recognize nor know

what track is leading us on, what course leads

to the backwoods to death, to the heath to our fall,

to the dwelling places of ravens, to the fields of crows.

There the ravens are hovering, the bad birds soaring;

the birds are getting flesh, the crows supplies of blood,

the ravens moisture for their beaks from the bodies of us, poor wretches;

they will throw our bones on stone piles, will carry them to rocky reefs.

My hapless mother does not know, not the wretched one who bore me,

where her flesh is going, her own blood going to,

whether he is in a great war, in an evenly matched struggle

or on the great open sea, on the boundless billows

or is staying on a pine-grown hill, wandering in a wild scrub growth.

My mother knows nothing of her miscrable son.

The mother just knew he had died, the one who bore him knew he had
vanished.

Thus indeed will my mother bewail, my parent lament:

“Yonder is my son, poor wretch, yonder the miscrable one, my prop,

sowing Death’s crops, harrowing the lands of the Guardian of the Grave.

Now my son is letting, child of hapless me

is letting his crossbows be idle, the splendid bows dry out,

the birds get very plump, the hazel grouse preen themsclves in the grove,

the bears to live unrestrained, the wild reindeer to roll about on the field.””

Reckless Lemminkiinen spoke, the handsome man with a far-roving mind
said:
“So it is, so, unhappy mother, so indeed, poor mother who bore me!
You reared a brood of chicks, a wholc brood of swans.
The wind came and scattercd them, the devil came and dispersed them,
some hcre, others there, the third lot anywhere at all.
I will remember my days of old, too  —I esteem them the better time—
when we uscd to walk about like so many flowers, like berries on our
own land.
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Many looked at our figures, gazed at our forms.

It is not like this nowadays, in this vile time.

Now our one acquaintance is the wind, the sun the only thing seen before;
even that the clouds cover, the rains veil.

However, I do not get to worrying, to grieving greatly,

provided the virgins live happily, the ones with luxuriant hair chat gaily,

all the women wreathed in smiles, the brides in a happy state of mind,

not weeping in distress, not falling into a state of anxiety.”

A PROTECTIVE CHARM [AGAINST WIZARDS],
LINES 447-480

“The wizards will not yet bewitch us, wizards not bewitch, seers not
prophesy

my dying on these tracks, my succumbing on this journey,

passing on while young, falling dead while ruddy-cheeked.

‘Whomever the wizards may bewitch, whose future soever the seers may see,

may that person reach his home, get to his cottage.

Let them bewitch themselves, enchant their children,

slay their clan, defame their tribe.

Formerly my father did not, my esteemed parent not

take notice of a wizard’s desire nor did he reward a Lapp.

Thus my father said, thus I myself say:

‘Protect me, steadfast Creator, guard me, gracious God,

help me with your loving hand, with your mighty power

against the designs of men, the schemes of women,

the words of the bearded, the words of the beardless.

Be a constant aid, a steadfast watchman

so that no child may depart, no mother’s offspring stray,

from the track created by the Creator, made by God.””

Then reckless Lemminkiinen, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,

from out of his anxieties fashioned horses, from his sorrows black geldings,

from evil days bridles, from acts of treachery saddles.

He leaped on the back of the good horse, on the haunches of the good
horse with a blaze;

he rumbled along with his companion Snowfoot. He rattled along the
shores,

riding easily along the sandy beaches to his dear mother's, to his esteemed
parent’s.

Then for a long time I will lcave my man with a far-roving mind out of
my song,

sending Snowfoot on his way to proceed to his home.

I myself will rattle off my song, put it on another tack.
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POEM 31

Untamo stirs up strife against his brother Kalervo,

slays Kalervo and his troop

so that only one pregnant woman survives out of the whole clan;

he takes the woman with him

and to her is born a son, Kullervo, at Untamo’s farm (1-82).

‘While still in the cradle Kullervo plans vengeance on Untamo

and Untamo tries in many ways to kill him; he does not kill him (83-202).
‘When he grew bigger Kullervo botches all his work

and in his distress Untamo sells him to Ilmarinen as a slave (203-374).

A mother reared her chicks, a big brood of swans.

She placed the chicks by a hedge; she led the cygnets to a river.

An eagle came and picked them up; a hawk came and scattered them;
a winged bird thus dispersed them: it carried one right to Karelia,
the second it took to Russia, the third it left at home.

The one it carried to Russia, from that a merchant grew up;

from the one it carried to Karelia, from that one Kalervo grew up;
the one it left at home, that one begot Untamo

to become his father’s misfortune, his mother’s distress.

Untamo laid fish traps in Kalervo’s fishing waters;

Kalervo took a look at the traps, gathered up the fish in his creel.

Untamo, energetic man, he was the one who got angry and mad.

He waged war merely by gestures with his fingers, with only his knuckles
carried on lawsuits,

raised a row over the fish offal, made an issue over the perch fry.

They quarrel, they fight; neither defeats the other;

whichever struck the other, he himself got it back.

Again another time later, after two, three days,

Kalervo was sowing oats back of Untamo’s house.

A bold ewe from Untamo’s farm ate the oats Kalervo had sown;

Kalervo’s fierce dog  ripped up the ewe from Untamo’s farm.

Untamo threatens his brother Kalervo,

threatens to kill Kalervo’s clan, to strike down the grownups, strike down
the children,

to beat up the whole crowd, to burn the buildings to ashes.

He got together men with sword in belt, pcople with weapon in hand,

little boys with spikes in their belts, lovely girls with billhooks on their
shoulders;
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31:51-134

he set out for a big fight against his own brother.

Kalervo’s fair daughter-in-law  was sitting by a window.

She looked out of the window, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Is that dense smoke or is it a dark cloud

at the end of those fields, at the far end of the new cattle shed?”

It was not a misty mist nor indeed a dense smoke;

these were Untamo’s men  getting ready to come to battle.

Untamo’s men came on, men came with sword in belt.

They laid low Kalervo’s troop, killed the great clan,

bumed the house to ashes, leveled it to a trampled-down field.

One virgin of Kalervo survived, she with a heavy belly.

Her Untamo’s men took home with them

to clean the little cabin, to sweep the floor.

A short time passed; a little boy-child was born

to the luckless mother. What will one name him?

The mother called him Kullervo, Untamo called him “War-Hero.”

They put the little boy, fixed up the orphan child

in a cradle to rock, in a swinging cradle to swing.

The child rocked in the swinging cradle, the child rocked, his hair fluttered.

He rocked one day, rocked a second; it was already right on the third day

when the boy began to kick; he kicked, he struggled,

he tore off his swaddling band, got rid of his covers,

smashed the lindenwood cradle, tore his whole diaper to ribbons.

It was foretold that he would turn out well, one foresaw that he would
be competent.

The people at Untamo’s farm expect him to grow up,

to attain discretion, to become a man, to get to be right manly,

to get to be worth hundreds of slaves, to grow to be worth thousands.

He grew for two, three months. Alrcady in the third month the knee-high
boy began to reflect:

“If I should get bigger, become sturdier of body,

I would avenge the blows my father received, repay my mother’s tears.”

Untamo came to hear this; he uttered these words:

“My clan will get its death from him, a Kalervo will grow up from him.”
The men ponder, all the women reflect,

wherc one may put the boy, where bring about his death.

They put him in akeg, thrust him into a cask;

then they take him to the water, lower him into the billows.

At the end of two, three nights  they go to sce

if he has drowned in the water,  if the boy has died in the keg.

Tlc has not drowncd in the water,  the boy not dicd in the keg.

The boy had got out of the keg. He was sitting on the surface of the waves
with a copper fishing pole in his hand, a silken line at the end of it;
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he is angling for sea fish, measuring the water of the “sea”:

if there is as much as two ladlefuls there is quite a lot of water in the “sea”;
should one measure it exactly there would be part of a third ladle!
Untamo reflects: “Where may one put the boy,

where may one destroy him, with what bring about his death?”
He ordered his slave to collect birch trees, hardwood trees,

tall bushy evergreens, reliable resinous trees

to burn the same boy up, to kill Kullervo.

They got together, gathered birches, hardwood trees,

tall bushy evergreens, reliable resinous trees,

a thousand sledloads of birchbark, a hundred cords of rowan.
They set fire to the trees, kindled a blazing pile of wood,

threw the boy into it, in the midst of the buming fire.

It burned one day, then a second, burned even a third day.

They went to take a look: the boy was knee-deep in the ashes,

in fluffy ashes up to his elbow with a charcoal rake in his hand
with which he is stirring the fire, pulling the coals together
without losing a single hair, without ruffling a lock!

Untamo is angry: “Where may one put the boy,

where may one destroy him, bring about his death?”

They hang the boy on a tree, string him up on an oak.

Two, three nights passed, as many days.

Untamo reflects:  “It is time to go and see

whether Kullervo perished, whether the boy died on the tree.”
He got the slave to look. The slave brought back the word:
“Kullervo has not perished, the boy not died on the tree;

the boy is decorating the tree  with a little nail in his hand.

The whole tree is full of pictures, the oak covered with designs:
on it are men, on it swords, on it spears at the side.”

‘What on earth availed Untamo  with that wretched boy!
However he arranged for his demise, however he planned his death,
the boy did not land in the jaws of death nor die in any way at all.

One must finally get tired of planning his death,

of bringing up Kullervo, the slave as one’s own son.

Untamo says his say, spoke and said thus:

“If you will behave nicely, always act properly,

you can stay on at this farm, perform the tasks of a slave.

The pay will be established afterward, determined according to your work:
a fine belt for your waist or a box on the ear.”

When Kullervo had grown taller, had gained a span in stature,
he was put to work, got ready for the job
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of looking after a little child, his fingers put to rocking a little one.

“Look after the child nicely, feed the child, eat yourself.

Rinse the diapers in the stream, wash the little clothes.”

He looked after the child for one day, for two: he broke off a hand, gouged
out an eye.

Then right on the third day he killed the child with magic diseases,

threw the diapers for the stream to carry away, bumed the swinging cradle
in the fire.

Untamo reflects: “He is not fit

to look after a little child, his fingers not fit to rock a little one.

1 do not know what to apply him to, to what work I should put him.

Shall I set him to felling a clearing?” He set him to felling a clearing.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, then said these words:

“I will be a man just as soon as I get an ax in my hand,

be much better-looking, nicer than I was before.

I will be a man the equal of five, a fellow the match of six.”

He went to the smithy at the smith’s place, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O smith, my dear friend, forge me an ax,

forge an ax suitable for a man, a bit fit for a laborer.

I am setting forth to fell a clearing, to drop a straight slender birch.”

The smith forges what is called for, quickly fashions an axhead.

The axhead was suitable for a man, the bit fit for a laborer.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, then sharpened his ax,

sharpens his ax in the daytime, makes a handle in the evening.
To fell the clearing he set forth to a tall backwoods forest,

to a very fine stand of slender trees, to a dreadful stand of timber pine.
He struck a tree with the ax, broke it off with the even-bladed ax;
good timber trees go with one blow, poor ones with half a blow.
In a rage he felled five trees, eight trees in all.

Then he uttered these words, spoke and said thus:

“Let the Devil do the work, let the Demon fell the big trunks!”
He jumped up on top of a stump, shouted long and loud,
whistled, let out a shrill cry.

[AN ANTIFERTILITY CHARM, LINES 279-294]

He uttered a word, spoke thus:
“May the clearing fall to the ground, the slender birch be broken off
as far as my voice is heard, as my whistle reaches.
Let no shoot spring up, no blade of grass ever rise,
never, never at all  while the moon shines gold-bright,
in the clearing of Kalervo's son, in the fine man’s new-cleared land.
Should the land start to sprout, a young crop to spring up
and a blade of grain to grow or a stalk to shoot up,
may it form no head, the stalk produce no ear.”
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Untamo, the bold man, went to view

the clearing of Kalervo’s son, the place cut by the new slave;

the clearing does not seem like a clearing, not like a place cut by a young
man.

Untamo reflects:  “He is not fitted for that;

he spoiled a good stand of timber, felled a good stand of lumber pine.

1 do not know what I should apply him to, to what work I should put him.

Shall I put him to making a fence?” He put him to making a fence.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, now makes a fence.

He places big pines as palings just as they were, whole tall firs he sets up
as posts;

he plm)ed withes good and hard from the tallest rowans,

made a fence without an opening, made it quickly without a gate.

Then he uttered these words, spoke and said this:

“Whoever does not rise aloft like a bird, not fly along with two wings,

let him not get over the fence of Kalervo’s son.”

Untamo chances to come to view

that fence of Kalervo's son, the slash felled by the war slave.

He saw a fence without an opening, without a chink, without a slit,
a fence which was built up from the ground, constructed up to the clouds.
He uttered a word, spoke thus: “He is not fitted for this;

he made a fence without an opening, built it without a gate;

he raised it up to the heavens, raised it up to the clouds.

I cannot get over it or inside it through a chink.

I do not know what to apply him to, to what work I should put him.
Shall I put him to threshing rye?” He put him to threshing rye.
Kullervo, son of Kalervo, was now threshing rye.

He threshed the rye to husks, reduced the straw to chaff.

The master came there, went himself to look

at the threshing of Kalervo's son, at Kullervo’s flailing.

The rye is like husks, the straw rustled like chaff.

Untamo grew angry: “There is nothing to be got from this laborer;

to whatever work I put him  he bungles his work stupidly.

Shall [ take him to Russia or sell him to Karelia

to craftsman Ilmarinen, to pound the craftsman’s sledge hammer?”

Then he sold Kalervo’s son, made the sale to Karelia

to craftsman Ilmarinen, to the skilled smith.

‘What did the craftsman give for him? The craftsman gave a lot for him—
two battered old kettles, three bits of a hook,

five beat-up sickles, the wrecks of six grub hoes

for the worthless man, for the good-for-nothing slave.
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Ilmarinen’s lady sets Kullervo to herding

and roguishly bakes a stone in his little luncheon loaf (1-32).
The mistress sends the cattle forth to the recitation

of the usual cattle and bear charms (33-548).

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

with yellow locks, handsome, with shoes with fine uppers,

as soon as he is in the craftsman’s house that evening asked for work,

asked the master in the evening, the mistress in the moming:

“Name the jobs here, give the job a name,

tell me to what work I am to be put, for what labor I am to prepare
myself.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen’s lady then thinks over

to what work the new slave, to what labor the hired man can be put.

