
DİJİTAL KÜTÜPHANE KANALI

Keyifli Okumalar Dileriz
Binlerce kategoride milyonlarca PDF e-kitap, ders kitapları, dergiler ve romanlara platformumuz
üzerinden ücretsiz ulaşabilirsiniz.

RESMİ WEB SİTEMİZ

https://rantey.org

Yedek ve Duyuru Kanallarımız
Sitemize erişim engeli gelmesi veya adres değişikliği durumunda aşağıdaki kanallardan güncel giriş
adresine erişebilirsiniz:

• Telegram: https://t.me/birkitapbir

• WhatsApp Kanalımız : https://whatsapp.com/channel/0029VbDHv8uE50Us4IvMoc0Y

https://rantey.org
https://t.me/birkitapbir
https://whatsapp.com/channel/0029VbDHv8uE50Us4IvMoc0Y


Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



LIBRARY OF SELECTED SOVIET LITERATURE 

Hans Leberecht 
LIGHT IN KOORDI 

A No'Vtl 

ST.\LI� PRIZE 
1 r; i s 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



HANS LEBERECHT 

A NOVEL 

FOREIGN LANGUAGES PUBLISHING HOUSE 
Moscow 1951 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



TRANSLA TIOr; EDITED BY 

LEONARD S'l"OKLITSKY 

ILLUSTRATED ·AND DESIGNED BY 

E. OKAS 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



HANS LEBERECHT 
Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



CONTENTS 

CHAPTER ONE 9 
CHAPTER TWO 29 
CHAPTER THREE 45 
CHAPTER FOUR • 71 
CHAPTER FIVE 85 
CHAPTER SIX 97 
CHAPTER SEVEN 110 
CHAPTER EIGHT 124 
CHAPTER NINE 136 
CHAPTER TEN 153 
CHAPTER ELEVEN 163 
CHAPTER TWELVE 178 
CHAPTER THIR'rEEN 192 
CHAPTER FOURTEEN 202 
CHAPTER FIFTEEN 216 
CHAPTER SIXTEEJ.\" 231 
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 245 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN ()" � .::JO 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 273 
CHAPTER TWENTY 284 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 295 
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 309 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE • 330 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 341 
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 350 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 362 
CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN • 374 
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT . 385 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



Light in Koordi 

Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



CHAPTER. ONE 

The f amily at Vao farmstead had just 
finished a hearty breakfast in the large k itc h­
en. Johannes Vao's three strapping <laugh­
ters now rose from the table and immediately 
went out to attend to their duties. The young­
est, fifteen-year-old Linda, set about washing 
the floors-it wa s Saturday. 

Johannes' wife, Liina, a woman of power­
ful· build, moved busily about the kitchen. Her 
large white arms were b ar ed to the elbow, and 
everything she touched was galvanized into mo­
tion. The water splashed noisily into the iron 

pauldr9� for boiling potatoes for the pigs; tl)e 
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faggots in the stove crackled as the flame 
spread over ihem; the dishes slid with a clat­
ter into the basin of warm water; flour dust 
rose over the wooden dough mixer-today was 
bread:.baking day at the Vao farm. Liina 
splashed water over the cement floor, which 
bore many a trace of heavily-shod peasant 
boots, and mopped it dry in a minute. 

Only the master, Johannes Vao, a stockily­
built farmer with a big head set firmly on a 
short beefy neck, remained seated at the break­
fast table. He sat there placidly, his broad 
shoulders relaxed and his back slightly 
hunched, watching his wife's bustling activities 
with languid and appreciative interest. His eye 
followed the rivulet of dirty wa·ter that trickled 
to his feet from Liina's sweeping broom,· but 
he made rio attempt to move his feet out of the 
way. From the leisurely manner in which he 
laid out his tin of home-grown tobac<:o and 
lighter and took up his charred old pipe with 
the brnss band on the stem, Liina gathered that 
Johannes had no intention of getting up. so 
soon. 

"Peeter Tatrik is leading his stailion-to 
the smith's, I suppo�," she said in a shrill 
voice, glancing thrnugh the window - at the 
road, 
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"H'm, to the smith's?" her husband 
echoe{l musingly. "I didn't know he was plan­
ning-" -

"To have him shod," s.he said with deci­
sion. "The smith doesn't have much to do 
these days, and :r'atrik is taking advantage of 
the opportunity." 

Johannes was aware of a.• undertone of 
irony in Liina's voice obviously meant for him, 
but he only blew out a cloud of blue smoke 
and did not turn a hair. His mind was at ease. 
Indeed, what particular need was there to 
worry if a man's farming affairs were as good, 
if not in some wa·ys better, than his neigh­
bours'-had he not threshed his crops and 
autuinn-ploughed his land? And weren't the 
potatoes stowed away, neat and snug? True, he 
could make a trip to· the woods and fetch a 
cartload or two of faggots, or go to that same 
smith's and have runners put on his sledge, 
as had already been arranged. He could find 
something else to do, if it came to that, but 
was it worth doi"ng today, on a Saturday, when 
it was drizzling outside and so warm and cosy, 
inside,_ and so pleasant to watch his 'wife and 
daughters making short work of their domestic 
tasks?_ Besides; a man needed sometimes to sit 
.qiiieily;o¥er his pipe and think. That was what 
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tobacco was planted for-to give a man pleas­
ure. He, Johannes, took life leisurely, and 
surely that was not a bad thing. He was the 
head of a large, hard-working and close-knit 
familiy, and the grain in his barns lasted from 
harvest to harvest. Who coul<l sa,y that old 
Johannes' word was not vah!ed in the village 
of Koordi? It was highly respected. What better 
proof was needed than that he ha<l been elected 
to the land committee? He was, in a manner 
of· speaking, a public figure. 

He would go to the smith's when the rain 
stopped, and the faggots were better brought 
down by sledge. It was· good to live leisurely, 
to carefully consider a hundred times how and 
when best to slaughter a sheep, so that it wm 
have yielded the most wool and lambs , and yet 
not have tough meat. . . .  

Such were Johannes Vao's thoughts as he 
calmly puffed on his crackling pipe. Liina's 
shrill voice suddenly broke the smooth thread 
of his reflections: 

"Saamu's coming to pay us a call." 
"H'm,'' Johannes muttered with a note of 

interest in his voice as he stirred slightly in his 
seat. 

iA man in a hareskin winter cap with 
dangling ear flaps was coming down the edge 
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of the field from the neighbouring farmstead, 
whose wet galvanized iron roof gleamed dully 
above the fir trees. There was something odd 
and disturbing in the way he walked, carefully 
picking his way across the field with short 
steps, his head held high as though listening 
for something. 

"Probably something the matter with Anna 
Kurvest," Liina said with a sigh. "Poor 
woman. . . . Her sons are God knows where. 
And that Kurvest himself-where is he, why 
hasn't he come back?" 

"Huh, come back," Johannes said, smiling 
scornfully at his wife's innocence. "Too much 
on his conscience." He waved his hand and 
muttered, "He won't come back, not likely-if 
he's alive. They say he was last seen on Saare­
maa Island, but without his horse and cart and 
things." 

"I don't feel a bit sorry for olid Kurvest and 
his sons," Liina said with sudden wa,rmth, 
"it's Saamu I'm thinking about-where'll he 
go if his sister dies? I feel sorry about the farm 
too, with those relatives suddenly turning up 
and taking away the cows and pigs." 

"Yes, it's clear they're stripping the place," 
Johannes assented readily, with a nod. "Anna is 
ill, and as for Saamu-what does he care? The 
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pto�rty's not his anyway. I saw a cart down 
at their place-a new cart, and standing idle. 
l thought at the time: ours is pretty old-we've 
got to buy one .... You'll see, someone .will be 
taking a fancy to the cart too." 

Johannes eyed his wife with a !look of an­
noyance, angrily spat out the pipe juice and 
wound up on a note of decision: 

"No fea,r, I'll see to that." 
Meanwhile the man was drawing near. At 

the end of the field bound he hesitated a mo­
ment, then proceeded at a.slower pace through 
the plough-field. 

"He's .going too far to the right," Liina said 
anxiously. "He's heading straight for ou.: 
pond." 

A second later her shrill voice was heard 
shouting from the doorway: 

"Saamu, keep to the left! Head for the 
shed .... This way, Saamu!" 

Saamu stepped cautiously across the thresh­
old, and now that his whitish eyes gleamed 
dully for a moment in his afort, uplifted face, 
one could see that he was blind. 

His whole appearance, from the collar of 
his freshly-laundered shirt to his m�atly-laced 
leather sandals, breathed an air of cleanliness 
and tidiness. 
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"Good morning," Saamu said in a high 
tenor. "There aren't any strangers here, are 
there?'' 

He turned his blind eyes about shyly an<l 
questioningly. 

"Nobody but the master and I," Liina said, 
leading Saamu to the table. 

It was clear from the Vaos' friendliy recep­
tion that Saamu was a welcome guest in their 
home. 

But this time they did not hear the usual 
jokes from Saamu. He sat silent and grave; 
he had staidly laid his hareskin cap on his 
knees, and he stroked its fur with long, sen­
sitive fingers that were tipped with thick, horny 
nails. 

"Everything all right at home, Saaniu?" 
asked Liina. 

"No, it i1sn't," Saamu said quietl!y. "That's 
why I've come. Johannes, and you, Liina, I 
wanted to ask a favour-for your girls to har­
ness our white gelding and drive to town to 
fetch the doctor. I thought, now who can I 
go to?-I'll go and ask Johannes and 
Liina .... " 

Johannes began filling his pipe, and he 
was so absorbed in this occupation that he had 
no time to answer. 
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Liina broke the silence. "Is Anna worse?'' 

"She-she's driving it away," Saamu said 
in a fow voice, after a moment's hesitation. 

"Driving what away ?" Liina asked, startled. 
"With her hand-like this ... . " 

Saamu threw his head back slightly and as­
sumed a vacant expression, then slowly raised 
his hand to his eyes and moved it away with 
an effort, as though breaking an invisible 
web that covered his face. The action was 
copied with such reality that his hearers 
fioze into silence, and Liina sat with dilated 
eyes. 

Sensing the questioning glances upon him, 
Saamu explained; 

"She fumbles over the wall with her 
hand. . . . We must send for the doctor." 

"Today?" Johannes muttered with a glance 
at the window. 

"Yes, today," Liina answered for Saamu 
with decision, and the latter softly echoed: 

"Yes, today would be better . . .. " 

"v\Tell, if that's how it is, our Vilma will go, 
she can salt the cabbage afterwa,rds," Johannes 
decided. "Vilma will go with you and harness 
your old gelding and bring the doctor." 

But Johannes immediately changed his 
mind. The thought of the new cart at the Kur-

16 
Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



vest farm �ave him no peace. He said in a 

burst of generosity: 
" No, tha,t won t do, Vilma's a woman and 

she won't be able to manage it. This is an 
urgent case and the doctor will need persuad­
ing. Besides, your gelding Antu is too old, he 
won't get b�ck by evening. I'll ,go myself and 
harness my own horse , only I'H use your cart. 
We11, that's that! I'm going with you." 

And Johannes rose to accompany Saamu 
and harness his horse to Kurvest's cart. 

It was past noon when Johannes Vao drew 
up his horse, its coat glistening from the rain, 
in the Kurvest farmyard, 

·
and Dodor Tonis­

berg, a short elderly man in an olid-fashionedi 
wide-brimmed hat, shut the umbrella under 
which he had ridden all the way. He jumped 
nimbly from the cart and strode vigorously 
through the puddles with splashing galoshes 
toward the doorway in which Saamu stood 
bowing to him. 

This was jolly oldr Doctor T6nisberg, a, hale 
and hearty man on whose robust health time 
seemed to have no effect. Many an elder!� 
farmer, including Johannes himself, remem­
bered T6nisberg with temples that were begin� 
ning to siliver when they themselves were still 
beardless youths. Now, when Johannes' own 
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coarse thick hair was streaked with grey, the 
doctor's voice sounded as vigorous and cheery 
as before, and his firm cheeks were as ruddy 
as ever. It was probably this healthy flush on 
the doctor's cheeks more than anything else 
that inspired the local countryfolk with con­
fidence in his powers and skill. 

"Hullo, Saamu, how d'you do? You're not 
getting a day older either, I see. Yes, yes ... " 
the doctor's loud cheerful voice boomed in the 
kitchen, startling the silence of the place. A 
grey cat leapt off a chair and hid itself, and a 
white spitz dog with pointed ears sprang up 
and fell to barking loudly. . 

"Well, where's the patient, where's ·Anna 
Kurvest? Let's have a look at her, yes, yes . . . . 
Here?" he asked, straightway opening the door 
into the sickroom. 

Johannes took off his stiffened canvas 
waterproof, from which a pool of water in­
stantly formed on the floor, but kept _on his 
coat, for he would have lo drive the doctor 
back soon. Then he sat down by the table and 
pulled out his tobacco iin. 

He could hear Tonisberg's booming voice 
echoing through the rooms. 

"\Vell, where's my Anna, where's my pretty 
girl, let's see what they've done to he.r . . . .  I've 
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heard you, yes, so I have--remember it quit� 
\yell. You used to sing in old Schiits' choir· at 
the Mardi People's House. Yes, yes-you had 
a fine voice, an angelic voice, I should say­
to he sure .... But I hardly recognize you now. 
Well, well, let's see what the trouble is .... " 

The doctor's shouts gradually trailed off to 
barely audible muttering. He was answered by 
a weak feminine voice; when he heard it, 
Johannes shook _his head. 

Saamu, as he poured water on the doctor's 
small, hairy white hands· over the basin, 
listened intently to what he was saying, but the 
doctor spoke just ordinary and unimportant 
words from which it was difficult to make 
anything out. 

·"You still have summer flies· here, I see," 
he boomed, catching the drone of a solitary 
fly as he lathered his hands and splashed the 
water about. 

Tonisberg made out several prescriptions. 
When he had put his curlycue signature under 
the last one he lowered his voice and said to 
Saamu in a forceful tone that held a note of 
reproach: 

"There are people, my friend, who take 
their lives at onc·e, and there are others who 
go on for years .... " 
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Not understanding what the doctor meant, 
but feeling that he was alluding to his sister 
Anna, Saamu asked :  

"What is wrong with her ?" 
"Wrong with her? Everything and noth­

ing . ... Her heart's bad, of course. I've pre­
scribed wha·t's necessa.ry, yes , yes . . . . " 

The doctor then got up and put on his coat. 
From the passage, while Tonisberg was mak­
ing his way towards the cart, Johannes called 
out: "Wait a minute, doctor." He grasped 
Saamu by the sleeve and muttered: 

"I've been thinking some time . . . .  Now you 
have two carts, let's say .... ·what d'you need 
two for ?  "With you it's a case of never knowing 
what tomorrow will bring, and I've got to buy 
one. Why should I go to the market for a cart 
when we're neighbours?" 

"The carts aren't mine," Saa.mu answered 
in differently. 

"That's just it-they're not yours, they 're 
Kurvest's. But where's Kurvest?" Johannes 
rumbled gleefully, pressing Saamu against the 
boards of the passage wall with his powerful 
chest and breathing hotly down his neck. 
"Gone phut ! No more Kurvest l You tell Anna. 
If anything happens to her, they'll strip the 
place clean. And we're neighbours, after all. 
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I can pay something for it, a little cash, or 
flour, say .... " 

"I'll tell her," Saamu promised in the same 
indifferent tone. 

The doctor could be heard coughing im­
pati(!ntly in the cart out in the yard. 

"What's it matter to you? It isn't as if 
you're tied to the place," Johannes went on 
muttering as he plodded a.cross the yard in 
Saamu's wake. "You're alone in the world, a 
single soul in a clean shirt. The cart is Kur­
vest's, but Kurvest has gone phut! And a cart's 
a piece of property." 

Saamu thanked the doctor in a melodious 
voice for having come ail that way from town 
for the sake of them, common folk. He hoped 
the doctor wouldn't be angry, but he had put 
some bacon and a bag of white flour in the 
cart, under the tarpaulin, just here .... He had 
wanted to -put some eg.gs in too, but he hadn't 
been able to find any lately-the hens were 
hiding them, or perhaps it was the polecats .... 
He hoped the doctor wouldn't take offence.: .. 

"Now, now, that's entirely unnecessary," 
the doctor said with a -wry face. Feeling the 
sizable proportions of the parcel wrapped up 
in the sack, he thought to himself: "\Vhy, he's 
put a whole side in here ... .'' 
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While Johannes busied himself around the 
horse, the doctor turned to Saamu's grave up­
lifted face and hurriedly repeated his instruc­
tions, then he sighed and shook the blind man·s 
cold hand. 

"Never mind, old man .. . .  Yes, yes .... " 
The cart rolled out of the yard with a soft 

rustle and here and there a rattling over the 
stones. 

"You tell Anna!" Johannes shouted, look­
ing back. "I'll keep the cart in the meantime." 

The sound of the wheels died away in the 
distance, and the wind could now be heard rum­
maging about the corners of the buildings and 
whispering in the fir hedge around the house. 
A fine drizzle fell from the bleak October sky. 

Saamu stood for a \vhile with arms dropped 
by his sides, listening to the wind. Then he 
went into the house, where it seemed especially 
quiet after the doctor's loud voice. The shad­
ows of autumn dusk gathered quickly. 

Saamu resumed his interrupted workday 
fa.sks. He lit a lantern and placed it on a b€nch. 
A blind man would hardly be expected to nee<l 
a light, but the fact of the matter was that 
Saamu was not compfoiely blind. He could "see 
shadows," as the people say. Though his eyes 
were covered with a lifeless film, they were 

22 
Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



dimly sensitive to the sunlight, and he could 
see .the light in the windows and a lamp on 
dark evenings ; he was even able to tell time by 
the sun. 

There was a good deal of work to do in 
the house, for it was nearly a year now that 
he had been the only workman on the Kurvest 
farm, once the most prosperous in the village. 
Although that year had played sad havoc with 
the farm, and much of its property had im­
perceptibly melted away, the work was more 
than enough for one man, especially for a man 
so handicapped as Saamu. 

He lit the fire in the hearth, carried in 
water and filled the cauldron and placed it on 
the fire to warm ; he chopped up potatoes into 
big tubs for the cows and pigs and added flour 
and hot water. \Vhen the feed was ready, he 
picked up the- lantern and went out to the 
cattle shed. 

The ''ide door of the shed opened with a 

creak. The spacious da·rkness met Saamu with 
soft rustlings and the smells of chaff and straw . 
Sensing a human presence, the horse began lo 
neigh loudly, a cock crowed and a pig grunted 
sharply. 

· 

If anyone had seen Saamu here in the 
came shed, in the dim light of the lantern, he 
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would have stood long in amazement watching 
how ably and lovingly the blind man filled the 
cows' cribs with hay, and scratched each of 
their soft pendulous necks, how he s·earched 
in the armful of hay he had brought for a tuft 
of clover and carried it to the lips of old Antu, 
ran his fingers over the horse's shaggy forelock 
and pulled out several clinging burs of burdock. 
Everyone would have been astonished to see 
the broad kindl<y smile that appeared on his 
face when he spoke to the gelding: 

"Well, Antu, my wedding horse, what are 
we going to do?" 

And he began to brush down Antu with a 
currycomb. His face wore a look of utter peace 
and placidity, as though ii was not on this ac­
cursed farm he· lived, as though Anna were 
not seriously ill . . . . Yet he loved Anna dearly! 

Saamu forgot none of the animals. Plodding 
back and forth across the muddy yard, he car­
ried up hogwash in buckets for the pigs, then 
fed and watered the sheep. After that he milked 
the cows, strained the milk in the kitchen, 
and poured some of it into a saucer for the 
grey cat and the white spitz Miki. All this 
kept him busy a good few hours, and it had 
grown quite dark when Saamu, after tidying 
up the kitchen and washing his hands, entered 
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his sister's room and callied into the darkness 
in his mellow voice: 

"Now we'll soon have a light . . . . " 

He lit the lamp on a small bedside table. 
The pale, sickly face of a woman floated out 

of the gloom. Now, when ill-health ha<l taken 
its toll of Anna, it was difficult to guess her 
age; but she was by no means an old woman 
yet, and once she must have been good-looking. 

"I don't need the light," Anna answered 
quietly, without stirring. 

The light was dully reflected in the polished 
curves of the furniture.  There were no ugly 
or cheap things in this room, unl�ss it were 
Saamu's shabby jacket and the sandals on his 
feet. He himself seemed out of place here, 
though neither Anna, nor this furniture, nor 
the farm itself could do without Saamu-no, 
they certainly could not. . . .  

''I',ve brought you some warm milk," Saamu 
said. 

_"I don't want any," Anna replied in a weak 
voice. She answered slowly, as though it cost 
her an effort to speak. 

Paying no heed to what she said, Saamu 
laid the little table at the head of the bed, plac­
ing on it a white jug of milk, a saucer of honey 
and a fresh bun. Then, although there were 
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a sofa and upholstered armchairs in the room, 
he brought in a rickety old stool from the 
kitchen and sat down on it at the foot of the 
bed in silence ..  

There was utter stillness, and only Saamu's 
keen sense of hearing could detect any sounds 
of life. Something creaked somewhere-Saamu 
knew it was the weathercock turning on the 
roof; there was a 1ight thud in the kitchen­
that was the cat pouncing upon a mouse; 
something scratched against the window-and 
Saarnu guessed that it was the branch of the 
rnapie swaying in the wind and grazing the 
pane. Then a shuffling sound was heard in 
the room itself. Anna had lately been making 
a strange movement, which Saarnu had so 
faithfully copied at the Vaos'. She raised a ter­
ribly emaciated hand to her eyes, surveyed it 
for a long time, then tore it away from her 
face as though breaking some invisible web. 
\Vhen her arm dropped it grazed the wall and 
produced that odd shuffling sound. 

• "Have something to eat,'' Saamu said softly. 
The saucer tinkled. Anna forced herself to 

take a few swallows of milk and then put the 
glass down with a shudder. 

There was silence again. Again a sound: a 
reg-.il•ar tapping as of someone timidly asking 
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admission-that was Miki's tail beating rhyth­
mically on the floor as he scratched himself. 

"Sa.a.mu," said Anna, and Saamu caught a 
new and puzzling note in her voice--"my 
burial dress is in the wardrobe, in the card­
board box .... " 

Saamu opened his mouth to answer, but no 
words came. He wanted to say that the doctor 
had prescribed sure medicines and promised to 
cure Anna·-good oid Doctor Tonisberg; it 
wasn't for nothing that Saamu had put a side 
of bacon for him in the cart-a good twenty 
pounds, if anything. But Saamu, accustomed 
as he was all his life to facing facts squarely in 
alil their stark truth and wisdom, could not say 
this, still less to his own sister who was pre­
paring to depart this house. 

"Saamu,'' said Anna, "while I'm ali\•e, you 
take Mart's 

·
bliack woollen coat, it's still stnnly 

and good, and take his brown leather top boots 
too. You'll get ten years' wear out of them." 

\Vhat he heard was so unexpected aiFI as­
tounding that Saamu could hardly believe his 
E:ars. Just think of that-Kurvest's magnificent 
coat, whose cloth was softer than the velvety 
lips of the old geld ing Antu-there was no finer 
coat in a11 the village! And those wonderful 
brown boots with double soles of spirit-soaked 
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leather, with ha·rd tops! Wnata figure he would 
cut in that baronial outfit, he, old Saamu­
why, the wh<;>le village would laugh at him! 

A.nd despite the solemnity of the moment, 
his face involuntarily expanded in a grin, 
which he covered with his hand. 

"Saamu," Anna said in a faint voice. "you 
take it, I order you to. You've been working 
twenty yea•rs for Mart-and bl-blind .... " 

She began gasping for breath. 
"Now, now," Saamu murmured soothingly, 

"you mustn"t upset yourself .... " 

Again there was silence, this time a long 
one. Anna did not notice that the lamp had 
begun to smoke and was sooting the chimney. 
Still less could Saamu notice this. 

"Saarnu," �,\nna began in a voice of deep 
sadness, "you know, we've had a poor, hard 
life on this farm. I thought it would he better, 
but-you see yourself .... " 

Saamu frowned and stirred uncomfortably. 
He could not follow his sister's train of thought. 
He disliked distressing conversations. He sat 
on for a while longer, then got up. 

"Blow out the lamp,'' Anna said in a life­
less voice. "Take the milk too." 

Saamu cleared the table and put out the 
lamp. Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



CHAP TER '!'WQ 

And: Anna Kurvest was left alone with her 
thoughts in the deep gloom of the October 
night that had descended upon the farmstead. 
She lay motionless, staring wide-eyed into. the 
darkness for long dreary hours, thinking and 
thinking till daybreak came and she fell into 
a short troubled sleep. 

She had been iil for about a year, and it 
wa:s difficult to say what the trouble was. It 
was a kind of slow general decline-a com­
plete lack of appetite and utter apathy, weak­
ness and at times heari attacks when she had 
the horrible sensation that her heart ceased to 
beat, when her breath failed her and every­
thing s'vam before her eyes. She suffered, 
moreover, from insomnia and there was, al­
ways a sickening dryness in her mouth. 

She first took to bed from rn.�rvous shock 
caused by the turbulent events of that Septem­
ber night a year before when fighting was 
going on close at hand amid heavy gunfire, 
and the Germans began retreating in panic. 
They had taken two horses from the stable, 
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and the third, a fine stallion, Mart had hitched 
for himself. His jaw sagging, he had hastily 
stuffed things into suitcases with trembling 
hands-suits,. the clock that stood on the table, 
underwear and even his fur coat, though the 
weather was warm, and had rushed away in 
the wake of the Germans. The most powerful 
man in the district had fled like a thief that 
stormy night, saying to his wife in parting: 

"You'll answer lo me for the safety of 
everything here." 

It had been as frightful as though the walls 
of Kurvest farm had suddenly fallen in-that 
bastion whose strength Anna had taken for 
grante<l in her childhood, when she padded 
barefoot over the cold, hard-packed earthen 
floor in the home of her father, Kaarel Lomp. 
The people ca1led him Cotter Kaarel, because 
he lived in a cot on another man's land and 
worked for other men on horses tha.t did not 
belong to him. Most of the farmers in the vil­
lage hired Cotter Kaarel's children as cow­
herds. Anna, too, had be€n a cowherd for ten 
years, until she turned eighteen. Although 
those had been years of cold and hunger, they 
were, perhaps, the happiest years of her life. 
So Anna thought now. But she had not thought 
so then, when she had dreamt of riches. 
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If Kaarel had had money, the floor in their 
room· would have been a warm, wooden one, 
and not of earth. 

, If there had been money in her father's 
house, the doctors in the university town of 
Tartu would have cured her brother Saamu, 
who began to go blind becaus·e of walleye at 
the age of seven. And he would have seen the 
light, Saamu would. 

If Pee ler Sa.rapik, their quiet, hard-working 
neighbour, had had the money when it was 
needed-and not so mu{'.h, either, only a hun­
dred crowns-he wouid have saved hi� farm. 
:But he did not have the money, he was in ar­
rears, and so his house and land were sold at 
auction and he himself went mad. "There is 
a great power in riches if a man's life can be 
saved at the cost of a hundred crowns," 

thought Anna. 
At the age of nineteen Anna was found to 

have a voice. Upon hearing her the church 
choirmaster, old Sexton Nordal, was moved to 
tears and told her: 

"Verily, you can �ecome the church's 
flute .... " 

She began to sing in the church choir and 
afterwards in the choir of the People's House 
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under the schoolmaster Schiits. Among musical 
amateurs in villages far and wide Anna be­
came famed for her voice. 

Anna's ·beauty blossomed forth in those 
years. Surprisiugly enough, on the meagre 
crust of the cowherd-but blossom forth it 
did. At parties the village lads began showing 
her marks of attention. Then Mart Kurvest, 
who had inherited the richest farm in Koordi 
upon his father's death, took notice of her. 
Anna did not like him. She did not like him 
for his unpleasant grnting voice, hi'> fussiness 
and his swaggering manner. No marf:ter where 
and with whom he spoke Mart would always 
talk about himself, just as in discussing the 
crop prospects he had in mind only the wheat 
on his own fields. 

In appearance Mart wa� unprepossessing, 
wi th a disjointed body that reminded one of a 
badly-folded carpenter',s rule. The impression 
was due to his slightly bandied legs and his 
crooked arms, which he held away from his 
body. But then-each of his pedigree cows was 
worth more than everything Cotter Ra.a.re! 
owned. He had three men like Kaareli and two 
girls working on his farm. While Kat).rel was 
unable to put a roof on the cowshed which he 
had begun to build long ago, Mart was build-
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ing a new house. And what a house! It was 
the same house in which ��nna now lay dying. 
It had been bailt when she was twenty, the 
walls made of the finest grade of timber, the 
roof covered not with shingle or even slating, 
but \Vith galvanized iron , and the stoves in the 
rooms faced with real white Swedish tiles and 
not with clay ones or wiih iron. There were 
four rooms in the house, a large celilar, a wind 
motor, anclr a sturdy barn and sheds that would 
stand a hundred years. There were twenty 
cows and five horses in the sheds . ... Now that 
was a house for you, that was a farm, thai was 
wealth ! Did this noi: rna·ke up for ·all rvfarfs 
fauits ? Anna had thought that it did. , . . 

Carne the moment when Mart squeezed her 
hand hard and, breathing heavily, said: 

"Anna, what do you say to putting our 
loaves on the same shelf?" 

Anna paled and became grave, but she did 
not withdraw her hand. 

What loaf could she, the daughter of that 
poorest of men, Cotter Kaarel, place on the 
shelf of the Kurvest farmstead by the side of 
Mart's rich wheaten bread? Only her beauty 
and youth. If a hundred crowns was enough 
t6 save the life of a man, what was her beauty 
worth in compa1rison with the cost of that 
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richest of farms where- there was not a thing 
worth less than a hundred? She would per­
suade Mart to take her poor brother Saamu 
into the house. Let there }Je a warm corner 
for him too on the Kurvest farm. Was it not 
a good deed she woulid do for her blind brother 
Saamu ? 

So Anna had thought. 
God knows that she did not love Mart Kur· 

vest, and she could not make herself love him. 
His grating voice bored into her brain and 

his idle chatter ahd womanish fussiness 
wearied her. His ways and habits 1grew repul­
sive to her. He liked to h3!ve his 'back scratched 
before going to sleep and would waken his 
wife in the middle of the night and make her 
bring him some smoked fish or freshly-pick­
led cucumbers-he was a glutton and was fond 
of having something to chew on in bed at 
Illight. 

Not everything turned out the way Anna 
had thought and hoped it would. She now had 
fine dresses-but Mart had forbidden her to 
sing in the choir or anywhere else. 

"I won't have those fools goggling at you," 
he said, and not even the schoolmaster Schiits, 
who did not want to lose the best singer in his 
choir, could talk him out of his dedsion. 
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"A wife should be rich or at any rate 
pretty," Mari was fond of saying, thus hinting 
that he looked upon beauty as capital. Of what 
use was a wife's beauty if he couldn't do what 
he wanted vvith it ? 

Things did not tum out altogether well 
wHh Saamu either. Mart took him in, it is 
true, but it somehow happened that the blind 
relative was given a place to sleep in the barn 
during the summer and in the cattle kitchen 
during the winter. He spent most of his time 
out m the farmyard and in. the Kurvest cattle 
sheds where he helped Mart's farm hands tend 
the animals, or he hoed in the vegetable gar­
den where he separated the weeds from the 
seedlings with groping hands. He worked from 
morning till evening. 

Anna gave birth to two sons-Gustav and 
Robert. She woulld scan their faces eagerly, 
as though expecting to find in them something 
she had lost, perhaps her own self. She looked 
in vain. . . . Even the children on this farm 
grew and developed according to some special 
law of their own, and did not resemble the 
children in her father's home. It was as though 
the very walls of the Kurvest farm exercised 
a mysterious power over people's souls. 

She caught the resemblance to Mart in her 
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eldest son Robert when, barely able to stand 
on ills own little bandy legs, he used to bran­
dish his spoon fo hit the cat on the head, and 
when he snivelled and whimpered from morn­
ing till night. 

The worst of it all was that Mart liked it. 
"The master is awakening in him," he said 

approvingly. 
And as the younger son, Gustav, too grew 

older, Anna ever more ofien said to herself:. 
"l\1ar tl" 

The yea,rs went by and the children grew 
up. The younger boy wore a Gymnasium cap 
and the elder swaggered about in a red uni­
form with aiguilleUes-a private in the cavalry 
regiment where he was going through his 
term of military service. Her sons grew to 
manhood, became more polished than "their 
father, but nothing altered. They remained the 
children of Mart of the Kurvest farm. 

Not even work, though it was now her only 
comfort in life, brought Arma any satisfa.ciion. 
She constantly felt she was wo:rking not for 
herself, but for the farm, for the master, like 
Saamu and the other farm hands in the house. 
Sometimes she would wonder whether she 
really wa·s the mistress of a rich farm andr not 
just a farm hand on it. 
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No, Mart Kui·vest's wealth was nQt omnip­
otent. It had not brought Anna ordinary 
human happiness. 

Anna thought she could see faint cracks in 
the solid found.::.tion of the Kurvest farmstead. 
They soon became visible to Mad as well, who 
seemed to have discovered them quite suddenly. 
The year 1940 came like a boH out of the 
b1'ue of the clear June sky. 

There was a change of government. . .. 
A sharp charige took place in the country­

side, something totally new, as though the 
narrow little 

-
Koordi running thrrnugh the Kur­

ves.t meadows, a stream \vhich had never over­
flowed even during the high-waiter season, had 
now suddenly burst its banks. Burst its banks 
and flooded the meadows and hollows, rushing 
on in a powerful torrent that threatened to 
sweep- away the foundations of such bastions 
as the farmstead of Mari: Kurvest. The farm­
stead alr€ady quivered under the powerful im­
pact. 

The first Soviet newspapers pu'blished in 
TaJlfon stated in black and white that the 
poorest farm labourers would be able to re­
ceive land. 

"Oh, did you hear-they're going to give 
us- land!" Semidor, that eternally · 1uckiless 
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peasant, cried excitedly in his squalid shack, 
then clapped his old felt hat on his head and 
ran off to Kukk the shopkeeper for a nf':ws­
paper. 

"Land?" the lifelong farm labourers 
Maasalu and Taaksalu and scores of their like 
throughout the district of Koordi asked eagerly, 
with hope in their voice. 

"Land?!" roared Mart Kurv€St, crumpling 
up the newspapers and dashing them on the 
floor in a passion of fury. "A hundred naU:s in 
their coffin, not land!" he stormed, his face 
purple with rage. 

But of what avail were Kurvest's ravings 
when the very foundations of the farm were 
being sapped? Forty hectares of his fields 
passed over to peasants who had little land. 
What made Mart most indignant was the fact 
that this transfer W3!s carried out by the land 
surveyor who had so often been his guest and 
enjoyed his hospitality. And whom had he 
transferred it to? He could understand a beg­
gar like that farm hand l\faasalu getting it. He 
was of the kind who had l�fted their heads 
unider this new Soviet power, and you couldn't 
expect anything else from men like Maasalu. 
But that surveyor had gone and transferred 
land to his neighbours, Tatrik and Meisterson, 
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and even that slyboots Johannes Vao had 
grabbed two hecta•res of hl� meadowland. 

"The bastards ! Damned wolves !" swore 
Mart. "And that's neighbours for you-how 
many times we shared the same bottle ! And 
now they're like dogs, trying to bite into your 
leg from around a corner. They'd be glad to 
tear out a piece of flesh . . . . " 

Yes·, that was when the cracks started to 
run acrosS' the foundations of the Kurvest 
farm, and it did not really get back on its feet 
even when the little Koordi appeared to have 
slipped back into its cus tomary channel and 
German soldiers amused themselves by catch­
ing crayfish in if, when talk o.f freedom and 
happiness was hushed alil round and men 
spoke no more about rights to the land and a 
free life. Now Anna's sons, Gustav and Robert, 
wore the green uniforms of' noncoms in the 
German SS troops. Mart recovered his fields 
and meadows from Maasalu, Meisterson and 
Tatriik and all the others, and had three prison­
ers of war working on his farm. 

But Anna no longer believed in the farm's 
power, because her husband, so it seemed to her, 
was nDw himself a prey to strange anxieties ; 
for all that, he gave himself a ferocious air and 
even twk part in raids, armed with a rifle. 
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But the more truculent Mart pretended 
to be the deeper did he sink into the morass. 
And then blood was shed. ivfa.rt shot one of the 
war prisoners in his field. 