She made the slave a herdsman, a tender of big cattle.

That roguish mistress, the craftsman’s wry-faced lady,

baked a loaf for the herdsman, bakes a fat little loaf,

oaten at the bottom, wheaten at the top; in the middle she works in a
stone.

She spread the little loaf with melted butter, prepared the crust with
drippings,

gave it to the slave as his share, to the herdsman as a snack.

She instructed the slave, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Do not eat this before the cattle have gone to the forest.”

Then Ilmarinen’s lady  dispatched the cattle to pasture.
She utters these words, recited this charm:

CATTLE CHARMS, LINES 33-314

“I am sending my cows to the grove, the givers of milk to the clearing,
the longhorns to the aspen grove, the crumpled horns to the birch grove.
I am driving them out to put on fat, to acquire suet

in the open clearings, in the extensive leafy woods,

in the high birch groves, in the low aspen groves,

in the golden fir groves, in the silver wildernesses.

Watch over them, gracious God, guard them, steadfast Creator;

keep them out of harm’s way, protect them from all evils

that they may not get into trouble, not come to grief.
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As you watched them when under a shed, as you kept them in your
protection,

so watch them when they have no shed, take care of them when they are
without a caretaker,

that the cattle may get fine looking, the mistress’ cattle flourish

according to the idea of a well-disposed person, not the idea of one
ill-disposed.

“Should my herdsmen be no good, the herdswomen, too, bad,

make a willow the herdsman, an alder the one to watch over the cow,

a rowan the caretaker, a chokecherry the one to bring them home

without the mistress’ searching for them, without being a worry to other
people.

If the willow will not tend them, the rowan not look after them well,

the alder not drive the cattle, the chokecherry not bring them home,

then send your favorites, send Nature’s daughters

to care for my cattle, to look after all the cattle.

You have a lot of serving maids, hundreds who obey your orders,

hundreds living under the heavens, good Spirits of Nature.

“Summer Spirit, fine woman, South Wind Spirit, maiden of Nature,
Evergreen Spirit, good mistress, Juniper Spirit, fair maiden,

Rowan Spirit, little serving maid, Chokecherry Spirit, Tapio’s daughter,
Darling, daughter-in-law of the forest, Tellervo, Tapio’s maid!

May you look after my cattle, tend my cattle nicely

all summer, in the growing season

while leaf is fluttering on tree, grass growing luxuriantly on the earth.
Summer Spirit, fine woman, Southwind Spirit, maiden of Nature!
Throw down your fine shirts, spread out your aprons

as a covering for my cattle, as a cover for my little ones,

and do not let the wind blow hard, not let it rain hard.

“Guard my cattle from evils, keep them out of harm’s way,
from those quoggy bogs, from quaking springs,

shaking quagmires, round pools,

that they may not get into trouble, not come to grief,

no hoof stumble into a bog, slip into a quagmire

against God’s knowledge, contrary to His blissful intent.

“Bring a horn from farther off, from yonder heavenly pole,

a honey-toned homn from the heavens, sweet-toned hom from mother earth.
Blow into that horn of yours, boom into your splendid one.

Blow knolls into bloom, the borders of heaths beautiful,

the borders of clearings lovely, the borders of groves charming,
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the borders of fens into lovely honey, the borders of springs into wort.
Then feed my cattle, fodder my cattle,

keep feeding them honeyed food, keep watering them with honeyed drinks.
Feed them lovely greensward, fair tassels of grass

from wheyey quagmires, from plashing springs,

from roaring rapids, rushing rivers,

from golden knolls, from silvery clearings.”

MILK CHARMS, LINES l4l-228

“Make a lovely well on two sides of the cattle grounds

from which the cattle may drink water, may drink deep of mead

into the brimful udders, their aching teats.

The ducts in the teats would get to moving, rivers of milk to flow,

brooks of milk to discharge, rapids of milk to foam,

the milk pipes to spout, the milk tubes to exude,

to give milk every time, to leak down every time

over a hostile-minded person, along the fingers of an ill-disposed person

so that he does not take the milk to the devil, so that the cow’s gift does
not get lost.

There are many of those people, and bad ones, who take the milk to hell,

make the cow’s gift get lost, take the cow’s product elsewhere.

There are a few people, and good ones, who get their milk from hell,

their buttermilk in spite of neighborhood obstruction, their fresh milk
from elsewhere.

“In days gone by my mother did not seek advice from neighbors,

know-how from another farm; she got her milk from hell,

her buttermilk in spite of an obstructor, her fresh milk from somewhere else.

She made it come from over yonder, made it arrive from farther away,

the milk come from Death’s Domain, from the Abode of the Dead, from
under the earth,

made it come at night of itself, secretly in the dark

without a bad person’s hearing, without a malevolent person’s finding out,

without an ill-disposed person’s spilling it, without an envious person’s
begrudging it.

“So my mother said, so I myself say:

‘Where did the cow’s vield get detained, where did my milk vanish to?

Was it taken to an outsider, chained up in neighboring farmyards,

chained to the breasts of community whores, under the arms of envious
people?

Or has it got caught in among the trees, got into trouble in the forests,

spread out about in the leafy woodlands, vanished into the heaths?

One cannot let milk get to hell, the cow’s yield to an outsider,
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to the breasts of community whores, under the arms of cnvious people

or get caught in among the trees,  get into trouble in the forests,

spread about in groves, spilled onto the heath.

The milk is needed at home, is required all the time;

at home the mistress is waiting  with a junipcrwood milk pail in her hand.’

“Summer Spirit, splendid woman, Southwind Spirit, Nature’s daughter,

go now, feed my Eater, also water my Drinker,

milk Stringy, increase Freshness’ milk,

grant Sweetie milk, fresh milk to Apple

from the bright tips of grass, from the lovely dewy herbage,

from the lovely soil, from the honeyed tussocks,

from honey-yielding grass, from land with berrystalks,

from the spirits of the heather blooms, from the spirits of hay chaff,

from the spirits of the clotted cream of the clouds, from the spirits of the
heavenly pole,

to provide milk-filled udders, udders ever full

for a short woman to milk, for a little maid to press.

“Rise, maiden, from the swale, in vour soft dress from the quagmire,

warm maiden, from the spring, beautiful one from the ooze!

Take water from the spring  with which you will wet down my cattle

so that he cattle may become lovely-looking, the mistress’ cattle better-
looking

before the arrival of the mistress, before the inspection by the herdswoman,

by the incompetent mistress, the all too timid herdswoman.

“Darling, mistress of the forest, liberal-handed guardian of cattle,
send the tallest of your maidservants, the best of your hired girls,
to tend my cattle, to look out for my cattle

during this lovely summer, warm summer of the Creator,
vouchsafed by God, granted by the Gracious One.

“Tellervo, Tapio’s maid, dumpy maid of the forest

in a gauzy shirt, a soft skirt, with yellow hair, pretty one,

you who are the guardian of cattle, tender the mistress’s livestock

in pleasant Woodland, among the keen-eyed folk of Tapio’s Domain!

Protect the livestock well, tend the cattle watchfully.

Protect them with your lovely hands, guide them with your pretty fingers,

curry them sleek as a lynx, comb them as glossy as fish fins,

like a mermaid’s hair, like the soft fleece of a forest ewe.

‘When evening comes, when night grows dark, when the dusk of twilight
comes,

get the cattle home to in front of the good mistress
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with plashing spring water on their backs, a pond of milk on their hind-
quarters.”

CHARMS FOR GETTING CATTLE HOME, LINES 273-314

“When the sun is going to its dwelling, while the bird of the evening is sing-
ing,

say to my cattle, speak to my file of homed cattle:

‘Home, crumpled-homs!  Givers of milk of your dwelling!

It is good for you to be home, pleasant to lie down on the ground;

the backwoods are gloomy for you to walk in, the shore a bad place for you
to go bellowing on.

So that you will come home the women will make a fire

on a honeyed meadow, on ground covered with berrystalks.’

“Nyyrikki, son of Tapio, blue-coated boy of the thicket!

Set up tall firs with their butts, bushy evergreens with their crowns
as a corduroy road over muddy places, as fill on bad ground,

in watery fens, on wet spots of land, on quivering pools.

Let crumpled-hom go, cloven-hoof step along,

get to each smudge fire unharmed, in good condition

without falling into the fen, without getting crowded into the muck.

“If the cattle do not heed that, if they do not walk home at night,
Rowan Spirit, little maid, Juniper Spirit, fair girl,

cut a birch switch from a grove, take a twig from a thicket,

fetch a rowan switch, a juniper cattle whip

from behind Tapio’s fine house, from that side of Chokecherry Hill.
Drive the cattle to the farmstead at the time of warming up the sauna,
drive the farm animals home, the forest animals to Woodland.”

ADMONITORY CHARMS AGAINST BEARS, LINES 315-6542

“Bear, apple of the forest, honey-paws with arched back,

let us make nice compacts, let us conclude boundary treaties
forever, for always, for as long as we live, for all our days,

so that you will not violate a cloven-hoofed shank, fell a bearer of milk
this whole fine summer, during the Creator’s warm summer.
When you hear the sound of a bell or the tooting of a hom,
throw yourself down on a tussock, take a nap on the grass.
Push your cars into the ground, press your head into a tussock!
Or try to get to the backwoods, get into your mossy dwelling,
go to other hills, get back quickly to other knolls,

so that you will not hcar the cowbell or the herdsman’s chatter.
My bear, my dear one, honey-paws, my lovely one!
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I do not forbid your wandering about nor do I deny walking about;
I forbid a tongue to touch, an ugly mouth to lay hold,

any tearing apart with teeth, any mauling with paws.

Go skirt the cattle lands, hurrying by clotted-cream-yielding heaths,
circle the tinkle of bells, flee a herdsman’s voice.

“When the cattle are on the heath, you tramp off to the fen;

when the cattle are slipping along to the fen, then you make for the back-
woods.

‘When the cattle are walking on a hill, you walk below the hill;

when the cattle are walking below a hill, you go along the hill.

‘When they are walking in a clearing, you walk in a thicket;

when they are walking in a thicket, you walk in a clearing.

Walk like a golden cuckoo, like a silver wood pigeon;

move by like a whitefish, idle along like a fish of the water;

walk like a tuft of wool, go like a bunch of flax.

“Sheathe your claws in your fur, your teeth in your gums

so that the cattle may not be scared, the small neat not be frightened.

Leave the cattle in peace, come to terms with the cloven-hoofs;

let the cattle walk about nicely, step along prettily

across fens, across the countryside, through backwoods heaths

so that you never touch them at all, not lay hold of them in the least like a
glutton.

“Remember your oath of long ago by that river of Death’s Domain,

by the powerful Claw Rapids, before the Creator’s knees.

You were given leave three times a summer

to go within earshot of a bell, to districts where little bells tinkle;

you were not, on the contrary, permitted or given leave

to enter upon evil deeds, be led into something shameful.

Should a fit of rage come upon you, your teeth be seized with longing,
throw your rage into a thicket, your evil desires in among tall evergreen trees.
Hew down a rotten tree, fell a dry birch,

turn to pine trunks that have rotted in the water, root up berry tussocks.
‘When the need for food comes, when you desire to eat,

eat forest mushrooms, open up ant hills,

root up red angelica, woodland’s sweet tidbits,

not my fodder grass, my life-giving hay.

‘Woodland’s honeyed trough is fermenting at a boil

on a golden knoll, on a silver rise.

In that is something for a glutton to eat, for a man craving a drink;

nor in eating will the food run short, in drinking the drinks grow less.
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Thus we make everlasting compacts, conclude everlasting treaties
to live pleasantly, nicely all summer;
we have land in common, separate provisions.

“If, on the contrary, you may want to fight, to live on a war footing,

let us fight in the wintertime, have a row when it is snowy.

When summer comes, when the fen thaws, the pools warm up,

do not come here  within earshot of the golden cattle.

If you come to these parts, should you get to these backwoods,

here they will always shoot you. If the bowmen are not at home,

we have competent women, ever-present housewives

who will spoil your trip, ruin your journey,

so that you will never touch them at all, not lay hold of them in the least
like a glutton

against God’s will, contrary to the Blissful One’s intent.

O Ukko, god on high! If you hear him truly coming,

change my cows into other things, strike my cattle with a bang,

change my own cattle to stones, my lovely ones to stumps

while the strange creature is roving the countryside, the husky fellow roam-
ing about.

“If I were a bear, were going about as a honey-paws,

I would never live where there were women about.

There is land elsewhere, a corral farther back

for one unoccupied to run about in, for one unemployed to rush about in,
for the tips of your paws to go through, your fat calves to go across,
within the hazy-blue wilderness, in a bend in a lovely backwoods.

There is a piny heath for you to walk on, sand for you to step lightly on;

a trail has been made for you to walk on, a lake shore for you to run on

to way back up north, to the open country of Lapland.

It will be lucky for you to be there, pleasant to pass your time there,

in summer to walk without shoes, in the autumn without short socks

on the great big surfaces of a fen, on broad grassy marshy lands.

If you do not actually go there, are not rightly able to,

run off on a trip, step along the path

off there to the wildemness of Death’s Domain or to the Grave Spirit’s heath.
There is a fen there to step along, a heath to walk on;

Brindlc is there, Brandle there,  other young bullocks are there

in iron chains, in ten stanchions.

There the lcan ones take on flesh, even the bones get meaty.

“Be appcascd, grove, be favorable, backwoods, be gentle, hazy-blue wilder-
ness!
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Grant peace to the cattle, amity to the cloven-hoofs
this whole fine summer, the Lord’s hot summer.

“Kuippana, king of the forest, gray-bearded nimble fellow of the forest!

Call off your dogs, get rid of your curs!

Stick a mushroom in one nostril, in the other an apple

so that it will not smell the breath, sniff the scent of cattle.

Bind its eyes with silk, wrap its ears with a bandage

so that it will not hear the cattle walking, not see them moving.

If this may not be enough, if he is not yet particularly heedful,

order your boy away, stop your bastard.

Lead him out of these wildemesses, ~drive him from these shores,

from confined cattle lands, from broad meadow-sides.