"It's because he attempted to escape," lYiart 
expliained to "his fellow villagers . 

Vlas it really an attempt to es,cape ? The 
question was never cleared up . Opinions in ihe 
village differed, but most people were inclined 
to put the murder down to Mart's vile temper, 
for he had been displeased at the way the war 
prisoners were working. 

A week later one of the \var prisoners re­
ally managed to make his escape, and Mart, 
fearing vengea."'lce, began to lock himsf'lf up 
securely at night. However, he brought a 
slaughtered hog down to the commandant and 
asked for more war prisoners . After all, some­
one had to do the work on �.fart's fields. Mart 
got himself enmeshed more and more. 

Then came the news thf:.t his younger son 
Gustav had been killed at the front, near 
Narva. Mart received the news with surprising 
composure, as though he hftd had a presenti­
ment of ·disaster. He ':_Vas expecting vengeance. 

The cracks widened right up to the night 
\vhen the end came. 
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\Vha.t vrns it he had said at parting ? 
"You'll answer to me for the safety of 

everything here . . . .  " 

She had hardly been a good caretaker, 
Anna thought. After she lost faith '.in the 
power of the Kurvest farmstead, she had be­
come indifferent to its fate. 

Some rdatives of her husband's, whose ex­
istence Anna had never suspected, turned up 
and remembere_d various old debts. They took 
several co-ws a\vay--"it will be hard now for 
Saamu to manage the farm afone," they had 
said. 

Anna gradually got used to H .  
The neighbours, too, whose honesty Anna< 

had never doubted, made free with Mart's 
property and had no qual;ms about it. She did 
not think any the worse of them for it. In 
Koordi aU men who wished to grow rich did 
likewise-Anna understood that. That was 
how the Kurvests too had come by their 
wealih-that power in 'vhieh Anna had once 
ha,d such impiicit faith. 

Anna had done the same thing herself. 
\Vhen paying the day labourers hadn't she 
tried to palm off sewnd-grade or even mil­
dewed flour instead of the first-grade flour 
agreed upon ? And ha<ln't she given them the 
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leane.st pork and mutton, a..Tld the pieces with 
the mqst bone? 

After living a quarter of a century with 
Mart Kurvest she had in the end ceased to 
notiee her brother Saamu's affliction, ceased 
to see his uncomplaining labour and even 
used to grumble and shout at him when he 
moved too slowly w!th his pails. Impercep­
tibly, life on the Kurvest farmstead had made 
her in the ima1ge of her husband-Mart Kurvest. 

And onl1y now, when illness was consuming 
Anna and it was too late to make any amends, 
when Anna was preparing to depart this 
house, did she for the first time in many and 
many a year notice with anguish the broken 
sandals on her brother's feet and th e jacket 
with holes in the elbows, fit to be cast to a 
beggar, did she notice that he had grown older, 
Saamu had, and stooped. And seeing this, she 
realized with fright that she was to blame; 
perhaps no less to blame for Saamu's fate 
than Mart Kurvest himself . In her heart she 
had wished her brother well, but in reality 
she had helped to make him a· lifelong farm 
hand. The consciousness o:f this burned into 
her soul, like a coal: snatched from the stove 
smoulders . in one's palm. This is why the bus­
tI:ing of the neighbours about her farmstead aind 
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property now left Anna indifferent. Other 
thoughts occupied and tormented her mind. 

She raked up all the memories of the past. 
So would some old maid on a poor farm pick 
out of her chests' and drawers all the belong­
ings treasured up during a lifetime, shake the 
dust from them, and not find a single thing of 
any use-nothing to please the eye, all drab 
and dowdy and! poor, unwanted and worthless. 

Where then was the �herished treasure 
that would make life not lived in vain? 

How, oh how had it happened that Anna, 
the b eautiful Anna who had it in .her to bring 
peopl!e joy, had brought love and joy lo none 
and knew them not herself, and no one loved 
her ! 

The pink wizened face of the old choir­
master Schi.i.ts floats up before Anna's eyes out 
of a thick mist . There is· a smell of kerosene 
in the dimly-lit hall of the People's Home. It 
is some kind of holiday-how many round 
and rosy girlish faces there are, and liads from 
the most distant farms in mwy-blue. suits ! 
What a crowd fills the hall today ! 

Anna keeps a nervous eye on the teacher's 
baton. Now he has waved il l  Whose silvery 
voice is that soaring triumphantly over the 
other voices, beating against the windows like 
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a bird that has flo\vn in from the outs,ide 
world? Can that be Anna ? Yes, of course, it 
is her voice. She sees joy in the shining eyes 
of old SchiHs, admiration on the faces of the 
people in the p acked hall . 

It i'> a strange song, an old folk s,ong com­
posed in the days of baronial tyranny. A li.ght, 
airy refrain, but the words are sad : 

Midri-the bird, is ominous : 
Awful its wings of iron, 
D eadly its brass-·wrought talons. 
Great is the harm it's done u s :  
Pecking our garden currants, 
Rooting up every carnation. 

The chorus sings with abandon, but force­
fully: 

D�ep in the woods has it lost itself . . .  
Spread out your nets to eniangle it. 

And Anna, with shining eyes, ready as i t  
were to seize the bird Midri, stands out sharp· 
ly with her clear and powerful soprano, sing· 
ing with fervour : 

Spread out your clapnets to capture it. 

People had loved Anna ihen ! But she had 
left old Schiits' choir; had withdrawn from 
people and lhereby ruined her life. Ücretsiz PDF Kitap Arsivi - https://rantey.org



C H A P T E R  T H R E E  

It's a grand fee1ing to come back to your 
old home and take up your work where you 
left off. But no less joyous is the return to 
your native parts knowing that you are going 
to build that honie anew from start to finish, 
from the first porch siep to the last brick of 
the hearth chimney. 

What matter that you possess nothing now, 
not even a best shirt to wear on Sundays, that 
only the bare necessities are packed away in 
your knapsack? ·why does this not trouble 
you, whence this joyous and carefr·ee heart, 
as if you were the happiest man in the world? 

You are thirty-two, in the prime of life, re­
turning home a victor from the Great Patriotic 
War. Life has taught you to have faith in your 
own powers. 

Few of the passengers ail: the Tallinn sta­
tion on the narrow-gauge railroad paid any 
attention tha.t cold December evening to the 
short, well-knit figure of a man of over thirty 
wearing an army uniform without the shoulder 
straps, when he enteN�d the narrow crowd-
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ed carriage. Throwing his lrnapsack up on 
the shelf, he asked leave of a s tout peasant 
woman in a bright woollen shawl to sit dowri 

beside her.  
When the man took off his warm army 

cap, which still bore the clear impress of the 
star insignia:, and slowly unbuttoned his great­
coat, he became remarkably like the peasants 
sitting in the railway carriage. The same rug­
ged, strongly-moulded features with a searcp­
ing look of gua,rded interest, and eyebrows and 
thick hair much fairer than his red weather­
beaten cheeks and nose. He sat peasant-wise, 
too, securely in his seat and slightly hunched, 
and even lit his cigarette the way they did, 
carefully shielding the flame of the match in 
his cupped hands, though there was neither 
wind nor snow here to .gua,rd against. 

Few took notice of the man, but he gazed 
hungrily at everybody with light eyes that 
seemed to have thawed and warmed in the 
crowded carriage. 

Paul Runge, honourable discharge papers 
in his pocket, was returning home. 

The little steam engine, belching thick 
brown shale smoke, crawled from station to 
station, toiled doggedly up inclines and rattled 
swiftly down the gradients, the narrow boxlike 
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carriag€S swaying and throwing passengers 
against one another as in ao streetcar. 

The train made long halts at the stations, 
so long that at one of them a peasant of 
gigantic stature in, a sheepskin jacket, with 
a fur cap jammed down over his ears, man­
aged to make an unhurried round of all the 
carriages, addressing to the stuffy warmth 
behind the op�n doors one and the same ques­
tion : 

"ls Juku Lukk here ? "  
Coming to the locomotive, h e  said i n  a 

puzzled tone to the engine driver who had 
come out for a smoke: 

"Juku Lukk hasn't arrived . . . .  " 

To which the engine driver made reply : 
"No, I don't remember seeing him at the 

station. I guess he·u come tomorrow . . . .  " 

Paul Runge, observing this scene, smiled fo 
himself. It was all so familiar. There was 
nothing surprising in the fact that the engine 
driver knew both Juku Lukk and the giant in 
the fur cap. The engine drivers here · knew 
passengers who got on at the wayside stations . 
And the old country;vomen in bright woollen 
shawls who drove up to the train in sledg� 
drawn by sleek horses knew the engine drivers 
by sight. 
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Runge, too, recognized these old women 
w'ho rode up �n rug-covered sledges to meet 
their relatives, just as he recognized the tidy 
little stations- and the <listant village lights 
twinkling with a homely welcome amid the 
blue winter fields flanked by copses. 

This was li.ome . . . . 
Paul Runge's neighbour, a fat jolly farmer 

broiling in his fur vest, unearthed a bottle from 
the depths of his bulging knapsack and p assed 
it around ,the group of men. He ceremoniously 
offered it to Paul first. 

"You've made a long journey," he said 
good-naturedly. 

Paul took a swig, and his spirits rose still 
higher. 

A passenger related the adventures of a 
forester named Juhan Kilk, a stranger to Paul. 
The forester thought he had come upon the 
den of a bear-a little pillar of vapour rose 
from a snowdrift among the thickets. He re­
pori:ed this to the local millowner, who was 
a passionate hunter. That gentleman paid a 
hundred crowns into the treasury for ·the right 
to kill the bear. Juhan Kilk led the hunter and 
his boon companions to the bear's den to secure 
the bearskin. It turned out, however, that it 
wasn't a bear breathing under the snow at all-
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it was a stream. . . . The huntsmen drowned 
their sorrow in liquor. And then the mill owner, 
hearing a noise in the underbrush, caught 
sight of a bear and diseha,rged his gun at it. 
But it wasn't a bear, it was, Juhan Kilk who 
had gone aside to relieve himself. The gentle­
man begged Kilk's pardon for the trouble and 
tipped him a crown. 

"Still, the forester's pants were a hundred 
times cheaper than a bearskin under the 
clique* . . .  " the narrator, a bald old man with a 

vivacious faee and a roguish narrowed eye, 
said with a wink. 

Then someone in the carriage struck up a 
song : 

In Vii.ndra woods, in Parnumaa county, 
uhaidee, uhaida, 

They shot an old bear and killed him right there, 
uhaidee, uhaida . . .  

His neighbours caught up the song, and 
along with them Paul Runge. Then they sang 
"The Boatman of Viljandi" and "Kusta Har­
nessed the \Vhite Horse." At the next big sta­
tion someone brought in another bottle of wine. 
Everyone took a swig at it and related some 

* Name given to the bourgeois Estonian govern · 
men!. 
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amusing story or incident from life, as befits a 
convivial company during a journey. iA.ctually, 
every trifle related here was worth pondering 
over, for no matter how funny it was, there 
was always something sad in it, as is often the 
case in life. 

They travelled all night. Many passengers 
got off during the journey, but others took 
their place, and as there were many acquaint­
ances among them the company held together . 

Day was breaking when the train stopped 
at Pau� Runge's station. He buttoned up his 
greatcoat and put on his cap. 

"Is your farm here ? "  his neighbour asked 
hiID.. � 

"Er-yes . . .  " Pau� Runge said hesitatingly. 
No rug-covered sledge drawn: by a sleek 

stallion met him at the station-he had no one 
to meet him-but that could not mar his hap­
py moed. His spirits were bright and clear as 
that sunny Decerr..ber day. He strode quickly 
down the broad smooth-packed road, gazing 
about him with a keen, attentive eye. This was 
a familiar road . . . .  Over there, where it forked, 
stood an ancient half-ruined inn, roughly built 
of flagstones. Beyond it was a sharp bend with 
a bridge flung across the narrow iittle Koordi, 
and a water mill right at the edge of the road . 
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Before the war he, Paul Runge. used to come 
there to mill Kurvest's wheat. 

Farther his path took him past the stone 
building of the oid manor-its white colon­
nade was dearly visible through the winter 
trees of the park. The park was filled with the 
merry cries of romping children. "Probably a 
school here now," Paul surmised. Not far 
from the grange was the building of the dis­
trict executive commitiee ; its Red Flag could 
be seen from the roadway. 

"I'll drop in there tomorrow," Paul de­
cided. "Have a look round first . . . .  " 

He turned off the roa<l, and .ten minutes 
later stood before a squat stone house badly 
in need of whitewacshing. In single-storied flag­
stone dwellings like this one the squires' 
housekeepers, gardeners and menials used to 
live. Paul entered the wide courtyard. The 
ringing sound of iron being hammered came 
through the open dooi· of the shed. Fresh 
horse <lung lay steaming under the little win­
dow of the cattle shed. 

Paul Runge knocked at the heavy door. It 
slowly swung open, revealing on the threshold 
a man of medium height with a well-built 
figure that s eemed to be all thews and sinews, 
holding a pair of tongs . He coolly regarded 
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the newcomer for a minute or so, then calmly 
threw over his shoulder into the room : 

"Paul Runge has come back. Come in, 
Paul." 

"How do you do, Kaarel l\faasalu,' '  Paul 
said. 

It was some\vha<t smoky in the large, dark­
ish kitchen. A fire crackled in the hearth, 
round which two women were busy. One of 
them Paul recognized as !l\.lviina, MaasaliU's 
wife. The other was old Metta, Kristjan Taak­
salu's mother. 

The women moved up a chair for the guest. 
"I have horseshoes in the fire," Maasalu 

said with a nod at the tongs. "We're shoeing 
the horse. I'll soon be finished, don't take any 
notice of me. Take your co�t off, sit down. 
We'll soon have dinner." 

"Go ahead," Paul answered with a laugh. 
"I'll sit and watch." 

He was the same Kaarel. It wasn't his 
habit to grow excikd. He spoke as though they 
had never parted and had only just sa•wn up 
a gigantic pine tree in the Vodja woods where 
they had worked together all winter on a 
crosscut saw, felling trees in the white winter 
thickets. At noon Kaarel, with a glance at the 
sky, woulld slap his mittens together and say : 
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"Time to get the bread out of the bag. 
We're going to have lunch." 

They would place black barley coffee on 
the smouldering fire, and take a round coun­
try loaf, salted fish and a chunk of pork out 
of the canvas· food bag. The bread, which was 
stale and as ha'1'd as a board, they would cut 
up thick with a sharp Finnish knife, and cut 
the pork, as salty as codfish, into thin slices. 
They shared this . dry labourer's fare like 
brothers, washing it down with scalding hot 
coffee. 

Paul passed his eye appreciatively over 
Kaarel's wiry figure in a workman's jacket of 
heavy cloth and trousers drawn tight at the 
ank�es. Forgetting to take off his greatcoat, he 
watched Kaarel thrust the tongs into the fire, 
deftly pull out a red-hot horseshoe and swiftly 
begin hammering it out. How that man could 
work-fell trees, plough, sow ! . . .  

" Never get it done if I wait my turn at the 
smith's . . .  " Maasalu threw out jerkily as he 
flung aside the finished shoe. "Why should I. 
anyway ? I can do it myself, with Taaksalu's· 
help. He's in the stable right now. I won't be 
long . . . .  You look fine, though, real fine," he 
said approvingly, with masculine restraint. 

He went out with the horseshoes . 
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"Forgive him please,' '  laughed Alviina, hast· 
ily clearing the table for the guest ;  H was lit· 
tered with tools and boxes of nails.  "Do you 
know, even on his wedding day he put on his 
work clothes-the well pump broke down and 
he went to repair it . . . .  There's a lot of work, 
especially now. Are you in Koordi for goo d ? "  

"For good,' ' Runge answered slowly, then 
grew thoughtful, examining the tools on the 
table. 

Maasalu was not detained long. Behind his 
broad shoulders Paul caught a. glimpse of 
Kristjan Taaksalu's square, laughing face. 

"We've shoed him," Maasalu said, throw­
ing the tools with a clatter into a box under 
the table. "And now for dinner and a chat. 
Taaksalu's here, and Semidor will drop in. 
Good . . . . " 

Taaksalu, beaming all over with a friendly 
smile, was ]oath to release Paul's hand from 
his own huge paw, chapped and red from the 
frost. His· deep rumbling bass boomed on a 
suppressed note in the kitchen. 

"Well, so you're back again too, eh ? That's 
fine . . . .  Marched thousands of miles but didn't 
miss Koordi, eh ? Ho-ho-ho . . . .  " 

He broke into a deafening laugh and 
nudgPcl Paul with his elbow. 



"Yes, it's good you've come back ," he said 
when he had calmed down and settled himself 
on a stool, which creaked under his weight. 
"If we've managed to fix up that S emidor the 
unlucky we're sure to fix you up too." 

Kristjan's fat cheeks began to swell out and 
he broke into a laugh again. 

" How did you fix him up ? "  Paul asked 
with a grin. 

"What, don't you kncnv ? ' '  Kristjan Taak­
salu cried in amazement, as though everyone 
was bound to know what was going on in the 
district of Koordi. "He's a farmer. His fields 
border on ours now. You ask Kaarell.'' 

" Oh, so Semidor the unlucky has become 
a farmer?" Paul exclaimed in genuine sur­
prise. 

"Yes," Kaarel Maasalu briefly confirmed. 
"We did the ploughing together this autumn. 
First on our own fields with Kristjan, then on 
Semidor's." 

"Semidor, o1d boy, js now the owner of half 
a horse," Kristjan said, his cheeks swellin_g out 
again. " No, really, you ask Kaarel . . . .  " 

"Get along with you," Kaarel said with a 
frown. "You see, we bought a horse together. 
Semidor and I," he explained to Paul. "Taak­
safo has his own horse, I've got one and ::t 



halif counting the one we bought, and S.emidor 
has a half. Three horses between the three of 
us.  We did the ploughing together last 
autumn-two horses in a plough." 

"Semidor was ploughing-" Kristjan threw 
in. "Once Kaarel and J, we went away and left 
him alone for an hour. We come back-Semi­
dor's sitting on a rock and the horses are just  
standing doing nothing. 'Well, '  I says to Ka­
arel, 'I bet you .Semidor is out of luck 
again . . . .  ' We go up to him and there he is 
twisting a broken piece of ploughshare in his 
hand and scratching his head : 'Damned if I 
know where that blooming rock came from, 
right in the middle of the path . . . .  ' " 

Kristjan jammed his· barf: down over his 
ears, imparted a look of utter bewilderment to 
his chubby face and mournfully scratched the 
back of his head. The imitation of Semidor 
was so liifelike that Paul burst out laughing. 

"I suppose the poor fellow got it hot ? "  he 
asked. 

"Why, no,' '  Kristjan said, wrinkling his 
nose. "Swearing art him only makes him lose 
his head more. He's been sworn· at all his life. 
We didn't say· a word to him. Forged a new 
ploughshare at the smith's that same <la.y and 
carried on as before. If he'd been by himself, 
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Semidor would probably have sat looking at 
that rock three days ." 

Paul pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his 
pocket and offered his companions a smoke . 
They lit up. Alviina brought a dish of steaming 
potat0€S to the tab1e. 

Paul realized that he was hungry. 
"How are you getting on here ? "  he asked, 

glancing at the smoky ceiling and bare wa.Us 
of the kitchen. . 

"Haven't got down to the whitewashing 
yet-still plenty of rough work to do," Krist­
jan Taaksalu said in an apologetic sort of way, 
following his glance. "It's only the first year, 
you know . . . .  " 

"We're .getting along fine," said Kaarel 
Maasalu. "We've been given this house. Kri:5t­
jan lives in the }left half, and I in the right. We 
meet in the middle, in the kitchen-this is 
where we hold our family councils. Semidor 
often drops· in to see us." 

"We seeded the fields last autumn and 
we've got seed for spring. Got enough grain," 
Taaksalu flung in. 

" So things are ·coming along ? "  Paul said, 
inhaling deeply. 

"Yes, life's not bad," Kaarel answered with 
a nod. 
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There were footfalls in the passage aud the 
sounds of someone brushing the snow off his 
boots·, then there came a• polite tap on the door. 

"That's Semidor," Taaksalu said. "He even 
knocks at his o'\vn door . Hasn't got u�ed to it 
yet . . . .  " 

Semidor came in, looking the same as al"" 
ways. He wore a crushed old felil: hat on his 
big head; from his bony shoulders hung a 
shabby shapeless coat that had once been black 
and was now some nondescript colour. A pair 
of quick bluish eyes looked out mischievously 
and not at all despondently from a wrinkled, 
brick-red little face. It was not at all the face 
of an unlucky beggar, such as he wa·s reputed 
to be. A patch of balid crown and tufts of hair 
at the temples streaked with grey were re­
vealed from under the hat. 

"Come home from the distant seas?" he 
asked Paul in a gay cracked tenor and adroitly 
seized his hand. "The rigging all in order? 
vVell, that's fme . . . .  " 

!And off he rattled. He said more in a few 
minutes than Maasalu and Taaksalu in an 
hour. He took Paul in from head to foot at a 

glance and even explored him with his hands. 
He fingered the Medals and the Order on his 
chest. "What's this-the Red Star ? Well, l 
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say . . . .  " He marvelled at the thickness of the 
soles on the army boots and tapped them ap­
provingly. Even Paul's aluminium cigarette 
case lying on the table drew his attention. 
"What's this-aluminium ? Did you engrave it 
yourself ? \Vhat are these notches here? " 

"Each notch is a month of war," Paul ex­
plained laconically. 

"A lot of 'em," sighed Semidor-"a lot of 
notches." 

Then, catching M.aasalu's questioning eye, 
he stopped short and said hastily: 

"I went down to the mill today-every­
thing's al] right." 

Evidently Maasalu set the tone among 
these men. No wonder Kristjan Taaksalu re­
peated after almost every phrase : "Ask Kaarel 
if you don't believe me . . .  . ' '  

"Dinner is served," said Alviina, and they 
all, with Paul as guest heading the procession, 
passed into Maasalu's room where a huge dish 
of mutton garnished with boiled potatoes, tur­
nips and cabbage stood steaming on a clean 
tablecloth . 

. 
"There's no wine, Paul, I'm sorry," Maa­

salu said regretfuHy. "As for beer, we'll brew it 
out of the next harvest. We'll have to wait.'' 

"Just a minute ! "  Paul said. 
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He went back into the kitchen and rum­
maged in his knapsack, returning with a sealed 
bottle. Alviina laidr out glasses·. They all 
watched in silence while Paul filled them, then 
looked at him silently as he raised his glass. 

"I'm a man . of few wor·ds, like Kaarel 
here," Paul said solemnly. "There's no need 
to use a lot of 'em, anyway-just the ones that 
are best said . . . .  vVe here are all new settlers 
on the land, isn't that so? Then let us drink 
to all of us now sitting here becoming the 
masters of life in Koordi. Do you get me ? Let 
us drink to the Soviet power that has given 
us land. Elagu!"* 

"Efogu!" said Ka�rel Maasalu, Taaksalu 
and Semidor, and they all drank up. Then they 
fell to work with their knives and forks. 

"vVhat have you decided, Paul ? "  Maasalu 
a'sked after a long silence, pushing back his 
plate. All at the table laid down their forks, 
for this was the signal for a serious conversa­
ti�. I ! 

"I sent in an application for the Kurvest 
farm while I was stilll in the army," Paul said. 
"I don't know how the district executive com­
mittee will look at it. . . .  " 

'-' Long live! 
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"It's a good farm, and good land," Kaarel 
said approvingly. 

"It's fine land," Semidor confirmed enthu­
siastically. "Yon should see the well I dug on 
that land for old Kurvest. He owed me a good 
bit, and then he palmed off this here hat on me 
by way of payment .' ' 

"Yes, i t's not mucij. of a hat," Taaksalu 
remarked disdainfully. 

"It's good land, anyway, "  Semidor mut­
tered. 

"\Vhat's going on at the farm now ? "  Paul 
asked with interest. 

"It's deserted," Kaarel explained curtly. 
''Anna Kurvest died in the autumn, and Saamu 
is loo.king after the place. The fields haven't 
been so·wn . But I h ear there's another appli­
cant for that farm-it's a choice bii, you know." 

"You don't say so !" Paul said, disagreeably 
surprised. "Who Ls it?' '  

"I don't know, they say he'is a stranger, 
comes from the next district. The chairman 
Janson seems to back him.'' 

"Oh, well," Paul said after a pause, "I 
guess there'll be room for two of us at the 
Kurvest fa·rm." 

" O f  course,' '  Maasalu agreed. "You'lli hit 
it off together, like Krisijan and me. There's 
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cattle at the farm, and seed. You'll get every­
thing. Enough to make a start. What else can 
I tell you ? If you need any help, just say the 
word. You know me." 

"I know you," Paul said with a nod. "You'll 
come." 

"And don't forget to call me," Kristjan 
Taaksalu reminded him.. 

"We'11 all come," Martin Semidor said 
stoutly. 

Paul was slightly mellow and in excellent 
spirits when he set out for the Kurvest farm . 
He smiled at the thought of the new masters 
of Jaagu farm. Those two friends-Maasalu 
and Taaksalu, were men after his own heart. 
Kaarel Maasalu, his old pal, was a heart of 
oak. Kristjan Taaksalu was a fine fellow, too, 
though not so hardy as Kaarel. And now Se­
midor had joined them. Paull did not know 
Semidor so well. Semidor hailed from Saare­
maa Island, and had first turned up in these 
parts twenty years· before, when he started 
drilling wells for the farmers . Everyone quick­
ly saw that he was a man hounded by bad 
luck-that he had been ruined in Saaremaa, 
had taken to the sea and been shipwrecked, 
and that rarely did anything he put his hand 

62 



to turn out right. He was no luckier in mar­
riage, his wife being a shrew and all his chil­
dren having died young. The well-to-do farm­
ers were fondr of making fun of him but he 
never seemed to take offence. And now Semi­
dor was on the land. Strange-it was hard to 
believe. 

The Kurvest farm, concealed behind a hedge 
of firs, looked deserted from afar. Only a 
single strip of fresh footprints led to the house 
along the snowbound path. 

"I wonder who that was?" thought Paul, 
trying to step into the tracks. 

He was a bit nervous at the thought that 
he was about to enter a house which would 
probably soon become his. He peered closely 
at the living green wall as though expecting to 
see old Mart come waddling out of it in his 
stiff officer's top boots. What would Mart say 
if he saw his former farm hand trespassing on 
his grounds, and with �uch thoughts in his 
head too? 

"He'd throw a fit." Paul chuckled at the 
not unpleasurable thought. 

The seemingly deserted farmhouse, how� 
ever, showed signs of life. A wisp of smoke 
curled up from the chimney, and upon turn­
ing the corner of the house Paul heard a 
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peal <>f feminine iaughter coming from a 
window. 

"I wonder who that is ? "  he thought �gain. 
The door flew open at his knock and he 

was astonished to see the round laughing face 
of a young woman dressed simply but in town 
style in a thin green frock. Something about 
her face struck him as very fami.iiar. The next 
instant he recognized her. . . .  Her presence 
here seemed to him a good omen. 

"Aino Vao, ' '  he said unerringly, "Johannes 
Vao's daughter ." 

" Oh, look who's here," Aino criedr gaily. 
"Saamu, Saamu, do you know th e guest who's 
come to see you ?" 

" Oh, is it  a good guest ? "  Saamu asked with 
a laugh, getting up from the wide table and 
turning his face to the visitor. 

" How do you do, Saamu-you eternal 
toiler," Paul said quieUy. "Do you recognize 
me? "  

"You're Paul Runge . . . .  Your voice has 
changed but I recognized it," Saamu said, smil­
ing broadly. "This is a happy day for Saamu, 
a• day of guests. No wonder the magpie chat­
tered this morning . . . .  " 

Paul's glance wandered over the kitchen. 
Nothing had changed much, ·except that every-
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thing had lost some of its shine, as though 
covered with a layer of dust, and cobwebs 
hung here and there from the ceiling. Saamu 
could not see them. But everything within 
reach of his hand-the floor, the windows and 
the table-was spick and span. Here at this 
table Paul had sat down to supper with the 
other farm labourer Jaan, with Saamu and 
the girls Tilde and Aino. In those days Aino 
Vao used to tend Kurvest'.s cows. 

Paul voiced these thoughts. 
"To be sure," Saamu said eagerly. "You 

used to sit in the same corner you're sitting 
now . . . .  You ploughed with a pair of bays, 
I remember. There's only Antu left now, and 
he has nothing to do-he's waiting for a new 
master." 

"I'll go and milk the cows for you, Saamu," 
Aino said, snatching up the milk pail and 
putting on her sheepskin coat. 

She went out humming a song and threw 
to Paul in passing: 

'Tm the mis tress here today." 
It seemed to Paui that the kitchen grew 

more dismal and quiet without her round 
merry face and gay green frock. 

"Still managing all by yourself ? "  Paul 
asked. 
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"Yes," Saamu answered simply, "until the 
future master. He's already been here." 

" Oh," Pau�'s face clouded. "ViTho ? "  
"He said his name was Juhan. The district 

authorities promised him the farm. He slapped 
me on the back. 'That's all right, old b ean,' he 
said, 'we'll have things humming here 
again . . . .' But  he warned me not to give any­
thing away. 'I'm the master,' he said.' ' 

Paul looked out of the window . Aino, \vith 
her head thrown back, sped swiftly and ligh tly 
toward the cattle shed can·ying full buckets of 
water, and Paul thought that green frock of 
hers the brightest spot on this dreary farm. He 
also thought how quickly she had grown to 
womanhood these last few years. He remem­
b ered her before the war a gawky village girl 
of nineteen. He, Paul, had danced with her at 
the village parties and sometimes seen her 
home. What was she doing now ? 

He asked Saarnu. 

"Aino ? She's flying about looking for a 

place to build a nest," Saamu said. "She went 
to town and worked there for a while, and now 
she's come back. Longs for the liand. Here 
she's paid me a visit and right away goes out 
to milk the cows. Says she misses it all. It isn't 
surprising-she was born in Koordi, it's in her 
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blood. Old Johannes Vao didn't receive her 
kindly." 

"vVhy?" 
"I don't know exacily- -" Saamu said with 

some hesitation. "l\fost likely because she left 
home without his permission.'' 

Aino came in with the milk pail and set to 
straining the milk. Her ringing voice was heard 
again. 

"Well, what am I going to feed you ?" 
"Pancakes," Saamu solemnly announced, 

getting up to go for the flour. "On a day like 
this we ought to make soup with dumplings or 
else pancakes ." 

The fire began to crackle in the stove. A 
white apron appeared on Aino. Her rounded 
elbows came into swift motion .  

Paul, a prey t o  disturbing thoughts, crossed 
the room . Thrusting his hands into his pockets 
he stared out of the wi.I1dow. \\That a. big farm 
it was ! "What a cattle shed! Big enough for a 
dozen cows, and a ea.tile kitchen attached to 
it. A barn, cart shed, a well. . . . Of course, it 
was all rather neglected just now, but if you 
tackled it . . . .  

"You're Iooking at the place as if you were 
the new master," he heard Aino's· voice. 
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_ " Eh ? " He started and frowned. "No, just 
like that.". 

She ga.ve him an arch attentive look, as 
though reading his thoughts. 

Saamu slapped his knees and caught up her 
words : . 

"And why not ? Paul is a master-hand at 
ploughing. Antu is standing in the stable. Why 
let it all go to a stranger ? "  

"Aino ought t o  try her hand a t  it,'' Paul 
said with amusement. 

"I'm a woman, and all alone," Aino an­
swernd gravely, "I wouldn't be abie to handle 
it. But if I had a home of my own I'd work 
my hea<l off-I'd make things hum, I would." 

Glancing at her a·s she vigorousl·y bustled 
about in front of the stove, Paul could very 
well believe it. 

Dusk fell. Bright patches of light from the 
hearth danced on the walls, and the kitchen 
was filled with the savoury smell of frying 
butter. A pleasant warmth emanated from the 
hearth. 

Lounging lazily in his chair, Paul gazed at 
Saamu, who was l�ghting the lamp, and at 
white Miki, who looked pink in the light of the 
stove. � looked at Aino·s plump white arms 
as she laid the table and suddenly became 
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poignantly aware of how he had missed a 
home during those years of the war, how he 

had longed for a cosy \varm nook of his own 
and a peaceful life on the land-a life that was 
probably inconceivable without those warm 
tender arms. 

They sat dovm at the table. They had soup 
with dumplings, and then Aino served the 
pancakes, which they smeared with honey and 
washed down with rich ice-cold milk. 

Listening to Aino's l,ighthearted chatter and 
gazing at Saamu's calm, reposeful face, Paul 
thought that this meeting was not a m ere 
accident. No, it was not an accident. They all 
three fel t happy round the \varm hearth of 
the Kurvest house. What matter that they were 
all guests here for the time being and none of 
them had a firm footing in this h0use-they 
nevertheless felt themselves to be the masters 
here. 

And Aino once more almost read hi:s 
thoughts when she asked: . 

"So you've decided to take land in the 
dis tri et ? " 

"Yes," he answered, "I h av? . l'Tn rrob3 to 
l<lok for it." 

"I wouldn't  mind either 
frankly, and grew thoughtful. 
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Saamu said nothing. 
"Let's look for something tosether," Paul 

said jokingly, but sensing that his words had 
not sounded like 8! joke, he was startled. 

Feeling Paul Runge's silent heavy glance 
upon herself, Aino looked up questioningly. He 
stared at her le:velly with rather cold, slightly 
narrowed eyes· and seemed to be perfectly com­
posed but for a queer twitching of the lips 
,that betrayed his agitation. And Aino, noticing 
this, took his words in earnest. So did Saamu. 
He sat in silence, with his face averted and a 
gentle smile on his lips, as though he could see 
something that was· invisible to the:r;n. 



C H A P T E R  F O U R  

The next morning Paul Runge c.r-ossed the 
threshold of the executive committee of the 
district Soviet. 

Loud voices issued from the chairman's of­
fice. An old peasant with a muffler round his 
neck stood by the half-open door Iistening to 
the conversation, his tufted brows significantly 
raised. 

No one took any notice of Pa<ul when he 
came in. The chairman, a burly man with 
fleshy lips and nose, and ears pressed close to 
his skull, sat ai a large desk. Paul r€-oogn-izecl 
him as J.a�m Janson, a local farmer. 

Noticing the visitors in the chairman's office, 
Paul said 1o himse1f in surprise : 

"Oho, friends here." 
Yes, Maasalu, Taaksa.J.lu and! Serri.idor \vere 

here, and- apparently engaged in a heated con� 
versation. Maasa.Iu, as imperturbable as· ever, 
sat solidly before the chairman's desk. Next to 
him, supporting him as it were with his power­
ful sh<:m]der, sat Taaksalu, fumbling impatient­
ly with his fur ciip ;  slightly apart, fidgeting on 
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a creaking stool, sat Semidor, shifting his gaze 
alternately from Maasalu to JansQn. 

"I don't care what you rlo, but we need 
superphosphate," Maasalu said determinedly. 

"I haven't any super," Janson said loudly, 
tilting his cap to the back of his head. "I 
haven't any." 

"We can't do without super," Taaksalu 
boomed. "You know very well what kind of 
fertilizer we've got this year. It's only the first 
year we have animals. vVe haven' t  any manure. 
'What are we going to fertilize the rye with ? 
You know how things a·re with us." 

"I know, but I haven't any ." 
"You'rn give us some," Kaarel Maasalu said 

coolly. 
"\Ve need it," Taaksa1u put in. 
"Pliease, Comrade Janson," Semidor mut­

tered humbly, making a little movement remi­
niscent of a bow. The expression o� Semidor's 
face changed incessantly. vVhen Maasalu was 
speaking in his determined tone, Semidor drew 
himself up on his stool, crossed -one shabbiiy­
booted leg over rhe other with an air of dignity 
and laid his battered hat on his bony knee. But 
when Janson raised his sonorous voice Semidor 
seemed to shrink; he slid to the edge of his 
stool and put his feet away und'.�r it, 

72 



"There's only a ton 1eft in the warehouse. 
One ton for the district. The whole dis­
trict . . . .  " Janson lifted a fat finger and rapped 
it on the desk. 