Hide your dog in a hole, make your cur fast

in golden chains, in silver thongs,

so that he may do no damage, not be misled into something shameful.

If this may not be enough, if he is not heedful of this,

Ukko, golden king, silver ruler,

hear my golden words, my gracious utterance.

Press a rowan muzzle around the stubby nose;

if the rowan withe does not hold, then cast one of copper;

if the copper one is not firm, make an iron muzzle.

If, however, he breaks the iron one, if he still does wrong,

drive a golden cowlstaff from jawbone to jawbone,

clinch the ends fast, fasten them very firmly

so that the bad jaws will not move, the sparse teeth not part from one an-
other

unless one rips them open with iron tools, jerks them apart with steel tools,

gashes with knives, tears them loose with an ax.”

Then Ilmarinen’s lady, the niggardly wife of the craftsman,
sent the cows from the cow house, sent them off to the cattle pasture,
put the herdsman in the rear, set the slave to driving the cows.



POEM 33

While tending herd, Kullervo in the afternoon takes the loaf from his rucksack,
begins to cut it, and ruins his knife;

this hurts him more painfully

because the knife is the only memento left from his family (1—98).

He plans to take revenge on the mistress,

drives the cattle into a fen, gathers together a pack of wolves and bears,

which he drives home in the evening (99-184).

While going to milk,

the mistress gets torn to pieces by the wild beasts and is killed (185-296).

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, put the provisions in his rucksack,

drove the cows along a fen, trudged up the moor.

He uttered a word as he went along, kept saying as he was walking:
“Woe is me, poor lad, woe the unfortunate lad!

Now I have got into something, have got into the futile occupation
of being herder of a steer’s tail, a tender of calves,

a treader of every fen, a creeper on bad earth.”

He sat down on the ground on a tussock, reached a sunny slope.

There he said while singing his lays, spoke thus while singing magic songs:
“Shine, God’s sun, disk of the Lord, shine warm

on the tender of the craftsman’s cattle, on the wretched herdsman,

not in Ilmarinen’s buildings, least of all on his lady!

The mistress lives well, cuts pieces of wheaten bread,

gobbles up meat pasties, slices butter and puts it on top;

the wretched herdsman crunches a dry loaf, a dry crust,

digs into oaten bread, cuts chaffy bread,

straightens out a piece of straw bread, gnaws pinebark bread,

gulps down water from a birchbark scoop from the tip of a wet hummock.
Go, sun, get on, precious thing, set, God’s timepiece!

Go, sun, to the fir grove, get on, precious thing, to the thicket,

hurry to the juniper grove, speed to the level of the alders!

Free the herdsman to go home to take a cut at a dish of butter,

to break off some unleavened bread, to dig into barley cakes!”

Then, while the herdsman was caroling, while Kulervo was singing,
Ilmarinen’s lady  had now taken a cut at her dish of butter,

had broken off her unlcavened bread, had dug into her barley cakes;
she cooked a watery grucl, cold cabbage for Kullervo,
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from which the mongrel had eaten the fat, Blackie enjoycd a morning meal,
Spots eaten to his heart’s content, Brownie bitten off what he wanted.

A bird sang in a grove, a little bird in a hedge:

“Now would be the time for the slave to eat, for the fatherless man to have
his aftenoon meal.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, looked at the sun high in the sky;

he uttered these words: “Now it is time to eat,

time to start on the food, to look for provisions.”

He drove his cows to rest, the cattle to the heath to lie down;

he sat down on a tussock, on the green turf.

He took his rucksack from his back, took the loaf from his rucksack,

looks at it, turns it over; then he uttered these words:

“Many a loaf looks fair on top, the crust very smooth,

inside, on the contrary, it is chaffy bread, under the crust are husks.”

He drew his knife from the sheath in order to cut the loaf;

the knife turned on the stone, struck hard on the rock;

the blade came loose from the knife, the blade broke off the sheath knife.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, looked at his knife,

began to weep, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The knife was my only brother, the blade my only love,

an object got by my father, obtained by my parent.

I broke it on a stone, struck it hard on a rock,

on the loaf of the bad mistress, on what the bad woman baked.

With what shall I now pay back the woman’s mockery, the woman’s mock-
ery, the girl’s derision,

the wretched woman'’s food, the baking of the bad whore?”

A crow cawed from a thicket, a crow cawed, a raven croaked:

*“O you poor gold buckle, only son of Kalervo!

‘Why are you depressed of mind, sad of heart?

Take a switch from a thicket, a birch switch from a backwoods dell;

drive the mucky-thighed cattle to the fen, scatter the cows in the mire,

half for big wolves, the other half for backwoods bears.

Round up the wolves, all the bears into a pack.

Change the wolves to a Teenie, transform the bears quickly into a Back-
stripe;

drive them home in the form of cattle, as brindled cattle to the farmstead.

With that you will pay back the woman’s mockery, the bad woman’s abuse.”

Kaullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered these words:

“Wait, wait, demon’s whore! If I am bewailing my father’s knife,

you yourself, too, may yet bewail, bewail your milchcows.”

He took a switch from a thicket, a juniper cattle switch;
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he knocked the cows down into the fen, crowded the steers into a windfall,

half for wolves to eat, half for backwoods bears.

The wolves he enchanted into cows, the bears he made into cattle;

one he changed into a Teenie, the other he fashioned into a Backstripe.

The sun glided toward the southwest, it turned to late afternoon;

it went to the level of the fir grove, sped on to milking time.

That poor wretch of a herdsman, Kullervo, Kalervo’s son,

drove the bears home, the wolf cattle to the farmstead.

He further counseled his bears, spoke to his wolves:

“Tear off the mistress’ thigh, bite half her calf

when she comes to inspect, squats down to milk.”

He made a homn from the bones of cow, a clear-toned one from a steer’s
horn,

a hom from Chokecherry’s leg, a pipe from Beauty's shankbone.

He gave a blast on his hom, gave a toot on his horn,

three times outside near the house, six times at the entrance to the hedge-
lined lanes.

Ilmarinen’s lady, the craftsman’s mistress, fine-featured woman

waits a long time without milk, lolls about without summer butter.

She heard playing from the fen, a sudden echo from the heath.

She speaks these words, made this remark:

“Thanks be, O God! A hom is ringing out, the cattle are coming.

Where did the slave get the horn, the laborer find a horn

since he comes playing, tooting along?

He is blasting through my ears, hurting my head.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The slave got the horn from the fen, brought the homn from the bog.

Now your cattle are already in the lane, the cows at the head of the cow-
shed field;

get the smudge ready, go milk the cows.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen’s lady ordered an old woman to milk:

“Go, old woman, and milk; fix up the cattle.

I myself cannot take time from kneading the dough.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Good mistresses, competent housewives,

formerly always milked the cows themselves, tended the cattle themselves.”

Then Ilmarinen’s ladv  went to prepare the smudge,

gocs then to the milking.  She took onc look at her cattle,

cved the animals, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The cattle are finelooking, the animals sleek-coated,

all sleck as lynxskin, like the fluffy down of a forest ewe,

all with heavy udders, with aching teats.”

She stooped to milk, squatted down to strip a cow;
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she gave one pull, then a sccond,  at once tried a third time.
A wolf made a rush at her, a bear hurries to claw her;

a wolf tears her mouth, a bear tugged at her hamstrings,
bit half of her calf, bit off the heel of her shank.

In this way Kullervo, son of Kalervo, took revenge on the girl’s ridicule,
the girl’s ridicule, the woman’s derision, paid the bad wife her wages.

Ilmarinen’s stately lady began to weep,

uttered a word, spoke thus: “You acted badly, wretched herdsman!

You drove bears home, wolves to the big farmyard.”

To this Kullervo, son of Kalervo, replied:

“I, wretched herdsman, acted badly; you did not act nicely, wretched mis-
tress!

You baked a stony loaf, baked a rock bun;

I struck my knife on the stone, struck it hard on the rock—

the only knife of my father, only sheath knife of my clan!”

Ilmarinen’s lady spoke: “O you herdsman, dear herdsman!

Reverse your spell, sing your enchantment backwards;

free me from the wolf’s jaws, loose me from the bear’s claw!

I will deck you out in shirts, make you fine linen pants,

feed you with butter, with wheaten bread, give you sweet milk to drink,

feed you one year without your laboring, a second without forcing you to
work.

If you do not hurry to free me, not go quickly and release me,

I will soon drop dead, will tumn to dust.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“If you happen to die, just die! Vanish if you happen to vanish!

There is a place for the departed in the ground, in the grave for the
deceased,

a place for the mightiest to lie in, for the haughtiest to rest in.”

Imarinen’s lady said: “O Ukko, god on high,

prepare quickly your great crossbow, pick out your best bow;
put a copper bolt in that hard-hitting bow.

Drive a hard-hitting arrow, shoot a copper bolt,

shoot it through his armpits, through his shoulder muscles.
Lay low that son of Kalervo, shoot the wretched fellow dead
with a steel-tipped arrow, with a copper bolt!”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered these words:

“O Ukko, god on high, don’t you shoot me,

shoot Ilmarinen’s lady, lay low the base woman

without her stirring from the spot, without her going anywhere else

1"
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Then Ilmarinen’s lady, that wife of the skilled smith,

at once fell over dead, dropped down like soot from a kettle

in the farmyard of her own home, in the little yard.

That was the death of the young woman, of the beautiful mistress,

who long was waited for, six years asked for

to be a lasting joy for Ilmarinen, to be an honor te the famed craftsman.
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POEM 34

Kullervo flees from Ilmarinen, goes about sadly in the backwoods,
and from the old woman of the thicket learns

that his father, mother, brother, and sister are still alive (1-128).
From the instructions of the old woman of the thicket

he finds them on the frontier of Lapland (129-188).

The mother tells how indeed she had thought

that Kullervo had already long since perished and also how

her elder daughter had vanished on a berrying expedition (189-246).

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

with yellow locks, handsome, with shoes with fine uppers,

set out to walk  from craftsman’s Ilmarinen’s

before the master should get word of his wife’s death,

should be weighed down in a gloomy state of mind, should start a fight.

Playing his pipe he set out from the smith’s, making joyous sounds from the
lands of Ilma Farm,

tootling on the heath, making a noise on the clearing.

The fen resounded, the earth shook, the heath echoed in response

to Kullervo’s playing, to the wicked fellow’s music-making.

This was heard as far as the craftsman’s smithy. In the smithy the craftsman
stopped,

went to the lane to listen, to the farmyard to see

what the playing in the wilderness was, the piping on the heath.

Now he saw the real facts, unequivocal, firm;

he saw that the woman had passed on, his lovely one had fallen over dead,

had fallen over in the farmyard, had sunk down on the field.

At that the craftsman stopped short with heavy heart.

He lay down for a night to weep, for a week to shed tears.

His spirit was no better than pine tar, his heart no whiter than charcoal.

Kullervo walked along, stepped onward toward somewhere or other,

walked by day through dense wildernesses, over the Demon’s timbered
heaths.

‘When evening came, when night grew dark, he dropped to the ground on a
tussock.

Then the orphan boy sits down, the unhappy lad reflects:

“I wonder what created me, indeed, who shaped wretched me,

me forever on the move, forever under the open sky?

Others go to their homes, journey to their cottages;
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I have my home in the wilderness, my farmstead on the heath,

my fireplace out in the wind, the sauna steam out in the rain.

Do not, kind God, ever, ever at all

create a child as a monster, not so pitiful a one,

a fatherless one under the open sky, never at all a motherless one

as you, God, created me, shaped wretched me,

created me as if among seagulls, created a seamew on a reef in the sea.

The sun shines on swallows, gleams on sparrows,

the joy of the sky on birds, on me never at all;

the sun never comes, joy never comes at all.

I do not know who made me, do not know who brought me forth.

Did a goldeneye perhaps make me for a roadside, a mallard create me for a
fen?

Did a teal forge me for the shore, a merganzer for a hole in a rock?

‘When I was little I was left without a father, when small without my
mother.

Father died, mother died, the rest of my big clan died;

they left me icy shoes, forgot the slushy stockings,

left me to walk on icy trails, left me on slippery footbridge logs

to sink into every fen, to be pressed into the mud.

But I will never now, never yet end up

as logs of a corduroy road for fens, as planks for dirty wet places,

I will not sink into a fen as long as I have two hands,

can stretch five fingers, raise my ten fingers.”

Now it occurred to him, the thought took root in his mind

to go to Untamo’s farm, to avenge the blows received by his father,

his father’s blows, his mother’s tears, his own ill-treatment.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Wait, wait, Untamo,

just be patient, death of my clan! When I come to fight,

see if I do not reduce your buildings to ashes, your farmstead to embers.”

He came upon a woman, a green-robed maid of the thicket;

she uttered these words, spoke, said thus:

“Where are you setting out for, Kullervo, trudging off to, son of Kalervo?

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“It occurred to me, the thought took root in my mind

to go yonder to another place, to go to Untamo’s farm

to avenge the death of my clan,  the blows suffered by my father, my mother’s
tears,

to burn the buildings to ashes, to burn them to fluffy ashes.”

The woman said in these words, remarked, spoke thus:
“Your clan has not been killed, Kalervo not yet fallen over dead.
You have a father alive, a mother in this world hale and hearty.”
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“O my gracious woman, speak, my gracious woman!

Where indeed is my father, where the fair onc who bore me?”

“Yonder indeed is your father, yonder the fair one who bore you,

on the vast frontier of Lapland beside a fishpond.”

“O my gracious woman, say, my gracious woman,

how indeed I may get there, how I will know how to proceed?”

“It will be easy for you to get there, for you a stranger too, to reach the
place,

to go to the comer of a backwoods, to run along the bank of a river.

You walk one day, then a second, you at once walk a third day, too;

you will proceed northwest. You will come upon a hill;

walk along the foot of the hill, go by the left side of the hill.

From there a river will tum up on your right;

go along the side of the river past the foamy part of three rapids.

You will come to the tip of a headland, will get to the end of a long narrow
promontory.

There indeed your father is living, there the fair one who bore you,

there indeed your sisters, too, two beautiful daughters.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, set out from there to walk.

He walked one day, then a second; he quickly walked a third, too,

he proceeded to the northwest. He came upon a hill;

he walked along the foot of it, along the left side of the hill.