"You'll give us some," Maasalu repeated. 
"You gave Mihkel Koor from Karu farm three 
hundred kilograms yesterday, and you'll give 
us a hundred each." 

· · 

Janson's face began to turn purple. 
"So what o.f it ? Koor wili deliver a ton and 

a half of grain to the state in the autumn-and 
you ? I bank on Koor to help me fulfil the dis­
trict plan. You've got to use your head, Maa­
salu . . . .  " 

"You are, I s£e," Maasalu retorted with 
unutterable irony. "But y ou'll have to give us 
fertilizer just the same." 

. Janson was about to retort, but glancing ai: 
Maasalu's stony face he fetched a deep sigh, 
scratched his powerful neck and called out : 

" Martin !" 
An elderly man with steel-framed spectacles 

on a porous nose appeared in the doorway. 
"Have a look there-if · there's any left 

write 'em out a hundred kilos of super each." 
"There you are," Maasal;u said with satis·­

faction. "Martin and I will j ust have a look . . . . 

You wait for us here," he told Semidor. "You'U 
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take the order and go straight to the ware­
house." 

Kaarel J\faasalu caught sight of Paul Runge 
as he passed through the door and threw him 
a smiling nod. Taa.ksalu shook hands with him . 
Janson glanced at Paul and said : "Just a1 min­
ute," then fixed Semi,dor with a scowl. He 
was still simmering. 

"You're a fine sprat, too, crawling into the 
net where you're not wanted. Hooked up 
nicely, haven't you ? "  

"Ye-�, but-" Semi<lor simpered , fidgeting 
uneasily in his seat, and he cast a timid glance 
in Paul's direction. 

"But what ? Fine helpmates you've found 
yourself, I must say ! Maasalu thinks he's very 
clever-stubborn as a mule. He has one farm, 
and I have a couple hundred such farms in the 
district to think of." 

"He's stubborn," Semidor muttered, wilting. 
"Yes, he is. Hard as nails--and harder." 

"I wonder how you get along with neigh­

bours like that ?" 
"D'you think it's easy for me ? "  Semidor said 

with growing animation . "Always teaching 
me-you're not working properly, you're not 
living properly. What's he, my boss ? The big 
stiff." 
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Paul, s taring at Semidor, could not help 
smrning. He knew that Semidor the luckless 
was noted for a total absence of any opinions 
of his own. He was capable of slinging dirt at 
what he had but five minutes before been laud­
ing to the skies. His face was a mirror that 
reflected the mood of his interlocutor, and his 
tongue wagged acquiescence to the thoughts of 
all minds stronger than his own. 

"Dragging me aU over the place, worrying 
people for nothing," Semidor rattled on, now 
thoroughly roused! and unabashed by Paul's 
presence. " 'You haven't got any super,' he says 
to me . . . .  Alli right, if there isn't any, there 
isn't .  Why kick up a row about it? What's he­
poorer than anyone else? And that fellow Taak­
salu-both birds of a feather. There's no end of 
trouble with 'em-" 

The rest of the sentence was drowne·d in the 
laughter of Maasalu and Taaksalu who had 
come into the room unnoticed. Taaksalu, en­
joying the incident immensely, dug his friend 
in the ribs. l\faasalu laughed heartily, baring 
his even teeth. Paul laughed too, and even 
Janson smiled grudgingly. 

Semidor was not greatly d�sconcerted. He 
readily and politely joined the general laughter, 
and put on his hat. 
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"So soon ?" he asked in surprise. "That's 
what I call smart." 

The three of them went out, and Semidor's 
muffled voice could be heard saying in the cor­
ridor : 

"He tried to throw dust in my eyes, the 
sly fox. Got hold of the wrong man . . . .  " 

Paul did not catch the rest of foe sentence. 
It was his turn next. 

"Runge ? "  Janson asked, proffering his fat 
limp fingers to be shaken. "I seem to have 
heard the name." 

Janson's face looked annoyed aga·in after 
Paul's first words. He scratched his fleshy 
nose. 

"Kurvest farm ? Afraid not. vVe're moving 
Kand in there, one of the new settlers." 

Paui discreetly reminded the chairman that 
his application had been sent in six months a.go, 
before any other claims had been filed. 

"Maybe they hadn't . . . . But what of it ?" 
Janson said, stifi more displeased. "All you peo­
ple only think about yourselves, and I have to 
think about the district. Kand is going to set 
up an agricultural cooperative-with a tractor, 
too. D'you understand ? "  

"I understand all right," Paul slowly ac­
ceded. "But the Kurvest farm has about thirty 
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hectares. There'H be pleniy of room for two. 
The house is also big enough." 

"We're going to fix the tractor driver up 
there too. We'll give you land some other 
place." 

"On the Kurvest farm I could, at a pinch, 
move into the house of the master's former 
pops, * Kurg," Paul insisted. "No one's living 
in that cot on the edge of the woods. The main 
thing is to get a good piece of land." 

Janson shifted his cap about on his head 
with growing irritation. 

"That's all you're after, a good thing-you 
won't have anything bad," he growled. "Well, 
it's for the land committee to decide . . . .  Drop 
in in about three days." 

Paul saluted by force of habii and walked 
out. He was not at all pleased with such a 
start. " Whom else can I apply to ? "  he thought, 
then made up his mind. "I'll go and see the 
Party organizer." 

Mounting the narrow staircase to the attic, 

* An agricultural labourer living on his master's. 
land ; he had to work off for his master on very oner· 
ous conditions lhe right to build himself a dweliing 
{a cot) , cultivate a patch of land for his own use and 
send his cow to pasture with the master's herd. 
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Paul knocked on the door and walked into a 
small, well-heated room. A fair-haired man of 
middle age laid aside some papers and raised 
a pair of deep-set eyes to Paul with a question­
ing look. 

"Sit down," he said surveying Paul 'vith 
interest. "My name is· Muuli, let's get ac­
quainted.'' 

Paul sat down and gave a brief account of 
himself and his plans of settling in the dis­
trict. He spoke with some resentment of the 
stand Janson had taken. 

"I s ee," sai-d Muuli, toying thoughtfuUy ;vith 
a pencil. 

A child's lisping voice c-0uld be heard 
through the narrow door leading into the next 
room : 

"Mummy, what does the soldier man 
want ? "  

"He wants t o  become a farmer, "  ar thin 
feminine voice answered softly . 

"His family," thought Paul and took a look 
around. There were many signs that the office 
also served the Party organizer as his apart­
ment. In one corner stood a suitcase with a 

strap round it . Muuli's little library on the shelf 
reminded Paul of a battalfon Party organizer's 
field library. In fact, the Party organizer him-
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self, with his lank hair neatly parted and his 
lean clean-shaven cheeks strongly reminded 
Paul of an army Party organi_zer, although he 
was in civilian dress. 

"So you want the Kurvest farm, eh ? "  Muuli 
suddenly said with a twinkle of amusement, 
still gazing at Paul with frank interest, while 
deep wrinkles radiated around his eyes. "I've 
seen that farm-it's a good bit of pie . . . .  " 

'Tm only thinking of black bread just 
now," Paul Runge answered with dignity. 

"Don't be angry, " Muuii said, adopting the 
familia.r " thou , "  and he grew grave._ "I  was 
only teasing you. But why the Kurvest land 
and no other ? "  

"Because I worked there for two years as a 
farm hand. It's go-od land, and it'll be easier 
for me to get on my feet there." 

"That's, important, of course," Muuli said. 
"But you must agree that Janson is right too­
we need a machine cooperative, it's important 
for everybody . But don't you worry, you'll get 
land, and not the worst either." 

Paul accepted the proffered cigarette. He felt 
cheered . Muuli began to talk about the army. 
So he, Runge, had been in the infantry, a scout 
even ? An honoura·ble service. He, Muuli , had 
also served in the Estonian corps of the Red 
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Army, but in the artillery. Yes, they would have 
their work cut out for them here . . . .  

He fell silent, drumming on the table with 
his fingers, then said musingly : 

"There are very few active men down at 
Koordri . And they're mostly like Tatrik and 
Vao-not the real kind . . . .  All right then, you 
fix yourself up for the time being. We'll soon 
be seeing each other." 

He stood up and held his hand out to Paul. 
"I don·t like to disturb people too often," 

Paul said with a smile. 
"That's all right, you'll come," Muuli an­

swered with a surprisingly merry laugh that 
sent the wrinkles running out again around his 
eyes. "You simply won't be able to get along 
without me." 

Upon leaving the Party organizer, Paul, 
after a moment's hesitation, turned towards the 
Kurvest farm. He whistled to him.self as he 
walked. He was in an excellent frame of mind. 
He had definitely taken a liking to Muuii. 

"He's as keen as they make ·em," thought 
Paul. "He has the proper grip-knows what 
he's after. I'm sure he mus t have been Party 
organizer in some regiment." 

In any case, he had reason to be sa.tisfied 
with his first day's successes. \Vho cared for 
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Janson's: wry face and apparent unfriendliness 
if he could count on Muuli and rely on the 
friendship of Maasalu and Taaksalu ? iA.nd then 
there was someihing else ? Ah, yes, Johannes 
Vao's daughter-Aina . . . .  She strode swiftly 
across: the farmyard, her head held high 
and defiant, and the winter wind whipped 
the green frock about her firm legs1. You 
wouldn't be down in the world with a girl like 
that: 

He quickened his pace as he drew near the 
farm. 

Aino was a guest again at Saamu's. The 
fact did not surprise Paul ; he took it as: though 
it had been prearranged. 

" You look as if you've fom1d a lucky horse­
shoe," she said. 

"Who can tell ? Perhaps I have," he an­
swered mysteriously. 

""What's the news ? "  Saamu asked. 
- "A bit vague yet, ' ' Paul answered laconic­

ally. He did not like to speak of half-achieve­
ments . 

He had dinner here, in the course of which 
he grew more talkative. For Aino he even re­
lated, though none too well, several anecdotes 
from army life. Merry anecdotes were not his 
forte. But Aino laughed nevertheless . He liked 
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that. "She's easily amused," he thought, "that 
means it's hard! to make her cry." 

And once more Aino's bare elbows began 
moving busily and she sang pensively with 
lowered eyes·: 

Long for a glimpse of ¥1Y love do I crave, 
Far is the road to her, over the wave, 
Deep is the fake ihat is barring the way, 
Parting us, lovers, for many a day. 
Oh, for .some planks, for a saw, that -,.;o:.ild make 
Quickly a boat to pass over the lake. 
But-if you're longing your sweeth-eart :o woo­
Surely you'!I know how to build a canci e !  

"I'm leaving tomorrow-will you come and 
see me off ?" Aino said, breaking off the song 
he liked so much. 

His face clouded. "Tomorrow ? Why so 
soon?" 

"Just like that . I don't like things at home. 
We can't get along, old Vao and I," she com­
plained. 

"Can't you put it off for a day or two?" 
"Why ? " she asked naively, looking him 

squarely in the face. "Will anything be differ­
ent ?" 

"I don't know. Perhaps it  willl. Today 
there's a frost and when you Vv"ake up in the 
morning it may thaw," he a..."!swe:red evasively. 
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It was not so easy to draw Paul out . 

He went to Maasalu to spend the night. 

The men gathered in Maasalu's room. The 
host took his boots off and sat with his feet in 
thick woollen socks stretched under the table, 
smoking a pipe. Taaksalu was cutting tobacco 
with a homemade gadgei. Sernidor was there 
too ; drawn up before the warm stove, he sat 
scratching a lean black cat behind the ear. 

Paul gave a brief account of his meetings 
with Janson and Mimli. 

"Janson wants to cross the river without 
getting his pants wet," Maasalu said scornfully. 
"All he cares about is his pkm being fulfilled. 
What does he care if you're a poor man and 
a new settler OIJ: the land ? He banks on Koor, 
if you please. Koor is going to help him out 
with State deliveries. And then a cooperative's 
got to be set ur-so he fishes out this Kand 
fellow from somewhere or other . I'd like to see 
what sort of a Kand* this one is, and where his 
roots run . . . .  " 

"Janson's a louse," broke in Semidor. "But 
I took him down a peg or two. The fertilizer's 
in our shed now." 

Maasalu gave Semidor a witherin,g look, and 
Taaksalu openly grinned. 

* Kiind means tree stump. 
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"You hang on to the Kurvest land by your 
teeth," Maasalu said to Paul. "You'll build 
yourself a house, and meantime you can live 
in the cot. Pops Kurg lived in it, didn't he? 
Whichever way they share the farm you're 
sure to get five or six hectares of ploughland!. 
Fine land it is·, liike fresh bread ! One good crop 
will build you a house." 

"I'll get the water up in the well-it's dried 
up, I know that well," muttered Semidor. 

With that they called it a day. 
Paul could not fall asleep for a long time. 

He liay listening to the light snores of Kaarel, 
who slept the sound sleep · of a healthy man 
after a hard day's work. Now and then the 
old walls of the house creaked, like an old man 
stretching his limbs with a grunt . The cat's 
eyes, green and bright as winter stars, lit up 
in the darkness and floated past him. 

Lying with open eyes, Paul tried to imagine 
what his life would be like in the near future-­
in a month, two months, a year. This was as 
difficult as trying to make out the cat in the 
darkness . For he was not following the beaten 
track but was beginning life anew, as it were. 
He, Paul Runge, the master of a farm and o'f 
his own cows and horses ! It staggered belief. 
He had never m•med a farm in his life. 



C H A P T E R F I V E  

The old clock on the wall, with a brass 
p endulum that resembled a steelyard, struck 
the hour and woke :Mihkel Koor, the master 
of Karu farm. The strokes sounded muffled, as 
though drowned in the thick quilt under which 
lay Mihkel and his wife Marta. The sound was 
deadened by the profusion of furniture and of 
homespun rugs that covered the floor and walls 
of the large low-ceilinged: room. The furniture 
was unmatched. Next to a triple-door oak 
wardrobe stood another wardrobe of birch­
wood with tasteless carved posts and orna­
ments ; the birchw-0od wardrobe was the same 
age as the clock, which had belonged to Mih­
kel's grandfather, the miller Otto. If you were 
to rummage in the tightly-packed wardrobes 
you would find grandfather's old sheepskin hat 
and father's new top boots which had never 
yet been w-0rn, as well as many other things 
that had b elong�d to the father and grand­
father. Things were h-0arded at this farm from 
generation to genera,tion. Nothing was thrown 
away, not even grandfather's old onion of a 



watch in a wooden case, though something had 
long ago gone wrong with the works, and the 
time it showed belonged to ·the beginning of the 
century. Things in this house were colliected 
steadily, in proportion to the flour from thou­

sands of farmers' bags th at  had setiled into grand­
father's own bags, in proportion to the patches 
of land that father Jakob had boughi up at auc­
tions and securely siewed on 1o the Raru farm . 

Now, everything that had belonged to his 
grandfather and father was Mihkel's. Every­
thing, that is, except the land, a large part of 
which had gone over to the reserve lands of 
the district. 

Mihkel glanced sideways at his wife's bare 
shoulders, which had noticeably filled out. 
She had her face buried in the pillow. Sleep­
ing . .. . But back then�, in the home of her 
father, Johannes Vao, Marta probably had 
never slept till eight in the mornbg. Remark­
able how people's habits change after a few 
years of prosperous Ufe behind the protection 
of a strong man's back ... . .So thought Mihkel 
Koor with annoyance. Nobody demanded that 
Koor's wife should rise wiih the farm hand 
Roosi, but still . . .. 

Hawking loudly, Mihkel lowered his· lean, 
stringy legs over the side of the broad! low bed 



and slowliy dressed himself. He washed in the 
kitchen in cold water, snorting into his hands. 
Then he combed his hair before a dim mirror 
hanging above the basin. That did not take 
much time, for his hair grew only on the tem­
ples and at the back of his head. Koor was no 
youngster, being on the shady s1de of forty, 
but he was still strong and healthy. You could 
not call his appearance pleasant, what with his 
beady eyes, sunken temples, high cheekbones 
and skin drawn taut over the face. Becaus,e of 
his face, or perhaps not only because of his 
face, Mihkel Koor was nicknamed "hungry 
Mik." He knew it, and heartily haited Kristjan 
Taaksalu to whom he owed the nickname . 
\Vhat if they did have some unsettled score of 
their own on account of a bag of oats he owed 
him for work done-at least, that was what 
Taaksalu claimed-it didn't give him the right 
to make fun of him. 

The girl Roosi came in, pink from the frost, 
with an . armful of wood. She carefully laid it 
out before the stove, trying not to make a 
noise. 

"We'll, how is Lulli ?" Mihkel asked, re­
membering the ewe that had lambed the day 
before. iAis this ewe was of a good! breed, she 
had a1 proper name of her own. 
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" The lambs are suckling," Roosi answered. 
"They'd better," Mihkel growled. 
He reminded himself while looking at Roosi 

that he had long promised Johannes Vao a 
lamb from Lulli. Johannes b ad Jong been 
asking for one-his breed had gone bad. As 
a matter of fad, no one in the village had a 
breed of sheep like Mihkel Koor's . Mihkel had 
promised him a lamb several f.imes, but had 
not kept his word. This time, maybe, he 
would keep it. Maybe . . . .  

"Fire the stove, "  he said, gazing thought­
fullJ.y at Roosi, "and then I'll tell you Eome­
thing." 

Roosi got busy at the stove . When the fag­
gots flared up, she fillied the cauldrons with 
water, and only after that did she make a step 
towards the master, lowering her eyes with a 
guilty air. She stood now before Koor, big and 
awkward, in wooden clogs-she had come 
straight �rom the cattle shed-and her big 
hands shook visibly . Her hands always shook 
for some reason when Ml.hkel Koor looked at 
her, and she always tried to hide them under 
her soiled apron or thrust them under her 
greasy sheepskin jacket. And her face at such 
times always wore a guilty air, though she had 
not committed any offence. 
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Mihkel eyed her in thoughtful silence, 
scratching his bristly chin with his fingernail. 
What a fool the girl was ! Shoulders and neek 

like a man's, s trong as an ox-born to handle 
sacks-and her hands sh-0ok like a sheep's tail. 
"What a clod," Mihkel thought derisively. 

"vVell, how about the land? Are you going 
to take it ?" he asked with curiosity. "You've 
got to make up your mind." 

"I don't know-" Roosi said quietly, twist­
ing her neck in great distress. 

""\Vho knows· then ? "  he said with a shrug. 
"They'l'l share it alll out, and it'll be too late­
look how many applicants there are. It's land 
for nothing. You're not such a fool as to tend 
my cattle when you can have a farm of your 
own. Imagine .Roosi with a cow and horse. 
iA.nd her own cattle shed, and a cot to live in, 
with a flo.werp<Jt on the window, eh ? And your 
own crop on the field . . . .  " 

From the way Roosi's eyes dropped under 
his searching gaze and her hands shook still 
more violently under her apron, Mihkel re­
alized that the girl had probabl:y been think­
ing of this before, perhaps more deeply than 
he supposed. 

Mihkel smiled. 
"Then what's the matter ? You have th e 



chance. I'll talk it over with Johannes VaO---: 
he's on the committee-and write the applica­
tion for you. My land's too much for me-we'll 
cut you off six hectares of it. And they'll give 
you another three from the district lands. It's 
not bad land, that adjoining ours. I'm telling 
you this because I feell sorry for you. If you 
don't take it, others will. There's Paul Runge 
nosing around . . . .  You're one of the family 
in a manner of speaking." 

"I'm wining," Roosi said quickly, and 
something flitted across her face that Mihkel 
did not like at all-a reflection of inner joy 
which she tried hard to conceal. 

"You'll leave my house, o.f course, you'll 
be your own mistress," Mihkel went on in a 
lievel - voice. "You wouldn't want to stay your­
self, would you ? My cattle sheds wouldn't 
suit you, you'll warn!: to have your own. And 
your own seed, and horse and plough . . . . Isn't 
that so ?" 

Roosi's head slowly drooped and an ex­
pression of . hopelessness crept into her face. 
She said nothing. Mihkel, too, fell silent. He 
ought not to dliscourage Roosi too much. No, 
he ought not. 

After a long pause Mihkel rapped the table 
with the flat of his hand. 
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"Wen, look here then. After all, we 've been 
living in the same house for five years, eating 
the same bread . I'll. help you. Take the land ! 
All right, you'll live a year with me, so be it, 
until you get fixed up�I understand your posi­
tion. I think I owe you two years' pay, don 't I ?  
Very well, I'll give you a cow and we'rn b e  
quits. You can't ca.H that a bad deal. Better 
have my cow than the scraggy beast the dis­
trict will try to pailm off on you. As for seed, 
I'll give you a loan-we'll come to terms . . . .  
Well, is it a go ?" 

Mihkel tossed his head and shot out a long 
arm . Roosi nervously and awkwardly placed 
her hard broad hand in his palm. 

Marta, coming bareheaded into the kitchen,. 
saw this and overheard the fast words'. 

"Once you're giving her a cow you might 
as well throw in a horse," she said sarcasti­
cally, curling her full lips and nairrowing her 
sleep-swollen eyes. 

"Go and wake up," Mihkel answered con­
temptuously. 

In the evening Koor paid a visit to his 
farther-in-law. 

A two-litre tankard of beer and a tin of 
tobacco stood on the rough clean-scoured 
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kitchen table hetween Mihkel and Johannes 
Vao. The beer was dark, almost black, and very 
thick-sticky when some of it got on the fin­
gers, and firing the blood when it reached the 
stomach. JohanneS' was a past master at brew­

ing beer, and he did not, ]et it be said, treat 
every guest to it. 

They talked of many thing.'> as they slowly 
siµped the beer, and it was difficult to say 
what was of most importance in this conversa­
tion and what was just idle ta1k. They argued 
about how much hops had to go into beer, .and 
spoke about lambs. 

"You can count one from Lulli as yours. 
Choose any one you like," Mihkel promised 
generously. 

They discussed spring prospects . Old 
Tatrik, by some signs of his own, had :predict­
ed a dry summer. 

" Old Tatrik hasn't got the nose he use d  to 
have," Johannes said> weightily. "He's grown 
old ." 

Mihkel agreed. 
"I can tel!l you this, though," he .said sig­

nificantly. "The man \vith grf\in is the <;trong 
one. There's nothing dearer than grain these 
days." 

"Yes, grain's high," Johannes agreed. 
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"Grain's dear,'.' Mihke.l. went on, pursuing 
his train of thought, "but land is cheap-any­
one catJ. have it who \vants it, for nothing . . . .  
And grain may grow cheaper." 

After which mysterious statement he looked 
significantly at Johannes and began rolling 
himself a cigarette. 

"Yes, anybody can hav.e land just for the 
asking," Johannes agreed, striking the lighter 
and holding it out to his son-in-law. 

"Ho;w about the Kurvest land, . have you 
already decided ? "  Mihkel asked casually. "I 
hear some more applicants have turned up­
Runge ?" 

"Yes, there are two applications. v\Te'll go 
into the matter," Johannes said with an air of 
some importance. 

"Well-and what do you think a:bout 
it ? "  

"Whai's there to think? The farm's, big 
enough for two. We'll see . . . .  " 

"That's right-for both of them," Mih­
keE said with a broad grin. "If you ask me, 
give preferern�e to the more useful man. 
Runge's looking for something cushy to fall 
into and won't be worth a fig to the village, 
but Kiind is giving the cooperative a trac­
tor." 
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",A tractor's not a bad thing," Johannes 
said approvingly. "We'll be provided for at 
threshing time." 

"Put Runge in Kurvest's house and I 
wouldn't be surprised if he takes the shine out 
of you in a couplle of years. You've worked 
your head off on this .farm all your life. And 
he'll come without a shirt to his name, get 
everything for nothing and in two or three 
years' time you'll be the first to take your hat 
off to him. Is that fair ? "  

Johannes was silent. A s  a rnaiter o f  fact, 
in his heart of hearts he did! feel his vanity 
somewhat pricked by such a prospeci, and he 
was a man by no means lacking in, vanity.  
Only he wondered in what way this concerned 
Mihkel. Johannes looked thoughtfully at his 
son-in-law from under knitted brows', pinched 
his shaggy eyebrows and! began to wind the 
overhanging grey hairs on his finger. 

"Of course, you can give him land, but not 
the best," Mihke� went on meanwhile. " "What's 
wrong with the Kurg farm ? It's on Kurvest's 
land, isn't it ? Let him show what he's made 
of �here. Yes . .  ," he suddenly remembered, 
and rubbed his hard square jaw. "My Roosi 
wants to take land too. She's written an ap-­
plication." 
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" Where ? "  Joha·nnes asked with inlocest. 
"You see--six hectares of my land,. between 

the old melioration canal and the alder grove." 
"She wants that ? "  Johannes said, astODJ­

ished. "Why, that's a swamp." 
"Not at all. It's a pasture," Mihkel cor­

rected him. "What'.s wrong with it-isn't it 
land ? And another .four hectares from the re­
serve lands, that wedge between my land and 
Tatrik's meadow. It's good land-hasn't been 
touched for two years . What do you say to it? 
After all, I take an interest in Roosi, she's 
been with me a long time." 

Johannes slowly raised the mug to his 
mouth and leisurely sipped the viscous beer. 
That released him from an immediate reply. 
Johannes avoided committing himself to defi­
nite promises and to giving prompt answers. 
Hence, the farmers said that Johannes was not 
so good at speaking as he was at keeping silent. 
Haste was only useful in catching fleas. Better 
to answer when you thoroughly understand 
what it i.s all about. And not every man could 
be understood right away, not even his son· 
in-law. That talk about "taking an interest" 
Johannes had simply let sllip by unheeded. 
What was the idea---1hey weren't in church, 
were they? One thing .at least he understood, 
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and having understood, he could not but 
wonder at his son-in-law's cunning. The laiter 
was cutting down his fand by about a quarter, 
getting rid of the worst fields e.nd at the same 
time avoiding a higher rate of taxation. Pos­
sibly there was something else behind it. But 
if Roosi agreed, and his son-in,..law himself 
wanted it . . . . 

"Of course, if we give her another four 
hectares from the reserve lands, that's another 
matter," Johannes said weightily, setting 
down the mug with a thump. "That's another 
matter. . . . To be sure, let Roosi hand in an 
application." 



C H A P T E R  s :i: x  

Johannes Vao had not roamed about the 
m�ighbouring VlOOds several hours for nothing . 

He had final1ly succeeded in hunti.'1.g down a 
sizable hare in the dense aspen grove bordering 
upon Snake Swamp. He sa,t down on a tree 
stump to rest, then tied up the sti.H warm 
fleecy carcass in his knapsack, slung his old 
fowling piece, which smelt of gunpowder from 
the recent shot, over his shoulder and made 
for home. The spongy snow on the fringe of 
the woods had stiffened and hardly gave way 
under his fed. 

He walked along pleased with himself and 
the successful hunting. That stupid hare ! 
Skipped out striaight under the muzzle-must 
have been half-asleep ! 

The master of Vao farm could occasion­
alily go out and do some shooting. Of course, 
not every farmer in Koordi could afford that 
luxury, even in the winh:�r. Though there were 
no specially important jobs in the winter , 
there were plenty of things to do in a smaU 
way, such as bringing in the hay from the 
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swampy meadows, or carting home firewood 
from the forest or mending the sledge or cart. 
It was good to have a big family and three 
grown-up daughters-a real help they were­
and a wife like Liina to look after the house. 
All you had to do was give orders and see to 
it that the household was kept busy. The 
younger girls, Linda and Vilma, coulidi bring 
in· the hay, and the e1dest, Valve, could be sent 
to the woods. The girls could do aU that as 
well as their father-it wasn't like ploughing 
the land. The work only did them good. No 
wonder people in the village said that Johan­
nes Vao's daughters were handy about the 
house, and abte to ply a knitting needle and, 
what was most praiseworthy, were dutiful 
girls who respected their elders. No wonder 

-Johannes' two elder daughters had married 
well and become mistresses of big farms. And 
say what you like, it was a very pleasant thing 
to have rich farmers like Mihke� Koor for sons­
in-law. It was a pity that of all fils, six daugh­
ters only .Aino marred tlie integrity of the 
family-like an intractable sheep that breaks 
�way from the fold.  She was the most hard­
working of his daughters, but also the most 
ungovernable. And how much unpleasantness 
she had caused Johannes when she went away 
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to live in town without his leave. People in the 
village were only glad of the opportunity to wag 
their tongues and find entertainment in dissen­
sions m a neighbour's family, all the more so 
L.1 such a united and closely-knit family as his 
was. What did the girl lack ? One would think 
Johannes was a kind of despot in the family 
if his own diaughter had chosen to quit it. 

The fringe of the forest brought Johannes 
out on a country lane which was very rarely 
used in the will.fer. A P""'ir of wretched-looking 
structures stood out darkly within half a mile 
of the forest's edge-a house and a cattle shed. 
From a distance they looked Hke huddled cots 
with a draw well between them. Such wells 
had not been dug in these parts for many 
years-people nowadays used pumps. The 
fields of the Kurvest farm began here. A long 
time ago pops Kurg had built these wretched 
huts· on the land of Mart's father, Karl Rur­
vest.  Several pops had lived here after Kurg 
but nobody had stayed long-it was no easy 
thing to work for the Kurvests and get along 
with them. The farmstead gradually fell into 
a state of dilapidation. Among the people it 
was known as Crane farm, from the name of 
its first owner, Kurg.* 

"' Kurg means crane. 
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I:Curg's farm \•:as now to :-eceive a ne,:\· 
master-Paul Runge, Kurvesfs .:ormer labour­
er. Johannes Vao, one of the m embers of the 
district land committee, had only yesterday 
signed that decision with h is O\':n hand. True, 
Runge had v-:anted to move :nto Kurvesfs 
house and not Kurg's cot. B L< l  apparently the 
chairman of the committee, 'fcm1mik, wished 
lo grant the other new settler, Kand, every 
possible privilege, and a11 because people in 
the district looked on Kand us foe future chair­
man of the new machine cooperative. 1/ao 
completely agreed with the lr,nd committee 
chairman, and not because he counted so much 
on Rand's tractor-no, not because of that . 
He simply did not like the idea of a poor man 
like Runge becoming the mas'.er of the rich 
Kurvest farmstead and gei.iing in one sweep 
what Johannes Vao had been \vorking for all 
his life ·and not succeeded in getting .  \Vho 
knows but that in two or three years Runge 
might become richer than he, Johannes Vao . 
Runge had received quite enoc1gh as i t  was­
eleven hectares of good land, a cow and seed.  
Wj:iat more did he want? Let him build! the 
house and cattle shed himself if he called 
himself a worker and a man. He wanted tDo 
much of a good thing ! The third member of 







the committee, land sun-eyor Nirku, didn' t 
care who moved into the Kurvest farmstead­
Kand o:r Runge , so long as they put through 
the agrarian reform in the district as soon as 
possible and fixed the bounds of the pilots . He 
therefore fell in readily with the decision of 
Tammik a!lld Vao . 

Johannes, sun-eying the dismal deserted 
structures, stopped in surprise and stepped 
behin d  the sparse willow bushes. A man and 
a woman were ·walking s traight across the 
fie1d ffnvards the derelict farm . What the 
devil ! So they were, and hand in hand too. TI1e 
man in the greatcoat coukl only be Paul 
Runge. And by the defiant tilt of her head and 
her firm stride Johannes recognized the woman 
to be his daughter Aino . 

Johannes thrust his hand in his pocket lo 
consult his pipe. 

The two ca;ne up io  the house and walked 
slowly aH around it.  Then they sat down on 
the edge of the '>veH a11di began fooking at the 
house . Th2y looked so long that Johannes had 
time to fill his p'.pe, light it  and smoke it half 
out. Pwple look that way at a thing that has 
greatly caught their fancy-something they 
are very keen on acquirin g but are not sure 
they can afford . 
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Old Vao spat, thrust the lighted pipe back 
into his pocket and strode off down the road 
without a further glance at the farm . 

He had the feeling someone had stolen a 
march on him and cheated him. But who ? 
Could it be Mihkel Koor, he y,-ondered? But 
what did Koor have to do with it ? 1And that 
damned girl ! Not enough that she had dis­
graced him in the eyes of the ·whole village hy 
leaving home-she was now carrying on with 
this Runge fellow. A pretty situation this-one 
daughter married fo Mihkel Koor, the wealth­
iest man in Koordi, and the other the mis!ref.s 
of Crane farm in the very same village. Imag­
ine how tongues would now wag and what fun 
people would poke at Johannes . . . .  

Vao spat again in disgust. There was noth­
i H g  he feared more than ridicule, this stoHd, 
r�spectabie .main '.Yith the bull neck. 

And might not things have turned out bet­
ter ? Might not Runge, damn ii: ,  hz.ve moved into 
the Kurvest house, if he, Johannes', had known? 

He strode gloomily into the house and 
flung the hare on the cement floor of the kitch­
en without saying a word . Tben, wheezing 
angrily, he hung his: fowling pi<::ce on a nail'. 

"\Vhat's: the matter ? "  Liina ask�d in sur­
prise. 
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" Nothing, "  he snapped . 

"There's a fire in the stove-will you skin 
it ? "  Liina asked. 

"I'll skin that hussy ! " Johannes shouted 
angrily . 

"\Vhat hussy ? \Vhat a:re you talking 
about ? "  his wife said, staring. 

"The one who's going to be mis.fress at 
Crane farm and Paul Runge's wife," Johannes 
said viciously . 

Liina stared blankly at her husbanrt .  
"Who's that ? "  

"Who's that? Your Aino !" 
Liina threw up her hands and plumped 

down on a stool. 
"Aino at Crane farm ? "  
The rosy faces o f  Linda and VNma peeped 

in at the door, but upon catching sight of their 
father they instantly disappeared . 

Johannes would ordinarilly have hung the 
hare from the ceiling, slit the skin down the 
paws and peeled off the soft winter coat with 
its funny white fluffy tail by drawing it over 
the head . Liina would have cut up the little 
carcass, placed the pieces in a deep frying pan, 
sliced up ringlets of pungent onion, laid little 
cubes of pork fat · thkkly about the tender 
meat, peppered it and put it into the oven. The 
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shaggy little paws she dried. They were so 
convenient for greasing aI!d polishing boots . 

But both Johannes and Liina ha.a forgotten 
about the haire. 

Johannes, wheezing angriJy, went out inio 
the yard. 

"Is that the way to chop wood ? " '  he bel­
lowed, s-eeing Vilma! making ineffectual efforts 
to cope with a knotty log. He snatched the axe 
out of her hands and began to chop the tough 
birch stump, grunting \vith every blow. 

After chopping up a large pile of firewood 
and working him.self into a sweat, he flung 
the axe aside and went back into the house. 

"Here . . . .  Get all Aino's rags: together and 
pack 'em in a suitcase," he said to Liina in 
a gruff but calmer voice. "And put it over 
there." 

He pointed to the doorwa·y. Liina began to 
cry. Johannes pickedi the hare up by its hind 
paiws to finish his hunter's job. 

Paul Runge did not krww that ol d Johan­
nes had seen him with Aino on their way to 
Kurg's farm, neither did he have any inkling 
of the great interest which his appearance on 
the fields of the Kurvest farm had a,roused in 
'.'-.'fihkell Koor and others. 
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Paul and Aino did not notice Johannes be­
cause they were too preoccupied with their 
own affairs·. Hands clasped, they walked 
straight across the snow-covered meadow. 

"There isn't even a road leading to our 
farm," Paul said, and they both laughed, 
although there was nothing amusing in it. 

"The path runs more to the right, at the 
edge of thB meadow," Aino saidi. "When you 
have a horse he'll lay <lown a wide rut. For 
the time being we ckm't even need it. Does a 
bird need a path to find its nest?" 

They laughed again merrily, and Paul sud­
denly threw his arm around Aino and kissed 
her on the neck.  She strugg'!edi laughingly to 
free h erself, but rather feeblty. (Johannes saw 
all this from behind the bush when he lit his 
pipe.) 

The house with its untenanted log walls 
stood out blackly against the white snow. It 
occupied a bare site, exposed to all the winds, 
and only on one side did two old birch trees 
and some sparse bushes nestle against it. Paul 
and Aino \Valked around ihe house. It was a 
low <lwelliing, built like a bathhouse.  Two little 
windows faced the south, and one the east. 
Before the half-open besmutted door lay a sl1ab 
of flagstone buried in the snow. 
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They sat down on the snowy frame of . the 
well. Paul peered down. 

" There's no water in it," he muttered, "as 
Semidor said. I'll have to cart it up in a barrel 
from the stream." 

"You'U make a sledge," Aino agreed. "The 
stream isn't far off. That's nothing. vVhat 
about the cow house? " 

She pulled at the door, but it was heavily 
snowed up. Paul had to he1p her. They en­
tered the cold darkness with its faint smell o f  
reeking straw and wood rot. 

"They haven't even left a drop of manure, "  
Paul said i n  chagrin. "But we can fix u p  the 
horse and cow here for the time being. I'll 
just have to make a stall and feeding cribs, 
yes, and patch up the door-see, it's crooked, 
it doesn't shut." 

"Here in the corner we'll have a pigling," 
Aino cried delightedly. 

And he seemed to see her eyes shining in 
the darkness. 

"Yes, there'll be room," Paul agreed . 
"Come along." 

The shed adjoining the cow house had no 
door at 211 .  Bars of light streamed in through 
the gaps between the boards·. On the floor, 
covered with moldering sawdust and the ref-
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use of tree bark, lay a dilapidated broad peas­
ant sledge, a toothless' rake and a battered 
chopping block. Not a thing more. 

"Here we have a sledge," Paul said, livening 
up and placing his foot on the crosspiece. 
"Perhaps· we'll draw wood on it yet, eh ?" 

"Let's go in the house," iAino said, pulling 
him by the s]eeve. "Into our little home," she 
added with a laugh. 

They stepped over the threshold. The door 
in the little passage opened straight into the 
room. It was the only room. It had a fireplace 
in it with a black smoky hearthstone. A snow­
drift laiy white on the floor under the window, 
blown in through the broken window frame. 
Aino rushed to the cooking stove. 

"The main thing is ii shouldn't smoke," 
she said anxiously, groping for the dampers 
and pulling them out. A bunch of straw ap­
p eared in her hand. She lit it and shoved it 
into the stove. The blue wisp of smoke went 
up the flue and then swept back inrto the room. 

" Never mind, it'll be all right when it burns 
up," Paul reassured her, noticing Aino's dis­
tressed face. "Perhaps a brick has come loose 
in the chimney. That's easily fixed." 

He took long strides down pas·t the smoky 
walls'-five paces wide, and seven paces long;-
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Lhe floor boards creaked underfoot. He jotted 
down something in a notebook he took out 
of his pocket. 

"The floor," he said curtly,  "needs relay­
ing. I could do with five or six t\vo-inch 
boards . . . . ·we'll cover the waUS' 'vith card­
board, it'll be warm and light. You'll see. We 
fixed up such living quarters at the front, 
even underground, in a matter of thxee days­
you'd hardly believe it . And here we'ye got the 
walls and a ceiling." 

He sat down right on the floor with an air 
of contentment and llt a cigarette. Aino went 
up to him. 

"But Paul, we haven't e..-en ,got a table or 
chairs," she said softly. "I can 't imagine how 
it's going to be." 

He looked up into her face and burst out  
laughing. 

"We'll think up something," he said 
knowingly. "I'll go to town and hunt up Johai.1-
nes Uustalu . Don't you know Johannes 
Uustalu ? He's a great builder-taught me how 
to handle the axe and the plane. Some of my 
tools are sti:ll with him. If I find him, every­
thing will be all right." 

Aino sighed . 
"\Vhat is it ? "  he asked in a puzzled tone. 
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" Nothing," she answered, with a faint 
blush. "Saamu says that even .salted fish is 
sweet when you share it with your beloved . 
But-" 

"Bu t white bread is better," he prompted 
with a smile. 

"That"s not it. . . . To move into this house 
we've only got io light a fire in the stove, but 
to raise a crop we need a great deal. vVho's 
going to help us ? My father won't." 

"No, of course not," Paul said grimly, get­
ting up and staring thoughtfully out of the 
window. 

"Our help l1ies here," he sa�d. 
Aino went up io him, but she saw nothing 

except the bare fields covered with snow­
fields that stretched to the forest. 

" Tha<t is our help," he said with a thrilled 
smile. "The land . . . . Those who gave it to us 
will help us further ." 



C H A P T E R  S E V E N  

January 1946 came in with thaws and with 
moist warm winds from the sea. Then a sud­
den frost struck, a heavy snowfall covered the 
fields and forests, and bright frosty days set in. 

The farmsteads of Koordi village on the 
fringes of the woods stood snowbound and 
quiet, looking exactly Eke their counterparts on 
the Christmas postcal'ds of Pats* days-dreamy 
blue night over the snowy 1·oofs of the farms 
nestling amid the dark fir trees, a cosy, peace­
ful light .glowing in the windows and nMrow 
paths in the snow running from farm to farm. 

The life that now flowed within the walls 
of these quiet farms was not such a dreamy 
one, however. 

A new life with all its flurry and interests 
was invading i:he peaceful farmsteads and 
drawing an their inhabitants into its mael­
strom, no matter how remote the farm was 
from the headquarters of the district Soviet 
where the chairman Janson practicalliy shout-

* President of bourgeois Estonia. 
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ed himself hoarse at the telephone, swearing 
at the chairmen of the village Soviets because 
of the slow progress· in lumbering work, is­
suing instructions to fhe village Soviet rep­
resentatives and reporting to the county 
centre. 

While Janson was letting himself go at the 
telephone, Peeler Tatrik, a luhberlty farmer on 
a short pair of legs, with a Finnish fur cap 
pulled low over his eyes, was ploughing 
through the snowdrifts to the distant farm of 
Meisterson and cursing Janson because the lat­
ter had not yet got around to appointing an­
other representative of the village Soviet to 
help him out. It was a downright shame-one 
man dealing with sixteen farms, and all of 
them so far apart ! He said himself that the 
limit was ten . . . . 

A dog barked and tugged fiercely at its 
chain. 

Meisterson, a talli, lean, bald-headed farmer 
with spectacles on a long birdlike nose, opened 
the door into the kitchen, where H smelt 
of W3!rnl. bread ,a[1d milk and where the mi1s­
tress was carding wool. 

"Well, what have you got to say?"  Meister­
son asked aiter an exchange of opinions re­
garding the weather. 
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"Same as usual," Tatrik said blandly . 
" Tomorrow's a Voskresnik for carting timber 
out of the woods . You have to cart out eighty 
cubic metres, and you haven't even dQne half 
yet." 

"And I was thinking of driving down to 
the market tomorrow to sell some pigs,"  Mei­
sterson frankly admitted wi th a sigh . 

"You'd think _they couldn't do without our 
.Taan," the mistress of the house put in. 

"Seems they can't," Tafrik answered, mop­
ping his brow with a huge handkerchief. 
"Janson's got a representative from the county 
sitting in his office these two days . And his 
car is standing in the yard . I guess he wouldn't 
come down just for nothing. Isn't that so ? "  

"What the devi] i s  all that timber wanted 
for ? "  Meisi:erson muttered. 

"It's needed . . . . The Germans wrecked 
half of Tallinn, and Tartu and Narva . You 
don't expect to leave 'em in such a state," 
Tatrik argued, spreading his hands. "Be­
sides, I he!l!r they'n� building factories on the 
schi.sts- at Kohtla-Jii.rve-ai whole new town. 
D'you think they won't need a lot of timber 
there? "  

"And I was thinking o f  going u p  to mar­
ket," Meisterson repeated, thoughtfully scratch-

1 12 



ing his n-0se. "The pigs have just about grown 
to right size." 

"No, Meisterson, you've got to be at the 
Voskresnik tomorrow, say what you like. Don't 
you see, you'll be offending me and the author­
iiies by not going." 

Tatrik threw out his chest under the open 
sheepskin co.at with an air of dignity. Meister­
son thoughtfully eyed the badge -0f the rep ­
resentative of foe village Soviet attached to 
the lapell cf Ms jacket. Tatrik wasn't a bad 
sort, a good-natured follow-Meisterson knew 
him inside out, just an ordinary farmer . like 
himself, and an of a sudden-he was an 
authority . . . .  As one · of his neighbours he 
could simply send Tatrik to hell, but with the 
Soviet authorities it was quite another thing. 
He wouldn't like to quarrel with them. \Vhy 
should he? Didn't they wipe off his arrears 
in nineteen forty, and didn't they grant him 
an extra five hectarPs of land? And then this 
year, didn't he receive fertilizer and doesn't he 
intend exchanging his seedl for graded seed,? . . .  

"Perhaps I won't go to the fair ?" he asked 
his wife. "What do you say, Salme ?" 

Salime d�d not answer, knowing that her 
husband asked merely for the sake of form 
and would follow his own devices . 
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"Even those are going who aren't obliged 
to," Tatrik said. "Jaagu farm is all turning 
out-Maasalu, Taaksalu and Semidor." 

"So be it," Meisterson said, slapping his 
knees . "My horse is no worse than those on 
Jaagu farm." 

.And Tatrik, taking his leave , set off along 
the snow path for the next farm. 

The lights in Koordi shone in the same 
places and the same windows where men's 
fathers and grandfathers had ahvays been ac­
customed to see them, but many of these 
farms were occupied iby new masters . Thus, 
Jaagu farm, which had once belonged to the 
innkeeper Mergel, was now occupied by two 
poor men�Maasalu and Taaksa1u. Life at 
Jaagu farm gave the farmers much food for 
discussion, for they looked upon this fellow­
ship as something new and unusual in Koordi, 
something that ran counter to its traditions. 
Cases had been known before in the district 
when two farmers lived together and helped 
each other, but they had invariably been bound 
by ties of kinship. And here were two farm­
ers who were not at all related-and a third 
had joined them, too, Semidor the luckless. 
Many jokes were made on this account. As it 
was difficult to conceal anything in a vHlage 
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consisting of a score or so farms, everything 
that went on at Jaagu farm was common 
knowledge. Everyone knew how Semidor had 
smashed the plioughshare on a rock at the very 
first tillage, how, with Maasalu's help, he had 
become the owner of half a horse, and how 
some artful fellow at the market had con­
trived lo sell him a one-eyed pig. 

Gradually, however, the topics for jokes 
were exhausted, The three men at Jaagu farm 
held together securely, and i t  was evident from 
the very start that things there would go 
swimmingiy. This was felt even in Sernidor's 
deportment-he no longer encouraged his 
fellow villagers' jokes· ai: his expense with his 
former easygoing toleration. 

Considerable interest among the farmers 
was roused by the settling of Juhan Kand on 
Kurvest's farm. Juhan Kand turned out to be 
a jolly, talkative and very genial man of mid­
dle age. Two hired trucks loaded to the top 
brought down his belongings . Curious eyes 
managed to catch sight of weM-filled hags of 
grain, packing cases and town furniture under 
the tarpaulin covering. 

Juhan himself came down on a rickety red 
tractor, which he housed in the large shed be­
side a threshing machine, a drilil and a reaper.  
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Together with Juhan there arrived his 
young wife with a fluffy fox collar, and an 
elderly woman, probably her mother, with 
lips set in an expression of distaste. The wife 
carefully carried into the house a tiny dog 
with round, malignant eyes bulging like but­
tons, and reappeared no more in the yard 
where her husband, the truck drivers and a 
flurried: Saamu were busy around the cases. 

"Oho !"  Maasalu said significantly to his 
friends as they stood watching Kand's trucks 
driving past . "It's clear the new seitler gentle­

man's got tons of stuff.'' 
Many other farmers of the district said 

"oho'' too. Some of them, it appeared, had 
met him at the local fairs, ;,vhere Kand occa­
sionalily managed to strike rather successful 
deals. Juhan Kand had never had any land of 
his own. He used to prefer to rent it from 
farmers in the districts bordering on Koordi 
who were close to ruin . It was, said that he 
rented fand very profitably: after exhausting 
the soil, taking from it in a couple of years 
all it could produce and giving it nothing in 
return, he willingly parted with it. 

Kand knew a little about everything. He 
could drive a tractor, and take apart and put 
together an electric motor, although not 
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always successfully; he was a walking infor­
mation bureau who knew what could be 
bought of whom in the couniy, with or without 
additional payment ; he gave advice and in 
general was considered a man of affairs. 

And now a tractor had turned up in Kand's 
possesision, put together no one knew how and 
out of what, especially for the new machine 
cooperative. He had built it up out of a dilap­
idated engineless frame which ai driver he 

knew had delivered to him for a couple of 
litres of home-brewed vodka. The indefatiga­
ble Kand had scoured the county for the en­
gine, bearings, magneto and other parts; for 
some he had traded "soapstone" which turned 
out to be godawful rubbish, and others he 
simply "took on a long-term loan," as the 
farmers put i t .  

The rickety tractor, painted a bright red 

by Kand, lookced quite showy : it roared deaf­
eningly as it rolled along and belch�d blue 
smoke-in a word, it produced an impression. 

This was the tractor Juhan Kand was !€a.s­
ing-was making a gift of, you might say­
to the machine cooperative that was being or­
ganized. 

After delivering his belongings to the house 
Juhan Kand did not tarry there, but betook 

117  



himself to the more populous parts of the vil­
lage. He visited all the near neighbours-Koor, 
Vao, Tatrik and! Meisterson, aH except Paul 
Runge, perhaps because the path leading there 
was snowed up. People saw him at the village 
Soviet, at the executive committee of the dis­
trict Soviet and the local cooperative store. His 
loud, slightly husky and cheery voice could be 
heard everywhere. One man he promised the 
loan of his <lriH, with another he clinked mugs 
of beer. 

Sociable fellow ihough he showed himself 
to be, the farmers were not so much interested 
in Rand's arriva[ in Koordi as they were in 
that of his rickety tractor. There had never 
beeh a tractor in Koor.di before. Oh, that was 
a big thing i ·Kand intended wmking · "under 
the machine cooperative," as he told every­

body. 
The new cooperative was a matter of vita·l 

interest to many, and the inaugural meeting 
held in the middle of February was a.Uended 
by farmers from the most distant holdings. 

Juhan Kand, as a man familiar with the 
handling of tractors, "!as elected -chairman of 
the cooperative. No less important, iri the eyes 
of many farmers, was i:he fact that Kand , in 
joining the cooperative, was !easi11g his tractor 
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to it, making a gift of it, so to sp-eak. And so 
it was kind of awkwa rd not to show Kand 
preference . 

That was the opinion expressed at the 
meeting by r·l'Iihkeil Koor. 

Arguments and discussions arose when it 
came to electing the auditing commission.  
About a dozen candidates were proposed, 
among them, as a matter of course, Johannes 
Vao. 

Unexpectedly for all a man got up to speak 
w'ho was a stranger to most of the old :fam1ers 
of the district, a man in a shabby greatcoat 
with a heavy grim force from which a pair of 
steady grey-blue eyes looked out with a hard 
unyielding expression. 

He not altogether politely elbowed his way 
closer to the presidium table past the old, re­
spected farmers of Koordi. Johannes Vao, !Sit­
ting in the front, scowled when he caught sight 
of his face. 

The man made a very brief speech which 
rang out sharp and clear-with the same 
sharpness and clarity that marked the lines of 
his man�y face.  

"In the first plla.ce," he said, "this should 
be treated as an undertaking of the Soviet 
power. We have had machine cooperatives iQ 
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the district before this, but 'vhat were they? 
They were run by kulaks. But this is a Soviet 
cooperative. What shourld be its first aim? 
First of all to help not prosperous farmers 
like Koor or even middle farmers like Johan­
nes Vao who can manage their ploughing 
without it, but former pops and farm labour­
ers and the new settlers who haven't any farm 
machines of their own .  Tha,t means: that re'P­
r.esentatives of the p<Jor peasants should 
guide and control the ·work of the coopera­
tive. And so- I propose electing Maasalu fo. the 
auditing commission. l.,\.nd that's that !" 

He returned to his seat amid a de ad silence, 
feeling the intent looks being cast at him. 
Among these, the I:ook that Mihkel Koor gave 
him coUld hardly be called a friendly one. 

He didn't care a tinker's damn for those 
scowling 1looks ! The fields of Crane farm need­
ed a tractor. That and Aino's constant anxious 
question-"Who 's going to help us, Paul ? "  
was what had impelled him, usually so taci­
turn, to speak . 

Muuli, the Pa.rty organizer, who sat at the 
presidium table, smiled at him approvingly . 

"Why talk like that ? Doesn't the matter 
affect all the farmers in Koordi alik e ?  They're 
all going to carry out the plan of State de-
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liveries . And the cooperative is needed by 
Koor and Meisterson, and by him, Tatrik, and 
l\faasalu, and everybody . . . . " 

These good�natured conciliatory words 
were uttered by the representative of the vil­
lage Soviet, Ta.trik, who liked all decisions to 
be made guietly and peaceably, without 
quibbling-otherwise, how could you keep 
order? 

The effect of _his conciliiatory speech was 
all but spoilt by Kristjan Taaksalu. ; 

"Look you, that lad Runge is quite righ t !" 
he trumpeted . "Mihkel Koor needs a tractor, 
too, but we need it more:" 

There was a bit of an uproar and hub­
bub . . . . Opinions· differed, but when the votes 
were counted Johannes Vao was found to have 
received more than Kaa·rel l\faas.a1lu .  Vao, after 
all, was an old-timer in Koordi, while that 
chap from Jaagu farm w2:s still a dark horse. 

Paul sat scowliing-apparently it wasn' t  
s o  easy t o  dislodge his father-in-law at one foll 
stroke. His roots \Vent deep . . . .  

The new times had come into home life in 
Koordi too . For how el.se, thought the farmers, 
could: you explain the deep gulf of discord 
that had formed between Crane farm and 
Yao's farm ? Joh&Tlnes now could not stand the 
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mere mention of Paul's and Aino's names, and 
the latter, in their turn, made no move either 
toward submission or reconciliation. 

Could such a thing have happened in the 
old days ? Not liikely . The new son-in-law would 
have come together with Aino to beg forgive­
ness. Standing in the kitchen, they would have 
listened to what Johannes had to say to them. 
And Paua, you can rest assured, would have 
worked the first spring on Johannes' fields 
from a sense of kindred duty and respect. For 
those who possess no riches find humility the 
best policy. 

And then, who knows but that Johannes, 
who liked to have respect shown him, might 
have forgiven the daughter whom he had 
driven out of his house. Out of a sense of 
paternal pride-so that people should not 
laugh at the newlyweds' wretched life-he 
might have made Paul a gift of a couple of 
sheep and a cow. And probably l!ent him a 

plough or a harrow when he rn�eded it . After 
all, hiS' heart was not made of stone. 

But what had happened now was quite in­
comprehensible. Two people, beggars you 
might say, had ta:ken it into their heads to 
build up a life at Crane farm iby their own ef­
forts. 
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In Johannes' opm1on this was as impos-:­
sible as attempting to drain the Ussi soo, * 

which robbed the district of two hundred hec­
tares of land. True, some foolhardy fellows 
had once tried, but nothing came of it-just a 
waste of labour-Snake Swamp had the laugh 
on them. 

It loo.ked as though the newlyweds didn't 
care a rap whether he 'forgave them · or not, 
and the way they bore themselves · Wras, in 
Johannes ' opinion, a defiant chaHenge to him 
before everyone in the village. 

"Pride never made anyone rich," Johan­
nes growled to his, wife Liina. "You'll see . . . .  " 

:1o Snake Swamp. 



C H A P T E R  E I G H T  

As to what was going on at Crane farm 
the villagers of Koordi knew very little. Th� 
farm Hself stood out of the way and the smoke 
from its chimney couild not be seen from the 
highroad. Paul Runge rarely showed himself 
in public places, unlike tha·t ubiquitous Juhan 
Kand, the new master of Kurvest farmstead. 
Yet not a family in ihe vililage was making 
such intense preparations for the coming of 
spring as Paul and Aino were at Crane farm. 

In the cow house there now stood the skew­
bald cow Minny, which had once befonged to 
Kurvest. During the first few days Aino kept 
running to the cow house almost every minute. 
She scrubbed and brushed the cow till she 
shone, she washed the udder with warm water 
and greased it. A suckling, bought from Meist­
erson on Paul's army savings, lay grunting in 
a corner. And finaHy, behind a partition of fir 
poles, stood Antu himself, the twenty-year-old 
geldin·g ! 

Paul had had to put up a fight for Antu. 
Juhan Kand wanted to get the horse for him-
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self-he didn't have a horse either, if it came 
to that. The matter was brought before Jan­
son. Paul, trying hard to curb his feelings, 
asked the chairman what a man could do 
without a horse when there wasn't a billet of 
wood on the farm and even water had to be 
brought up in a barrel from half a mile away. 
And how vrns he to cart up the timber for the 
new house, and what was he going to do the 
ploughing on? 

He looked Janson steadily in the eye, and 
the latter took his side. 

"I can't understand you," Janson said to 
Kand, and there was a note of vexation in his 
voke. "Arguing over this twenty-year-old 
crock-people will laugh at you. D'you mean 
to say you can't afford to buy a new one ?" 

Juhan gave in. Really, ft wasn't worth 
kicking up a row over that old crock. 

And so Antu, together with Kurvest's old 
cart, was installed at Crane farm. There was 
something to cart water on now and even fag­
gots from the woods . Pauli skilfully repaired 
the old s[edge. 

He made a trip to town and looked up the 
old carpenter Johannes Uustalu. Together they 
visited: the Councy Party Committee, the co­
operative and the sawmill. Uustalu had friends 
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everywhere, rand men everywhere took off 
their hats to the old man in the shabby' old­
fashioned coat. 

Two days later a truck delivered them both 
at Koordi and set them do"V':n at the fork in 
the road-there was no means of approach to 
the farm lby car. They unloaded a dozen 
planks, sheets of cardboard, a barrel of cement, 
a case of glass and a new taN1e of fresh white 
vvood . Paul went for Antu and carted it all 
down to the farm. 

The great builder, to Aino's surprise, 
proved to be a grey little old man with a viva­
cious face and humorous eyes. He shook h ands 
politely with Aino and surveyed her with 
frank admiration. 

Aino bustled about the s tove in a nervous 
flutter. Good God, what could she give them 
to eat ? She had nothing but potatoes and a 
piece of salted pork in the pot.  But the little 
old fellow rose nobly to th-e occasion. 

"Don't you tbother, Paul and I have brought 
one or two things along with us," he said, 
throwing her a merry, friendly wink. 

Indeed, the knapsack of this \von<lerful 
Santa Claus proved to contain cold meat and 
sour-sweet bread and butter. They dined off 
the new table, which �melled freshly of fir gum. 
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"Well, now to get down to work," Uustalu 
said with decision, and swiftly slipped on a 
pair of well-\vorn blue overalls. Paul also 
changed into an old suit. 

For two days the house resounded to the 
knocking of axes and hammers, the rasping of 
saws and the scraping of Uustalu's plane, and 
Aino · kindled the stove with fresh shavings. 
How much the house changed in two days, 
while that cheerful old man was in command !  
Sometimes h e  gi:umbled at Paul, cocked his 
eye at a rough piece of board, ihen fel1 to 
exorcising it with plane and chisel until it as­
sumed the shape of a window frame or a hand­
some kitchen shelf for Aino. The old · man 
walked up and down; his. eye screwed in an­
noyanC€, while Aino watched him fascinated. 

The floor no longer creaked-they had re­
laid it and fitted in new boards. The wa1ls 
with the tow sticking out of them and the 
sooty ceiling were cover·ed with light-brown 
cardboard and neat sliats were nailed down at 
the seams. The room grew bright and cheer­
ful. The broken windows were fitied wi.th nev<.r 
panes. 

V\Then everything was finished and the re­
maining materialis were carried info the shed, 
Uustalu took off his overalls and got ready to 
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leave. Surveying the results of his handiwork, 
he said very gravely, without a smile : 

'Td! like to begin life ane',v in this house 
myself . . . .  " 

Aino, on a sudden impulse, kissed the grey 
little tuft on his temple. 

Paul drove Uustafo down k; the highrm:d 
on Antu. He v\'Tung his hand \Y::trmly at part­
ing and muttered : 

" Thanks, oltd man-for everything . . .  . ' ' 
"Nonsense, "  growled Uustahi. "People do 

you a good turn, and you them-yes . . . . :M'y 
turn'll come too, don't forget ! "  

A passing motorist gave him a lift and he 
rode off. 

"\Vhat a wonderful old der<.r !" Aino cried 
delightedly when Paul had stabled Antu and 
come into the morn . "Brought happiness and 
went away." 

"I told you,'' Paul answered \vith a feeiing 
of pri�e. " He's been that 'vay am his life­
builds, one house then starts on. another." 

The work at Crane farm did noi diminish 
with the departure of Uusiab ..  Neither Paul , 
nor Aino, nor 1Antn knew what it was to rest. 
Early in the morning, before it was light, 
Paul would harness the old gelding and ride 
dovm io the stream for water, while 1Aino fed 
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the pig and the cow, milked the cow and 
prepared breakfast. After breakfast Paul would 
ride out ten kHometres to the woods where 
the forestry authorities, upon the presentation 
of the district executive committee, had ap­
portioned a plot of standing timber for new 
housing purposes·. The trees had to be felled 
now, while it was' winter, as there would be 
no time for it in a few months . He had volun­
teered to help Peeter Tatrik fulfill his State 
timber deliveries, for which Tafrik in turn had 
promised to help him. 

Paul would come home after dark, tired, 
and dump the cartload of faggots in the yard. 
He washed his hands, black and sticky with 
tree gum, as best he could, sat down at the 
table in the kitchen and hungrily at tacked the 
hot potatoes seasoned with flour gravy. Their 
fare was at present rather poor. The mHk 
Minny gave Paul conveyed twice a week to the 
dairy and sold! the butter to the cooperative 
society. Every rub-le in the new household was 
precious and wa,s spent only after careful con­
sideration. 

Antu, too, was placed on short rations·. 
Morning and evening Paul gave him a tiny 
measure of oats. There was only one sack ·of 
oats and it had to ibe husbanded till the spring. 
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Aino anxiously watched the hay in the shed 
dwindling from day to day-it had been given 
them by the district, as had the oats and the 
seed�but Janson ;had warn�d them that that 
was all they woulldi get . vVould it be enough ? 
"What if it doesn't last ? "  Aino thought anx­
ioUJSly. Antu would be no good as a worke1 
then-fook how his ribs si:uck out even now. 
And l\finny, too, had to be fed well-she \vould 
be calving in two months' lime. 

So there you were . . . .  And sitting in the 

evening in the light of the on lamp, they racked 
their brains. 

Lighting a cigarette after his frugal supper 
and looking worriedly at Aino, Paul said:  

"Everything's all right, but what about fer­
tilizer ?  The fields haven't been manured for 
five years . There isn't aI1y more mineral forii­
lizer in :the district . As for the manure from 
our animals, it'll just about he enough for the 
vegetable garden ." 

"I have ashes for the garden," Aino said 
briskly. · 

She had knocked together a woorlen box in 
which she collected aSJhes . 

"It won't be enough jusi the same," Paul 
said, shaking his head. "Rut what .about the 
fields? "  
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To this Aino could answer n-0thing. 
"If I could get throug�h with the work in 

the woods by the end of February.," Paul 
mused, "maybe then I could at least bring up 
some turf from the swamp." 

Then he took a pencil and began sketching 
a plan of the new cattle shed and house and 
caliCulating how much stone he would need 
for the foundation, but soon began to nod 
drowsily. 

"Bedtime!" Aino would say peremptorily. 
Often at night, too, talk about the new 

house would go on endlessly at the quiet farm­
s tead. 

"vVe shouldn't think about anything else 
until we've finished with the building," Paul 
said. "There mustn't be anything to distract 
us . . . .  " 

" The beginning's hard," Aino said soberly, 
"but when you've got lan_d, a cow and a horse 
and a pig, it's much easier." 

She went on to say that all this held out 
good hopes, for which sh-e, Aino, was prepare<l 
to say thank you to the Soviet Government be­
fore the whole dis trict. They ought to cultivate 
as much land as they could, sow all the wheat 
and oab they could and plant potatoes, not 
forgetting mangel-wurzel. Then they would 
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have feed for Minny and Antu. They'd fatten 
up the pi g  on mangel, too, and not slaughter 
it until it weighed twelve poods. Half of i t  
they could salt and the other half seH and buy 
two suckling pigs on the proceeds. One of them 
they would keep for breeding and then next 
year would have their own litter . Minny was 
going to have a calf. If the crop turned ou l 
well they would buy another cow. And then 
things would be fine . . . . 

Her flight of fancy stopping short at the 
luxuriant garden around the new house, Aino 
lapsed into silence, as though her thoughts had 
formed a closed circle, and then asked anx· 
iously:  

"Still, who's· going to help us ? We have 
no plough !" 

"The tractor will do the ploughing," Paul 
sa,id sleepily. "That red tractor of Rand's-­
it's in the machine cooperative now." 

li\.nd so the days of the new settlers on 
Crane farm passed in strenuous work. And 
though the days grew steadily longer, they 
were all too short for them. 

After seeing Paul off to the woods, Aino set 
about her domestic tasks. If snow had faHien 
overnight she shove1'led the yard clean, 
chopped up the firewood her husband had 
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brought in and stacked it in frornt of the shed, 
chopped up straw to feed the cow, cleaned and 
tidied the house, stopped up the mortises in the 
cattle shed with tow, nailed down some 
latchets, and knocked together a little larder 
out of boards in the storm passageway. 

She moved about swiftly and lightly, hum-
ming to herself all the time : 

Oh, for some planks, for a saw, that would make 
Quickly a boat to pass over the lake. 
But-if you're longing your sweetheart to woo­
Surely you'll know how to build a canoe! 

Oh, she was prepared to work hard for 
her happiness ! CoU'lid you call that work she 
was now doing ? She only regretted she 
couldn't fell the logs for their future house 
together with her husband in the woods . But 
then who would t end the cow and the pig ? 

"Wait tilil spring comes, that's when 
there'll be plenty of work for you," Paul prom­
is,ed. 

And she waited eagerly for the sprmg. You 
just let her sow ,  she '�ouM show you how to 
reap! 

Hot, healthy peasant blood coursed in 
Aino's veins, shone through the rosy skin of 
her broad, round face, and! spark'l�d with the 
sheer joy of living in her blue eyes. She coulrl 
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lift a five-pood sack from the ground onto a 
cart. She d&J.ced once for a wager at a village 
party and kept it up for over �n hour until 
the musicians gave in . Nothing ·was too hard 
for her. Only the attainment of ;;-ealth seemed 
to her a difficult and impossible task. She 
was a peasant and kne'v only too \vell ¥,rhat 
it meant to start life without having a plough 
or a harrow. People ini Koovdi used to 
spend a lifetime getting them. But Pau] lrnd 
faith, and that sustained her own belief in 
the efficacy of the new forces . 

v\Tork in the fon�st was making progress .  
Peeter Tatrik's lumbering norm had been 
fulfilled, and trees were now falling for Paul 
Runge's new house. 

Paul's broad back was bent over the saw, 
and to Tatrik it spoke of an inflexible deter­
mination to hang on to that tree until Hs 
trunk fell crashing to the ground. 

"I'm sorry I ever started with you," Tatrik 
growled good-naturedly, mopping his brow 
and throwing away his unfinished cigarette. 
"At this rate we'll soon be good for nothing." 

Paull hacked the branches off a f€!lled pine. 
He slashed at them with such ferocity that 
one might think these gnarled boughs barred 
the way to his new house. The sharp axe 

134 



hacked off branches the thickness of a man's 
arm at a single stroke. 

Paul threw himself into his job without a 
thought for anything except what he had in 
hand, like a horse plodding down the furrow. 
Now everything depended �nly upon him, 
upon his work. Everything waiS perfoctly clear . 
There , . in Koordi, was land-his 13[)Jd. Here 
wasi timber. It had to be felled in order 
to build the new house. He had to hurry, 
because spring "'as coming. And he needed 
time to cart down at leas1 a little turf from 
the swamp to the fielids that hadn't been ma­
nured for years. The snow was already 
beginning lo melt under the March sun, was 
becoming porous and spongy. The snowdrifts 
on the sunny fringe of the woods were van­
ishing like soap suds . 

Yes, he had to hurry. 



C H A P T E R N � N E  

Though Paul Runge worked against time 
to cart turf from the swamp to the fields, 
spring nevertheless forestalled him. It came 
one April night in a dense humid mist alive 
with muffled noises and movement-as 
though vast flockis of birds were flying past 
high overhead . The commotion was that of 
the trees shaking off the spring drops and of 
invisible streams gurgling in their eternal 
striving to reach the sea. The fo1rrnyard black­
ened. The sledge, which Paul had left the 
evening before on a iriny strip of brittle ice 
outside the shed, by morning had settled into 
the s]ush, and he had a hard time dragging 
it  into the shed. Going down to the swamp 
was out of the question . 

For the first time in three months Antu 
was not harnessed into the shafts . Paul gave 
h[m a good cleaning down. He looked him 
over carefully and shook his head. 

"Now, now, old boy, hoJ:d out, we won't 
last the spring at this rate," he muttered. 
"Need a rest ." 



And he gave Antu a full portion of hay and 
oats. 

This was the first day in recent months that 
Paul found himself with nothing to do. He 
was not used to it, and it irked him somewhat. 
A:ino more than once that day jestingly com­
plained that he was in her way and had better 
llie down and take a rest . 

He could not rest,  however. He wandered 
about the hous� and the yard ai prey to dis­
turbing thoughts�he felt all the time that he 
had forgotten to do something, had overlooked 
something important . But what ? Antu and the 
cow Minny were peacefully chewing the las"i 
remnants of hay in the cattle shed, the two­
weeks' old fawn-coloured calf-Aino's pet­
was frisking about in the tJny crib, and the 
pig was grunting. No, everything here was in 
order. 

He went into the shed and examined the 
cart-an old wreck, but it would still give serv­
ice: he had repaired it in his spare time and 
changed one of the wheels,, He threw a pleased 
look into the corner where there stood two 
barrels of cement, a case of glass and an iron 
slab for the cooking range-all for the future 
house. No, say what you like, these three 
months had not been wasted. Hard�y anyone 



could have managed more th8'n he had doue 
at Crane farm during that time. 

But the disquieting feeling did not leave 
him. What could it mean? Paul sa;t down on 
a rock outside the shed and sat for a lon g  
time wrapped in thought, gazing out toward 
the forest veiled in a blue mist. For some 
inexplicable reason he found himself recaliing 
a similar misty slushy day in Kurland a year 
back, when he and three other scouts were 
making their >my behind the enemy' s lines . 
They h ad parl:ed company in the underbrush 
facing a clearing . They had to cross the clear­
ing and meet again in the woods . The forest 
had loomed dimly blue and mysterious , a" it 
did now. His friends had been swallowed up 
in the mist. He had experienced for a moment 
a keen sense of being lost and alone in the 
world, and a desire to see his three companions, 
feel their presence and learn what had hap­
pened to them. 

So now did he suddenly remember that he 
had not seen the friendly company of Jaagu 
farm all these months. Ho'v were they getting 
on ? And then there was the Party organizer 
Muuli, the talk with whom, he felt, had left 
many things unsaid. Perhaps l\fuuli had al­
ready forgotten him ? And, in general, did the 

138 



district authorities Temember that he existe-di, 
did they see him puttering about on Crane 
farm? After ail, Janson had two hundred 
farms, as he said, and his, Runge's farm ,  was 
probably the least importru1t of them. 

"Nonsense," he said to himself firmly, with 
a toss of the head. "Muuli won't come and put 
a door on your shed. And you still haven't 
got one . . . . " 

And he set to work making a door for the 
shed out of the ·pieces of hoard left over from 
the house repairs . 

The next day the sml. came out. The big 
shallow puddles in the yard shone a daz­
zling blue and a-zquirnd a deceptive depth. 
White clouds floated across them. Paul troubled 
these peaceful little llakesi by throwing step­
ping stones info them so that Aino should 
not wet her feet when running to the cattle 
house. 

"It's like running across the sky," Aino said 
deliightedly. 

"Never mind, we'll drain that sky by next 
year," Paul muttered. "The yard needs level­
ling drown and I'll have to dig a ditch to the 
vegetable garden." 

That day he made a cage out of thin poles, 
such as the farmers use for carting hay-it 
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would come in useful. He even found time to 
build a little house for the starlings, which he 
nailed to the old birch tree in front of the 
house. 

Antu received a full ration of oats on the 
second day of rest too . 

In the evening Peeter Tatrik, in muddy 
rubber boots, dropped in. 