Then he gets to the river; he walks along the side of the river,

the left bank of the river. He walked by three rapids,

came to the tip of the headland, got to the end of the long headland.

There was a house at the tip of the headland, a fishing hut at the end of the
narrow promontory.

Then he went into the house —no one in the house so much as knew him.

“Whence from beyond the water does the stranger come? Where is the
wanderer's home?”

“Do you not know your boy? Do you not know your own child

whom Untamo’s men took home with them

when as big as the span of his father’s fingers, as tall as his mother’s distaff?”

The mother managed to say, the old woman to speak:

“O my poor boy, O wretched gold buckle!

To think that you alive have been traveling over these regions

while I was already lamenting you as dead,  as already long since vanished!

I had two sons, two lovely daughters;

of them unfortunately the two eldest vanished,

a boy in a great war, a girl into the unknown.

My boy came back, the girl will probably not come at all.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, managed to ask:
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“Where did your daughter disappear to, where did my sister go?”

‘The mother uttered these words, spoke, said thus:

“My daughter disappeared over yonder, your sister went yonder.

She set out to the forest for berries, for raspberries at the foot of the hill;

the chick indeed vanished in that direction, the bird died an unnatural
death,

an unmentioned death of name unknown.

Who missed the girl? 'Who else if not her mother?

The mother was the first to search, the mother to search, the mother to pine
for her.

I set out, miserable mother, to search for my girl.

I ran through the backwoods as a brown bear, roamed the wildemess as an
otter.

I searched one day, then a second, searched a third day, too.

At the end of the third day, at the very end of a week

T went up onto a big hill, onto a high ridge;

there I cried out for my girl, sorely grieved for the vanished one:

‘Where are you, my little gir? Come home now, my girl!"

That is how I shouted for my girl, grieved for the vanished one.

The hills spoke in answer, the heaths rang out:

‘Do not cry out for your girl, do not shout, do not halloo.

She can never, never, never in her life return

to the farm of her mother of yore, to her old father’s landing place.’ ”
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POEM 35

At his parents’ Kullervo tries to do some jobs,

but when no help is to be got from him in these,

the father sends him to deliver the taxes (1-68).

On the return trip he meets, unknown to him, his sister, who has
lost her way when berrying, and he deceives and seduces her (69-188).
Later when it becomes quite clear who they are,

the sister runs and jumps into a river;

Kullervo hurries home, reports to his mother

the dreadful circumstance of his violation of his sister,

and then considers killing himself (189-344).

His mother forbids him and urges him

to calm his distress of mind in some hiding place.

Thereupon the idea enters Kullervo’s head

before all else of going and taking vengeance on Untamo (345-372).

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,
was then able to live sheltered by his parents;

he could not grasp things, not acquire the mind of a man,
since he had been reared all wrong, as a child rocked stupidly
in the home of an unkind upbringer, of a stupid rocker.

The boy is put to work, is got going on a job;

he trudged off to fish, to row a big seine.

There he speaks thus, oar in hand reflects:

“Shall I pull according to my strength, row according to my energy,

or shall I pull according to the equipment, row according to the need?”
The steersman from the stern spoke, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Even if you pull according to your strength, row according to your energy,
you will probably not pull the vessel apart nor the tholepins to pieces.”
Kullervo, son of Kalervo, pulled according to his strength,

rowed according to his energy; he rowed the wooden tholepins apart,
broke the juniper ribs, broke the aspenwood boat to pieces.

Kalervo went to look, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There is no rower to be got out of you! You rowed the wooden tholepins
apart,

broke the juniper ribs, broke the whole craft.

Go beat fish into the seine; perhaps you will be a better beater.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, went to beat fish into the seine.
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There by the beating pole he uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Shall I beat according to my strength, strike according to my manly
strength,

or strike according to the equipment, beat according to the need?”

The man who was dragging the seine uttered a word: “What kind of beating
is it then

if one does not beat according to one’s strength, strike according to one’s
manly strength?”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, beat according to his strength,

struck according to his manly strength; he blended the water to gruel,

beat the seines to tow, pounded the fish to pulp.

Kalervo came to look; he uttered a word, spoke thus:

“There is no beater to be got out of you! You beat the seine to tow,

smashed the net floats to rubbish, broke the float cords to bits.

Set out to deliver the taxes, to pay the ground rents.

Perhaps you will be better when traveling, more competent on the road.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

with yellow locks, handsome, with shoes with fine uppers,

set out to pay the taxes, to pay the grain levy.

After he had delivered his tax assessment, paid the grain levy,

he flings himself into his sled, sits up in his basket sleigh.

He started to go home, to travel to his own parts.

He rattles along, covers ground

on those heaths of Viiniméinen, on land cleared in days gone by.

He comes upon a girl; the girl with golden hair is skiing along

on those heaths of Viiniméinen, on land cleared in days gone by.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, now reins in the horse;

he began to address the girl, to address her, to entice her:

“Get up into my sleigh, girl; lic down on my fur robes in the back!”

There on her skis the girl says, on her skis rejects him:

“Death to you in your sleigh, a plague on your fur robes in behind!”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

hit the spirited steed with the whip, made a ringing sound with the beaded
lash.

The spirited steed raced, the journey sped on, the road wound, the sled
rattled along.

He rattled along, covers ground

on the clear surface of the sca, on the open cxpansc of the water.

He comes upon a girl;  the girl in shocs with fine uppers is walking along

on the clear surface of the sea, on the open expanse of the water.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, reins in the horse,

gets rcady to talk, plans his speech:

246



35:117-188

“Come, pretty one, into the sleigh, best girl in the land, come with me on
my travels.”

In reply the girl says, the girl in shoes with fine uppers shouts out:

“Death to you in your sleigh! May the man of the Abode of the Dead be
with you on your travels!”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

hit the spirited steed with the whip, made a ringing sound with the beaded
lash.

The spirited steed raced, the journey sped on, the sled rattled along, the way
grew shorter.

He rumbles along, covers ground

on those northern heaths, on the broad marches of Lapland.

He comes upon a girl; the girl with a tin ornament on her breast was speed-
ing along

on those northern heaths, on the broad marches of Lapland.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, reins in his horse,

gets ready to talk, plans his speech:

“Come, gitl, into my sled; come, dear one, in under my woolen sleigh robe

to eat my apples, to bite my hazelnuts.”

In reply the girl says, she with a tin ornament on her breast snaps out:

“I spit, wretch, on your little sled, on your sled, good-for-nothing!

It is chill to be under the robe, dismal to be in the sleigh.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

dragged the girl into his sleigh, snatched her up into his sled,

put her in his fur robes, threw her under the cover.

Then the girl speaks thus, she with a tin omament on her breast scolds:

“Let me out of here, release the child to her own devices

so that I will not hear an evil person, not serve a villain.

Otherwise I will kick out the bottom, splinter your slats

splinter your sled to pieces, your short-runnered work sled to bits.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

opened his treasure chest, flung open the lid of many colors,

displayed his silver, spread out articles of clothing,

gold-edged stockings, silver-tipped belts.

The fabrics took the girl’s fancy, the money brought about a change in the
girl,

the silver leads her astray, the gold entices her.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

then flattcred the girl, charmed her, cajoled her

with one hand on the stallion’s reins, the other on the girl’s nipples.

Then he sported with the girl, gradually wore out the girl with a tin oma.
ment

under the cover with copper filigree, on the spotted fur.
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Now God brought the moming, God brought the next day.

Then the girl spoke these words, questioned, gave utterance:

“From what clan do you come, from what stock, brave man?

You are probably of a great clan, of a race great on your father’s side.”
Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I am not of a great clan, neither great nor small;

I am just in between, humble son of Kalervo,

stupid dull boy, good-for-nothing humble child.

But tell me your own clan, your own brave stock,

whether you are of a great clan, of a race great on your father’s side.”

The girl answers indeed, uttered a word spoke thus:

“I'am not of a great clan, neither great nor small;

I am just in between, humble daughter of Kalervo,

stupid dull maiden, good-for-nothing humble child.

Formerly when I was a child in my adoring mother’s home,

I set out to the forest for berries, raspberries at the foot of a hill.

I picked strawberries on the ground, raspberries at the foot of the hill.

I picked by day, I rested by night; I picked one day, picked a second;

on the third day indeed I did not know the way home;

the path led into the forest, the trail into the wilderness.

Then I sat down and wept. I wept for one day, then a second;

on the third day I went up onto a big hill,

onto a high ridge. There I cried out, I kept shouting.

The wilderness spoke in reply, the heaths resounded:

‘Do not cry out, wretched girl! Do not make a noise, foolish one!

No one at all will hear, the cry will not be heard as far as home.”

After three days, four, five, finally six,

I got ready to die, cast myself down to perish.

However, I did not die at all, did not perish.

Would that I had died, poor wretch, that I had been cut off, miserable me,

right in my second year, might right in my third summer

have shimmered in the form of hay, frolicked as a flower,

as a nice berry on the ground, as a red whortleberry,

without hearing these terrible things, without witnessing the grievous
things!”

However, she managed to spcak, just managed to say her say.
Immediatcly she flung herself out of the sleigh, then rushed into the river,
into the heavy foam of the rapids, into a raging whirlpool.

There she prepared for her death, met her end.

She found protection in Death’s Domain, mercy amidst the waves.

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, rushed from his sleigh,
began to weep violently, to lament greatly:
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“Woe, poor wretch, are my days, woe, miserable me, my strange evil deeds

when I embraced my sister, ruined my mother’s offspring!

Woe is my father, woe my mothcr, woc my esteemed parent!

To what end indeed did you beget me, for what purpose did you conceive
the wretched man?

I would have been better unborn, never to have grown up,

not born into the world, not come of age on this earth.

Death did not indeed do it properly, disease not rightly know how

when it did not kill me, not destroy me when two days old.”

With a knife he cut the hames to pieces, with a blade he cut off the traces;

he jumped on the back of the good animal, on the flanks of the good horse
with a blaze.

He rides over a bit of country, races over a little bit,

comes to his father’s farmyard, his own father’s field.

His mother comes out to the farmyard: “O mother, you who bore me!

If you, my poor mother, when you were bearing me,

had made a smudge in the sauna, had only shot the bolt of the sauna,

had suffocated me in the smudge, destroyed me when two days old,

carried me to the water in the streets, drowned me in the mosquito net,

thrown the swinging cradle into the fire, thrust the cradle into the hearth.

What if the neighborhood asked: ‘Where has the cradle gone from the
house?

Why is the bolt to in the sauna?” You might have answered:

‘I burned the cradle in the fire, the swinging cradle in the fire on the hearth.

I was sprouting barley in the sauna, was sweetening the malt.””

His mother managed to ask, his parent to inquire:

“What, my son, what strange thing have you been hearing?

It is as if you had come from Death’s Domain, had come on a journey from
the Abode of the Dead!”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I have now heard strange tidings, grievous things have happened

in that I embraced my own sister, ruined my mother’s offspring.

I was coming from delivering the taxes, paying the land rents;

I came upon a girl, I sported with her;

she was my sister, my own mother’s child.

She has already dived to her death, met her end

in the heavy foam of a rapids, in a raging whirlpool.

I now have no idea, cannot judge, imagine

where I shall dive to my death, where I, poor wretch, will kill myself,

whether in the mouth of a howling wolf, in the jaws of a roaring bear

or in the belly of a whale, in the teeth of a pike of the sea.”

His mother uttered these words: “Do not go, my son,
into the mouth of a howling wolf, into the jaws of a roaring bear,
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not into the belly of a whale nor the teeth of a terrible pike.

The Finnish peninsula is big, the marches of Savo are vast enough

for a man to hide his wicked deeds, to atone for his evil acts,

to hide five, six years, nine years in all

until time brings pardon, the years ease distress.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will not set out to go into hiding, not, evil man that I am, take flight.

I will set out toward the jaws of death, to the gates of the Grave Spirit’s
farmstead,

to great battlefields, to the battlefields of men.

Untamo is still alive, the base man not yet slain;

the blows my father received are unavenged, my mother’s tears unatoned for,

not to mention other troubles, too —and my own fine behavior!”
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Kullervo gets ready to go to war and says farewcll to his family,

of whom his mother alone says she cares about him,

cares where he gocs, whether he dies or stays alive (1-154).

He comes to Untamo's farm,

lays everybody low, and sets the buildings on fire (155-250).

He returns home and finds the house empty with no other living creature
on the whole place but an old black dog, with which he sets out to live
on what he shoots for himself in the forest (251-296).

In the course of his forest journey he reaches the place

where he seduced his sister and in anguish of conscience

ends his days with a sword (297-360).

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

then sets forth to battle, gets ready for the warpath.

One moment he was sharpening his sword, another whetting his spear point.

His mother uttered these words: “Do not, my poor boy,

go to a great war, go to a clash of swords.

One who goes into battle without cause, willingly to a fight,

will be slain in battle, be killed in the fight,

be done in by swords, be laid low by sword blades.

You are setting out to war on a billy goat, to battle on a nanny goat;

the billy goat will soon be defeated, the nanny goat be laid low in the mire.

You will come home on a dog, reach the farmyard on a mere toad.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will not fall into a fen then nor drop dead on a heath,

in ravens’ dwelling places, on crows’ fields

when I fall on battlefields, fall on the fields of battle.

It is fine indeed to die in battle, lovely to die in the clash of swords!

War disease is lovely; a lad goes away suddenly,

goes away without being ill, falls without wasting away.”

His mother uttered these words: “If you die in battle,

what will be left for your father against his old age?”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Let him die on the dunghill in the cattle shed, let him fall dead on the
farmstead!”

“What will be left for your mother against her old age?”

“Let her die with a sheaf of dry straw in her arms, let her suffocate in the
cowshed!”

“What will be left for your brother against his future days?”

“Let him perish in the forest, fall down dead on a field!”
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“What will be left for your sister against her future days?”
“Let her fall dead on the path to the well, fall dead on the path to where
the laundry is done!”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, soon sets out from home.

He speaks a word to his father: “Farewell, kind father!

Will you grieve for me when you hear I have died,

have vanished from among the people, gone from the clan?”

His father uttered these words: “I will not grieve for you

when I hear you have died; another son will be produced,

a son far better, much cleverer.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will not grieve for you either should I hear you have died.