"Almost impossible to get to you," he com­
plained. "Sitting in the middle of the flood like 
Noah in his Ark. "  

He did not tell Paul that had his wishes 
been consulted he perhaips would not have 
come at all, but, as representative of the vil­
lage Soviet, he was obliged to hand in reports 
about the farmers' preparedness for the spring 
sowing campaign, and Janson had scolded 
him again for being behind in his duties. And 
then the Party organizer Muuli had looked 
at him very hard that day, as if trying to 
recolilect something, and then suddenly asked 
him how that new settler Runge on the Kur­
vest fields was getting on. He had been rather 
at a loss what to reply. 

Paul invited the gi1est into the house, but 
on the way the latter s uddenly dived through 
the half-open door of the caitlie house where 
he tarried quite a while chatting with Aino 
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and examining the animals. He threw a glance 
too at the half-open door of the shed. 

Paul merely chuckled to himself. He had 
a sus'Picion that in showing his farm to garru­
lous Tatrik he was showing it to the who]� 
yillage. 

They went inside. 
"I haven't seen a human face here for a 

week," Paul sa,id gaily. "Well, let's hear the 
news." 

Tatrik . did not have to be asked a second 
time. As for himself, everything was in order­
the winter crop didn't look at all bad, he only 
hoped the night frosts wouldn't spoil it. 
Things were busy again ait the village Soviet 
and the district executive committee, the way 
they a·lways were during big campaigns. The 
telephone rang aill day, the county authorities 
inquiring how sowing preparations were get­
ting on, and whether they would have enough 
seed. Janson reported that they would manage 
with the grains but not with clover and tim­
othy. The county authorities. said they would 
have to do the best they could with what they 
had on the spot . Well, what else? Yes, an 
unpleasant bit of news-some bandits had 
robbed a farm in the neighbouring village, 

had made away with a whole �rtload of stuff 
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on the farmer's own horse. They had tied 

and gagged the farmer andi threatened to kill 
him. 

"They b€en caught ? "  Paul asked.  
"Easier said than done,"  Tatri_k answered 

w ith a shrug. "They took to the woods . They 
\Vere armed----'German arms, " he added signif­
icantly. 

"H'm . . . . " Paul looked closely at Tatrik . 
"Did the farmer recognize any of 'em ?" 

"Who knows, perhaps he did," Tatrik an­
swered evasively, glaincing at Aino and veiling 
his small, faded blue eyes under his heavy, 
weather-beaten eyelids ·. "Sometimes it's better 
not to. The farm stands in an out-of-the-way 
spot. The district authorities are far away but 
the forest is near," he muttered. 

Paul could get nothing mor.e out of him . 
Peeter maintained a dogged silence and 
wrapped himself in the malodorous smoke of 
home-grown tobacco. 

The guest looked around him with frank 
curiosity, twisting his head on its wiry neck 
from side to side . No, you couldn't say they 
were well off here yet, but-there was some­
thing about the place which old Pee.fer with 
the experienced eye of a farmer could not fail 
to notice. The table, the stools, the bed� 
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though rudely fashioned, were new and strong, 
obviously made by the master's own hands. 
Tatrik drew that inference from something 
resembling a carpenter's bench that stood by 
the 'vindow, on which lay a plane with curly 
shavings still in it. Some kind of seeds lay on 
a moist rag in a plate on the table-evidently 
undergoing a test for germination . Tatrik stole 
a glance at a bag of seed onions hanging on 
the wall in a dry place. These people appar­
ently were seed-minded. Everything around 
spoke of their energetic intentions . Even the 
walls· and! ceiling, skilfully covered with light 
cardboard, seemed to have inexorably and 
determinedly enlarged tMs once cramped and 
smoke-ridden hole . 

"When I married Mari-" Tatrik suddenly 
began in a reminiscent tone. "Yes, when I 
married my Mari I got the Miie farm as dowry. 
Four hectares of land and a !�ttle cot-that 
was aJl the farm there was. There was also a 
calf and a sheep . One stool spoke to another 
across the room-just like here. Yes . . . .  " 

Tatrik looked at Paul, then looked at 
Aino's smiling face and wriggled the gnarled 
fingers of his big hands, as though struggling 
to express feelings that he couldn't understand 
himself. 
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"Now we have a couple of cows and a 

horse and five sheep," he mumbl!ed . "And pigs 
too. But I can't eai rpork now-doesn't agree 
with me . Doctor Tonisberg sa1id I have an 
ulcer of the stomach from hard work. Can't 
get away from it. I toiled and moiled for 
thirty years so's Mari could put a ham on the 
table on weekdays as well a.s Sundays ." 

"Well, Aino and I are going to have it 
soon," Paul said gaily and winked at Aino. 
"You can believe it . . . . " 

"I'm beginn!i.ng to ," Tatrik nodded. "'iVelli, 
what should I say about you in the district 
Soviet? Are you going to sow ? Have you 
enough seed?" 

"Do they think up there that we've eaten 
the seed?" Aino, offended, gave voice from 
the stove. 

" We'll sow all \Ve got by wa•y of loan. All 
four hectares of tillage, or my name's not 
Paul Runge," Paul said. 

"A man's answer," Peeter approved. "But 
you have no clover seed, have you ? " 

"That I haven't," Paul said. "No clover or 
timothy grass ." 

"I'll have some left over . Clover is fetching 
a good price these days," Tatrik said . "You 
won't buy it though, wHl you ?" 
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"I haven't got the money for it," Paul 
answered glumly. "You'll haive to se11 it to 
someone else, Peeter ." 

"When I married Mari," Tatrik muttered 
again after a pause, "we didn't have enough 
rye to sow-just one bag, seven poods in it­
and no one lent me any, not even Kukk the 
shopkeeper. We thought we were done for. 
So I went to old Kurvest, Mart's father, and 
said : 'Lend me some, or give it to me and I'll 
work it off.' He had it Lri for me-he ha<l 
counted on Mae farm himself, had wanted to 
buy it, but I upset his plans. by marrying l\fari. 
He came out into the yar<l, gave me a proud 
look and said : 'A bag of rye to me is just for 
feeding the sparrows . . . .  I don't lend it in 
single bags , but I'll give you one for nothing 
if I have a mind to. If you carry it from my 
barn to your farm without taking it  off your 
back, it's yours . '  And he shouted to the farm 
hand: 'Give him a bag ! '  I was ipretty strong in 
those days so I shouldered the bag and started 
off. The first mile wasn't so bad, but by 
the time I got through the second I was all in 
a sweat, my legs were aH wobbly and red 
circles were swimming before my eyes. Kur­
ves·t .and his farm hand were following behind 
in a cart. I dropped down just within half a 
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mile of home. The farm hand dumped the bag 
into the cart and rode back together with 
Kurvesi." 

"He was fond of a joke, I 've heard say," 
Paul growled . "Pity you didn't make it." 

"I was sorry myself I didn't. I'd like to 
have seen his mug then," said Tatrik. "My 
strength gave out. But I never forgot it. It 
came back to me again today, and I thought 
to myself, now why shouldn't I lend you some 
clover seed." 

Paul looked at him in astonishment, but 
Tatrik's face wor·e its habitual expression of 
impassive good humour. You would faink, 
devrn take it, the man was offering an old rake 
instead of clover seed which was now worth 
its weight in gold. And so Paul was at a loss 
for words, and merely exchanged glances 
with Aino, who was fairly beaming. 

"So ·come down tomorrow," Tatrik 
drawled. 

"I'll-er-come," Paul said, clearing his 
throat . "This wili help me a lot, Peeter, I must 
say-a damned lot . . . .  " 

Tatrik sat on a little longer, then took his 
leave. Shakin.g hands with Piml out in the yard, 
Peeter threw a glance at the woods and the 
deserted fields and muttered in an undertone: 
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"Ought to get yourself a dog . . . .  It's jol­
lier. You know, they say the farmer who was 
robbed recognized one of the bandits . Kurvest's 
son Robert, so they say. I don't know, maybe 
it's only .gossip . . . .  " 

"Oh," Paul frowned. "Revisiting his native 
parts, eh ?" 

Tatrik merely shrugged his shoulders and 
said nothing. 

The news concerning Kurvest's elder son 
did not make much of an impression on Paul 
on that bright spring day. He dismissed the 
matter from his mind as something very re­
mote and needl�,ss,  and it excited no apprehen­
sions. 

He went back into the house with a glad 
smile, and thrusting his hands into his 
pockets�always a sign that he was in a 
good humour-he said to his wife with ani­
mati0J1J: 

"See that ? Tafrik, eh ? ' '  
"What ?" Aino asked. 
"See the way he inspected everything? As 

if to say, 'Let's see whether these folks at 
Crane farm are worth considering.' We've 
found another friend today. Promised us 
seed . . . .  This is a good day. Only I've been 
trying to figure out all the time whom we have 
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to thank for this. Do you know ? You just 
think it over, it's worth it." 

Paul, whistling to himself, set to work with 
the plane .and kept at it all day. His cheerful 
mood did not desert him. 

At bedtime Aino asked him : 
"Whom do we have to thank for Tatrik's 

visit? "  
He laughed and pinched her cheek, saying 

with a tenderness that was surprising in that  
awkward and reticent man : 

"SDly-you, of course. He saw what a fine 
wife I have and realized which direction the 
spring winds are blowing." 

Yes, the spring winds blew steadiliy, ·and 
the April sun shone incessantly. The puddles 
in the yard and on the fields began to dry up. 
Willows, covered with chicken fluff, emerged 
on the frin1ge of the woods, as though they 
had just stepped out of it. The succulent bark 
on their supple twigs, grey in the winter, was 
now dark and glossy, filling with sap. The 
brow of the dristant hill, which had looked 
monotonously grey during the early days of 
spring, was now gradualliy changin:g colour . 
The green strips of Johannes Vao's and Peeter 
Tatrik's winter crops, growing brighter day 
by day, stood out distinctly on the hillside . 
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Only the perennial fallow around Crane farm 
was the same unvaried straw-grey tone. 

Paul grew more anxious from day to day. 
The time for tilling was drawing near. He 
went to see Juhan Kand, the chairman of ihe 
ma,chine cooperative, and found him in the 
Kurvest farmya,rd puttering around the red 
tra.ctor, which had heen moved out o.f the 
shed. 

He greeted the master of Crane farm af­
fably, wrung his hand, offered him a cigarette 
and dispelled any doubts he may have had 
about the tractor'S> readiness . 

"Like clockwork," he said emphatically. 
"You needn't worry, once we've signed a con­
tract. We're going to work on strict schedule. 
Y oU:r turn comes after Rosallia Rist, and her 
turn's first-she hasn't got a horse at all. First 
her, and then you ." 

The last words· were drowned in the sud­
den roar of the trnctor engine which began 
belching blue fumes and quivered like a living 
thing. 

This wasi more eloquent than any words, 
and Paul went back reaissured and cheered. 
His mind was so engrossed with thoughts of 
the tractor that he had even forgotten to have 
a proper chat with Saa.mu, whom he met out-
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side the cattle shed carrying buckets. Saa.mu 
had not looked very cheerful . 

The next morning the lively racket of the 
tractor was carried to Crane farm, and the 
sounds� did not cease aU day . 

"But that's at the Kurvest farm, not at 
Rosalia Rist's !" Aino said wonderingly. 

"What of it, I suppose he's trying it out. 
His fielids, besides , are higher up and drier . . . .  " 
Paul explained it to himself as he listened 
intently to the sounds, then added not without 
irritation : 

"Besides, he's also considered a new set­
tler." 

Another day went by. A pair of sleek horses 
climbed slowly to the brow of the hill, 
visible from Crane farm, and went leisurelly 
down the margin of land, clearlry outlined 
against the blue sky. 

"That's father harrowing," Aino said, 
scanning the distance with narrowed eyes. 
"See how ·he steps out. A·s though he bore a 
blessing in his hands ." 

Paul too, straining his eyes, could now 
make out Johannes Vao, who strode behind 
the horses with a slow and stately tread, ho1d­
ing the reinrs in his outstretched hands. Jo­
hannes was, in fact, stepping out with an air 
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of being oonscious of the whole district watch­
ing the master of Vao farmstead harrowing 
his field. 

That da,y the tractor could ibe heard 
clattering somewhere behind the woods, from 
the direciion of Koor's fields which bordered 
upon Roosi Rist's: new allotment. Paul coulid 
stand it no longer. 

"I'm-I'll soon be back," he said to Aino. 
With long strides he crossed the field to­

ward the woods, from where the pulsations of 
the unffagging metallic heart could be heard, 
now muffled by the distance, now loud, as if 
close at hand. 

· 

He found Roosi Rist standing by a freshly 
ploughed furrow. She had brought some milk 
in a jug for the tractor driver, had brought it 
over an hour ago, and the milk had been 
drunk , but she sml stood by the balk, unable 
to ·teair her eyes away from the turned-up 
furrows. Her huge, almost masculine hands 
hung down her sides .as she stared fascinated 
at the smoothly running tractor on which, 
tense-faced , sat the young eighteen-year�old 
tractor driver-some relative of Kiind's, so 
rumour said. T'ne black ploughed strip grew 
wider and wider. Her field ! A field on which, 
for the first time in her l ife, wheat would 
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rear its golden head for Roosi Rist--only for 
her. It was so beautiful, almost too good to 
be true. 

"Hullo, Roosi," said Paul. 
She didr not stir. He repeated it in a louder 

voice. 
She turned, and Paul saw that her face 

was wet with copious womanish tears . 
"Hullo, Runge," she said, looking at him 

with shining eyes. "That's being tilled to 
wheat. . . .  " 

They said not a word more to each other, 
though they stood for quite a time side by side, 
watching the plough throwing up ever new 
slices of the earth that was prep9ring to open 
up to them its .great bounties. 

There was a lot of talk that evening at 
Crane farm about the tractor that was expect­
ed the next morning. So Kand had promised. 
Paul set aside cans of gasoline. Aino worried 
what to make for next day's dinner. It wa5' 
decided to sacrifice the last piece of salt pork, 
which Aino had been saving up for a gala 
occasion, 



C H A P T E R  T E N  

The tractor did not come in the morning. 

After waiting in vain for it till midday, Paul 
clapped his cap on his head without saying a 
word a:nd strode off to the Kurvest farm. 

Many hours had elapsed and long shadows 
had fallen across the fields before Paul at las·t 
came back and passed into the house without 
a glance at his wife, who was standing in the 
doorway. 

Aino, seized by a sudden foreboding, stood 
with her hands clasped to her breast, watch­
ing her husband in mute suspense. He sat 
hunched on a stool with his cap on, staring 
gloomily at the floor. 

"The tractor's broken down," he said 
wearily. "Get that? Bearings overheated and 
some other trouble . . . .  " 

Aino's heart contracted at the sight of his 
haggard face-she had not noticed before how 
thin he had become. His broad face was 
peaked and the hair had grown long on his 
neck. In that old cap pulled doWlll over 
his jutting forehead he no longer resemblled the 
trim soldierly figure he had so recently been, 



but looked just an ordinary }}Oor, careworn 
farmer. He had a seedy, faded sort of appear­
ance, like his old army shirt which had been 
through the wash so many times. 

"He's a liar !" Aino cried in a sudden burst 
of anger. "I don't believe it broke down ! ' '  

" H e  showed me some parts o r  other," 
Paul said dully with a shrug. "How· do I 
know. . . . I also think he's lying, ·so does 
Maasa,lu. Bu t what's the use ?  How can you 
prove it ? "  

I n  the same toneless voice h e  told her 
about his doings that day. He had gone up to 
the district Sov1et too. Janson swore at Kand, 
arnd Kand swore at the bearings. But what 
good did it do ? It would take t'vo week� to 
repair the tractor. 

Aino made determinedly for the door. 
"Where are you going? "  Paull stopped her . 

"Wait-" 
"You haven't been aib!e to do it, so I'm 

going to act now," Aino said challengingly . 
"I'll ask father. If he refuses he's no father." 

"No you won't ,"  Paul said, slowly squaring 
his shoulders. "That's just what Johannes· is 
waiting for. They're all expeciing us io go to 
the wall. They're stubborn, but I'm a hundred 
times more stubborn than they are ." 
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There was such hatred in his voice that 
Aino yieMed without further demur. And though 
things looked black indeed she suddenly be­
lieved in this man's dogged determination. At 
this point she remembered that he was prob­
ably not only tired but hungry as well. 

"Don't be angry,' ' she said tenderly. "'I.Ve 
shan't make it  any better by quarrelling." 

She placed on the table an earthenware jug 
of clotted milk cqvered with an amber layer 
of cream. Paul recalled bitterly that it had 
not been skimmed only because it had been 
intended for the boy trador driver, Juhan 
Rand's rellative. They ate in silence, hungrily 
biting off chunks of bread, both wondering 
where could they get a plough and! harrow. 
Where could they get �mother horse ? Antu 
would not be able to draw the plough alone 
in land which had become almost virgin soil. 

They cudgelled their brains both after sup­
per and! during the night, only now they voiced 
their thoughts aloud. The trouble was that 
now everyone had his hands full. Paul wouM 
not even hear of asking Johannes Vao or his 
son-in-law Koor for help . \Vhat about trying 
the district horse-hire sfation? But the con­
tracts had been made long ago and the horses 
w�re all out in the fields'. 
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"I don't see what else we can do," Paul 
said the next morning, summing up,  as it 
were, the result of their l<mg reflections. "If 
I could only get a plough, at least. . . . " 

He harnessed Antu and set for district 
headquarters. 

Antu, who had rarned <luring this period 
of forced idleness , jogged along at a brisk 
trot past the fields on which the farmers of 
Koordi could be seen plodding behind their 
ploughs and cultivators . Many of them turned 
to gaze questioningly at the man who in, this 
busy season spared neither his time nor his 
horse and was bound on some errand that 
took him away from home. 

They stared at Bunge in silence and hl' 
stared back at them in silence. 

He was thinking as he rode along that 
though there was this sweeping expanse of 
field all around! where a horse, harnessed to 
the plough, could go on and on to the very 
blue horizon turning up furrows of the damp 
spring earth, these peasants instead were going 
round in the olid familiar well-trodden circle 
from balk to balk. No sooner do the horses 
fall into their stride than they reached some 
invisible but insuperable barrier and turned 
back again . It wasn't a field, it was a crazy 
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quilt in which the patches of lush winter 
wheat were not so very numerous·. Koor's 
strips out there were fine, though; their smooth 
vivid-green shimmer gladdened the eye. Why 
shou1dn't they be fine? Roosi hard gone over 
them three times during the autumn with disk 
cultivator and harrow, manure alone had been 
carted out at the rate of fifty cartloads per 
hectare, and Koor had s own with graded seed. 
All the other strips were worse; as many as 
there were of them, and all different, because 
they had been sown with different kinds of 
seed, at different times and manured in differ­
ent degrees. Not that the farmers hadn't done 
their best or didn't realize the value of graded 
seed and fertilizer, but it was simply that they 
didn't have enough of these thingsi or hadn't 
had the time-every man struggled on alone 
on his farm, and a man has only one pair of 
hands, when all is said and done . . . .  

There were Peeter Tatrik and M'eisterson 
meeting at their field bound. They had prob­
ably been meeting there every spring for the 
last twenty years, and one of them would 
always ask the other : 

"Well, how's your rye? "  
An d  the other would always answer : 
"Worse than yours ." 
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Sometimes it was Tatrik's that was worse, 
sometimes it was Meisterson's, but rarely did 
both have good rye, for alli that they were 
considered as skilled farmers as any in the 
village. vVhy that was so is too long a story 
to tell. You could talk about that with an 

understanding companion till late in the night 
over a dozen or so mugs of beer and a well­
filled tobacco pouch. 

To get good shoots and fine weighty ears 
of grain you had to sow good selected seed. 
But who on a small} farm had the chance to 
dabble in seed culture? No, that was very 
difficult and trou'blesome. The fields of Koordii 
district were swampy and niggardly for crops. 
They required a lot of hard work. Now, if 
you went over your strip five times, first with 
a plough, then with a disk harrow or cultiva­
tor, after that with a spring-tooth harrow, 
then a spike-tooth harrow, and a leveller on 
top of it all to smooth down the hard clods, 
you might, perhaps, hope to get results. And 
then it wasn't as if you had only one strip­
you had a strip under rye, others under wheat, 
barley and oats. If you had the bad 11\.J.ck to 
fall ill at an inauspicious time, you were done 
for-you'd  be late, for there was no one 
else to do the job. Your wife had more 
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thain enough to do looking after the house and 
animals. 

And if you did manage to till the field, it 
was only half the job. Rye would never grow 
on the clayey, unproductive fields of Koordi 
unless you .gave them mineral: fertilizer and 
ploughed tens and hundreds of cartloads of 
manure into the soil. But where cou1d you 
get manure, when you had very few farm 
animals ? It was the custom in Koordi to keep 
one cow for every six hectares of land, other­
wise you would not be able to provide her 
with hay. The average farm kept two cows 
and one horse, while it should keep four cows 
and two horses on that land:. But in that case 
you'd have to plan things differently. You'd 
have to plough up all the hummocky crane 
pastures-the swampy virgin soil, of which 
there was so much in Koordi, and sow it with 
grasses, with ric11 clover and succulent timothy. 
You couldn't plo u gh and cultivate all that on 
one horse, oh no . You needed machines for 
that, tractors ! " No sir, every farm has its 
bounds, like life its limits . . . . " These words 
always concluded such conversations. 

Paul, wrapped in thought, did not notice 
how he drew level with Mihkel Koor, who was 
striding behind a harrow drawn by a team of 
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fine horses. Mihkel behind a harrow-this was 
indeed a rare sight !  The farmers of Koordi 
had never seen it before. Looking at Koor's 
lank figure striding :pigeon-toed behind the 
team, one's thoughts, for '5ome reason or oth� 
er, turned to Roosi, the farm band, who had 
set up on her own and was now hauowing 
her own field. 

"Hullo !" Mihkel called out, raising his 
straw hat with its dented crown. "It's: good to 
see a man who can take things easy. Giving 
yourself a holiday ? "  

Paul pretended he had not heard the ques­
tion. 

Great was Mihkel Koor's astonishment 
when, toward evening, as he was finishing 
harrowing his field, he saw Paul coming back. 
His cart was loaded with a plough and a 
harrow, and a bay horse walked behind it on 
a halter with Paul by its side keeping off the 
flies with a switch. Old Antu, calmly swinging 
his· tail, hauled the cart along with a phlegmat­
ic air, as though the delivery of such precious 
loads to Crane farm were an everyday matter. 

Paul drew up Antu with the obv.ious inten­
tion of entering into conversation with Koor. 
He looked thoughtfully at Koor's sour face and 
said innocently : 
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"You know, rve been thinkii•g of it all 
day-how did you guess this was a holiday 
for m e ? "  

lVIihkel muttered something unintelligible 
by way of reply, and Pau] went on ihought­
fully : 

"It's always like that-when it's a holiday 
for one man it isn't for another , You're in a 
pretiy lather toda.y, I sec. Not u.o;ed to it, eh ? "  

Then h e  called cheerfully t o  Antu , and the 
procession moved on. 

Within a kilometre of Crane farm he 
caught sight of Aino flying down the road 
toward them, and he muttered: 

"Get a move on, old fell ow·. Looks like 
someone's expecting us." 

Barely suppressing the grin that fought for 
an outlet in his face, he replried with s tudied 
nonchalance to the dozens of excited ques­
tions that tumbled from Aino's lips . 

"\Vhy, the manager turned out to be a reg­
ular fellow . . . . " 

Paul, \ovith his habitual aversion to effusive 
deD.1.onstrations, did not go inio very grea t 
detail . Swinging the switch he had broken off 
on the way, he steered Antu into the yard in 
dignified silence. But for his taciturnity he 
would have told what part Muuli, the Party 
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organizer, had played in the matter, and how 
hard it had been to get the bay horse assigned 
to Crane farm on such stort noiice. But 
were all these details -so Y·ery important? The 
important thing was that he had got a hor.se, 
a plough and a harrovt. 

Antu was harnessed to the plough along­
side the new bay nrnre. They sniffed each 
o·ther suspiciousliy, snorted and siepped into 
the first furrow still looking askance at each 
other, but the next day they felt more at home 
and settled into their s tride. They were con­
stantly a'ware behind their backs o.f the pres­
ence of that restless human being whoLSe will 
dominated them. He, that m<'ln with the reins 
thrown over his neck and his hands gripping 
the plough handles, drove them inexorably on 
and on . He jerked at the ·reins imperiously 
when their pa·ce flagged, sometimes he even 
got angry and growled, and then Anlu '.Youl d 
swish his iaill propitiatingly as though saying:  
"All right , aU right-);OU don't have to tell 
me . . . " and throw his weight onio the cvllar. 
Though the m&1' could hardly stand on his 
feet at the end of the long <lay, he yet found 
the will to drive on the hcrses an d to force 
hims·elf to go on. 



C H A P T E R  E L E V E N  

The four hecta.res of crops held out good 
hopes . 

The fields of Crane farm gre'.v greener and 
more luxuriant day by day. On sunny days 
the old farmho�se l;ooked like a black barge 
that had found a quiet haven amid a verdant 
lake after \•:eaihering a violent storm. The 
:May breezes rippled the green surface. 

In the vegetable garden Aino, in Paul's 
opinion, had worked wonders . Seedlings were 
growing in the hotbed. Onions p:reened their 
blue plumes and ca,1Tot tops were a lacy green , 

the pumpkins on a sunny little mound spread 
their thisNelike leaves, and hrilliai1t orange­
coloured flowers "vith a pun1gent odour, ineYi· 
tably to be found in all vegetable · gardens, 

opern�d their eyes. On Aino's insistence, Paul 
was obliged to fence off this plantation as a 

protection against tte fowls, though there 
were none yet .  But there would b e !  

The master and n1isiress of the farm had 
no time to sit down on the little garden seat 
that Paul had placed under the birch tree, and 
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to admire the fruits of their Labours. Care 

stood hard by, as it were, nudging them with 
a querulous reminder : "Here I am . . . .  And 
haven't you forgotten about the foundation 

for the new cattle shed ? ' '  
Paul started t o  dig a ditch for the foun­

dation, but Aino put her foot down and said 
she would do that herself. He had better cart 
s tones and sand for the foundation and think 
of a way to bring up the logs from the 
forest. 'Vasn't it time to ask those good fel­
lows from J aagu farm to· lend a hand? 

The well worried them, too. The spring 
water was rapidly vanishing. They couldn't do 
without Semidor here-they \vould have to 
call him. 

Semidor, however, came himself, as fussy 
and .  officious as ever, in his usual flipperiy­
flopperty jacket \Yith split seams. Under his 
arm he carried a corn of rope and in his hand a 
shabby little cardboard suitcase . In less time 
than it takes to tell he had tro�ted round the 
house, the garden and the cattle shed and 
volunteered his opinion about the p1ace--0n 

the whole a favourable one. He promised to 
bring lA.ino some rare seeds and delivered 
himself of a stream of advice as to where best 
to build the cattle shed . Paul-himself a car-
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penter-heard the advice out Y.rith a smile and 
mumbled vaguely : "Yeah-uhuh . . . . " 

It \vas only when they weni up to the well 
that Semidor became grave and businesslike . 
He ordered Paul to make at once a ladder and 
a heavy lid to cover the top o f  the well. 

\Vhile Paul v:as selecting suitable poles, 
Semidor examined the log-frame and, leaning 
over into the well, tapped the old roughly­
built flagstone walls \Yith a stick. Then he took 
off his jacket and began helping Paul. 

"Look here, S emiclor, how did you become 
a well master ?" Paul asked, glancing curiously 
at his skinny arms tattooed with schooners and 

anchors. 
"Ah, my friend, need will drive a bull into 

a well, not only a man," Semidor answered 
readily. "Mother and I had no land on Saare­
maa, so what could you do ? I vrns drilling 
wells at sixteen. Digging 'em here :is not half 
so bad, it's long before you get down to rock­
but you try it on Saaremaa . . . .  Sometimes you 
had to drill all ninety-six feet through solid 
rock. Had to use explosives." 

"Dan gerous \York . . . .  " 

"Naturally. It's not like digging a ditch . 

You lay down the charge, then light the fuse, 
and from that moment every second se€ms 
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an hour. The fuse burns two minutes.  In that 
time you've got to climb up to the iop, pull 
the ladder out and close foe mouth of the 
well. Of course, you could bui'n a longer fuse, 
make it go five minutes, say-then you nee:dn't 
hurry-hut it costs money and I tri-e::d to econ · 
omize on it." 

Paul shook his head. 
"Yes, foolish-I admit," Semidor readily 

acquiesced. "I nearly got killed that >Yay. I 
los t  my fooiing once as I was climbing up the 
ladder and; fell back into the well . The fuse 
was nearly burnt out, and ii would have been 
the end of me if I hadn't k2pt my h ead-I 
pulled out my ganien knife and cut the fuse 
off right next to the charge. . . . l\Iy bands 
began to shake a:fter that, a:1d folks weren't 
very keen on giving me a job-you're unlucky, 
they said." 

" That's when you went to sea ? " Paul 
asked. 

"Yes." Semidor said after a pause. "Then. 
:Mother and I ·didn't haYe an:; land . Anrl I wa.s 
very sorry for nrnther . I had only a molher­
never knew a father. Jus t  :Martin, the son of 
Maria . I promised her : 'I 'll earn en:Ough to 
buy some land, somethin:< y0u can cdl your 
mYn, even if ifs no higgrr th a n  YOll r sha••d .' 
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But I didn't lrnve any l uck at sea either. I 
sailed two years on th e Pohjaf.a . as .stoker's 
assistant till we split on a rock in the Gulf 
of Bothnia, off the coast of Finland . They said 
afterwards it had all be€n arranged by the 
shipowners-it was an unseaworthy old tub, 
insured very high . . . . That's when I looked 
death in the face a second time, hut I didn 't 
have a right to die--I ha dn't got my land yet.  
Well, I came back to my i sland and everyone 
P!Jintecl his finger at me there:  'Semidor's got 
no l'uck either on land or sea.' I felt pretty 
bitter about it. After a11, was I to blame ? I'd 
have drilled wells as good as anyone if I didn't 
have to economize on fuses." 

Semidor viciously hammered the pole, driv­
ing it into the mortise.  

"So did you get any land after all ? "  Paul 
asked. 

" No ,  not under that regime . . . .  Maria died. 
I got a' job as road labourer, married, built 
a little house-no better than your hut here, 
but it burned down." 

"How's that ? "  
"Damned if I know. Probabliy from the 

chimney, in the night. \Ve just managed to es­
cape by the skin of om· teeth ." 

The long ladder was finished, and Paul and 
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&midor lowered it carefully into the \vell. Se­
midor opened the little suitcase which con­
tained some old drills· and several psckets of 
captured German TNT resembling yeHow tab­
liefs of soap . He took off his hat and tossed it 
on his jacket, then, upon further reflection, 
threw off his greasy vest, under which was re­
vealed another one still more greasy and 
shabby. In this nether waistcoat he went down 
into the well. 

Half an hour passed in waiting. 
"VJell,  how is it ? "  Paul shouted clown now 

and again. 

An indistinct murmur :floated up by way of 
reply. 

" Make the fuse longer!"  Paul yelled into 
the dark cavity of the well . "\\That did you 
say ? "  

"Tell i l  to your grandmother,' '  came u p  hol­
lowly from below. 

Finaliy, Semidor's bald pate popped up out 
of the well with startiing suddenness. He 
cleared the well frame with catlike agility and 
yelled at Pauli: 

"Pull it up!" 
They pulled out the ladder jn a trice, pushed 

the heavy wooden shield over the open:ng and 
<l:;tshed round ihe corner of l.he shed . 
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There was a hollow rumbling sound and 
a trembling clown below, then something 
struck the shield with a rnttling noise anrl 
raised it, like some great fist pushing from un­
derrn�ath. 

Below it smelt of stone dust and acrid ex­
plosive gases . 

Toward evening, after they had removed 
the rock debris and cleared the bottom, water 
began to trickle into the well. Slowly but surely 
its level rose. 

Semido:r had renovated the well. 
Having finished his task, he was in no great 

hurry to leave. He strutted about, vainly en­
deavouring to impart an air of magisterial dig­
nity to his jerky figure, offering advice and in­
struction to the masters of Crane farm how 
best to plan and build everything. The role of 
teacher apparently gave sincere pleasure lo this 
old man, who at Ja,agu farm was himself held 
in leading strings and taught the wisdom of 
life. 

According to him, however, things were the 
other way around. "I told 'em . . . I showect 
'em . . .  " constantly recurred in his speech. One 
would think that Maasalu and Taaksalu were 
helpless as babes without him. 

"You ought to see the pump I fixed 'em up 



for the well ! "  he cried excitedl1y. "If you could 
only see it, lad . . . .  The water now runs straight 
to the cattle shed." 

Gone now was his air Df grave dignity. He 
slapped his knee in a most un dignified and 
boyish way and cackled exultantly. 

"Mind you, I have nothing to say-ihey"re 
sensible lads, but they can't ge t along ·withou l 
old Semidor, like the young cranes can ' t  fly 
without a1 leader," he rattled on, vdnking know­
ingly and peering closely into his interlocutors' 
eyes as though fearing they wouldn't believe 
him. 

Paul looked down and smiled, but did not 
interrupt the old man, not even when Semidor 
gave a glowing description of how he had se­
cured superphosphate for the teP-ants of Jaagu 
farm after a har-d fight with the district 
authoriiies, apparently forgetting that Paul h a d  
been a witness t o  his ignominy . No, there was 
something about Semidor that prevented Paul 
from roughly interrupting him . 

When Paul spoke about payment, the old 
man, trying to recover his dignity, said drily 
that he had, generally speaking, finished with 
his old trade, and if he had come to lend a 
hand it was· for his own pleasure, an-d it \Vas 
his private concern . 
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Semidor's words showed that he was 
offended and Paul hastenedr to change the sub­
ject. 

On taking his leave the old man gave Paul 
and Aino h is rough hand, from which time had 
been t\nable to erase the anchor tattooed on i t ,  
and said patronizingly : 

"Get up steam. in rthe boilers. I say that­
Semidor. In case of need we'll fake you in 
tow ." 

At the gate he raised his hut once more 
with a dignified gesture and nodded his head. 

Paul gazed after him thoughtfully. Yes , Se­
midor was changing beyond recognition. It 
was just a vrnnder and no thin g else .  

Sand was required for the building work. 
Paul Vient for it to the sand pits on the edge 

of the \Yoocls next to Roosi Rist's field. 
Jolting DVer the field path in his cart h e 

looked about him with curiosity to see how 
Roosi's \Yheat \':as coming up .  He turned his 
head from side to side with growing amaze-
ment. 

There wa511"t any \vheat ! 
There wasn't any whea.t, or any barley, 

or any rye. Instead of grain there were two 
narrow strips of oats an d potato-es·, and 
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beyond them a large expanse of field sown i:o 
vetch. 

Oats and vetch, h'm . . . .  Paul shook his 
head deprecatingly. 'Whoever heard of a farm 
being run on such lines ? ·what the dickens was 
she thinking of ? 

Ah, here was Roosi herself, in a white ker­
chief drnwn low over the forehead, stepping 
out with big bare feet behind Koor's horse, 
earthing up her p otatoes . Upon catching sight 
of Paul she threw him a friendl� smile. 

He said good-day and asked : 
"I say, Roosi, where's your wheat ? "  
Roosi brushed aside a n  insistent gadfly. A 

guilty look crept into her meek eyes. 
"No rye, no wheat, no barley," Paul said 

severely. "What d'you '\Yant with all that 
vetch ? You wanted wheat, didn't you ? "  

Then Paul heard Roosi's rambling story. 
She had really wanted vvheat and barley, like 
other people had . Koor had promised to lend 
her the seed, had offered i t  to her himseLf, but 
it turned out at the last moment that he didn't 
have any. He only had a littfo oats and then 
these potatoes. They sowed vetch on the 
ploughed land so it shouldn't lie fallow. Koor 
gave the seed for that. He said Yetch was 
greatly needed too. 
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"I see," Paul said thoughtfully. 
He turned away and loo-ked closeliy at the 

tall figure of a man ·who was makin g sweeping 
movements with a scythe in the vetch field . 
He recognized that long lean figure with the 
straw mushroom on its head. 

"Roosi," Paul said gently and sadly, "that's 
Mihkel Koor, of course, mowing vetch for the 
co>vs. I have an idea that it's not for your cow 
he 's doing that. Am I right ?" 

"But-he s01i.1etimes gives me his horse to 
work on," R-0osi muttered. 

"Look here, Roosi-" Paul shook his head 
and moved a pace neare;:. "Be careful he 
doesn't irap you in his 'veb like a1 fly. Don't you 
see ?" 

· 

Roosi said nothing. She looked at Paul from 
under knitted brows with the same guilty ex­

pression. 
"You must stand up for yourself," Paul 

said angrily. "If he's too much for you come 
and tell me, I'll wring his neck for him, the 
hungry devil. Will you come ? "  

" I  will," Roosi promised in a low frightened 
voice and looked apprehensively in Koor's di­
rection. Seeing that he was now leaning ou the 
scythe handle watching them from afar, she 
tm·ned away f!uickl-y. 
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What had made Paul interfere he could 
no t say himself. The words had escaped him 
because he was in a towering !·age just 1hen. 

Mihkel was piling the young fragrant vetch 
onto the cart . 

"Hullo ! ' '  cri ed Paul . "Since when has Ivlih­
kel Koor taken to mml'1ing vetch on somehody 
else's· field? " 

Koor leisurely wiped the moist gleaming 
scythe blade with a tuft of grass and ,5ilently 
thrust it in to the green shock of vetch 

"Maybe I'm wrong ? Maybe you\·e hired 
yours elif out to Roosi as a Ltrm han d ? "  Paul 
asked sarcastically. 

?v!ihkel s1-epned un to Pa '.ll's earl .  He ·was 
outwardly calm: except for a vein that twitched 
under one eye in his gaunt face. 

"D'you know what, Runge, you miac1 your 
own business. Leave well e;1ough alone. Get 
me?" 

They eyed each other for a minute cooHy 
and appraisingly. Then Paul said significantly : 

"I don't like it, mister ." 
"Leave well enough afonc,' '  Iviihkel re­

µ.ea.ted. 
They held each other with blazing eyes as 

their carts barely passed on the narrow field 
path, iheir front wheels grazing. 
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Paul Runge sat hunched in his cart . A thick 
dark vein swelled on his forehead, rage burned 
within him and his fists clenched hard. He 
couldn't quite make out himself why he had 
taken this affair s·o much to heart-in wha t  
way did Roosi's lot concern him ? He had flared 
up most likely because Roosi's case reminded 
him of the tractor business which had very 
nearly ruined alil his plans. He had no doubt 
now that Kand had played a diriy trick on 
him, just as Koor now intended playing one 
on Roosi . Koor and Kand-they were both 
birds of a feather ! 

And what a deep game they had played­
you couldn't pick any flaws. The tractor 
ploughed foe land of Roosi Rist, the new set­
tler-everything above board! But who was 
Roosi Rist? On Roosi's fields there was neither 
rye nor whea·t-only Koor's· vetch and some 
oa1s and potatoes. In the autumn Kc-or would 
reckon up what Roosi owed him for the seBd, 

for the horse, for her tenancy and everything 
else a·nd vrnuld pour her oats info his bins and 
�tow the vetch in his barns. He'd deceiv·e her 
and cheat her. Meek, downtrodden and mute 
Roosi, left to th e  mercies of tha·t hyena, 
wouldn't stand a dog's chance__:_she'd give in, 
of course, be �oo stunned to show fight. Prob-
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ably cry into the pillow and resign herself lo 
her lot, as she had been doing all her life. She 
would suffer defeat as he, Paul, had done when 
left to his own resources face to face with that 
slippery genial wag Kantl, who had made a 
fool of him because Paul had failed to see 
through him at the time. 

"Kuradi nahk,"* Paul growled.  
The more he thought about it  the stronger 

grew his determination to keep an eye on· 
further developments, to tell Roosi how to ac t, 
and, if necessary, make the matter public. 

"It's funny," Paul mused wonderingly, 
"how a fellow can get himself mixed up in an 
affair despite himself . . . .  " He was trying !o 
give all his energies exclusively to the building 
plans at Crane farm, so that he and Aino could 
have a cosy life of their own, so that Aino 
could bake bread in the oven every Saturday, 
as they did at Vao's and all the other farms, 
and so they could have saU pork all year ro-1md. 
He wasn't asking for much, God knows. 
Weren't he and Aino trying to lead a quiet, 
peaceful life, not seeking a quarrel with any­
one, and yet here he was starting a, new· life in 
Koordri by making enemies at the very outset . 

"' An �xplet:,·-e, meaning "devil's hide." 
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First that conceited and pigheaded Vao, then 
the slippery Kand . . . .  And now Koor stood in 
his path. Why was that ? It wasn't only be­
cause they didn't like his face. It went much 
deeper than that. 

"Too many enemies for one man, what do 
you say, Antu ? "  he muttered as he led the 
horse to the sand pits by the bridle. "Guess we 
won ' t  manage it singlehanded, eh ? "  

.Antu's only answer was a docile toss o f  the 
head. His master's worries affected him but 
l1ittle. He had lived too long to fret and chafe. 
Gone were the days when he had frisked as a 
foal about the meadows and glanced askance 
at the whip with a fiery eye. All he wanted now 
was to nibble the soft ·grass, seeing that it was 
so near. That and a lighter load on the cart 
if possible . . . .  

Th e cart, however, was heavily loaded. 
The master had filled the box unstintingly with 
heavy golden sand. Come what may, the foun­
dation for the new cattle shed at Crane farm 
had to be built. For the sake of that foundw 
tion Paul would spare neither himself nor An­
tu, and he would wring Rand's own neck if 
he stood in his path ! 
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C H A P T E R  T W E L V E  

One Sunday Paul succeeded in getting a 
truck from the local lumbering organization 
and! transported logs to Crane farm for the 
building work. Kristjan Taaksalu, red in the 
face and grunting with the effort, rolled tlie 
huge logs, which he handled with the strength 
of a bear, while the sturdy and agile Maasalu 
and Runge lent an active hand. Between them 
the heavy pine spar logs were rolled slowly up 
the wooden platform into the truck. The puny 
Semidor was less helpful, though he made 
more fuss and noise than anyone else, but even 
he dexterously used a long pole as a lever. With 
each log that he sent rolling off the truck into 
the yard of Grane farm he yelled excitedly : 

"There goes another !" 
A simple supper was served in the evening, 

and a bottle was opened. The liquor spread 
hotly through the men's veins. Their dark sun­
burnt faces flushed and satisfied, they stretched 
their legs under the table and fell into a loud 
and animated conversation none too re­
strained in choice of expressions. 
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Aino, listening to their excited voices, was 
lost in amazement. Looking at Semi<lor, you 
would never think it was the same timid and 
humble Semidor who used to twist his hai in 
his hand when speaking even with such middle 
farmers as her father Johannes, let alone the 
i_mportant men of the district. No, this was not 
the Semidor she knew. You might take him for 
one of the wealthiest farmers of Koordi judging 
by the independent air with which he sat back 
and calculated his future crops, rattling off 
poods and bags of rye and wheat by the 
dozen. 

Listening to them just now one would think 
this was a gathering of the district's adminis­
trators, so shrewdly and boldly <lid they 
discuss its affairs. The wa1y Maasalu railed at 
J uhan Kand, the chairman of the machine 
cooperative, calling him a sly fox and a 
trickster ! 

He banged the table 'vith his great hairy 
fist and muttered : 

"It's a queer thing-the tractor belongs to 
the cooperative, but who really owns it?  Juhan 
Kand ! But it isn't too late yet to get another 
man elected, if onlry we stick together." 

He, Kaarel Maasalu , would take good care 
that that Juhan fellow with his tractor driver 
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didn't play any more tricks at threshing time. 
There was a good remedy for that-it was 
called public control . He'd accompany the trac· 
tor and thresher himself, if need be. 

And Paul, her Paul. . . .  
Gazing out of the window, whence the late 

summer twilight came flowing into the room, 
he began talking about how some peop1e in 
Koordi, on the Kurvest and Koor farms, for 
instance, had I-Ong had radios, and had in­
stalled electricity from their own wind motors. 
But all the rest in the district had always lived 
without electricity, just kerosene lamps, and 
there hadn't been anyone to take up the mat­
ter, because they weren't equal to the task, 
they all lived separately, each for himself. Do 
you mean to say they couldn't fix up light in 
Koordi if they tackled it all together? 

"You bet ! "  Semidor crowed with delight. 
He was almost dissolved in the gloom of twi­
light, and his shrill, excited little tenor sounded 
all the louder for i i .  "I knDw that line of busi­
ness too, learned it on board ship. Give me a 
dynamo and n1 fix it up on the old mill in no 
time." 

Then the conversation flowed into the 
channel it usually took among most of Koordi's 
farmers at quiet evening hours such as this, 
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given over to heart-to-heart talks over a bottle 
of wine or a mug of foaming beer. 

Yes, there could be light and every thing 
else a man needed for his comforts if the re­
sources of a single farm were not so limited, if 
all the land on every farm could be brought 
under cultivation and richly manured and bet­
ter provided with livestock. But machines were 
needed for that, tractors, and a lot of ferti­
lizer . . . .  No, the farmstead didn't allow scope 
for that. It had reached its limits-reached 
them long ago. To pass those limits a new step 
was necessary. 

"Collective farming . . .  " Maasalu said in a 
voice that sounded at once a question and an 
affirmation. "The Party says that's the right 
step.'_' ' 

All fell silent a t  these words and grew 
thoughtful. Paul bit his nails and glanced at his 
friend with curiosity. Tfiis was the first time 
he had heard the word "Party" from Maa­
salu's lips. Maasalu and the Party-h'm . . . .  

"But that's politics, "  Paul muttered. "You're 
flying high-it's not a matter for us to decide. 
Our job is to till the land. "\Ve haven't any col­
lective farms in the Republic yet." 

"If there aren't there will be," Maasalu said 
coollly. "And vou think tilling the land isn 't 
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politics? Wbat do you mean it's not for us to 
decide ? If I and Semidor and somebody else 
make up our minds tomorrow to hand in an 
application to organize a kolkhoz, there's your 
kolkhoz-what did you think ?" 

Maasalu looked round challengingly. 
"Tomorrow ?" Semidor said with a start. 

"vVhat about the horse ? "  
They all burst out laughing at the look of 

dismay on S emidor's face. They all knew that 
he had not yet settled up with Maasalu for the 
horse, of which he was to become full owner­
the first time in his life. 

"Fat lot you need that old scalawag for y our 
own," Maasalu said teasingly. 

"Well-I wanted to get myself a run­
about on rubber tires ," Semidor said, looking 
crestfallen. "You know, take a trip up to 
the district centre or somewhere on busi­
ness." 

They all grinned again. 
"The collective farms have their own mo­

torcars," Runge said. "I sav.- them in Russia. 
A cut above your runabout." 

"There, you see," Maasalu said triumphant­
ly, then added after a pause : "We've got t o  
b e  prepared for it-that's what life in Koordi 
is heading toward." 
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Early morning found Paul at work. He 
was in a hurry to complete the foundation 
before Midsummer Day when the hay mow­

ing would start. The work, with Aino's 
help, was making progress.  Aino carried up 
water for mixin g  the mortar and handed 
up the stones . Paul fitted them into place 

with mallet and trowel, andi cemented them 
down . 

It was at this work that Muuli, the Party 
organizer, found Paul . 

Muuli , wheeling his battered old bicycle by 
the handle bars, appeared all of a sudden on 
the field balk leading to the farm. The humor­
ous mouth o f  his lean grave face twitched in 
amusement as he surveyed Paul , besmeared 
with lime from head to foot, and he held out 
his hand in a frien dly manner . 

'Why is it they never saw Runge either at 

the village Soviet, or the district centre-just 
as if he weren't a Koordi inhabitant ? That's 
too bad . . . .  Matters were beginning to adjust 
themselves . A pity there were so few activists, 
though . . . .  Why didn' t he drop in, just for a 
chat ? 

"Simply can't find the time," Pauli said with 
a nod toward the half-finished foundation, the 
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pile of logs and the stones strewn over the 
ground. 

"Yes, I can see, feathering the nest," Muuli 
agreed, taking a look round. "And making a 
grand job of i t, like Kalevipoeg"' . . . .  " 

He sat down on a log, squinted at the yel­
lowing wheat that gr-ew clo-.e to the farm , and 
said he had dropped in on his way to a meeting 
of the rural adivists in a neighbouring Yil­
lage. He praised Runge's crops and asked in 
greater detail how the building work was get­
ting on. Hearing of the previous day's Voskres­
nik, he l!ivened up, jotted down something in 
his notebook and voiced his approval. 

"vVell, now you've left the first hillocks be­
hind you . . . . And d'you remember how tough 
it was in the spring when the tractor broke 
down? Came running to me, and probably 
thought that everything was lost, eh ? See what 
it means when people join forces . . . .  That's a 
power for you ! Like a clip of �a.rtridges in the 
magazine-if the first one misses the mark, 
the s�ond one will go home." 

Muuli's words came very near to what Paul 
had been experiencing lately, and since Muuli 
himself had brought up the spring incident 

* The son of Kalevi, the hero of the Es tonian 
national epic. 
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about the tractor, Paul took his cue from him 
and told him in detail in a tone of indignation 
about his recent meeting with Roosi and what 
he thought of Koor. 

"Aha, and what did you think ? "  Muuli 
asked mockingly. " He'll cheat and take ad­
vantage o f  Roosi's kind and snap them up one 
at a time. And shall I tell you why ?  B ecause 
men like you, to take an example, are sitting 
snug in their co.rners and thinking: what's 
Roosi got to do with me ? It's not my busi­
ness . . . . Whose business is it then ? I know 
your kind-all you want at first is a loaf of 
Mack bread and a jug of clotted miik, and then 
when you've go t two cows you set your. heart 
on getting a third, and before you know it a 
new Koor has grown up . . . .  " 

"That's laying it on thick," Paul said some­
what offended. "If it wasn' t my business I 
wouldn't have s poken about it." 

"Thick nothing, it'll do you good to hear it. 
And if it is your business you've got to do 
something about it. I heard your name men­
tioned at the village Soviet the other day. They 
need a good village Soviet representative for 
Koordi, to help Tatrik out. Don't you think it's 
time you did a little work, my friend, not only 
for yourself, eh ? "  
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"I ? "  Paul said blankly. "But I-" 
He wanted to say that it wa·s simplry im­

possible for him to take on any job outside 
Crane farm, for that would affect the building 
work on the farm, but-a glance at Muuli's 
shrewd quizzical face told him that he could 
not possibly say that. Muuli knew about the 
Voskresnik, and perhaps even knew that Se­
midor had drilled the well for him and Jo­
hannes Uustalu had helped him last winter. 

"I don't understand what 'buts' there can' 

be about it," Muulli said in surprise. "Hasn't 
someone got to take Roosi's pa.rt ? "  

Paul did not make much headway with his 
work that day. He had a sudden desire to go 
out on a ramble, to "let his thoughts run 
loose," as he explained to Aino . He got out his 
fishing rod and handmade reel, fixed a nickel­
plated spoon bait to the line and s-et out to try 
his luck in the shallow Ko-0rdi, where trnut and 
pike sometimes came to the hook. 

He went by way of a narrow overgr-0wn 
field balk. The fading butcher's broom clung 
about the legs , the blowballs burst at the first 
fouch and: sent their seeds on tiny downy um­
brellas drifting through the air, and the feet 
sank into the thick carpet of sweet clover. The 
summer blossoming had passed and it was al-
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ready running to seed. "Soon be time to mow," 
thought Paul. 

As he walked he brooded over recent events . 
Though they were not, in themselves, events 
of first magnitude, they nevertheless threatened 
his own private life with numerous complica­
tions-so he thought. Village Soviet represent­
ative ! That meant that his beat, his field of 
activity, would include among others the 
farms of Koor ,and Kand. It meant in the fu· 
ture meetings and perhaps even clashes with 
them, didn't it ? And just when he was \SO anx­
ious to steer clear of all that was provocative 
of worry and vexation in Koordi. He was al­
most annoye d with himself for having con" 
sented to l\Iuuli's. proposal without raising any 
objections'. ' 

And how had it all happened, where had 
he taken the first step towards this appoint­
ment ? Perhaps he should not have spoken at 
that meeting last winter, when the ma,chine co­
operative board was being eliected? But he 
couldn't help speaking, he had to defend his 
interests-the fields of Crane farm ha d needed 
a tractor. Had not his quarrel with Kand been 
the second step? And again, how could he have 
given way lo Koor and not stood up for 
liloosi? 
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Perhaps he should not have drawn so freely 
on the help of Muuli himself, of the builder 
Johannes Uustalu and those good fellows at 
Jaagu farm, for in accepting their aid and 
friendship had he not taken obligations upon 
himself and bound himselif to them ? It was 
easy to say, but how could he not bind him­
self to them when all his first steps were made 
with their help ? 

And whichever . way Runge looked at it, 
there was not a single instance in which he 
cou1d imagine himself acting otherwise than 
as he had. 

A narrow footpath brought Paul out to the 
steep low bank of the river. Before him flowed 
the winding Koordi, which took its rise not far 
from here in the cold springs of the Vod.ia 
woods. It was a small but swift and busy river 
with a rapid current and eddies at the narrow 
bends . Its water was so clear that the flat 
smooth limestones on its stony bed could be 
seen even at dusk, and the darting swarms of 
fry were dfatinctly visible. Paul closely scanned 
the water, tinged silver and scarlet by the set­
ting sun, and tried to make out the movement 
of the fish. 

A water rnt was .swimming noiselessly up­
stream along the opposite bank, two silvery 
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strips running out from its pointed little muzzle 
as it swiftly cleaved the water. 

Pauli waited until the rat had disappeared 
and then flung out the spoon · and drew it 
swiftly through the water, winding the line 
on the reel. He passed downstream, changing 
places and trolling methodically as he went 
along. The fish did not rise to the bait. No, 
the best time for angling was early in the morn­
ing, of course, or after a1 rain. He laid down 
his rod, sat on the bank, lit up and listened 
musingly to the incessant murmur of the 
stn�am. 

The Koordi was a lime river, but the whole 
wide world. was mirrored in it-the noonday 
sun, and the blue sky, and the farmers' herds 
going down to their watering place. It was 
small, but it had everything the big rivers 
had-trout, and pike, and swarms of fry. 

The Koordi was a narrow little river, but 
it was as full of life and movement as a big 
river. You only had to know how to make use 
of it. Had not Mihkel Koor's grandfather built 
a mill on it and drawn alil his wealth from 
the swift current of the li ttle river? Why 
couldn't that old derelict mill be repaired? The 
mill would grind flour again, and a fJ.a.x 
scutcher could be set up. And if you installed a 
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dynamo-alll the farms in Koordi would have 
light. 

There were many things you could do and 
build on the Koordi and on the fields that ran 
down t<> i ts banks. It only wanted to be tack­
led propt!rly by simple ordinary men, men like 
Semidor from J{oordi . ·who knows, perhaps 
the old man could really fix up a dynamo ? 

Paul came back at dusk, carrying a small 
trout on a forked twig threaded through its 
gills . Aino's pale face on which the freckles 
stood out sharply alarmed him. She was wait­
ing for him in the yard, and began telling 
him in a low hurried voice the disjointed 
story of what she considered to be a terrible 
occurrence. 

"\Vait a minute, I can't make head or tail 
of it," Paul said in a tone that was meant to 
calm her fears. "You were driving the cow oui 
of the woods, and then what happened ?" 

"\Vhy, yes . . . .  And I nearly ran into him on 
the edge of the woods. He was sitting on a tree 
stump. I recognized him . . . .  " 

"Recognized whom ?" 
"Robert Kurvest," Aino answered with a 

frightened look at Paull. 
Paul scratched the back of his head thought­

fully and muttered :  
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''There's nothing to worry about yet-some 
dirty dog or other sitting on a stump . . . .  Did he 
see you ? "  

"He must have . . . .  I was quite close to him. 
Then I went by way of the fields and I could 
feel him looking at me. I was all nervous and 
afraid to look round-his face was s�" 

"That's nothing, I saw plenty of such faces 
at the front," muttered Paul. "Just an ordinary 
face as faces go, and sometimes a pretty cow­
ardly one, especially when _it looks into the 
barrel of a gun . . . .  Anyway, enough of this 
talk, it's all nonsense. I thought, by the look of 
you, that something serious had happened." 

"It's always better lo be careful," Aino said 
in an injured tone. 

He said nothing, bHt judging by the preoc­
cupied air with which he went around the 
house and the cattle shed before going to sleep, 
and the fact that he locked the doors himself, 
and several days later came back from the dis­
trict centre with a rifle which he hung on the 
wan, Aino understood that he agreed with hEr. 



dynamo-alil the farms in Koordi would have 
light. 

There were many things you could do and 
build on the Koordi and on the fields that ran 
down to its banks. It only wanted to be tack­
led properly by simple ordinary men, men like 
Semidor from Koordi . \Vho knows, perhaps 
the old man could really fix up a dynamo ? 

Paul came back at dusk, carrying a smaU 
trout on a· forked twig threaded through its 
gills. Aino's pale face on which the freckles 
stood out sharply alarmed him. She was wait­
ing for him in the yard, and began telling 
him in a low hurried voice the disjointed 
story of what she considered to be a terrible 
occurrence. 

"\Vait a minute, I can't make head or tail 
of it," Paul said in a tone that was meant to 
calm her fears. "You were driving the cow out 
of the woods, and then what happened?"  

"Why, yes . . . .  And I nearly ran into him on 
the edge of the woods. He was sitting on a tree 
stump. I recognized him . . . . " 

"Recognized. whom ?" 
"Robert Kurvest," Aino answered with a 

frightened look at Paull. 
Paul scratched the back of his head thought­

fully and muttered :  

190 



"There's nothing to worry about yet-some 
dirty dog or other sitting on a stump . . . .  Did he 
see you ? "  

"He must have . . . .  I was quite close t o  him. 
Then I went by way of the fields and I could 
feel him looking at me. I was all nervous and 
afraid to look round-his face was so-" 

"That's nothing, I saw plenty of such faces 
at the front," muttered Paul. "Just an ordinary 
face as faces go, and sometimes a pretty cow­
ardly one, especially when it looks info the 
barrel of a gun . . . .  Anyway, enough of this 
talk, it's all nonsense. I thought, by the look of 
you, that something serious had! happened ." 

"It's always belier lo be careful," Ai.no said 
in an injured tone. 

He said nothing, hut judging by the preoc­
cupied air with which he went around the 
house and the cattle shed before going to sleep, 
and the fact that he locked the doors himself, 
and several days later came back from the dis­
trict centre with a rifle which he hung on the 
waU, Aino understood that he agreed with her. 



C H A P T E R  T H I R T E E N  

Roosi slept in the old barn a t  the edge of 
the apple orchard. It was cooler there than in 
the stuffy !little room adjoining the master's 
kitchen. In this section of the barn, where old 
clothes, lengths of unbleached linen and hanks 
of wool were stored in two huge chests, stood 
Roosi's wooden bed under two shabby fur 
coats hanging on the wall . 

A strong wave of delicate scents of clover, 
caraway and mint poured in through the open 
door, expel.Jing the keen sourish stench of old 
wool, flax and leather that had eaten into the 
very walls. A bunch of wild flo\vers stood on 
a little bedside table covered with a white 
cloth, and at the foot of the bed stood young 
fragrant birch branches. Had it not been so 
dark one might have had a glimpse on the 
white tablecloth of a perfectly new unlighted 
candle, a white jug of milk and a lime plate of 
sliced ham. 

It was a festal board, for a big occasion, 
only it was a pity- that he for whom it was 
prepared did not come. 
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Always, with the arrival of dawn, Roosi 
cleared ihe table. The unlighted candle and the 
plates were put away, and the jug carried out. 
The table, stripped of the white cloth, became 
simply an ordinary rickety o1d table, worm­
eaten and warped, just as the night, spent in 
a vigil of thrilled expectancy, turned into a 
day of drudgery on the farm of Mihkel Koor. 
For Roosi was over head and ears in debt to 
Koor. i , • •  ! 

The next night, however, at midnight, the 
table was set again, and once more flowers and 
the unlighted candle stood on it, and Roosi 
looked at them, thrilled and weaving happy 
dreams as she tenderly straightened the folds of 
the tablecloth. 

Of course, if it were not Roosi the farm 
hand but some rich master's daughter of Koor­
di who was expecting her sweetheart, the table 
probably would have been richer. Peonies 
from Koor's garden would have stood on it 
in place of the wild flowers, and there would 
have been not only ham on a plate but fried 
eggs, and tender white pancakes with jam and 
wine. But this reception, such as it was,_ could 
not put Roosi to shame. No, everything was as 
it should be, with those birches by the wall 
and in the corner, the flowers and the table. 
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That close July night, as on previous nights, 
Roosi was waiting for Kristjan Taaksalu. He 
had promised to come, though he had not said 
exactly when. He hadn't come yet, but he had 
promised and Roosi had faith . 

It had been quite recently, when working 
on the machine at Meisterson's farm, that some­
one had shouted in a gay voice : 

"Oho, Kristjan's paired off with Roosi !" 
And so he was, working with Roosi as mate, 

throwing consiant glances at her, laughing 
gaily as he bombarded her with sheavesi and 
shouted. 

"Your boys can't come anywhere near 
ours . . . .  " 

Roosi may have yielded the palm in some 
things, but not when it came to working. Her 
powerful bronzed arms swung like a chain 
gear, and when Kristjan paused for a moment 
to wipe the sweat from his forehead with 
his sleeve, Roosi, with unexpected boldness, 
said:  

" No, your hands don't keep pace with your 
to ngue ! " 

. And so, laughing and teasing each other, 
they had worked with gay frenzy, infecting all 
those around them with their merriment. 
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Afterwards he had sat her down on a heap 
of straw, given her a playful prod in the side 
and burst out laughing. Kristjan could press a 
bulli's head down to the ground with those 
hands of his, but the push he gave Roosi might 
have been a lamb nuzzling into her hand for all 
she felt it. Looking at his laughing red face 
she had also burst out laughing without any 
apparent reason. Infected by each other's 
merriment, they had gone off into still louder 
peals of laiughter and i t  was some time before 
they ca�med down. And he had laughingly 
promised to pay her a visit. She believed that 
so it wou1d be. 

Roosi, as she sat waiting for Kristjan, lis­
tening for the creak of the wicket and trying to 
catch the sound of cautious footsteps, thought 
how good i t  wouM be if it were not Koor but 
she and Kristjan who lived on this farm, and 
that orchard and the house and the fields \Vere 
theirs . They would run the place no worse than 
Koor, even better, much better. Had she not 
worked the fai-m for Koor without the aid of 
any other farm hands ? Kristjan need have no 
qualms about bringing her to J aagu farm for 
that matter-there was no work on it to which 
Roosi would not be equal . And if it was 
crowded at Jaagu farm what was to prevent 
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them building a house for ihemselves on the 
land which she had received from the Soviet 
State ? 

A dry· mild breeze wafted up from the fields 
the siliceous odour of warmed ears of wheat. 
It reminded Roosi that threshing would begin 
on Koor's farm the next day, and she recalled 
the quarreJ. that had taken place ea·riier in the 
day between Paul Runge and Koor. She had 
missed the beginning of the quarrel, but when 
she came out of the cow house she found them 
facing each other like a pair of enraiged 
cocks. 

"\Vhy aren't you goirng to have the thresh­
ing done ? ' '  Paul demanded, visibly nettled. 

"The grain's damp, that's why," Koor 
answered. 

"That's a lie, I've seen your shocks my­
self," R unge said. "\Ve can't upset the route 
of the threshing machine just because of 
you." 

"I know my own time," KOQr said angrily. 
"It's my grain-if I want to I won't thresh it 
at all." · 

"Nothing doing there, my friend-there's 
a ton and a half of grain in it for State deliv­
eries. That's just it," Runge said, suppressing a 
smile. "So it isn't only your business, see?" 
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They argued about it for ai good half hour, 
Runge controlling his voice, Koor ra�s�ng his 
higher and higher. Finally Paul took his de­
parture, having had his own way. 

Mihkel Koor measured the length of the 
yard with huge strides, brought a bottle out 
of the pantry, poured himself a glass of home­
brew and drank it down in a single long gu lp . 
He stared dully at the kitchen table in silence. 
His wife Marta, a shrewish and by no means 
timid woman, threw him a look out of the 
corner of her eye and walked out of the kitch­
en without a word. At such moments Mihkel 
were best left alone-he was capable of strik­
ing her. 

The calm stillness of the orchard was 
broken by a faint rustle as of a sheep or a cow 
brushing past a bush. It might be a man. 
Roosi's heart began to pound and she felt 
flushed. She stood silently in the doorway, 
peering out. Yes, it was a man. A tali dark 
fi gu.re moved slowly and stealthily, bending his 
head under the branches of the apple trees. 
There WaJs an instant when the word "Kris­
tjan" all but esca�f>c! Roosi's lips . . . .  But the 
man, instead of making for the barn, walked 
toward the old uninhabited beehives·. That 



alone showed it coukb::J/t be Krjstjan. Moreover, 
as she was now able to make out, Kristjan was 
broader in the shoulders. 

Fear gripped Roosi's heart. A thief ! Her first 
impulse was to stretch out her hand and shut 
the door, but she was afraid to betray her pres­
ence if the door creaked. She was divided 
between fear and an irresistible curiosity and 
desire to see what would happen next. 

The man bent over one of the hives, then 
after a while he straightened up, paused and 
went back �to the depths of the orchard. He 
seemed to be can-ying something under his 
arm, a bundle or a sack. He passed dos·e to 
where she stood, a matter of twenty paces­
a tall silent shadow with hunched shoulders, 
stepping high as though wading through 
water. There was something disturbingly fa­
miliar about the shadowy figure , a momentary 
flash o f  something long forgotten, but though 
she sfrained her eyes and memory she failed to 
recognize him, and the shadow disappeared in 
the cherry thicket, merged into the darkness. 
Only then did Roosi realize that her knees 
were shaking, and she shut ihe door and 
hooked it. 

Trembling all over, she pulled the blanket 
over her head, buried herself in the hot stuffy 
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darkness, and the more she thought about this 
strange occurrence the less could she make of 
it. It put her in mind of the "forest bTethren"­
those dreacdful despised men, German hirelings 
who during the German occupation had stained 
their hands with the blood of their country­
men and who now lurked in the forest like 
lone wolves, fleeing nemesis. They plundered 
cooperative stores, raided lonely farmsteads 
and were known _ to have made dastardly at­
tempts on the lives of rurnl activists. But what 
business had they here, in this apple orchard, 
where only the app€arance of Kristjan would 
have been understandable? Who was that 
man-a thief ? Hardly. It was a mystery; 

The next morning RDosi gingerly - ap­
proached the beehive and looked in. It con­
tarined nothing exc·ept some bread crumbs scat­
tered on the floor board. 

After hearing out her c<Jnfused story about 
the. nocturnal visitor Mihkel Koor looked hard 
at Roosi and frowned. 

"You're crazy, woman, what thief are you 
talking about ? Did you recognize him ?" 

Upon hearing that she hadn't recognized 
the man, Koor let out an oath and ironically 
suggested that Roosi had probably had her 
hood filled with village gossip about the band 
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of "fore-St brethren" and about Robert Kur­
vest, who was supposed to have appeared in 
the neighbourhood, and had no doubt taken a 
stray calf for a man. 

Roosi started and stared at Koor. Perhaps 
it really was Kurvest 's eldest sDn that shadow 
had reminded her of? She put it timidly to 

Koor. 
"You're a fool ,"  he  said impressively. "Can 

you swear it was him? And generally, are you 
sure there was anybody in the orchard at all ?" 

Roosi faltered and fell silent. She remem­
bered the bread crumbs, but after all they 
might have been put there by a· bird or a 
mouse, she thought . It wasn ' t worth insisting 

--0n-Mihkel might start keeping a watch on 
the orchard. And then how 'NOuld Kristjan 

come to her? Roosi already regret.ted having 
spoken about last night's incident . 

. "And I advi-se you in general to keep your 
mouth shut," Koor went on after a pause. 
"What if the district authorities call you out 
and. ask you whom you saw in the orchard ? 
They don't believe in silly women's dreams 

there, and if you start blowing bot and cold 
they'll suspect you of tellin g  lies. Get me?" 

Roosi hid her trembling hands behind her 
back and sa1d timidly: 
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"It must have been a calf or a dog, I guess." 
"Of course," said Koor . "And you shouldn't 

sleep in that barn if it acts on you that way." 
Roosi herself was afraid to go to sleep in 

the barn, but when night came she was wor­
ried by the thought that Kristjan might come 
and not find her lhere. 

· 

And so once more Roosi set ihe table in the 
barn among the apple trees. She did not sleep 
at all that night, but no one came-neither the 
nocturnal visitor nor Kristjan. She was to meet 
Kristjan a few days later under quite unusual 
circumstances. 



C H A P T E R  F O U R T E E N  

The reaping machines stridularted in 
Koordi, drowning the thousand-voiced chorus 
of the grasshoppers. The busy harvesting 
season had set in, to be followed by the 
threshing. From sunrise till late in the evening 
the ripe grain went down under the knives of 
threshers., and there was the ring of scythes, 
and sheaves were bound. 

The clang of the scythes being whetted of 
a morning was like an ancient century-old 
signal which not even the oldest of Koordi's 
old women could resist. "Rukkiloikusele!"* 
Even those whose interest nothing could kindle 
sa,v·e perhaps on occasion the sad and distant 
folling of a bell-"whose funeral is that, I 
wonder ? "-straightened their bent backs with 
a groan, tied their whiite kerchiefs tighter with 
gnarled and shrivelled fingers, and pottered 
anxiouisly ahout, making preparations on the 
eve. For had not the crops rip ened ? It was in 
the crops thai their entire being and their 
longevity and every moment of the briefest life 

* To the rye harvesting! 
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were centred. Love and death , marriage and 
birth, quarrels and joys-everything depended 
upon the grain harvest.  The grain was dearer 
than the peace of cosy corners , more stirring 
than the tolling of funeral bells, because it was 
life itself. Rye ! A golden sea of grain rippling 
on millions of ears in the field under the sun­
that elusive happiness which men strive so 
hard to grasp . 

Man may die in winter or in summer, he 
may cheat death and postpone it by a month , 
a year or even many years, but harvesting 
comes with an inevitability that admits of no 
postponemenrf:. You cannot show indifference 
to it, for the grain will farn to the ground 
and perish, carrying happiness and life away 
with it. 

And everyone came out into the fields, men 
and women alike. Here too w ere pale-faced 
city dwellers who had come to help their 
Koordi relatives take in the grain , and old 
women who followed their grown-'Up grand­
children into the fields. 

The farmers of Koordi thought and spoke 
of nothing but the harvesting and the thresh­
ing. In those days all other topics and events, 
though they were many, retreated into the 
background. 
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A topic of current interest in Koordi was 
the growing discord in the family of Vao, the 
local patria1rch, h ead of a family and father 
of six daughters. Johannes Vao himself, and 
his nei ghbou:ris too, considered that he had 
succeeded by the exercise of stern parental 
authority in bringing up his children in a 
spirit of utter devotion to the welfare of their 
home and farm. Now, unexpectedly for all, tt 
transpired that certain influences had been at 
work to destroy Johannes' authority over the 
home and family. It seemed that the children 
were not at all devoted to the homestead and 
that old Vao had failed to cultivate in them 
a love for it. First Aino had qua.rrel1ed with 
her father and gone to Crane farm., then one 
of the older girls, Valve, had left home and 
foun d herself a job as librarian in the neigh­
bouring district. And look a t  the trick Linda, 
the youngest, had played ! She had suddenly 
and firmly decided to go to Tallinn to study. 
And where would you think-at some physical 
culture · college or other ! She had made. a 
successful debut in the spring at the country 
school Olympic games-she had a gift for i,t, 
it appeared. Johannes promised to give h er a 
thrashing, but that seemingly had no effect. 
She kept running, as Johannes indirectly found 



otit, to Crane farm, to consult her sister or to 
complain, and after that her mind seemed to 
be definitely made up. 

The children were departing their own 
ways, ways which they had found without 
Johannes' help and against his wishes. The 
only people now left at Vao farm were Johannes 
and his wife Liina, an-cl one of his daughters, 
Vilma. And even she might leave at any 
moment. vVho was to harrow and mow, plant 
and dig potatoes, cart faggots from the woods 
and do the housework? Had he brought a big 
family into the world only in order to do . all 
the work for the girls himself in his old age ? 
What would ihe neighbours say whom he had 
always amiably assured that a respectable, 
hard-working farmer could get along perfectly 
well without hired hands and make a decent 
living, as he was doing on his own farm ? 