I will get me another sort of father, one with a mouth of clay, a head of
stone,

eyes of bog cranberries, a beard of withered grass,

legs from the fork of a water willow, other flesh from rotten wood.”

Then he spoke to his brother: “Farewell, my brother!

Will you grieve for me when you hear I have died,

have vanished from among the people, gone from the clan?”

His brother uttered these words:  “I will not grieve for you

should I hear you have died; another brother will be got,

a much better brother, twice as handsome.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I'will not grieve for you either should I hear you have died.

I will get me this sort of brother: one with a head of stone, mouth of clay,
eyes of bog cranberries, hair of withered grass,

legs from the fork of a water willow, other flesh from rotten wood.”

Then he said to his sister: “Farewell, my sister!

Will you grieve for me when you hear I have died,

have vanished from among the people, gone from the clan?”
The sister spoke thus: “I will not grieve for you

when I hear you have died; another brother will be got,

a much better brother, much cleverer.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I will not grieve for you cither should I hear you have died.
I will get me this kind of sister: one with a hcad of stone, mouth of clay,
eyes of bog cranberrics, hair of withered grass,

ears of water lilies from a pond, a trunk from a maple shoot.”

Then he said to his mother:  “Mother mine, my beloved,
lovely one who bore me, golden one who carricd me in her womb!

Will you grieve for me  when you hear I have died,
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have vanished from among the people, gonc from the clan?”

His mother uttered these words, spoke, said thus:

“You do not understand a mother’s mind, do not know a mother’s heart.

I will indeed grieve for you should I hear you have died,

have becn taken away from among the people, gone from the clan.

I will flood our house with tears, the floorboards with billows,

flood all the lanes with body bent,  the cattle sheds with stooped back;

I will weep the snow to glare ice, the glare ice to bare ground,

the bare ground till tinged with green, the green places till they are
withered.

‘What I cannot stand to weep about, what I cannot bear to bewail,

to weep about in a crowd of people, that I will weep about secretly in the
sauna,

weep the benches with floods of water, sauna platforms with billowing
waves.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,

set out to battle playing, to the fight making music.

He played on the fen, played on the land, he made a noise on the heath,

banged along on the grass, rumbled along on the withered grass.

A message followed him, the news reached his ears:

“Now your father at home died, your esteemed parent dropped dead;

go look at that, how they are burying the dead man.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, he indeed answered:

“If he has died, let him be dead. At home we have a gelding

with which let him be taken to his place in the earth, be covered in the
grave.”

He played as he went along the fen, made a noise on the clearing.

A message followed him, the news rcached his ears:

“Now your brother at home died, your parent’s child dropped dead;

go look at that, how they are burying the dead man.”

Kullervo, son of Kalcrvo, he indeed answered:

“If he has died, let him be dead. At home we have a stallion

with which let him be taken to his place in the earth, be covered in the

grave.”

He played as he walked along the fen, tooted in a fir grove.

A message followed him, the news reached his ears:

“Now your sister at home died, your parent’s child dropped dead;

go look at that, how they are burying the dead girl.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, he indeed answered:

“If she has died, let her be dead. At home we have a mare

with which let her be taken to her place in the earth, be covered in the

grave.
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Singing he proceeded on the withered grass, went noisily on the greensward.

A message followed him, the news reached his ears:

“Your lovely mother died, your charming mother dropped dead;

go look at that, how strangers are burying her.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Woe is me, wretched lad, since my mother has died,

the maker of my mosquito net grown weary, has dropped dead,

the embroiderer of a cloak passed away, spinner of a long thread, wielder
of a big distaff.

I was not there when she passed away, not present when her spirit departed.

Perhaps she died of severe cold or perhaps from lack of bread.

Let the deceased be washed at home with soap imported from Germany
and with water,

let her be shrouded in silk, be placed in linen cloths.

Then let her be taken to her place in the earth, be covered in a grave;

let her be taken away with lamentations, be lowered into the grave with
song.

I cannot go home yet; Untamo has not yet been paid back,

the base man not been laid low, the evil man not got rid of.”

Playing he went to war, to Untamo’s farm making joyful music.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “O Ukko, god on high!

If now you would get me a sword and the loveliest blade

that would be effective against a troop, would do against a hundred men
He got the sword he desired, the very best blade

with which he laid low the whole group, did away with Untamo’s troop.
He burned the buildings to ashes, burned them to fluffy ashes;

he left the stones of the stove, left the tall rowan in the farmyard.

"

From there Kullervo, son of Kalervo, now turned home

to the dwellings of his late father, to the fields of his parent.

When he came, the house was empty, was desolate when he opened the
door;

no one comes to hug him, comes to hold out a hand.

He put his hand in the embers; the coals in the embers were cold.

From this he knew when he got there that his mother was not alive.

He thrusts his hand into the hearth; the stones of the stove were cold.

From this he knew when he got there that his father was not alive.

His eyes lit on the floor; the floor had not been cleaned at all.

From this he knew when he got there that his sister was not alive.

He went to the landing place by the water; there was no boat at the landing
place.

From that he knew when he got there  that his brother was not alive.

Then he began to weep; he wept one day, wept a second.

He uttered these words:  “O my kind mother!
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‘What did you leave for me here while you were living on this earth?

Do you not hear me, mother, as I murmur over where your eyes are,

over where your brows are, speaking above the crown of your head?”

His mother awakened in the grave, from under the ground she remarks:

“Ileft the dog Blackie behind for you to go hunting with.

Take your dog along, go yonder to the forest lands,

go up into the backwoods, to the maidens of the forest,

to the farmyard of the girls in green, to the edge of Tapio’s fir-bough
stronghold

to search for provisions, to sue for game.”

Kullervo, son of Kalervo, took his dog with him,

set out to tread the path, to go up into the backwoods.

He went a little distance, walked a little way;

he came to that tract in the forest, got to that place

where he had ravished the maiden, ruined his mother’s offspring.
There the lovely grass was weeping, the loveliest clearing lamenting,
the young herbs grieving, the heather blooms complaining

the rape of the girl, the ruining of the mother’s offspring.

Nor had young grass sprung up, no heather bloom come out,
grown up in that spot, in that evil place

where he had ravished the girl, ruined his mother’s offspring.
Kullervo, son of Kalervo, drew his sharp sword;

he looks at it, turns it over, questions it, inquires of it.

He asked the sword its wish, whether it wanted

to eat guilty flesh, drink sinful blood.

The sword knew the man’s mind, understood what the warrior said:
it answered with these words: “Why should I not eat as I want,
eat guilty flesh, drink sinful blood?

I eat the flesh of an innocent person, drink the blood of a sinless one, too.”
Kullervo, son of Kalervo, blue-stockinged son of an old man,
pushed the hilt into the field, pressed the butt into the heath,
turned the point against his breast, struck himself onto the point.
On that he contrived his death, met his end.

That was the death of the young fellow, the death of the man Kullervo,
at long last the end of the man, the death of the luckless one.

‘When old Viiniméinen heard that he had died,

that Kullervo had departed, he uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Do not, future people, bring up a child the wrong way,

in the home of one who rocks foolishly, of a strange luller to sleep.

A child reared the wrong way, a boy rocked stupidly,

will not grasp things, not acquire the mind of a man,

even though he should live to grow up, should become strong of body.”
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For a long time Ilmarinen weeps over his dead wife;

then out of gold and silver he forges himself a new wife,

which he prepares with great work and pains

but without the breath of life (1-162).

At night he lies beside his golden bride

and when he wakes up in the morning he realizes that that side
with which he has lain against the image was very cold (163-196).
He offers his golden bride to Viinimoinen

who does not, however, care for it,

on the contrary orders Ilmarinen to pound it up for other purposes
or to bring it as it is to other countries for suitors wishing gold (197-250).

Craftsman Ilmarinen wept for his wife every evening,

sleepless he wept nights, fasting he wept days;

in the early hours of the moming he lamented, momings he sighed

after his young wife had died, the lovely one been covered in the grave.

Nor did the copper shaft of his hammer tum in his hand

nor was any pounding heard in his smithy for one month.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “I do not know, wretched lad,

how to exist, how to live. Whether I sit at night or lie down,

the night is long, the time sad; troubles there are, low is my strength.

Long drawn out are my evenings, grievous are my mornings;

then at night it is more unpleasant, while I am awake more grievous.

It is not long drawn out because of the evenings, not grievous because of
the momings,

not an affliction merely because of other times; it is long drawn out because
of my lovely one,

grievous because of my beloved,  an affliction because of my dark-browed
one.

Just now in this life, often in the midnight dreams

of sorrowing me my hand touches something unreal,

my hand touches the illusion of strange loins, too.”

The craftsman lives on without a wife, grows older without a spouse.

He wept two months, three.  Then indeed in the fourth month

he gathered gold from the sca,  silver from the billows;

he collected a pile of logs,  thirty sled loads;

he burned his wood to charcoal, forced the coals into the forge.

He took those gold pieces of his, picked out his silver pieces

the size of a ewe an autumn old, a hare one winter old.

He thrust the picces of gold into the furnace, forced the pieces of silver
into the forge,
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set slaves to working the bellows, the hired men to pumping.
The slaves worked the bellows, the hired men pumped

with unmittened hands, stripped to the waist.

Craftsman Ilmarinen himself stirs up the forge,

tried to produce a gold image, a silver bride.

The slaves do not work the bellows well nor do the hired men pump them
well.

Craftsman Ilmarinen started to work the bellows.

He puffed away once, twice; the third time

he looked into the depths of the forge, at the side of his bellows

to see what is being driven out of the forge, being forced out of the hearth.

A ewe is being driven out of the forge, sent out from the bellows;

one hair is gold, the other copper, the third is a silver hair.

The others are delighted with that, Ilmarinen is not delighted.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “The wolf was hoping for the likes of you;

I am hoping for a golden sweetheart, a silver spouse.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen thrusts the ewe into the fire.

He added some gold to eke out with, some silver to fill out with;

he puts the slaves to working the bellows, the hired men to pumping.
The slaves worked the bellows, the hired men pumped

with unmittened hands, stripped to the waist.

Craftsman Ilmarinen himself stirs up the forge,

tried to produce a gold image, a silver bride.

The slaves do not work the bellows well nor do the hired men pump them
well.

Craftsman Ilmarinen himself began to work the bellows.

He pumped the bellows once, twice; then the third time

he looked into the depths of his forge, at the side of his bellows

to see what is being driven out of the forge, sent out from the bellows.

A colt is being driven out of the forge, sent out from the bellows,

the mane of gold, the head of silver, the whole body of copper.

The others were greatly delighted with that, Ilmarinen was not delighted.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “The wolf was hoping for the likes of you;

I am hoping for a gold sweetheart, a silver spouse.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen thrusts the colt into the fire.

He added some gold to eke out with, some silver to fill out,

set the slaves to working the bellows, the hired men to pumping.
The slaves worked the bellows, the hired men pumped

with unmittened hands, stripped to the waist.

Craftsman Ilmarinen himself stirs up the forge,

tried to produce a gold image, a silver bride.
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The slaves do not work the bellows well nor do the hired men pump them
well.

Craftsman Ilmarinen himself began to work the bellows.

He pumped away once, twice; then the third time

he looked into the depths of the forge, at the side of the bellows

to see what is being driven out of the forge, sent out from the bellows.

A girl is being driven out of the forge, one with gold braids from the bellows,

with a head of silver, hair of gold, a whole beautiful trunk.

The others were greatly afraid of that, Ilmarinen was not afraid.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen hammered away at the gold image,

hammered during the night without letup, during the day without stopping.
He made legs for the girl, made legs, shaped hands,

but the legs just do not get up, the hands not tumn to embrace him.

He forged ears for his girl and the ears hear nothing.

Then he fashioned a pretty mouth, a pretty mouth, keen eyes.

It could not speak with its mouth or look meltingly with its eyes.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: *“That would be a pretty girl

if it had the power of speech, had a mind, a tongue.”

Then he brought his girl under a gauzy mosquito-net,

on soft pillows, on a silky bed.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen warmed up a vapory bath,

made a soapy sauna; he prepared twig whisks,

three buckets of water with which the chaffinch is washed,

the snow bunting cleansed of that gold slag.

The craftsman bathed himself to his satisfaction, washed to his heart’s
desire.

He threw himself at length beside the girl under the gauzy mosquito net,

under the tent, the iron mosquito net.

Then right off the first night  craftsman Ilmarinen

calls for plenty of covers, provides bedcovers,

two, three bearskins, five, six woolen blankets

to lie on with his spouse, with. that gold image of his.

That side was quite warm that was against his covers,

the one which was against the young girl, against the gold image,

that got chilled through, was frozen to rime,

frozen to sea ice, hardened to rock.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “This is no good to me.

I will take the girl to Viiniméinen’s farm  as an eternal spouse

to provide for Viinimaéinen, as a chick by his side.”

He takes the girl to Viiniméinen’s farm.  Then after he had got there,
he uttered a word, spoke thus: “O you old Viiniméinen,
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here is a girl for you, a maiden beautiful to look at;

she is not, to be sure, much at singing nor is she very talkative.”
Steadfast old Viiniméinen took a look at that image,

cast his eyes on the gold. He uttered a word, spoke thus:
“Why did you bring me that, that curious piece of gold?”
Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “What else but for your benefit!

As an eternal spouse, a chick by your side.”

Old Viiniméinen said:  “O craftsman, my boon companion!
Thrust your girl into the fire, forge her into all sorts of things
or take her to Russia; take your image to Germany

for rich men to fight to marry, for noblemen to wage war to woo.
It is not fitting for my clan nor for me myself

to woo a gold woman, to try to please one of silver.”

Then Viinimdinen forbade, the bachelor of Slack Water Farm prohibited,
forbade the rising generation, prohibited those growing up,

to bow down to gold, to truckle to silver.

He speaks these words, made this utterance:

“Wretched lads, especially men growing up,

be you prosperous or be you poor,

never, never at all, not while the moon shines gold-bright,

do not woo a gold woman, try to please one of silver.

‘Gold gleams cold, silver glistens chill.””
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Ilmarinen sets out to North Farm to woo the younger sister of his former wife;
there he gets bad abusive words in reply; at that he becomes angry,

abducts the daughter, and sets out straight for home (1-124).

On the journey the girl reviles Ilmarinen and so offends him

that in his rage Ilmarinen at last sings her into a sea gull (125-286).