It was that Crane farm, Paul-that's what 
now struck Johannes as being the cause of all 
the trouble not only in his own family but in 
all Koordi. And Johannes cursed Paul, espe­
cially when he got drunk, which he frequently 
did nowadays . He strode up and down the yard, 
eyes bloodshot, and one could gather from his 
d�ep growling that he was calling down curses 
on Paul's head . 
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"What have I worked my fingers to the 
bone for all my life-that now it should all 
go up in smoke, eh ?" he demanded of Liina. 
"I, an honest man, was driven even to sill--­
! stole . . . .  And why ? B ecause I wanted the 
home to have i t .  . . .  " 

He worked himself up this way to such a 
pitch of self-reproach that his wife was 
provoked to angry protest . 

"You're crazy," she cried in her shrill voice. 
"What did you steal? How can you. say such 
a thing ? Don't tell lies !"  

"Whait ? vVhat about those logs in the -.,,·ood 
that belonged to the Government ? "  Johannes 
plunged on. "And did I pay Anna Kurvest for 
the cart ? Cheated a dead woman-that's what 
an of you drove me .fo !" 

And Johannes glared at his wife with 
malicious glee. 

Liina burst info tears and waived her hands 
at ihim .  

"Don't tell lies. Who drove you t o  it ? I t  
was only your greediness . . . . \Vhy didn't you 
pay Anna then ? "  

Johannes meanwhile seized an axe, shouted 
that he didn't give a damn if the house did go 
to rack and ruin and that he would smash 
that cart and send everything to hell there and 
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then. He stumped out into the yard and soon 
pandemonium broke loose there. The dog tore 
up and down on its chain, barking in a frenzy 
of joy, the fowls ran cackling in a panic about 
the yard, llill!d Liina stood sobbing in the door­
way. Johannes walked up to the cart, but 
instead of smashing it to pieces he merely hit 
the strong bottom a deafening blow with the 
butt end of the axe. 

New men were energetically pushing their 
way info the life of Koordi, and people had a 
great deal to say about it. Take Paul Runge, 
for instan�e. There was a time when many 
people in the district did no t know him or knew 
him very little. And now he was a represent­
ative of the village Soviet. He came into your 
farmyard, that former farm labourer, and bid 
you good..,day, and your hand involuntarily 
reached for your cap . To say of this squat­
bodied silent young man that he was one of 
the new settlers, the master of Crane farm, 
meant to say prac tically nothing of Paul Runge. 
He was now a public figure. ·when he enquired 
how yoiu were getting on with the harvesting 
and how the grain was drying, it was not just 
the idle chatter of a neighbour. You had to 
give him an exact, detailed and businesslike 
answer, because Runge had to know how to 
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regulate the itinerary of the threshing machine. 
He represented the village Soviet, the district 
and co unty authorities, the Republic, the whole 
State, if you wish. That's the kind of man 
Paul Runge was ! 

And, by the looks of it, he was a useful 
man t(){). He had succeeded somehow together 
with Kaarel Maasalu in getting that kid 
removed from the tractor-Rand's protege, 
who inspired confidence in no o ne either by 
his efficiency or his conscientiousness. There 
was another man on the j-Ob now-a capable 
man. Runge had also started talking about 
light in Koordi, about getting people organized 
to put it through. Runge might prove a useful 
man. Truth to tell, Vao wasn't of very much 
use to the district-just an impressive-looking 
figure, that's all. He was too slow on the up­
take, and too fond of honours. 

Runge was sparing of words, he spoke 
thoughtfully, briefly and to the point, as though 
he were ca,rving and chiselling his words out 
of wood-every one of them fitting neatly and 
securely into its proper place like a piece of 
dovetail work. No wonder people said he was 
a pupil of that great village carpenter Johannes 
Uustalu. Just the kind of man they needed in 
Koordi. 
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There was disagreeable news in KooJ:1di as 
well-ar group of bandits, the "forest breth­
ren," had appeared in the neighbourhood. 
Farm ers complained about the disappearance 
of sheep and calves . Some activists in the 
district were said to have received anonymous 
letters with a skull and croiSsbones drawn on 
them, and people sa1id that MuuJi, the Party 
organizer, had been shot at on the forest road, 
luckily without h.arm. All this was associated 
with the n2me of Robert Kurvest, former 
sergeant-major in the German army, whom 
people were said to have seen on foresi: roads 
armed '.>1ith a tommy gun. These rumours were 
alarming and disturbing and interfered! with 
the smooth and peaceful progress Qf the 
harvesting. 

They were having a busy time at Crane 
farm too�. All day kmg Paul and Aino carted 
sheaves up from the fields and stacked them 
in the farmya:r<l. It was quite a big stack. It 
stood all finished, compactly built up and 
smoothed do"m on all sides with the pitchfork, 

. and Paul and Aino were unable to tear them­
selves away from it. After all, here in this 
stack of grain was all of Paul's inexhaustible 
doggedness, all the anxieties and difficulties 
met and overcome during six month� · of life 
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in K()()rcli, all the hard-earned fruits of their 
grinding toil, and the future of Crane farm. 

"Probably a ·t<l(n and a quarter to the 
hectare, whait do you say ? "  Paul ask€d Aino 
after a long and thoughtful inspection of the 
stack. 

"Probably," Aino guessed, but in a confi­
dent t0i11 e. 

"The grain's heavy," Paul said after a 

pause. "Perhaps there'll be a: ton and a half, 
eh ? "  

"It's very possible," LAinc acquiesced .still 
more readily . "I'm almost ·Certain . . . . The 
grain's heavy, you know." 

They spoke about the grain, brn!: thought 
about the building of the new cattle shed, the 
foundation for the new houtSe, and about their 
new comfortable life in it .  Every rbushel of the 
new harvest brought that life nearer. 

First Paul and then Aino gazed anxiously 
n t  the sky. The sun-you couJ.d now look .at 
it with the naked eye-was setting ini a welter 
of crimson. Pared off from underneath by the 
ridge of the distant hill and on top by the 
blade of a long, narrow, smoke-blue cloud, 
the fiery sun at this hour resembled a piece of 
red-��,ot iron flaHened out on the anvi:l . The 
wind rose. 
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"I only hope it doesn't bring rain," Paul 
said, looking worried. 

"It won't," Aino reaissured him , though she 
did not like 1he look of the sunset. But she 
wanted to believe that the wind would not 
drive any clouds up, and if it did, that they 
would pass to the side. For the grain was in 
the yard ! 

It had grown quite dark outside by the time 
they finished their supper, in �he light of the 
oil lamp. The wind freshened and touched the 
roof, now here, now there. 

They were about to go to bed when they 
heard the sound of footsteps ; somebody pressed 
hard against the locked door, then knocked.  

Aino sprang to her feet aind caught hold 
of Paul's arm as he slowly rose to go to 
the door. 

"Don't open it . . . " she whi&pered with her 
lips alone . 

"Who is it ? "  Paul asked loudly, and said 
to Aino in1 a liow voice : 

"Go into the room. Depend on me." 
" Open the door-it's from the district 

centre," a man's unfamiliar voice answered in 
a muffled tone .  

"What's the name? \7\/ho are you ? "  Paul 

took the gun off the wall. 
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"From the district centre-open the door !" 
The knock was imperafr11ely repeated. 

Paul crouched silently by the door, trying 
to guess by the sounds who that stranger was 
on the o:J:her si·de of the bolted door. The 
knocking, now close to his face-the man was 
using his fist now-battered against his ears, 
went through his entire body and seemed to 
be shaking the Dld walls of the ramshackle 
house and the whole of Cnrne farm . . . . 

The knocking suddenly ceased. Paul caught 
the sound of a short muffled. colloquy, some­
thing clanked and footfalls could he heard 
moving along the wall. 

Paul reached the kitchen in a single bound 
and blew out the lamp. He was in the nick 
of time. Shots rang out in the yard and mingled 
with the tinkling of shaite;:-ed glass. The wind 
tore into the kitchen . . . .  

Paul dropped lo the floor against the wall.  
"Aimed too high . . . " the happy thought 

flashed through his mind . 
"Lie down !" he commanded Aino in a 

fierce whi1Sp€T. 
Another burst from the tommy gun riddled 

the window in the room . Then there was 
silence . Paul cautiously placed the barrel-end 
of his gun on the window sill bestrewn with 
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broken glass and, aiming at the logs stacked 
out in the ya:rd, where he thought he caught 
a sign of movement, he pulled the trigger. The 
heavy calibre shotgun barked twice in quick 
succession and threw out a sheet of flame . 
Paul dropped to the floor again and crawled to 
the side. Another burst of fire came through 
the window. 

"You're not hurt, Aina·? " Paul asked huskily 
in the darkness. 

"No," came the answer frmn the room. 
Paul peered in and saw Aino crouching 

by the other window. Ee thought he caught 
the durn glint of an axe in her handr. Bad as 
things were, he nevertheless grinned his ap­
proval. 

The minutes went ]1y in an agony of sus­
pense and uncertaiinty as to what the bandits 
would do next. Paul cautiously peeped out of 
the window into the menacing night, but could 
see nothing. They '.Vere here--of that he was 
sure-but what were they up to? He only 
hoped they didn't have any hand grenades. and 
wouldn't s tart thrnwing them through the 
window . . . .  

Reloading his g:m, he lay on his side, 
k€eping an eye on the >vindow and casting 
about in his miud for a way out of the situa.-
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tion. He might risk jumping out of the back 
window under cover of ihe dark and bring up 
assistance. . . . But that was impo.ssible-he 
couldn't leave Aino alone. Perhaps they wau:ld 
hear the shooting in the village and come to 
the rescue? Rand's house was less than half 
a kilometre away, b u t  would he risk coming if 
he heard the shots ? Certainly not. The o,ther 
farms were still farth€r off. No, he was all on 
his own . . . .  That was bad. 

Paul sighed and looked up . The window 
seemed to have grown brighter and reddish 
patches of light fell across the floor. There was 
a smell of smoke . . . .  

"The g�aiin ! ' '  was the anguished thought 
that flashed through his head. " They're setting 
fire to the stack . . . .  And this damned wind on 
top ·Of it !" 

The flickering shadows of the fire darted 
across the ya.rd, and the .rye stack stood sharply 
outlined against the black11�ss of the night, 
illumined by the tremulous red light. The 
hard-packed s traw was slow to catch fire, but 
the wind helped. The smoke and spa•r'ks 

flew straight toward the cattle shed nearby. 
Its bone-dry roof began smouldering here 
and there. 
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To lie there and not dare even to raise his 
hand, leave alone rush out ! Paul gnashed 
his teeth. 

"The animals . . .  " Aino cried piteously. 
Paul fired a shot at random into the night. 

The a...TI:Swering :shots came immediately. They 
were waiting for him to rush out . . . .  The devil, 
wouldn't even the fire attract attention. in the 
village? It might not-the farm stood behind 
the forest. 

The cow mooed plaintively in the cattle 
shed. 

A:ino, losing her head compleiely, rushed 
across Paul., struck the door and bega1n grop­
ing frantically for the bolt. Paul's arm shot 
out and he gripped her by the leg and pulled 
her down to the floor. 

"Have you gone mad? " he rasped fiercely .  
Aino soibbed and clawed at the door. 



C H A P T E R  F I F T E E N  

Semtdor pounded furiously wun his fists 
on the door of the Jaagu fanrhouse. 

Kaairel Maasalu, sleepy-eyEd and annoyed, 

opened the door. 
"A fire . . . . " Semidor gasped, clutching 

Kaarel's sleeve and dragging him info the 
room . "Look out the window . . . .  Runge's on 
fi.re !" 

"Where's the fire, how come a fire?" 
Maasalu pulled him up sharply, his eyes siill 
heavy with sleep.  He had just gone to bed and 
fallen into a sound sleep. His back ached and 
felt numb after the day's vmrk. He drew the 

CUitain back from the windmv. 
"It isn't Paul's way at all," he muttered, 

looking at the reddish glow over the distant 
forescf:. "Why should there be a fire at Paul',.si? 
I'll tell you what's burning. It's Tatrik's hay 
shed out in the forest swamp, or maybe 
it's a forest fire. . . . This dryness and the 

wind . . . .  " 

Taaiksalu came up barefooted aind tousled 
and also pressed his face to the window. 
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"It's Tatrik's shed, if you ask me, or 
perhaps Lauri's ,"  he corroborated. "Look how 
it's blazing ! It's a good kilometre past Crane 
farm." 

The house 'lvas astir. Alviina lit the lamp 
and in her excitemen t had difficulty fitting the 
chimney on the burner. Kristjan's mother 
potten�d aboui: in a nervous flutter. 

S emidor !coked at Kaarx�l, then at Kristjan, 
shifted his weight helplessly from one foot 
to the other 2Ild seemed to wilt and lose in -
terest. 

"I dare say it's in the woods-someone lit 
a bonfire and forgot about it," he muttered. 
"The moss· is dry as pO\vder. Maybe it's the 
sheds. Yes, that's probably what it is . . . .  " 

Semidor was prepared, as always-, to yield 
to the more comp etent opinion and laugh at 
his own fears--but the red glare ou.tside preyed 
on his mind, se(·med to stir him, gave him no 
peace. He pressed his face to the windo:w again 
and stared out for a minute or so, arnd when 
he turned they were all struck by his distorted 
features. 

"Runge's on fire ! "  he shouted frantically . 
"I tell you Runge\s on fire . . . .  " 

Clutchbg his· head he suddenly whimpered 
in a thin odd voice, threw his hands up and 
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darted about the room ini an a gony of despair 
-his little dishevelled figure anything but 
comical at tha1 mcrru:mt. Some deep and over­
powering emotion siwept :him up to the crest, 
took complete possession of him and left no 
room for his quondam timidity, his lack of 
faith in his own powers, in his own thoughts 
and feelings . It was as though he were on the 
verge of death, as he had been at the bottom 
of that narrow well on Saaremaa, when the 
fuse was burning out at his f.eet. . . .  It was as 
though his own poor hut were burning out 
there on the is:land, and sinister sparks were 
flying around. Night stared with black empty 
eyes into the face of the man waging his lone 
fight with disaster . . . .  

"Crane farm is burning-Paul !" he shrieked, 
and sfamped his foot ini its ragged boot 
which he had hastily pulled on his bare foot. 
"Do you hear what I tell you ?  Come on!" 

This was all so sudden that Maasalu came 
wide awake in an instant. He thrust the tobacco 
pouch he was just opening back into his 
pocket witho ut lighting up. Taaksalu stared 
wild-eyed and open-mouthed at the raving 
Semtdo.r. 

Maasalu flung the window open and 
leaned out. A cool dry wind blew shaTp!y into 
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his face. And everyone in the room heard two 
shots, muffled by the wind and the distance, 
come from the direction of .the woods•, followed 
by a burst fr-cm a tommy gun-like peas 
being dropp ed into a frying pan. 

Maasalu recoiled from the window with a 

dark frown on his face. 
"Harness the horse and cart, Semidor, 

quick," he commanded in a tone that was not 
to be denied. "Get dressed, Kristjan. All be 
ready in three minutes . Alviina, two buckets 
in the cart-an axe, the boat hook . . . .  " 

Mea1nwhile he pulled · on his heavy top 
boots. 

Semidor ran out into the yard. The doors 
of the stable and the cart shed •creaked. Taak­
salu moved about like a bear in the kitchen 
and in1 his haste upset a bucket. 

They tumbled into the cart and dashed off 
in the darkness down the country road. The 
wind whipped their hats and the flaps of their 
jackets. 

Maasalu lashed the galloping ho.rse in tight­
lipped silence. Behind him, back to back with 
Taaksalu, sat Semidor, convulsively gripping 
the sides of the jolting and swaying cart and 
twisting his neck painfully in the direction of 
the fire. 
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With Maasalu in the driver's seat, sitting 
like a sturdy oak, a spring worund up foT 
action, Semid{}r ha:d no more fears. In Maasa­
lu's hands everything would go right-he could 
drive a nail into a tree with a single unerring 
blow and split a tough birch s tump with one 
stroke of the a:s.e ; the scythe he had whetted 
was capable of mowing a willow thicket; a 
house built by him would stand for ages . 
Maasalu had everything that he, S emidor, 
lacked-abillity and luck. Maasalu would save 
the day, of that you might be sure! Semidor 
at that moment was prepared ,to wmship hi.n. 

Maasalu turned the horse's head in the 
direction of the lighted window of the district 
Soviet building. The wheels ground on the grav­
el and pulled up sharply. Maasalu threw down 
the reins and clumped up the poroh steps. 

Thro'u.gh the locked door he asked for the 
Party organizer Muuli. 

"The Party organizer has gone to a seminar 
in town," a sleepy-eyed invalid doing night 
duty informed him, holding the door close and 
eyeing the group on the porch with suspicion. 

"The telephone then!" Maasalu said, mak­
ing his way resolutely past the stoop-shoul­
dered invalid into the yellow lamp light and 
ihe office smells toward the desks. 
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The invalid lowered himself listlessly onto 
a: broad bench p olished smooth by long service. 
There was a..TJ. air of iassitude and drowsiness 

even in the ample folds of his huge jacket, 
obviously not his own, as he hugge.d a rifle 
of some unknown type, uncleaned and rusty 
as his own stubbly cheeks. He blinked in 
astonishment. \Vhat was the idea, tearing ip_ in 

the middle of the night ? You'd think there was 
a house on fire ! Be asked Semi doer for a smoke. 
Semi<lor gave him his tobacco pouch. He 
recognized him-old Villu, a local peasant, a 
master-hand at all kinds of woodwork. 

Maasalu furiously cranked the telephone 
handle . 

· 

From somewhere far away caJIIle a crack­
ling noise, the sobbin·g of a violin, then a 
distant feminine voice answered apathetically. 

Kaarel Maasalu, his jaws locked in a stony 
spasm, was unable to say a word. Whom in 

the world could he ask for on that pitch-black 
ni!ght, in the quiet light of the lamp that lit 
'Up the sleepy face of Villu , when a man was 
in dire straits-Paul Runge, his comrade, his 
friend, with whom he had felled trees in the 
Vodja woods, with whom he had eaten dry 
rye bread and cut up pork fat in ·thin little 
slices ? Where could he seek aid? 
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The feminine voice spoke again, irritably 
this time. Then Kaarel found hi!' tongue. 

"The Party !" he roared. " Give me the 
Party !" 

The operator said she didn't understand. 
"vVhy, the County Committee of the 

Party . . . .  " Maasalu roared, overjoyed at having 
hit on the right wo:I'lds. "The County Commit­
tee . . . .  Whoever's on duty . . . .  " 

Taaksalui and Semidor, afraid to breathe, 
bored the back of his head with their eyes. 

And Maasalu, glued to the telephone and 
sawing the air with his fist, shouted about an 
attack,  about a fire and shooting at Crane farm. 
He repeated it again to someone else who came 
up to the telephone. 

"They're coming down by car-be here in 

half an hour," he said triumphantly, turning 
to Ills friends. " Well-let's hurry !" 

He pulled up suddenly in the doorway, 
looked round at the invalid, .strode swiftly back 
and grabbed the gun in businesslike silence . 

Villu's eyes popped and he clutched at the 
rifle, yammering, but at <this poiJnt Taaksailu 
genHy pushed him back on his seat with his 
elbow and said impressively : 

"Sit still. . . .  This is a State matter . . . .  Any 
cartridges ? "  
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Villu got out some cartridges from the 
dangling pocket of his lopsided jacket. 

And a1gain they dashed into the black night 
toward the red glow in the sky . . . . Hang on, 
Paul Riunge, hang OID:, old man ! 

Had the good mare Hilde ever galloped so 
hard ID her life as she did that night ? Hilde, 
who was half Maasalu's and half Semidor's. 
Between the two .she was taken good care of, 
though they sometimes querulously reproached 
each other with negligence. She had grown 
plump as a result. And now one was driving 
heT unmercifully, inflexible as ir<>'Il, while the 

other egged him on in a strideni voice: 
"Give it to her, the jade ! " 

Sparks flew from the stones that fell be- . 
neath Hilde's hoofs. 

It was a mad night. . . .  
Semidor afterwards related the events of 

that night on more than one occasion. Warm -
ing to his subject, he told how they had left 

Hilde among the bushes and started crawling 
toward the bUJrning farm. It was light for a 
kilometre around, and the farm lay spread be­
fore their eyes, even to the starling birdhouse 
in the birch tree. The rye stack was burning, 
the shed was on fire and a corner of the house 
was beginning to bum . . . .  They crawled dose 
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up through the ditch as far as the bushes and 
saw two men with guns hiding behind the logs. 
Maasalu took aim and fired. The two men 
r ushed this way and that an<l stared about in 
bewilderment. Maasalu fired again while Taak­
salu put his fingers in his mouth and gave a 
piercing whistle. The mer.r-foere proved to be 
thl"ee of them-made a dash for the field, run­
ning bent lmv, and one of them lagged behind 
-he was limping, obviously vrnunded . . . .  Paul 
and his wife rushed out into the yard . . . .  Aino 

-just think of it !--,rnade a beeline for the 
burning shed to save the a...<imals, the crazy 
woma!Il . . . .  Paul dashed afte? her . Easier said 
than done! Just try to liead caitle out of a burn­
ing shed ! They won't come out for anything. 
Only Antu, the old gelding, b:ess· him, followed 
Paul out of the shecl. By that time the militia­
men came dashing up. \\7here'd they go, they 
asked ? Maasalu joined them in the hunt. Then 
people started · coming up from Koor di . Set 
about saving what they could . . . .  

The people formed a chain from the well 

to the fire. ALTJ.o took the first place by the well, 
elbowing someone out of the way. It was her 
place as the mistr€ss of Crane farm, for which 
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she was determined to fight to the last sheaf of 
rye, to the last ember. 

Tatrik quickly received the buckets from 
heT hands. His face lo-oked solemn, as though 
it were on the tip of his tongue to say : "When 
I married Mari . . . . " 

The morose, unsociaible Meisterson, who 
iived in an out-of-the-way spot, also fell into 
the line of fi:re fighters. How . could you not 
help an honesi farmer in trouble ! "Get into 
trouble yourself, an<l no one wili help you . . .  " 
h� had argued with his wifr at home when 
she had tried to keep h im from going to the 
fire. 

Ants Lauri, and unobtrusive little Priidu 
Mururr:.ets wh1J lived on the edge of Snake 
Swamp, were i:here too. . . . These damned 
bandits, devil take 'em ! Here was a man who 
was just getting on his feet after hard work 
and was beginning to speak about things that 
were useful to everybody-planning a big thing 
like fixing tip light in Koordi-and no·.v they 
hit him across the legs as with a scythe, damn 
'em! lfand 'em up quick, stir your stumps 
there! Priiidu, make it snappy, we'll save all 
we ·can ! 

Roosi Rist stood pah·ed with Kristjan-how 
it came about they neither of them knew. Roosi 
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worked with fervid self-oblivion, handing up 
to Kristjan bucket aft£r bucket brimming over 
with precious water. To rescue people who 
had s'et ou1, just the two of them, to build a 
warm roof over their heads, to till the land 
and make themselves a home, a family-to 
save all this, fight for it--oh, Roosi understood. 
this only too well ! 

Kristja_11 brought up the reair of ihe line. 
He received the buckets from Rcosi's hands 
and splashed them over the sizzling embers 
vvi.th powerful sweeps of the arm, dashing out 
the flames, mowing down thB pillars of acrid 
smoke. His very silence and the measured move­
ments of hi& body expressed, as, it were, agree­
ment with Roosi's ·thoughts. Yes, we mus.t 
save the man, and so we will if we tackle it 
all together, we'll smother and stamp out the 
fire, put up the house a1gain, build up the 
walls . . . . 

The whole living chain of fire fighters ·was 
kept gomg by Semidor. He worked the handle 
of the well with unabating fury, drenched in 
hot sweat and cold water, haties·s and dishev­
elled. He turned the handle without a stop , 
muHering ·exultantly to himself--0r was if to 
Paul, lost amid the hurly-burly : 
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"There, you see----good we opened up the 
water . . . .  " 

The first pa1le glimmerings of the dawn 
rooe above Crari_e farm-----ith::a1t moment when 
the earth becomes visible to l:he very horizon, 
but the sun has not yet appeared, though 
it can be felt very near, inevitable, wel­
oome and beautiful. At any moment now the 
tips· of the highest firs would be ablaze with 
light. 

With the Tising of the sun everything fell 
into its proper place. The s-ou:nds of punsuit 
and shooting <lied aiway in the distant woods. 
The autumnal forest grew bright, translucent 
and joyous in a carnival of scarlet and yellow. 
The fire, which had seemed so menacing in the 
night, was now merely a black charred spot 
under a sky of dazzling blue. The caittle shed, 
with i ts black ribs bared to the sky, did not 
look so terrifying now either. Only the half­
burnt rye stack with the steam rising from it 
stood as a vivid reminder of the night. But 
here too friendly hands were already busy with 
pitchforks, combing it out and deaning off the 
black ashes, and reassuring voices were herurd 
to say that half the rye was still intact, all it 
needed was drying and it could go straight in.to 
the threshing machine. 
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Pa:ul sat down on a log. He had grown hag· 
ga:rd overnight and .a bruise showed red on his 
cheek, -but he was unaware of either this or his 
burnt hands black with soot. His eyes were 
inflamed and feverishly bright from lack of 
sleep, e�citement and fatigue . He felt dizzy and 
a mist swam before his eyes. He stared round 
him absently, trying to collect his thoughts. 

What a crowd there was ! "When had they 
come, these poople of Koordi-Tatrik and 
Lauri, and even little Priidu MUTumets, the 
marsh dweller, whom he hardly knew, and 
Taaksalu, and Semidor-most of them from 
his section. Koor and Kand were not there, 
thou1gh. But others had come to help . . . .  He 
hadn't done mt:ch for any of them , yet they 
had come . . . .  

And there was Maasalu, good old Maasalu. 
What was he saying ? They cau ght them. Two 
of them . \Vho ?  Robert Kurvest . . . .  Why, of 
course, Maasalu had gone out after the ba...11.dits 
and now he was back and surrounded by the 
crowd. 

" We combed the whole forest," Maasalu 
was saying. "They put 'up resistance, the 
rats . . . .  Kurvest's wounded in the leg." 

Bah ! . . . And who was i:hat striding up with 
such a staid air, the grey·whiskered bull-necked 
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man wiih broad SaJgging shoulders and a faded 
black soft hat pulled down over his forehead 
like a mushroom ? It couldn't be Johannes Vao, 
surely? 

It was Johannes. He came last, but he came. 
He took a good look aro11.md, stopped sud­

denly before the half-burnt stack and super­
stitiously pulled off his hat. He couldn't stand 
that fellow Paul Runge, it was true-but to 
burn his crops ? . He took his hat off to the 
burnt crop. Three generations of the Vao 
family bristled up in him, . his ancestor Taavet 
himself .grew wroth and lifted his head, that 
same Taavet who had purchased his freedom 
from the baron and was the first to come to 
Vao farm, where there had been nothing but 
forest, bogs and rocks . Those rocks, which he 
had pulled out to clear a field for the crops, 
had been the ·death of him__;he overtaxed him­
self . The life of each subsequent generation of 
the Vaos had been spent m clea1ring and tilling 
and adding a few hectares to the field that 
Taavet had! started. Grain was precious as life 
itself, and the man who dared to raise hls hand 
against it was a murderer. He, Johannes Vao, 

was prepared to curse that man. 
Paul saw, he cou1d not help seeing, the ob­

vious sympathy that showed in the glances 
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directed towMd him. Someone gave Paul some 
advice or other, someone offered him the loan 
of his cai:rt. Yes, of course, the cart and the 
sledge as well had rgone up in smoke . . . .  

But strange to say, the burden of his· loss 
no fonger :s€€med an unbearable weight. \Vas 
i t  not because Semidor vvas here, and Kaarel, 
and Kristjan, and Roosi over there, and all 
those other folk from Kool'di . . . .  



C H A P T E R  S I X T E E N  

From the country lane Mihkel Koor turned 
onto the broSJd highway. His narrowed eyes 
under a faded but still respectable-looking hat 
gazed gloomily and searchingly at the fields 
which had long since been cropp€d and were 
now tinged with the rust of autumn. 

Autumn, yes, autumn . . . .  It was in the pun­
gent smell of the potato leaves, h ere and there 
nipped by the night frosts, and in the sparkle 
of the cold dew that had .settled on the cob­
webs among the roadside bushes. The winged 
seeds of the dandelion no longer quivered in 
the webs ancl theno were no July flies here to 
be caught clamouring in their meshes, yet the 
spiders went on spinning their flimsy nets, 
drawing them over the clover aftermath , and 
attaching them to blades of grnss that acctden­
tally escaped the mmYer's scythe. But there 
were no more flies . . . .  

The highroad, or rather the stretch of it 
between Koordi and town, had been used much 
and. often by the Koors since igarndfather's 
day. It was as familiar to them as their own 
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pacth that ran from the door of their house to 
the barn in the Karu farmyard . The Koors 
genernlly avoided long journeys. " You'll 
squander your purse on a kmg journey," grand­
father Otto used to say, "bat you'll pick up 
a needle near home." And they did. Otto him­
self, in :his old age, was fond of boasting when 
in his eups that he had built up the farm out 
of flour dust. So he had. 

There were not many pec::1le on this road 
·who did no·i recognize the Koors from afar by 
their thoroughbred horses aGd their style of 
riding-holding the middle of th e road at a 
s panking pace. .Grandfather Oito l!fl.-derstood 
a thin;g or two about horses, bred them for sale 
and went in for jobbing in a small •.vay. In i:he 
old days of the Russia.n. emp:re famous· horse 

fairs were held in the quiet lUle county to•vn, 
where high-necked cha:rgers were purchased 
for the horseguarcl regiments . Otto used to take 
his grands-0n with him to the;;e fairs to teach 
him the tricks of ihe trade . . . .  But by the time 
the farmstead passed to the grandson, i:hose 
picturesque mettlesome hors<:s with arched 
necks were ino longer in demand. Not so bacon ! 
Bacon went to England, to Ge"many and even 
to New Zealand. Pale-pink bacon with just the 
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right streak of meat in. it. The women farm 

hands at Karu farm br�d a herd of Yo'l:kshire 
porkers that were mo'tmtains of pale-pink meat , 

like walking bacon. 
Between the sellers and the bacon market 

there stood the Meat Export Company. One of 

the meat expc:·ters built himself a house 
behind a wall not far from these parts . The 
gates were adorned with stone globes . It was 
a villa, not a house. The farmers spat ironkally 
when they passed it and said bitterly, as though 
calling to mind grandfather O tto's words about 
the flour dust : 

"Look 3'I the villa that's been built out of 
our pigs' tails." 

And the Koors lined their pockets too . . . .  

The bay mare stepped cut at a brisk trot. 

The Koors never had pDor horses-so it had 
been since grandfather's day. Besides, the load 

\Vais not a heavy one, only t•,vo sacks of rye. 
A stone vvall came in sight, bordered with 

denuded acacias. It \Vas the Church of St. Anne, 
\vith a lightning rod on the spire poised waril'.Y 
in i:he cold blue sky of autumn . The stony re­

cesses behind the nailed-up doci", like a moth ­

eaten wedding frock coat in the depths of a 
massive barn lo('J;;:er, preserved the memory of 

Koor weddings, Those cold stone slabs had 
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been tro,dden by the broad bearlike feet of the 
Koors, who stepped on them firmly and surely 
as they would across the threshold of their ow>II 
home, leading their brides squeezed into wed­
ding gowns. The ceremony over, the impressive 
wedding procession of thirty, forty, fifty carts 
filled with guests took off in a thunder of 
wheels and galloping hoofs, each cart trying 
to outrace the other. In front, slightly ahead of 
the column-so as not to mix with the others 
--i1n a drozhki drawn by a thoroughbred stal­
lion, rode Koor and his bride, woodenly clutch­
ing a huge bouquet Ll'l_ her arms. 

Beyond the church stood the cemetery. 
Hern grandfather Otto had bought a burial 
place-seemingly not for departing life, but for 
perpetual sojourn in it, along the short road 
from Karu farm to the county town. The 
same desire not to mix with the nameless sunk­
en mounds around it was eloquent in the 
stone enclosure with the iron grating. The 
c1umsy stone cross on grandfather's grave and 
the iron one on his father's spoke a!so of the 
durabili1y of the grindstones in grandfather's 
mill. 

The roa,d changed to cobblestone at the 
a pproaches to the town, and the horse slack­
ened its pace. 
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The wheels rumbled over the level crossing 
of the rrarrow-gauge track . And here were the 
outskirts . The whole town was like a suburb­
single-storey wooden houses with apple and 
cherry trees in the gardens. 'The stone build­
ings stood iiOJ a cluster near the station. Here, 
by the stone barns, a red streamer was drawn 
across the road : "\Ve'll Deliver More Grain to 
the State ! "  Carts loaded with sacks of grain. 
w ere lined up along the street under the 
streamer. Stones clinked under the stamping 
hoofs of the horses ais they stood munching 
hay and oats. There was a fusfy smell of damp 
earth, horse dung and something else peculiar­
ly a'urtumnal . ·women muffled in shawls sat 
patiently in the carts munching on home-cooked 
fare and throwing eggshells into the road 
under the feet of the horses. The men: stood 
in knots smoking pipes and hand-rolled 
cigarettes . Mihkel rode down the column,, every 
n.ow and then raising his hand to his hat, for 
there were many acquaintances from the dis­
trict. His manner was dignified as he looked 
out o ver the woollen shawls, the champing 
mouths and curious eyes. He sensed a peculiar 
inteutness and a trace of irony in the long looks 
the men gave him and the glances the women 
stole at him. Turnin:g his head, he noticed 
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Mother Tilde, the one-cow woman, whispering 
animatedly into the ear of Taitrik's wife-about 
him, no doubt. They both shook their heads, 
and there was censuTe i.n the tight set of their 
J ips. 

Mihkel shrugged his shoulders . They were 
talking about his iwo sa.cks of rye, of course­
he could even feel that with his back. These 
one-cow \Vomen, whose entire nOTm for State 
delivery was fixed at one c;_· t\vo sacks-they 
had brought it aill-\vould have liked to see 
him, Koor, bring up his whole share ic1 three 
carts. Jealousy, that's· what '\Vas eating them. 

Anger flared up in Mihikel's heart .  Don't be 
in such a hurry, Mother Tilde-three cartloads 
aren't three sacks ! Don't peep into another 
main's farmyard. 

The next to1ueh of his hat was a more af­
fable gesture. Brother-in-law Juhan Kand with 
a flushed and shining face-he had already 
managed to have a drop somewhere-greeted 
him from the eminence of a loaded cart and 
shouted at the top o f  his wii·ce :  

"Hullo Mihkel , lost all your sacks on the 
way ? "  

T h e  smile Mihkel had summoned up van­
ished from his face. He nodded curtly and rode 
on to the end Qf the line, where he modestly 
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took up his position behind someone's square 
back in a canvas waterproof. He stretched his 
numb legs with pleasu:re, put the nos e  bag over 
the horse's head and went for a stroll, seeing 
he had at least three hourn. to vrnit. 

He pushed at the door of a yellow booth-a 
bar-but it was· still closed. He sauntered off 
in the direction of a tvrn-storied windowless 
building resembling a gigantic box of grey 
concrete from whkh came a pounding sighing 
noise and where a fine white dust lay on the 
ground. This ·was the flour mill. The cart line 
was shorter here, flour bein g milled · only 
against certificates that the holders had fulfilled 
their State deliveries. Ilut there was· a different 
line here, or rather a group of people, about 
twenty of them, darting ill and out among the 
carts-for the most part women with sacks 
and youngsters in drab peasant overcoats 
girded with a belt, all of them asking : "Any 
flour to sell, Pa ? What's your price?" 

Such a high price was being paid for grain 
and flour of first a.11d second grades and · even 
for grey flour that the sellers themselves were 
flabbergasted. They didn't know what price to 
ask . . . .  One old fellow spent a long time count­
ing a fat wad of notes but finally gave it 'Up 
and bundled the money into his pocket. 
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"So thexe it is !" Koor thought with sharp­
ened eyes as he greedily drank m the smell of 
flour dust. 