Then he comes home and tells Viinimoéinen of North Farm'’s carefree life
thanks to the Sampo, likewise how his trip as a suitor has gone (287-328).

Craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

threw away his gold image, his silver girl.

He put the colt in harness, the brown horse before the sled,
sits down in the sled, gets into his sleigh.

He vowed to set out and contemplated going

to beg at North Farm  for North Farm’s second daughter.

He had driven one day, then gone on a second,

on the third day he came to the yard of North Farm.

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, came out into the yard;

she then got to speaking, tumned to inquire

about the state of her own child, of her dear one’s residing

as a daughter-in-law in her husband’s home, as a wife in her mother-in-law’s
home.

Craftsman Ilmarinen downcast, low in mind,

high-peaked hat all askew, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Do not now, my mother-inlaw, do not ask about that,

about your daughter’s life, your dear one’s residing.

Death has already taken her with its jaws, a grievous end came suddenly.

My berry is now in the earth, my beautiful one in the heath,

my dark-browed one in the withered grass, my silver one in the greensward.

I set out for your second daughter, for your younger girl.

Give me, my mother-in-law, send your second daughter

to the dwelling place of my late wife, to her sister’s place.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I did ill, wretched me, ill indeed, miserable creature,

when I pledged my child, sent you even the other one

to pass away as a young girl, as a pink-cheeked lass to drop dead.

I gave her, as it were, into the mouth of a wolf, into the jaws of a roaring
bear.

260



38:55-132

Indeed I will not give you a second at all, will not send my girl

to wipe the soot off you, to scrape off bits of caked soot.

Sooner will I send my daughter, thrust my steadygoing child

into a roaring rapids, a fierce whirlpool,

into the mouth of a cusk of the Abode of the Dead, the teeth of Death’s
pike.”

Then craftsman Ilmarinen screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around,
clawed at his black beard, turned his curly head.

He forced his way into the house, pressed on in under the roof.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Now come to me, girl,

to your sister’s place, to the dwellings of my late wife,

to bake honeybread, to brew beer.”

A child was singing on the floor, both singing and speaking:

“Away, useless fellow, from our fine house, strange man, from these doors!
You ruined a lot of fine houses, you damaged a bit of the house

when you visited once before, after knocking on the door.

Maiden, you sister! Do not get infatuated with the suitor,

not with the music of the suitor’s mouth nor with his fine legs.

The suitor has the gums of a wolf, the wiles of a fox in his pocket,

the claws of a bear under his arm, a blood-drinking knife in his belt

with which he cuts a head, slashes away at a back!”

The girl spoke thus to craftsman Ilmarinen:

“I will not set out to you nor do I care about triflers.

You killed your late wedded wife, you murdered my sister;

you would even kill me, murder me myself, too.

This girl is indeed worth a better husband,

is a good match for a handsome body, worthy to fill a finer sleigh,
worthy of better places, bigger residences,

not for a smith’s charcoal bins, a stupid man’s fires.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen, etemnal smith,

screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around, clawed at his black beard.
At the same moment he seized the girl, embraces her in his arms,

set out from the house like a blizzard, rushed to his sled;

he pushed the girl into the sled, flung her into his sleigh

He set out at once to go, got ready to go,

with one hand on the stallion’s reins, the other on the girl's nipples.
The girl wept and whimpered, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Now I have got to a fen for cranberries, to bogs for water-arum roots;
there I, a chick, will perish, I, a bird, will die no natural death!

Listen, craftsman Ilmarinen! Unless you release me,
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I will kick your sleigh to pieces, will break your sled to bits,

kick it apart with my knees, break it with my feet.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:

“For this reason the sides of the craftsman’s sled are ironclad,

50 as to stand the kicking, the writhing of a nice virgin.”

The girl laments, she with a copper belt complains,

twists her fingers, wrings her hands.

She uttered a word, spoke thus: “Unless you release me,

I will sing myself into a fish of the sea, into a whitefish of the deep waves.”
Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:

“You will not get there; I will be after you in the form of a pike.”

The girl laments, she with a copper belt complains,

twists her fingers, wrings her hands.

She uttered a word, spoke thus: “Unless you release me,

T will lose myself in the forest, turn myself into a weasel in a hole in a rock.”
Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:

“You will not get there; I will be after you in the form of an otter.”

The girl laments, she with a copper belt complains,

twists her fingers, wrings her hands.

She uttered a word, spoke thus: “Unless you release me,

I will fly warbling off in the form of a meadow lark to hide behind a cloud.
Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered these words:

“You will not get there; I will be after you in the form of an eagle.”

”»

He went a short distance, drove a little way.

Now the horse pricks up its ears, flop-ears is frightened.

The girl raised her head, saw tracks in the snow;

she inquired, she spoke: *“What has run across here?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “A hare has run across here.”

The poor girl sighs deeply, sighs deeply, gasps;

she uttered a word, spoke thus: *“Woe is me, poor wretch!

It would be better for me, would be better

to be running in the hair'S'track, on bandy-legs’ trail

than in this suitor’s sleigh, under the wrinkled-faced man’s woolen sleigh
robe.

A hare’s fur is finer, a hare’s mouth nicer.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen  bit his lip, twisted his head around;
he drives along at an easy pace. He drove a short distance;
again the horse pricks up its ears, flop-ears is frightened.
The girl raised her head, saw tracks in the snow;

she inquired, she spoke: “What has run across here?”
Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “A fox has run across here.”
The poor girl sighs deeply, sighs, gasps;
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she uttered a word, spoke thus: “Woe is me, poor wretch!

It would be better for me, would be better

to be rumbling along in a fox’s sled, ever riding in a wretched sled

than in this suitor’s sleigh, under the wrinkled-faced man’s woolen sleigh
robe.

A fox’s coat is finer, a fox’s mouth is nicer.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen bit his lip, twisted his head around;

he drives along at an easy pace. He drove a short distance;

again the horse pricks up its ears, flop-ears is frightened.

The girl raised her head, saw tracks in the snow;

she inquired, she spoke: “What has run across here?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “A wolf has run across there.”

The poor girl sighs deeply, sighs deeply, gasps;

she uttered a word, spoke thus: “Woe is me, poor wretch!

It would be better for me, would be better

to be running in the track of an angry wolf, in the footsteps of a wolf with
lowered snout,

than in this suitor’s sleigh, under the wrinkled-faced man’s woolen sleigh
robe.

A wolf’s hair is finer, a wolf’s mouth is nicer.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen bit his lip, twisted his head around;

he drives along at an easy pace into a new farm for the night.

Wearied by the journey the craftsman sleeps soundly;

someone other than the drowsy man makes the woman laugh.

Then when he woke up in the moming craftsman Ilmarinen

screwed up his mouth, twisted his head around, clawed at his black beard.

Craftsman Ilmarinen said, reflected, spoke thus:

“Shall I now begin to sing, sing such a bride

into the forest as the forest’sown or into water as the water’s own?

I will not sing her to be the forest’s own; the whole forest would be
depressed;

nor will I indeed sing her to be the water's own; the fishes in the water
would think it abominable.

Rather will I kill her with my blade, slay her with my sword.”

The sword understood the man’s utterance, guessed the sense of the war-
rior’s talk.

It uttered a word, spoke thus: “I have probably not been created to kill
women,

to slay wretched girls.”  Craftsman Ilmarinen now indeed began to sing,

got angry to the point of singing magically. He sang his wife into a seagull

to scream on a little island, to echo out on reefs in the water,

to whimper on the tips of headlands, to rock on headwinds.

263



38:287-328

Then craftsman Ilmarinen flings himself into his sled.

He drives along at an easy pace downcast, low in mind;

he journeyed to his own parts, came to familiar lands.

Steadfast old Viiniméinen comes to meet him on the road;

then he began to speak. “Good friend, craftsman Ilmarinen,

why are you low in mind, your high-peaked hat twice as askew

as you come from North Farm? How are they living at North Farm?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen spoke: “They are living high at North Farm!

There the Sampo is milling away, the lid of many colors is going round and
round;

one day it was grinding things to eat, the next day things to barter,

the third day things to store at home. I say and I say it,

still again reporting: they are living high at North Farm

because the Sampo is at North Farm! There is plowing there, sowing there,

there are all sorts of increase there, everlasting good fortune there.”

Old Viiniméinen said: “Good friend craftsman Ilmarinen,

where did you leave the young woman? Where is the fine bride

since you come empty-handed, are rattling along still without a woman?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“I sang that kind of woman into a sea gull on a little island in the sea.

Now that sea gull is crying out, is cackling like a gull,

screaming on reefs in the water, shrieking on the rocks.”
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Viiniméinen urges Ilmarinen to set out with him to get the Sampo
from North Farm, to which plan Ilmarinen agrees,

and the men set out on the journey by boat (1-330).

On the way Lemminkiinen catches sight of them and,

when he hears where they are going, volunteers to be the third man.
They gladly take him on as a third (331-426).

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered these words:

“O craftsman Ilmarinen! Let us set out for North Farm

to get the fine Sampo, to look at the lid of many colors.”

That craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The Sampo cannot be got, the lid of many colors not brought

from gloomy North Farm, from dark Sedgy Farm. The Sampo has been
taken there,

the lid of many colors carried to North Farm’s hill of rock, to inside the
copper mountain

behind nine locks; there its roots have struck

to the depth of nine fathoms, one root into solid ground,

the second into the shore, the third into ground near the house.”

Old Viinimoéinen said: “Good friend smith, my boon companion,

let us set out for North Farm  to get that Sampo.

Let us build a big ship in which to transport the Sampo,

to carry the lid of many colors  from North Farm’s hill of rock,

from inside the copper mountain, from behind the nine locks.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen said: “A journey by land is steadier.

Let the Devil go by sea, Death go on the broad expanse of the water!

‘There the wind would shake us, there a hurricane would toss us about;

our fingers would become rowing oars, our palms steering oars.”

Old Viindméinen said:  “A journey by land is steadier,

steadier, more laborious, still more roundabout besides.

It is fun for a boat on the water, for a vessel to rock along,

to make the sparkling water gleam, to go along on the broad expanse of the
sea.

The wind rocks the vessel, a wave drives the ship,

the west wind makes it roll, the south wind takes it forward.

Be that, however, as it may, if you are not disposed to go by sea,

then let us travel by land, rattle along the shore.

Forge me now a new sword, make me a sharp blade
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with which I will thrash the dirty dogs, drive off the people of North Farm
while I am seizing the Sampo  yonder in that cold community,
at gloomy North Farm, at dark Sedgy Farm.”

That craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

thrust pieces of iron into the fire, pieces of steel into the embers,

a whole handful of gold pieces, a fistful of silver pieces.

He made the slaves work the bellows, the hired men pump.

The slaves worked the bellows, the hired men pumped very hard.
The iron got soft like gruel, the steel got yielding like dough,

the silver gleamed like water, the gold sparkled like a wave.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen, eternal smith,

looked into the depths of his forge, at the side of his bellows;

he saw a sword being born,  a hilt of gold taking shape.

He took the materials from the fire, whisked the good smithwork
from the forge to the anvil, to the hammers, to the sledges.

He pounded the sword as he wished, a very best blade

which he decorated with gold, adomed with silver.

Steadfast old Viindmoinen came to look at that.

He took the sharp sword in his right hand;

he looks, turns it over, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Is the sword right for the man, the blade suitable for the bearer?”
The sword was right for the man, the blade suitable for the bearer.
A moon shone on its tip, a sun shone on its side,

stars gleamed on its hilt; a horse was neighing on the blade,

a cat mewing on the boss of the hilt, a dog growling on the sheath.
He swung his sword in a crack in an iron hill.

He uttered a word, spoke thus: “Now with this sword

I might cleave even mountains, divide crags in two.”

Craftsman Ilmarinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“With what will I, poor me, with what, wretched me, defend myself,
hird mysclf, gird myself against the land, against the sea?

Shall I now outfit mysclf with greaves, put on iron bymies,

enclose mysclf in steel belts? A man is more secure in armor,

better in iron bymies, more effective in a steel belt.”

The time comes to set out, the time agreed on to go arrives.

Old Viinimoinen as one, craftsman Ilmarinen as the second

set out in search of a horse, to look for the one with a flaxen mane;

the yearling's bridle was on the belt, the colt’s hamess on the shoulder.
The two of them search for the horse, look for its head through the trees;
they look closcly  around about in the hazy-blue wildemess,

find the horse’s copse, flaxen-mane’s fir grove.
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Steadfast old Viindméinen, craftsman Ilmarinen as the second,

pushed its head into the golden bridle, the bit into the yearling’s mouth.

They proceed laboriously along the two men’s shore.

From the shore a plaintive weeping is heard, lamentation from a landing
place.

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“A maiden is weeping there, a chick whimpering.

Shall we now go look, explore from near at hand?”

He steps nearer, went there to look.

It is not a maiden weeping nor a chick whimpering;

a vessel was weeping, a boat lamenting.

Once he reached the vessel old Viiniméinen spoke:

“Why are you weeping, wooden vessel, why are you lamenting, boat with
big tholepins?

Are you bewailing your being of wood, are you thinking of your being fur-
nished with tholepins?”

The wooden vessel answers, the boat with big tholepins says:

“‘A boat’s desire is for the water, the tarred planking’s desire to be off the
rollers;

a girl’s desire is to marry, to get away from her stately home.”

This I am weeping for, poor wretch of a vessel, this I, sorry boat, am lament-
ing,

weeping for people to take me to the water, to let me down onto the billows.

‘While I was being built they said, while being made they sang

that a warship was being made, a battleship being worked on,

that I would bring my fill of things, treasures in my hold.

I have not gone into battle, not at all on journeys to get valuable things.

Other vessels, even bad vessels, they are always waging war,

lumbering along to battle. Three times a summer

they bring their fill of money, treasures in their hold.

I, a well-built ship made of a hundred planks,

am rotting here on the chips cut off me, resting on the place where I was
shaped.

‘The worst reptiles in the world are living under my ribs,

the most dreadful birds of the air have their nests in my mast,

all the frogs of the backwoods, too, are hopping about on my bows.

It would be twice as fine, twice, three times better

to be a pinetree on a hill, a pine on a heath

for a squirrel to run on the branches, a puppy to be circling around below.”

Steadfast old Viinimodinen then uttered these words:
“Do not weep, wooden vessel, do not mourn, boat with big tholepins.
You will soon be able to wage war, to lumber along to battle.
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You will, boat, the Creator’s creation, the Creator’s creation, product of
Him Who produced you,

probably plunge straight into the water, speed into the waves of the shore

without a hand’s touching you, without a hand’s being used on you,

without a shoulder’s guiding you, without an arm’s directing you.”

The wooden vessel replies, the boat with big tholepins says:

“The rest of my big clan, my brother-boats, do not set out to the water
without a push,

to the billows without being sent down unless they are touched by a hand,

tumned about by an arm.”  Old Viindméinen said: “If I push you to the
water,

will you run along without being rowed, unaided by oars,

not steered by a steering oar, without a gust of wind blowing in your sail?”

The wooden vessel answers, the boat with big tholepins says:

“No other of my big clan, no one else of my group

runs along unless rowed by fingers, aided by oars,

steered by a steering oar, unless there is a gust of wind in the sail.”

Steadfast old Viinimoinen then uttered these words:

“Will you run along if rowed, if aided by oars,

steered with a steering oar, with a gust of wind in your sail?”

The wooden vessel replies, the boat with big tholepins says:

“Indeed the rest of my clan, all my brothers, boats,

run along if rowed by fingers, aided by oars,

steered with a steering oar, with a gust of wind in the sail.”

Then old Viiniméinen left the horse on the sand,

fastened the halter to a tree, hung the reins on a branch,

shoved the boat to the water, sang the vessel to the billows.

He inquired of the wooden vessel, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“O you firm-ribbed boat, wooden vessel fitted with tholepins,

are you as fine for transport as you are fine to look at?”

The wooden vessel answers, the boat with big tholepins says:

“I am fine for transport, also with a bottom spacious enough

for a hundred men to row in, a thousand to sit in besides.”

Then old Viiniméinen quietly sings.

First he sang one side  full of sleek-haired youths,

sleek-haired, with powerful hands, with finely shod feet.

He sang the other side full of maidens with tin head omaments,

tin head omaments, copper belts, with lovely gold rings on their fingers.
Viindméinen further sang  the rowers’ benches full of people;

those are old people who have been sitting all their lives

where there was little room available, especially because of young people.
He sits down aft, in the hull of the birchwood stem,
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gets his ship going forward. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Run along, vessel, through treeless tracts, run along, boat, over bright
waters.

Proceed like bubbles on the sea, like pond lilies on the billows.”

He set the youths to rowing, the maidens just to sitting.

The youths rowed, the oars bent; the journey did not advance at all.

He set the maidens to rowing, the youths just to sitting.

The girls rowed, their fingers bent; the journey did not advance at all.

He shifted the old people to rowing, the youth to looking on from the side.

The old people rowed, their heads shook; the journey did not advance at all.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen himself sat down to row;

now the wooden vessel ran along, the vessel ran along, the journey pro-
ceeded.

The splash of oars was heard far off, far away the murmur of tholepins.

He ripples along. The rowers’ benches shook, the planking bent,

the rowan oars clattered, the handles of the oars shrilled like ruffed grouse,
the blades cooed like black grouse, the bow whooped like a swan,

the stemn croaked like a raven, the tholepins hissed like geese.

Old Viiniméinen sails along easily,

in the stern of the red vessel with a sturdy steering oar.

On the journey a headland comes into sight, a miserable settlement looms
up.

Ahti lives on the headland, the man with a far-roving mind in a cove in the
headland.

The man with a far-roving mind was weeping over a lack of fish, Lem-
minkiinen over a lack of bread,

Ahti was weeping over the smallness of his storehouse, the rascal over his
lack of good luck.

He was shaping the planks of a boat, the keel of a new vessel

at the end of long Starvation Headland, by the mean settlement.

He was keen of ear, his eye even keener.

He fixes his gaze toward the northwest, turned his head south;

from afar he sees a rainbow, farther off a little cloud patch.

It was not a rainbow at all nor a little cloud patch;

it was a vessel moving along, a boat making its way

on the broad expanse of the sea, on the open deep;

a handsome man was in the stern of the vessel, a fine-looking man at the
oars.

Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “I do not recognize that vessel,

do not identify the fine boat; rowing along it comes from Finland,

stroking the oar from the east, directing the steering oar toward the west.”
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Now he uttered a long loud cry, hallooed, bellowed;

the man shouted from the tip of the headland, the ruddy-cheeked fellow
across the water:

“Whose is the boat in the water, whose is the ship on the billows?”

The men speak from the boat, the women answer, too:

“Who are you, man, forest-dweller, you fellow, beater of the backwoods,

not to recognize this vessel, not identify a boat from Viiniméinen’s district,

not recognize the man in the stem or the man at the oars?”

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “Now I recognize the occupant of the stem

and I identify the oarsman; steadfast old Viinimoinen

is guiding the helm, Ilmarinen the oarsman.

Where are you going, men? 'Where are you setting out for, people?”

Old Viinidméinen said:  “We are proceeding north

toward the heavy foam, toward the whitecapped billows

to find the Sampo, to look at the lid of many colors

in North Farm’s hill of rock, inside the copper mountain.”

Reckless Lemminkiiinen said:  “O old Viinimdinen,

take me on, man, as a third man

if you are going to lift up the Sampo, carry off the lid of many colors.

1, too, will make good as a man should it be necessary to fight;

I will give an order with my hand, instruction with my shoulders.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen took on the man for his expedition,

took the rascal into his boat. Reckless Lemminkiinen

now comes quickly, moves speedily.

As he comes he brings planking to Viinimdinen’s boat.

Old Viiniméinen said: “There is lumber in my vessel,

planking in my boat; there is load enough.

‘Why are you bringing planking, adding lumber to the vessel?

Reckless Lemminkiinen said: “Precaution does not upset a boat,

a rick does not scatter a pile of hay. Often on the sea of North Farm

the wind calls for a sideboard, a hcadwind for extra frecboard.”

Old Viinimoinen said: “For that reason the warship’s

side is ironclad and made with a steel prow

50 as not to be altogether carried away by the wind nor tossed by a sudden
gust.”
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The voyagers going after the Sampo come to a rapid and at the bottom
of the rapid the boat gets stuck on the back of a big pike (1-94).

They kill the pike, get the main part into the boat,

cook it, and have lunch (95-204).

From the pike’s jawbone Viinimoinen makes a harp

which many have a try at but not a single one can play (205-342).

Steadfast old Vdindméinen steers easily

from the tip of that long headland, from out of earshot of the miserable
settlement.

Singing he steered over the water, over the billows striking up joyous music.

The girls on the tips of headlands look about, listen:

“What may be that joyous music on the sea? What is the song on the
billows,

each better than the last, each more fitting than the others?”

Old Viiniméinen steered, steered on one day over inland waters,

a second day through the waters of a fen, the third along the waters of a
rapid.

Then when near the fiery rapid, by the whirlpool of the sacred stream

reckless Lemminkiinen remembered a certain charm of his.

He speaks this charm, utters this enchantment:

RAPIDS CHARMS, LINES 23—82

“Stop, rapid, foaming, stop, mighty water, surging.

Maid of the rapids, girl of the foam, sit down on a rock in the seething
water,

place yourself on a boulder in the seething water; with your embrace calm
the waves,

wrap the eddies in your hands, quiet the foam with your grasp

so that it will not spatter on our chests nor splash on our heads.

Woman living under the waves, woman living by the foam,

with the help of your hands rise up onto the foam, with the help of your
embrace rise onto a wave

to gather the foam together, to guide the foamy billows

so that they may not buffet an innocent person, not thrust a guiltless one
hither and yon.

“Rocks in the middle of the river, boulders on the crest of the foam,
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let their heads be lowered, their peaks be pressed down

away from the course of the red vessel, from the path of the tarred boat.

If this is not enough, Dread Rock Spirit, son of the Dread one,

bore a hole with an auger, drill with your bit a hole

in the stone in the middle of the rapids, in the side of the bad boulder,

so that the vessel may run on without stopping, the boat without being
damaged.

“If this is not enough, master of the water, dweller under the stream,
tumn the rocks into moss, the boat into a pike’s air bladder
while it is passing through the foam, while it is going over the highest waves.

“Maiden by the rapid, virgin of the riverside,

spin a filmy thread from a bunch of filmy flax.

Bring your thread to the water, your bluish thread to the billows,

a thread along which the vessel is to run, the tarry-sided boat to proceed
apace,

for a feeble man, too, to go, for a quite inexperienced man to keep on
course.

“Steering Oar Spirit, kindly woman, take your gracious steering oar

with which you keep a helm on course, with which you speed over en-
chanted streams

past a magician’s Lappish tent, under a wizard’s window.

“If this is not enough, Ukko, god of heaven,
guide the helm with your sword, steer skillfully with your unsheathed blade,
so that the wooden vessel may run on, the pinewood boat proceed.”

Old Viindmoinen steers easily.

He steered between the boulders over those heavy swells;

the wooden vessel did not stop, the sage’s boat did not get stuck.

As soon as he got there to those broad waters

the vessel stopped running on, the boat stopped flying along.

The vessel stops on somcthing solid, the boat lay to there without moving.
Craftsman Ilmarinen, reckless Lemminkiinen as the second,

stuck the steering oar into the sea, the firwood oar into the billows;

they try to pry that vessel loose from what it was stuck on;

the boat cannot run on  nor does the wooden vessel get free.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen uttered a word, spoke thus:
“O you reckless son of Lempi! Bend over and see
what the vessel is stuck on, the boat fast on
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in these broad waters, quiet lower reaches,

whether on a rock or on a rotten tree trunk or some other obstacle.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen turned to look;

he looks under the boat, uttered a word, spoke thus:

“The boat is not on a rock, not on a rock, not on a rotten tree trunk;

the boat is on a pike’s shoulders, on the shoulder blades of a dog of the
water.”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“This and that is in a river, rotten tree trunks, pikes, too;

if it is on a pike’s shoulders, on the shoulder blades of a dog of the water,

sweep the water with your sword, cut the fish in two.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen  the lad, ruddy-cheeked rascal,

draws a sword from his belt, a bone-biter from his side;

he swept the sea with his sword, pressed down under the side,

went quickly into the water, tumbled straight into the waves.

Then craftsman Ilmarinen grabbed the fellow by the hair,

lifted the man out of the sea; he spoke these words:

“Everyone really is somehow created to be a man, made to wear a beard,

if merely to round out the number of one hundred, to fill out the number
of one thousand!”

He draws a sword from his belt, from its sheath a sharp blade

with which he struck the fish, slashed at it under the side of the ship.

The sword broke to bits, the pike did not even notice it.

Steadfast old Viinimoinen then spoke these words:

“There are not the makings of half a man in you, not the third of a person!
Whenever the need arises, whenever a man’s spirit is called for,

then your spirit is just so-so, your whole activity diverted elsewhere.”
He drew his sword, whipped out his sharp blade.

He thrust his sword into the sea, dug into the pike’s shoulders

under the ship’s side, into the shoulder blades of the dog of the water.
The sword was driven into solid flesh, was fixed in the gills.

Then old Viiniméinen hove that fish up,

pulled the pike out of the water; the pike broke in two,

the tail fell to the bottom, the main part into the skiff.

Now the boat started to run on, the vessel got free of the obstruction.
Steadfast old Viiniméinen brought the boat to a little island,

put it quickly ashore, He looks about, turns over

that main part of the pike, uttered these words:

“Whoever is the oldest of the youths, he indeed is the one to cut up the pike,
to cut the fish into slices, chop the main part into pieces.”
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The men speak from the vessel, from the sides the women said:

“The fisherman’s hands are indeed the fittest, the catcher’s fingers the best.”
Steadfast old Viiniméinen drew a knife from his sheath,

a cold blade from his side with which he cuts up the pike,

chops the fish into pieces. He spoke these words:

“Whoever is the youngest of the maidens, she is the one to boil the pike

for midmormning snacks, for fish dinners.”

The maidens went to cook, ten indeed competed.

Then the pike is cooked as midmoming snacks.

The bones remained on the little island, the fishbones on the skerry.
Steadfast old Viiniméinen looks at them there,

looks, turns them over. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“What might come of that, of those teeth of the pike,

of the broad jawbone if they were in a craftsman’s workshop,

at a skillful smith’s, in the hands of a capable man?”

Craftsman Ilmarinen spoke: “Nothing comes of nothing,

no work tool from a fishbone, not even in a craftsman’s workshop,
at a skilled smith’s, in the hands of a capable man.”

Steadfast old Vdinimoinen said these words:

“Nevertheless, from these indeed might come a fishbone harp

were there a competent person, a maker of a bone instrument.”

‘When no one else at all came, when there was no competent person,

no maker of a bone instrument, steadfast old Viiniméinen

turned himself into a constructer, made himself a maker.

He made a pikebone instrument, produced an instrument of eternal joy.
From what was the harp’s frame? From the great pike’s jawbone.

From what are the harp’s pegs? They are from the pike’s tecth.

From what are the harp’s strings? From the hairs of the Demon’s gelding.
Now the instrument was produced, the harp got ready,

the great pikebone instrument, the fishbone harp.

Young fellows came there, married men came,

half-grown boys came, also little girls,

young girls, old women, middle-aged women, too,

to look at the harp, to inspect the instrument.

Steadfast old Viiniméinen ordered a young person, ordered an old person,

ordered a middle-aged person, too, to play with their fingers

that resonant fishbone object, the fishbone harp.

The young played, the old played, the middle-aged, too, played.

The young played, their fingers flexed; the old played, their hands trembled;

the music did not rise to the point of joyous music, the playing not reach the
heights of playing.
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Reckless Lemminkiinen said:  “O you half-witted lads,

yous silly girls, too, and other no-good people!

There is nothing of a player in you, no skilled performer really!

Bring me the instrument, carry the harp

right to my two knees, to under the tips of my ten fingers.”

Then reckless Lemminkiiinen got the harp in his hands,

the source of joyous music nearer to himself, the instrument to under his
fingers.

He tunes the instrument, he tumns the harp about;

no music at all sounds forth, no joyous sound echoes.

Old Viiniméinen said: “Neither in this body of young people,

in this people growing up, nor among the old people

is there anyone to play the instrument, anyone to evoke joyful music.

‘Would North Farm now be able to play the instrument better,

evoke that joyous music if I sent it to North Farm?”

He sent the instrument to North Farm, brought it to Sedgy Farm.

At North Farm the boys played the boys played, also the girls,

the married men played, also the married women.

Even the mistress played, tumed it around, tumned it about,

tuned it with her fingers, manipulated it with ten fingernails.

At North Farm the boys played, all sorts of people played.

The instrument of joyous music does not produce music, the instrument
no music.

The strings kinked up, the horsehairs squeaked badly,

the tone reverberated harshly, the instrument sounded terrible.

A blind man was sleeping in a corner, an old man on top of the stove.

‘The old man on the stove awakened, screeched from the stove stones,

snarled from his sleeping place, growled from his corer:

“Stop, cease, leave off, end it!

It is piercing my ears, hurting my head;

it is making me shudder, it will deprive me of sleep for a long time.

If the instrument of the Finnish people will in the future not produce
joyful music

or lull one to sleep, induce rest,

then fling it in the water, sink it in the waves

or take it back! Bring the instrument over there

to the hands of the man who made it, to the fingers of the tuner.”

The music is spread abroad by the strings, the harp rang out with words:

“I will not yet go into the water, not be placed under the waves!

Rather will I resound in the hands of the player, clang out for him who
took the trouble to make me.”

Now they carried it carefully, bore it nicely

to the hand of the man who made it, to the knees of him who procured it.
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Viinimoinen plays the harp and all living creatures,

even denizens of the air, the earth, and the sea,

hurry and assemble to listen to the music (1-168).

Everyone’s heart is so moved by the music

that tears well up in their eyes;

great drops trickle from Viinimaéinen’s own eyes,

fall on the ground, and flow into the water,

where they are changed into beautiful bluish pearls (169-266).

Steadfast old Viiniméinen, eternal singer,

arranges his fingers, lightly rubs his thumbs together.

He seats himself on a music stone, places himself on a song boulder,

on a silver hill, on a golden knoll.

He took the instrument in his fingers, on his knees turned the instrument
with a tapering frame,

the harp under his hand. He uttered a word, spoke thus:

“Let him come to hear who previously may'not have heard

the joyous music of eternal lays, the resonance of the harp.”

Thus old Viiniméinen began delicately to play

the pikebone sounding board, the fishbone harp.

His fingers rose quickly, his thumb moved lightly above.

Now joyous music resulted in joyous music, rapture after rapture burst forth,
the music seemed like music, the song was like a proper song.

The pike’s tooth rang out, the fish’s tail gave forth sound,

the stallion’s hairs resounded, the steed’s hairs sang out clearly.

Old Viiniméinen played nor was there that thing in the forest
running about on four feet, leaping with its legs,

that did not come to hear, to marvel at the joyous music.

The squirrels reached out  from spray to spray,

the weasels betook themselves there, settled themselves on fences.
The elk sprang on the heaths, the lynxes jumped about joyfully.

In the fen the wolf, too, awoke, the bear on the heath got up

from its den in the pines, from out of the scrub firs.

The wolf ran great distances, the bear roamed the heaths;

at last it settled down on a fence, flung itself onto a gate.

The fence collapsed onto a rock, the gate toppled over onto a clearing.
Then it jumped up into a fir, turned suddenly up into a pinetree

to listen to the playing, to marvel at the joyous music.
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The keen-eyed old man of Tapio’s Domain, the master himself of Woodland

and all Tapio’s people, both girls and boys,

went to the top of a hill to take in the music.

The mistress of the forest herself, too, keen-eyed lady of Tapio’s Domain,

decks herself out in blue stockings, put on red laces;

she went to the knee of a birch branch, moved quickly to the bend in an
alder branch

to listen to the harp, to take in the music.

Whatever birds of the air, too, were soaring on two wings;

they come whirling about, hurrying they hastened

to listen to the glorious playing, to marvel at the joyous sound.

‘When the eagle back home heard  that pretty Finnish instrument,

it left its young in the nest, began to fly

to the playing of the delightful man, to Viinimdinen’s modulations.

The eagle flew from on high, the bird of prey through the clouds,

old squaws from deep waters, swans from watery fens.

Little chaffinches, too, songbirds,

buntings by the hundred, nearly a thousand larks

in the air were charmed, chattered on his shoulders

while the patriarch was making joyous music, while Vidiniméinen was
playing away.

The very geniuses of the air, lovely virgins of the air,

marveled at the joyous music, listened to the harp;

some were radiant on the shaft-bow of the sky, on the rainbow,

others were magnificent on the rosy-edged tip of a little cloud.

That Moon Spirit, lovely virgin, Sun Spirit, competent maid,

were holding their weaver’s battens, lifting up their heddles,

weaving cloth of gold, thumping off cloth of silver

on the edge of a red cloud, on the side of a long rainbow.

‘When indeed they got to hear the sound of that charming instrument,

the batten now escaped from their grasp, the shuttle slipped from their
hands,

the gold threads broke, the silver heddles sounded softly.

There was not that creature, not indeed a single six-finned creature

moving in the water, not the finest school of fish

that did not come to listen, to marvel at the joyous music.

Pike swam along stiffly, dogs of the water thrashed about,

salmon wandered in from the little islands, whitefish from the deep places.
The little carp, perch, too, whitefish, also, other fish as well

went straight on into the sedge grass, took their places by the shore

to listen to Viiinimdinen’s song, to take in the music.

Ahto, king of the waves, old man of the water with a sedgy beard,
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hauls himself onto the surface of the water, slips onto a water lily;
there he listened to the joyous music. He uttered these words:
“Never before have I heard anything of this sort,

Viindmadinen’s playing, the joyous music of the etemal bard.”

The sisters, Spirits of Goldeneye, the sisters-in-law clad in shore sedge,
were smoothing down their tresses, brushing their locks

with a silver-tipped brush, with a gold brush.

They got to hear the unusual sound, that pretty playing;

the brush slipped into the water, the brush fell into the billows.
Their hair remained unsmoothed, the locks only half arranged.

The mistress of the water herself, too, the old woman with a sedgy breast,
now rises out of the sea and gradually hauls herself out of the billows;
she went quickly up to the sedge, betook herself to a reef in the water
to hear that sound, Viiniméinen’s playing,

for the sound was wonderful, the playing exceedingly lovely.

There she slept soundly, sank down and lay on her stomach

on top of a rock of many colors, to the side of a big boulder.

Then old Viiniméinen played one day, played a second.
There was not that person or brave man,

not man or woman or girl with luxuriant hair

who did not start to weep, whose heart did not melt.

The young wept, the old wept, the unmarried fellows wept,
the married men wept, half-grown boys wept,

both boys and girls and little girls, too,

for the sound was wonderful, the old man’s playing delightful.
Even Viinimdinen’s own tears flowed fast.

Teardrops trickled from his eyes, drops of water flowed
bigger than cranberries, plumper than peas,

rounder than the eggs of ruffed grouse, bigger than swallows’ heads.
Tears poured from his eyes, one quietly flows after another.
They fell onto his cheekbones, onto his handsome face,
from his handsome face to his broad jowl,

from his broad jowl to his splendid chest,

from his splendid chest to his strong knces,

from his strong knees  to the fine soles of his feet,

from the fine soles of his fect to the ground under his feet
through five woolen cloaks, through six gold belts,

seven bluc underjackets,  cight homespun kaftans.

The teardrops flowed  from beside old Viinimoinen

to the shore of the bluc sca, from the shore of the blue sea
to under the clear waters onto the black ooze.

Then old Viindméinen uttered these words:
“Is there among these young people, these handsome youths,
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in this great clan, in the tribe great on the father’s side,

anyone to gather up my tears from under the clear waters?”

Then the young speak thus and the old answer:

“There is not among these young people, these handsome youths,

in this great clan, in the tribe great on the father’s side,

anyone to gather up your tears from under the clear waters.”

Old Viindméinen said, remarked, spoke thus:

“If someone would bring my tears, would gather the teardrops

from under the clear waters, he would receive from me a birdskin-lined fur
coat.”

A raven came flapping clumsily along. Old Viiniméinen said:

“Bring my tears, raven, from under the clear waters;

I will give you a birdskin-lined fur coat.”” The raven did not get it at all.

A blue goldeneye heard that, so the blue goldeneye came.

Old Viiniméinen said: “Often, blue goldeneye,

you dive straight in, go like a flash into the water;

go gather my tears from under the clear waters.

You will get the best reward; I will give you a birdskin-lined fur coat.”

The goldeneye went to gather Viiniméinen'’s tears

from under the clear waters, from on top of the black ooze.

It gathered the tears from the sea, brought them to Viiniméinen’s hand.
They had already been changed to other things, grown into beautiful things,
swelled up into pearls, tumed into bluish fresh-water pearls,

as an honor for kings, as an everlasting joy for rulers.
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POEM 42

The men come to North Farm and Viiniméinen says

they have come for a sharing of the Sampo; if they do not get

their half amicably they will take the whole of it by force (1-58).

The mistress of North Farm docs not wish to give it up

and she assembles the people of North Farm to offer resistance (59-64)-
Viinidmoinen takes the harp, begins to play,

and by his playing puts the whole company at North Farm to sleep;
then he goes with his companions to look at the Sampo;

they get it out of the hill of rock and take it to their boat (65-164).
With the Sampo in the boat

they set out from North Farm and proceed happily toward home (165-308).
On the third day the mistress of North Farm awakens and, seeing

that the Sampo has been taken, creates a dense fog, a big gale,

and other obstacles to delay the abductors of the Sampo )

until she has time to go after them;

in the storm Viinimoinen’s harp disappears into the sca (309-562).

Steadfast old Viindméinen, craftsman Ilmarinen the second,

the third Lempi’s reckless son, that handsome man with a far-roving mind,
set out on the clear sea, on the open billows,

to that cold community, to dark North Farm,

to the place where a man meets his end, a person is destroyed.

‘Who is going to row there? One is craftsman Ilmarinen.

That is who is going to row there at the forward oars;

the second is reckless Lemminkiiinen  to row at the oars aft;

steadfast old Viiniméinen himself sat down in the stern.

He steers the boat in easy fashion, steered through the billows,

through those heavy seas, through the whitecaps

toward the landing places at North Farm, to in front of the familiar rollers.
After they arrived there, reached the end of the journcy,

they dragged the boat ashore, pulled the tarry-prowed vessel

onto the steel rollers, the copper rollers.

From there they came to the house, quickly made their way inside.

The mistress of North Farm asked,  inquircd of the new arrivals:

“What news do you men have, what message, you people?”

Steadfast old Viiniméinen replics to this:

“The men’s news is about the Sampo, the people’s about the lid of many
colors.

We have come for a sharing of the Sampo, for a look at the lid of many
colors.”
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The mistress of North Farm uttered a word, spoke thus:

“ “There are not two portions in a ruffed grouse nor three men’s in a
squirrel.’

It is fine for the Sampo to whir, for the lid of many colors to ramble

in the hill of rock at North Farm, inside the copper mountain.

It is fine for me myself to be the possessor of the big Sampo.”

Steadfast old Viinimdinen uttered a word, spoke thus:

“If you will not give us a share, that one half of the Sampo,

then we will probably take it all, transport it to our boat.”

Louhi, mistress of North Farm, took this very, very badly.

She summoned North Farm together, young men with swords,
men with weapons destined for Viiniméinen’s head.

Steadfast old Viiniméinen got his harp,

sat down to play, began to play beautifully.

Everybody starts to listen to that, to marvel at the joyous music,
the men in a good mood, the women with laughing mouths,
men with tears in their eyes, boys on their knees on the ground.
The people grew weary, the country folk get worn out;

all the listeners fell asleep and the onlookers sank down;

the young slept, the old slept to Viinimdinen’s music.

Then wise Viinimoinen, eternal sage,

groped in his pouch, felt in his wallet.

He takes sleep-inducing thorns, anointed their eyes with sleep,
crosses their eyelashes, locked the eyelids

of the weary people, of the drowsy men.

The whole household of North Farm and all the people of the community
he put into a long sleep, put to sleep for quite a long time.

He went to get the Sampo, to look at the lid of many colors

in North Farm’s hill of rock, inside the copper mountain

behind nine locks, ten interior bolts.

Then old Viiniméinen sings softly

on the doors of the copper mountain, on the sides of the stone stronghold.

Now indeed the gates of the stronghold were moving, the iron hinges
starting.

Craftsman Ilmarinen, he indeed is there as the second man;

he greased the locks with fat, the hinges with lard

so that the doors would not creak or the hinges squeak.

He worked the locks loose with his fingers, raised the bolts with a grub hoe;

now he wiggled the locks to pieces, worked the solid doors open.

Then old Viinimdinen uttered these words:
“O you reckless son of Lempi, my best friend!
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Go take the Sampo, rip off the lid of many colors.”

Reckless Lemminkiinen, handsome man with a far-roving mind,

quick even if not ordered, spry even if not urged,

went to get the Sampo, to rip off the lid of many colors.

As he was walking there he said, as he was going he boasted:

“Whatever there may be of a fellow in me, of a man of Ukko in the boy,

let it budge that Sampo, turmn the lid of many colors

with the help of my right foot, with a touch of the heel of my boot.”

Lemminkiinen tried to budge it, budge it, tumn it;

he hugged the Sampo with his arms, kneeling on the ground he worked
away,

but the Sampo does not move at all, its lid of many colors not budge;

its roots were rooted nine fathoms deep.

At North Farm there is a fine steer  which is sturdy of body

with very solid flanks, with very fine sinews;

its horns are a fathom long, its muzzle one and a half fathoms thick.

He took the steer from the pasture, a plow from the edge of the field;

with that he plowed up the roots of the Sampo, the fastenings of the lid of
many colors.

The Sampo got to moving, the lid of many colors came loose.

Then old Viiniméinen, craftsman Ilmarinen the second,

reckless Lemminkiinen the third, conveyed the big Sampo

from the hill of rock at North Farm, from inside the copper mountain.

They take it into their boat, stowed it in their ship.

They got the Sampo into their vessel, the lid of many colors into their
ribbed ship;

they pushed the boat to the water,