So that's what the laconic newspaper lines 
about the crop failure in the fertile regions of 
the Soviet Union meant in practice. True, the 
newspapers had also said �hat the difficulties 
would be overcome in a very short time, but 
that did not interesit Koor so much and did not 
impinge itself upon his mind. Yes, grain was 
dear . . . . No, Mother Tilde, don't you be in such 
a hurry ! 

He squared his shoulders with a swagger­
ing air and went back. The line had moved up, 
but very little. He found his brother-in-law 
Kand engaged in conversation with a young 
man wearing a camera on a strap. The young 
man, dressed in spruce riding breeches fitting 
snugly about the knees, was bright-eyed 
and amiable and was feverishly jotting down 
notesi in his notebook. The pencil dashed 
over the paper and could barely keep pace 
with the answers Kand gave as he srl:ood lean­
ing a gainst fhe sacks1 with an air of compla -
cency. 

Yes, he had carted up six hundred kilo­
grams of rye. First-grnde rye. He didn't have 
to make any State deliveries the first year, 
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being a new settler, but he looked at it as a 
matter of conscience. 

He, Kand, was the chairman of the machine 
cooperative in his village. There had been dif­
ficulities at first, of course-it was all new­
but now h e  had things running smoothly . . . .  

The pencil broke. He of the bright eyes 
swore and hastily fished up another stump 
from his pocket. Finally, shutting his notebook 
with an air of solemnity, the bright-eyed young 
man swiftly levelled his camera at Kand and 
asked him to look cheerful . Kand stuck out 
his chest, and the laddie waved his hand-just 
a little left, please, that'll do nicely-got to 
get the bags in too ! . . . When he had finished 
he wrung Kiind's haind warm�y, muttering 
gratitude. 

"It's our duty," Kand said urbanely. " Got 
to set an example . . . . " 

"Where's he from?" Koor asked guardedly 
when the gay cap of the bright-eyed young 
man could ibe seen bobbing in the vicinity of 
Mother Tilde. 

"From the newspaper," Kand let fall with 
studied nonchalance, then-he certainly had a 
way with him, did Kand-he drew his arm 
through his brother-in-law's : "Let's try the bar, 
a mug of beer, eh ?" 
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They were assailed by a hubbub aml the 
heavy sourish -odour of beer and home-grnwn 
tobacco as they squeezed their way with dif­
ficulty past the wide-brimmed hats and stiff 
canvas rain capes of men from the grain col­
umn . Kand nodded his head to right and left, 
proffered his soft hand with its fat fingers and 
threw out ponderous jests . He vrns hail-fellow­
well-met with every man. He hustled Mihkel 
to a smaill table in a dark corner, pushed the 
used mugs aside with his elbow and placed full 
ones on the table.  He winked and showed the 
tip of a wood-corked bottle sfrcking out of his 
pocket-what do you say ? 

"It's the real stuff-Metsa kohin*-racked 

off specially for me in the forest thickets !" 
In the si:uffy smoky heat, after a glass of 

this boi.tled earthquake, Mihkel's ruffled fe€l­
ings were somewhat mollified and he relnxed. 
He gave cursory attention to his brother-in­
lRw's chatter about a bee swarm he had dis­
coveTed in the hoilow of a Erne tree. He was 
impatient to compare notes en his recent im 
pressions ,carried away fr0m the flour mill. 
He said : 

"I looked in at the mill. Fklur's in pretty 
good demand . . . .  " 

* Forest murmurs. 



"That's right," Kand agreed. "It's a good 
time to sell." 

"You seem to have plenty to throw away­
cartloads," Mihkel said with a wink, hinting 
at his bro ther-in-law's cart >vaiting for delivery . 

"What of it?"  Kand dismissed the matter 
with an airy gesture, then added sarcas ticall�, 

as between :reiatives : "Are you that poor ? "  
"I 'm not complaining," Koor grumbled 

touchily. "I mentioned it because you're sort 
cf beating down the price. Whetting people's 
appetite. As if to say-here's a fine fish for 
you, grab me by the gills . . . .  " 

Kand replenished the glasses in silence out 
of the unlabelled bottle. His idle chatter ceased 
for a brief space, and his moist eyes, very 
bright on his browless face, wandered indeter­
minately over his brother-in-law. 

"Nothing of the sort," he muttered grudg­
ingly. "The squirrel collects his nuts but the 
lit tle boys see him doing it just the same. 
Everyone sees through you as plain as the nose 
on your face. You shouldn't irritate people the 

way you 're doing . . . . " 

"What do you mean ? "  Koor asked in sur­
prise. 

"Just what I say-irritating those you 
shouldn't," Kand said with a chuckle, dropping 
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into his old inane tone. " Never mind, have an­
other drink." 

"What about you�don't you irritate 
folks ? "  Mihkel asked, slowly pushing back the 
glass and trying to catch his brother-in-law's 
eye. "The farmers aire saying no one can make 
out whether the tractor's working for Kand or 
for the cooperative." 

"That's Maasalu stirring up trouble," Kand 
answered imperturbably. "Tractor be hanged !" 
he said airily. "If need he it'll work for 
the cooperntive. Only that time hasn't come 
yet." 

He chuckled again inanely and began chat­
tering about the bee swarm . 

"Believe it or not, but I got a whole pail of 
honey out of it ! "  he bawled, staring at Koor 
in mock amazement. "Spit in my face if I'm 
lying. That enamelled pail I bought off old 
Kukk-you saw it yourself-full up. Those 
Ettle bees, they went around collecting too, 
ho-ho-ho . . . .  " 

Mihkel, his eyes srnairting from the smoke, 
scrutinized his broiher-in-law's fa{'.e. Kand's 
face with its hard round cheeks and short 
strong nose was well filled out and perfectly 
smooth-try if you can to get a hold on a man 
l ike that , your hand would slip off as from a 
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ball. There wasn't a spot you could grip hold 
of, even the eyelids had no lashes and his 
flaxen hair was combed sleekly to the back of 
his head like a close-fit ting hood. 

When, at last, he reached the little window 
and handed in the test sample of his gra·in in 
a tin can, he read astonishment and unspoken 
censure in the faces of the young girl clerk 
and the laboratory girl who looked through his 
papers. The weigher too-a chatterbox and a 
wag-weighed his two sa•cks in silence, called 
out the figure apathetically and did not vouch­
safe a joke. 

"Never mind, that's good enough," Koor 
said to himself with a s\veet sense of malicious 
glee as he folded the receipt and put it away 
in his huge skimpy wallet. He sauntered about 
the market place, bought a few odds and ends, 
then jauntily iook his seat in the cart and 
rnmbled over the cobblestones toward home. 
The unpleasant aftertaste of that morning 
which had weighed on his spirits disappeared 
completely, as though he had filled his lungs 
with the fresh and bracing wind in town. 

That's all right, let them give him black 
looks-all those Mother Tildes, those one-cow 
women and that frizzled chit in the screaming 



frock behind the office window. He was the 
boss of his own grain and if they didn't like 

it they could lump it .  
'What with the measured hoofbeats of the 

horse and the swift ride all kinds of acute and 
troubled thoughts crept into his fuddled mind. 
He recalled with an unpleasant twinge the 
wairning Kand had casually let fall : "You're 
irritating people . . . .  " He p ictured to himself 
the figure of Runge, like a ruffled bull, corning 
undeviatingly down the path to the Karu 
form-for the n th tirne !-and the tiresome 
sickening argument ihat would follow. The skin 
dre;v taut on Koor's sharp cheekbones and he 

shook himself as though thrusting off some­
thing annoying, pestering, hateful.  . . .  A feel­
ing of harsh resentment swept over him. 



C H A P T E R  S E V E N T E E N  

Roosi had a, great d eal of patience. She 
could endure the minor adversities of life with 
perfect equanimity. She did not look forward 
to a speedy fulfilment of her \Vishes, because she 
was not used to easy achievements. Even bread, 
that bread with the impress of the cabbage ·1eaf 
on its lower crust w hich she tasted fresh only 
once a 'veek and all the o ther days ate dry and 
hard like clay, was n o t  easily come by. You 
had to work hard with rake and pitchfork and 
swing the scythe from sunrise to sundown till 
all the bones in your body ached, before you 
earned the righi to add to your bread some 
boiled potatoes ·with salted fish and cream 
cheese. As for pouring cream over the cheese, 
only o thers, people like Koor, could afford 
themselves that luxury-Hoosi couldn' t. Slie 
understood this and did not give way to 
despair, though her dream of living an in­
dependen t life in her own little cottage was

· 
so 

very slow in coming true. However, Roosi now 
had land, and a red · cow which she had rD­
ceived from Kocr. She tended the cow with the 



loving care and heartache only a person striv­
ing after an independent life is capable of. 
Roosi also garnered an oat crop of sorts . Of 
course, these things were not enough to build 
ai cottage on yet, however small it might be, 
but it was a step towards it. And so Roosi, 
consoling herself with this thought, was able 

to put up with a good deal, even the vagueness 
of her relations wiih Mihkel Koor, a vagueness, 
by the way, which made itself felt at every 
st.ep. 

Koor moved all the vetch on Roosi's fields 
and carted it to his barn. She helped him do it. 
Listening to his grumblings and growlings 
about big expenses and a wretched crop and 
the high cost Qf bread and milk-for RoiJsi 
ate his bread-her heart sank at the thought 
that he might demand a share of the oat crop 
on iop of all, and perhaps even of the potatoes 
which had not yet been gathered from the 
field. And she laid about her with redoubled 
en ergy, raking together the vetch and pitch­
forking gigantic bunches of it into Koor's cart 

in utter silence, in order by this gruelling back­
breaking toil and resignation fo limit the 
secret designs which Mihkel harboured . Her 
heart went into her mouth every time she 
caught Koor's gaze coming thoughtfully to 
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rest on her potato field. "At ai pineh three fur­
rows for the seed, say-five-I worked it with 
his horse . . . " she was ready in her heart to 
concede. 

One day Koor announced that they would 
have to settle accounts about the cow-after 
all, she haid had the use of her for a year ;  
these were not the times they used to be, and 
he couldn't afford to throw cows about. He 
was taking his oow back and giving Roosi a 
yearling calf instead. It was a pedigree calf­
would make a good cow in two or three 
years . . . .  

The conversation took place at noon in the 
cow house. Roosi was sitting on a stool milk­
ing her red cow. Roosi's care and management 
had done the red cow good ; she looked better 
than the master's cows. Roosi heard Koor out 
without turning her head-only the splash of 
the milk jet in the pail ceased for a time. Then, 
after Koor had gone out, she finished the milk­
ing-you couldn 't leave it in the udder-got up 
arnd made for the door in a daze, feeling as 
though something inside her had snapped. She 
could not go to her room-what if Koor were 
there, with his pale stark face ? She went into 
the cattle kitchen, put down the milk pa:il, sat 
down on a rock and fell lost in thought. 
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Roosi felt one thing-something had to 
happen. And if nothing happened she wou1d 
see to it herself that it <lid. She could stand a 
lot, she could silently endure months of gnaw­
ing anxiety, in constant fear of her master's 
appetite-but this ? .  . . Roosi could not give 
up the red cow, that was clear to her. She 
was prepared to suffer anything herself, 
even to fall ill, perhaps, but give up the 
cow-never !  Thait would mean relinquishing 
her dream. 

Thoughts thronged in h er mind .  Go to the 
district centre, tell them about it, or write to 
town, to the capital, to some important p·erson, 
or take it to court. . . .  But what did they know 
in the district centre or in tcvm about her oral 
a1greement with Koor ? How could she prove 
her claim to the red cow, a.11 the more since 
it still figured as Koor's in the district records, 
now that Roosi thought of it. Nothing would 
come of it all, however much she was in the 
right. . . .  Impotent rage welled up in Roosi's 
heart against the man whose face reminded 
her of a gnawed cow's bone. O ther people lived 
according to the law, the first share of the crop 
they honestly delivered to tovm, to the eleva­
tors-trnins were delivering it to th e S ta te­
that big and kind State which had given Roosi 



land free of charge and promised her a cottage 
of her own and a life separate from Koor. And 
Koor ? Swimming in grain, he was, but he had 
flung out two sacks, like giving to beggars. And 
there was no one to stop him, to make him 
snatch that hateful hat off his head. 

Roosi sobbed in a thin little voice and 
brushed the tears away with her browu grimy 
hands . 

A p ig came up to her from behind, grunt­
ingly demanding attenii<m. It pushed the milk 
pail with iis snout and upset it. The water in 
the p uddle became a turbid white. The pig 
started drinking from the pu ddle with a pleased 
grunt. Roosi shouted "Shoo !" but did not get 
up to drive it away. 

A new thought flashed in her mind. Paul 
Runge ! Hadn 't he made her promise to come 
when she needed him ? Now the time seemed 
to have come. Here was someone who ·could 
help her!  

Roosi bestirred herself. 
She found Paul Runge on the roof of his 

new cow .house, covering it with yellow fir 
shingle, and thought in surprise and not 
without a tinge of envy : "He's reached the roof 
already !" As a matter of fact the cow h ouse, 
occupying half the foundation space, already 
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stood under a roof. The other half had only 
lhe beams up for the future shed. 

Paul regretfully la1d aside the hammer and 
climbed down. 

"What's the matter, are yo'U: ill? "  he asked, 
looking c'loseiy ait her swollen eyes. 

No, she wasn't ill . But she happened to be 
passing that way and had decided to drop in 
for a talk, seeing that there \Vas something to 
talk about. 

"Go ahead," Paul said en�ouragingly. "By 
the waiy, when does Koor think of delivering 
his grain quota? " He refused to believe that 
Koor didn't have any. 

"·Grain ? "  said Roosi, heT Ups twisting in a 
bitter smile. She straightened the kerchief on 
her head, and conscious of a vicious pleasure 
in her words, she said : "He has enough grain 
to fill your room to the ceiling, and the kitchen 
too, and he'd still have a lot left over . . . .  He'll 
rot the grain before he d£livers it to the ele­
vator." 

"I see," said Paul, breaking a stick he held 
in his hands . "You're not joking, are you? "  

She w as  just in the mood for jokin:g ! 
Roosi's tightened Ups looked hurt. Didn't she 
know where he had it hidden in the 
ground ? . . .  
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Paul said nothing for a minute and went 
on breaking the stick into smaill pieces. When 
she looked up with the intention of telling her 
story of the wrongs she had suffered, Paul's 
face was glowering. 

"Do you believe in me, Roosi ? "  he _demanded 
strangely, looking at her angrily. 

Er-yes, she did. 
Well, if she did, she was to do as he told 

her. It was very important. Today the people 
of Koordi would be able to see for themselves 
what kind -0f a man Ko-or was. And Roosi had 
to help in that. 

"Help ? "  Roosi queried in a startled voice 
and almost regretted having spoken. 

They would go rup to the district centre. 
She would tell everything there was to tell. 
They would unmask that kulak. He, Paul, 
would hairness the horse at once. 

" Now ? " 

She suddenly felt elated and thrilled, as 
before taking a plunge info cold waiter. To see 
Koor at least once in his life frightened · and 
cowering, without his hat on, robbed of his 
power, and she no longer hiding her trembling 
hands before h�m under her apron. What joy 
that would be ! Then she suddenly remembered 
that she had not spoken ahout the main thing. 
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And she poured into Paul's ears in a teair­
broken voice the hurried story of the red cow; 
it hadn't been much of a cow anyway when 
she got it from Koor-two of its teats were 
festering-and look at the animal now ! She 
told of the mown vetcll and of Koor's unspoken 
but threatened claim to a share of the oat aind 
potato crops . . . . 

Paul nodded : just what he had expeded, 
hadn't he predicted it? He didn't hear out all 
Roosi's complaints to the . end-he got up, 
fretting at the delay and time wasted over all 
these needless amd tiresome details. 

"It all amounts to the same thing," he said, 
cutting her short impatiently, almost roughly. 
"Come along. I'll harness the horse." 

"Will they leave me the cow ? "  she asked 
hopefully. 

"They will," Paul promised her. "Oniy we 
must push off from the grain-that's the main 
thing, it's the crux of the matter . . . .  " 

They rode out in the cart under a watery 
autumn sky. Antu was in the shafts, conscien­
tious, placid Antu who with his master had 
lately become such a familiar sight to Koordi's 
farmers. 

There was a fleeting instant, as the roofs 
of .Karu farm sailed into view over the distant 
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hill crest, when Roosi seemed to see the figure 
of a man with a pale stark face gazing thought­
fully at her unharvested potato field. She 
caught her breath and quailed, but glancing al 
Paul's broad back and the hard lines of his 
profile-he was looking in the same direction­
she felt reassured and even experienced a 
certain malicious glee : "Put that in your pipe 
and smoke it. . . .  " 

Paul, apparently, had no suspicion of the 
emotional stress she was under. A man of 
action, though not devoid of a practical sober 
imagination, he could already picture to himself 
all the consequences· this trip o.f theirs was 
going to have for Koor; he could see the rings 
spreading out from the stone which Roosi had 
thrown into the pool of life. A cluster of men 
in Koor's farmyard-representatives of the 
authorities, and he himself, Runge, and Roosi. 
Koor comes out onto the threshold sensing 
disaster . . . . An ar'.icle in the county newspaper, 
perhaps· even in the main newspapers of the 
Republic-Kulak Exposed. . . . The trial. . . .  
This would make many people in the district 
sit up. 

"Paul, what happened t o  those bandits?" 
Roosi's voice suddenly brought him out of his 
abstraction. 
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"Kurvest ? There's going to be a trial­
they'll get what's coming to 'em,''  answered 
Paul. "Why do you ask ? "  

Roosi told him about thait August night, the 
strange figure in the orchard , the beehive . . . .  

"V/ell, I shouldn't be surprised if Kurvest 
got his supplies through ihe hive," Paul said 
after a pause. "It's quite possible . . . .  " 

They rode on in silence for a kilometre or 
so 'until they reached the <:rossroads with the 
ruins of the ancient inn. 

"Have you started building yet ? "  Paul 
asked. 

Roosi sighed. Building indeed, when 
Koor . . . .  

"I haven't got any further than the founda­
tion myself, even though I received timber and 
a .cow," Paul complained. "Half my rye was 
burnt . . . . " 

This, as Roosi understood it, was also a 
hint at Koor. 



C H A P T E R  E ! G H T E E N  

The trial of Mihkel Koor was held in the 
building of the executive committee of the 
district Soviet, the very same building that in 
the old days housed the district administrative 
office. In those days Koor mounted the steps 
with a swagger, never fearing that anyone 
might not bow to him. And he removed his 
cap at the proper time, as he reached the door, 
not like the poor peasants, who took off their 
caps long before they came to the porch steps. 

Now, however, as he was led into the big 
room full of p eople, no one thought of greeting 
him, although the farmers from Koordi and 
the neighbouring villages had gathered there 
especially because of him. Nor could he screw 
up the courage to greet anyone, although he 
recognized many of those present. 

The 1spacious room that ordinarily served 
as an educational c entre and waiting room, 
and on special occasions as a campaign and 
m eeting hall, was rather crowded and stuffy ; 
all the benches :md chairs we!'e occupied. The 
only empty places were worn leather armchairs 



that had just been brought in from Muuli's 
office for the members of the court. 

There was ano ther place, in a small, cn1de 
dock, that no one occupied. H was to this place 
that militiaman Arnold Luik significantly 
waved Mihkel Koor, and the latter obediently 
sat down. ,Arnold Luik, looking like a peasant 
dressed up as a militiaman, with his stringy 
neck and long, sunburnt hands sticking out of 
his short sleeves, took his place behind this 
<lock and kni t his brows impartantly. There 
was a subdued murmur in the hall ; out of 
respect for the comi everyone spoke in an 
undertone, and when the men vrnnted to smoke 
they stepped out into the corridor. 

Although the time was just past noon, it 
was somewhat dark in the hall . The month 
was November, ihe darkest p eriod of the year, 
rniny, with no snow yet. 

Mihkel Koor could make out only the first 
few rows clearly; the back ones merged into 
a single many-eyed face that was wary and 
hostile. But in the front rows h e  clearly dis­
c�rned Johannes Vao's broad shoulders and 
Meisterson's long face with steel-framed spec­
tacles glittering attentively on a tiny red nose 
that sniffed from a perpetual cold in the head. 

\\'hen he had made them out Mihke1 Koor 



settled himself more comfortably and the hint 
of an odd smile tou�hecl his lean, taut cheeks. 
Staring straight at Vao and Meisterson he 
nodded to the m ;  it v;as as though he nodded 
over all the heads, to spite that uniformed 
Arnold Luik . 

Vao, who could not have given a clear 
account of his thoughts just then, was listening 
absently to the talk around him and looking 
.at Koor's stark face, overgrown with an unt1dy 
bristle . Ta•ken UIH\Vares by KGor's greeting, he 
nodded back, but rather s trangely-as tJ?.ough 
shaking a fly off his forehead as much as 
returning a greeting-and then cast a sidelong 
kick around to see if anyDne had noticed . 

Meisterson did not return the nod ;  he 
merely gave a 'louder sniff. To tell the truth, 
like Vaio he did not feel _ any animosity toward 
Koor, nor did he understand quite dearly just 
why Koor had been. pla·�ed in the do.ck-after 
all, he hadn't s.tolen anything or robbed anyone, 
but had only buried his O'IVU grain . . . .  Why, 
that way they could put him, Meisterson, and 
Yao in th2 dock t-00 : no matter how you put 
it, they did belon g to the dozen or so middle 
farmers who had a•lways followed the lead of 
such Koordi bigvdgs as the Kurvests and the 
Koors . . . . But Meisterson was listening closely 
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to the buzz of voices behind him ; as he saw 
it, the voices ihat stood out were clearly against 
Koor. Loudest of all were Taaksalu's argu­
ments : " . . .  I f  Roor's answering today, while 
he's a•t it he could answer for the three sacks 
of rye he didn't pay me . But if Koor ha<l to 
answer for ail his debts he wouldn't have any 
hair left on his head, or on his hide either, even 
thou gh i t's a wolf's hide . . . .  " 

Taaksalu's d:scourse expressed most exactly, 
perhaps, the present general mood of ihe 
people, and since the general mood is an impe­
rious, spon taneous force, Meisterson could not 
but yield to it.  And so he did not reply to Koor's 
greeting, resolving to wait until he himself saw 
the whole thing clearly. 

Someone tinkled a bell and the public 
straggled to its feet. The judge and the people's 
assessors entered from a side door. 

Everyone in the hall knew the judge, who 
had come from the county centre. She was 
Maria Rask, once a farm labourer herself, a 
small, spare woman with grey eyes. In the 
Patriotic War she had fought the Germans, 
gun in hand, with the men of a destroyer 
battalion. Her wit had become a• byword and 
many o f  h er pointed sayings were making the 
rounds of the county. 



When Paul Runge saw the county procu­
rator, a youngish blond man with two decora­
tions on his army tunic, he nodded his head 
in approval . He knew the procurator well� 
they had served in the same regiment. Koor 
would find i t  hard to wriggle out of it today . . . . 

The trial could now begin. 
After all the due and cus tomary fonnaFties 

had been observed and the witnesses had left 
the hall the judge began in a low voice to read 

the indictment. 
The hall grew quiei. Johannes Vao leaned 

forward, elbowing the man on his left, and 
became all ea.rs .  :Many of .the long and involved 
senten�es were over his head, but what he did 
grasp amounte<l to the following : a certain 
Mihkel Koor, a farmer of the village of Koor­
di-Vao had known him well for years-was 
charged with having sabotaged the State grain 
deliveries. Koor owed grain to the State from 
the year before. Nor had he met his obligations 
for the current year, claiming a poor crop. All 
in all Koor owed the State about three tons of 
grain. Ye t,  as it had now become known, more 
than eleven tons of grain lay buried in a pit 
in his garden. 

Eleven tons ! Vao shook his head reproach­
fully. \Vell, one thing was clea.r-Koor had 
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only himself to blame for being in the dock. 
Out of those eleven tons he could certainly 
have given three to the State . . . .  Yes, he could 
have ; his son-in-law simply hadn't use-d his· 
head . . . . 

The judge finished readin g  the indictment 
and then asked Koor whether he pleaded 
guilty to having wilfully failed to fulfill his· 
obligations to the State. 

Staring dully in front of him and gripping 
his -crumpled hat tight, Koor said in a flat, 
wooden voice : 

"I do not plead guilty of anything. "  

After conferring briefly the court, on the 
procurator's petition, decided to proceed to the 
examination of the accused.  

The procurato-r rose. 
"Tell us, to what use did you intend putting 

the grain in the pil: ? \\That were you saving 
it for ?" 

KooT thought a while. "For my own .con­
sumption," he replied v:ith an indifferent 
shrug . 

"For your own ccnsumpfam? Bu� look here 
-eleven tons until the next harvest malH�s a 
ton a month, or more than thirty kilograms 
a day. But there are only the two of you, 
correct?"  



· ' Yes . . . . But there's the livestock, too." 
"Well, all right-three cows, and some 

hogs . Is ten kilograms a day enough for them ? "  
" Cer tainly i t ' s  enough , "  spoke up a voice 

from the hall, and between his teeth Koor 
muttered : 

"Perhaps i t  is enough." 
"And what were you saving the rest of the 

grain for ? "  
Koor v.ras silent. 
"Grain is high this year,'' a resonant voice 

somewhere in the hall said softly but distinctly. 
Koor was not looking in that direction, but he 
could have recognized Taaksalu's voice out of 
a thousand. 

"Just how much did you deliver to the 
State ? "  the procurator continued. 

Koor gave him a hunted look. 
"I don't remember," he muttered. "It say:> 

how much on the receipt." 
"But still-a hundred kilograms, or was it 

more than that ? "  
" A  hundred and eighty . . . .  " 

There was· laughter in the hall. Throug11 
it came the caustic voice of Mother Tilde, th � 
one-cow we-man : 

"Why, I turned in more than that over the 
quota !" 
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The laughter grew. Even Johannes· Yao 
joined in, grinning and shaking his head. Ah, 
that son-in-law of his bad made a pretty 
spectacle of himself before everyone. Shame, 
shame ! . . .  

The judge raised her hand and the laughter 
died down. 

"Just one more question," the procurator 
said drily. "In just what rela tions.hip does citi­
zeness Roosi Rist s tand to you ? "  

"She's a neighbour," answered Koor after 
a pause. "She has her own fa·rm." 

"\Vas i t  out of good-neighbourly feelings 
that you picked au t yo nr worst parcel of land 
to give her and promised to lcn:d her seed ?" 

" \Vell-):Ou see-she used tc work for me." 
"Used to ? Or perhaps she continued to 

work for you right up until recently ? "  
"No," Koor said abruptly. 
A slow flush spread over Johannes Vao's 

neck. Although everyone \Vas abs-0rbed in the 
duel between the procurator and Koor and 
nobody was paying any attention io Yao, he 
nevertheless felt as if he too were implicated 
in the case. How co uld he not b e ?  Hadn't he 
taken an assiduous part in the establishment 
of Roosi's precarious farm? Could he declare 
that he had had no idea wha�ver of Koor'� 
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intentions ? Oh, son-in-law, son-in-law ! . . . Like 
a vicious horse \vith bared teeth Koor had 
dashed along the brink o f  a dangerous preci­
pice with himself, Vao , bouncing in the cart 
behind like a sa.ck or a complacent sheep being 
taken to market with his legs tie·ri, not seeing 
and noi sensing that he \Yas flying along the 
brink of ruin . Vao dasped his hands in his lap 
and stopp€d looking at Koor. He was now 
angry a t  Koor, as though the lat ter had in some 
way disapp ointed his es:peciations. \Vhich ex­

pectations ? That ques lion \Vas not so easy to 
answer. 

After some thought the co unsel for defence, 
a small, grey-haired man, pol·ished his eye­
glasses with his handkerchief and said:  

"\Vhai prompted you to give citizeness Rist 
a co\v ? "  

" I  wanted t o  help her . . . . She's like one of 
lhe family . . . .  " 

Again a1 buzz rose in the hall, but it died 
down at the judge's glance. 

" Did you h elp her in any other way ? "  the 
Dounsel for defence asked. 

"She often used my horse." 
"Roosi used that horse to cart the harvest 

from her fields to Koor's barn," someone sitting 

behinq Meisterson caustically remarked, 



Meisterson reflected that the defence counsel 
was doing his client a poor service by asking 
such questions here, where Koor might be 
suspected of harbouring any feelings under the 
sun except sympathy for his farm hand Roosi. 

The judge summoned the witnesses. Paul 
Runge was the first to enter. The procurator's 
eyes lit up as he surveyed Paul, as though the 
si ght of this sturdy chap with the imperturbable 
face called up old and very friendly recollec­
tions. 

Paul Runge was his usual brief aind laconic 
self. \Vhat was there to say about Koor? He 
had been a kulak, and a kulak he remained. 
Of the ten farms under Runge's supervision 
as representative of the village Soviet, Koor's 
wais the only one that had failed to meet its 
State grain delivery quota in full. Because of 
him the village had not fulfilled its quota of 
grain deliveries to the Siate. Because of him 
the efforts of the other farmers, who had 
hastened to deliver their first threshed grain to 
the State, had missed the mark. Eight times 
had he, Pa1ul Runge, visited Koor and spoken 
to him. At first Koor had stubbornly refused 
to thresh his grain. When he finaHy did get the 
threshing done he had flatly refused to deliver 
his quota in full, pleading � pow -crop. But 

264 



thanks to the efforts of his farm hand Roosi 
Rist his crop had turned out to be far from a 
poor one . Runge himself had helped to dig up 
the pit. There had been eleven tons of grain in 
it. That was all-the picture was clear . . . .  

Meisterson lowered his head and grunted. 
Yes, of course, the picture was clear : it was an 

underhand wolf's game, on the quiet, with no 
thought of either the honour of his neighbours 
or the interests of the village. Meisterson re­
caHed that sunny day in August when he had 
grumblingly loaded his cart with threshed 
grain. It wais a busy time, and he should have 

been -carting manure out to the fields, but the 
people of Koordi were sacrificing their precious 
time to deliver the first share of the crop to 
the State. And once everybody else in Koordi 
had driven off to deliver his quota he did too­
he wanted to be with the rest. 

Roosi Rist stepped clumsily across the 
threshold and slowly made her way through 
the close rows. Her burning -cheeks betrayed 
her agitation. . 

The faces of the judge and the assessors 
came to her as though through a fog ; a gnaw­
ing feeling kept prompting her to glance to 
the side, and, twisting her neck awkwardly, 
she looked at Koor. He was staring straight at 
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her. His bristly cheeks and chin seemed tD 
merge with the shadows of the dimly-iit room, 
�,_,s did the sunken eyes in their deep sockets, 
and there s tood out  only ihe waxy yeilow of the 
cheekbones and of the bony forehead shining 
with sweat. Catching Roosi's glance, Koor 
wddenly bared his close-set horsy teeth in what 
appeared to be either a mocking grin or ai 
grimace. Roosi hastily turned away, gripping 
the edge of the table tigh t to keep her fingers 
from trembling. 

"Tell us whait you know about this case," 
the j udge said simply. 

Ruosi had a close glimpse of the woman's 
calm, attentive, somewhat tired eyes fixed on 
her. 

· 

"I-I don't know anything," she said 
dejectedly, aware of a cold sweat on her fore­
head and suddenly doubting with horror 
whether she, Roosi, could overcome her fear of 
Koor's blank, terrifying eyes no more than four 
or five feet away. 

" Come now, you must know something," 
Judge Maria Rask said in an intimate tone, 
giving her a tender feminine smile. "You 
worked for him, you live on his farm, he 
helped you to set up a fann of your own----of 
course you know something ." 
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; 'Who helped me ? He ? "  Roosi exclaimed, 
ope11ing her eyes wide. She pressed her hands 
to her breast and her face grew pale. "Koor 
helped me? The way he help ed me I almost 
hanged myself . . . . " 

The silence behind Roosi was broken by a 
murmur of ·compassion. 

And from that moment Roosi was carried 
away as though on wings. Everybody in the 

hall now heard in detail the sad story of how 
Koor had frus trated Ro osi's hopes of an inde­
pendent and welHo�do life, the s tory of the ill­
starred co\v, of the vetch thait had been taken 
away from her, of the exorbitant prices for 
room rent, for grain, for s eed . . . . 

She spoke five minutes, ten, fifteen, as 
though she were really talking for the first 
time in her life. Neither the judge nor the 
public interrupted, be1cause everything she 
spoke abo ut-the first si:rip of oats she had 
sown for herself on Koor's land, Koor's wheat 
that she had harvested, his cows an d horses 
which she still tended, some ba1rley Koor had 
failed to give h er five years ago-all had pro­
found meaning and pertained to the case in 
hand. And the more Roosi spoke the clearer 
ii became to everyone in the hall that in reality 
the greater share of that colo<>Sal mound 
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of grain buried in the pit belonged not to 
Koor but to her, for it vrns she who had 
raised, harvested and threshed it. Although 
Roosi said no�hing of the sort, ihis conclu­
sion was clearly to be draw1: from her words, 
and no one in the hall would probably 
have dared to deny it, neither Johannes Vao 
nor Meisterson nor any o ther of the Koordi 
folk. 

The man sitting next to Meisterson stirred 
ponderously, like a bear, and wheezing, made 
cau tiously for the exit. Johannes Vao could 
stand it no longer: he had a restless, disgusted 
feeling, and there was a bitter taste in his 
mouth, just as though he himself w-ere on 
trial . He stepped out into the adjacent smoke­
hazy room and greedily lit u;_). 

"Is that everything?" the judge asked when 
Rooisi had finished. 

"Yes," sairl Roosi. 
" How did yo'll discover where your master 

had buried the grain ?" foe judge asked. 
"I dug the pit for it myself . . . . " Roosi 

replied after a long pause. 
"I see," said Judge Maria Ka•sk. "\Vhat 

promptt�d you to help him ? "  
"He----0rdered me to," Roosi mumbled in 

an anguished voice and fell silent. 
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"And you-· ' here the judge's voice 
suddenly took en a metallic ring, "and you 
believed that if you were submissive Kom 
would reduce your debt, would leave you the 
cow and the potatoes ? Isn't that so ? You hoped 
to make him lenient, didn't you ? "  

Roosi saw h o w  large the eyes o f  this 
little woman had grown, and what pain had 
come into them-the old, half-forgotten pain 
of a former hire d ·  labourer. She \Yas struck by 
the judge's iEsight, and lowering her head she 
said:  

"Yes, I did." 
"\Vell, and <lid that Koor order you to keep 

your mouth shut ? Did he threaten you ? "  
R-0osi nodded h€r head. "Yes. . . . He said 

he'd kill me . . . . " 
A silence fell over the hall. Then Ifoor's 

bench was clearly heard to squeak in the 
stillness . Straightening up and flinging out 
toward Roosi the hand in which he held his 
hat, crumpled into a ball, he shouted breath­
lessly in what sounded like a groan: 

"And I should have ! . . . I should have!" 
"Sit down," the judge ordered curtly. 
Looking a.t the jv.<lge's tight-set mouth, 

Roosi suddenly thought that everything people 
sa:id about this wom an's heroic pa:;t, about her 



wartime deeds, was prob2.bly true from begin ­

ning to end. 
But Koor <lit not take his. seat. His chest 

heaving, he shouted wildly: 
"You're trying me ? You're trying me for 

what 's my own . . . . For my own grain ! . . .  
Try them all in that case . . . . Here, try that 
fellow h€cause he's got more grain than that 
Roosi ! " 

Koor viciously jabbed his hand toward the 
first row, intending to call out the name of 
Johannes Vao, but he suddenly fell into a 
stunned silence : Johannes Vao v;as not there. 
Koor's eyes met the cold, soberin g gleam Gf 
Meis terson's spectacles.. To a m enacing under­
tone of voices from .the hall he sat down and 
wiped the S\.veat from his forehead with his 
sleeve. 

"Try whom ? "  the judge asked. She had 
regained her calm composure. "There's nothing 
to try them for. Today they're trying yo n ." 

The procurator put a> question to Roosi : 
"Tell us, was thait a genuine threat, I mean 

tG say, did you have reason to believe it would 
h€ carried o u t ? "  

And a t  this poin t Roosi told about that 
August night, the s tranger in the garden, and 
her vague suspicions . . . .  
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Again a deep hush descended over the hall, 
and � change seemed to ha,ve come into the 
precise and s teady course of the trial within the 
tranquil walls of the hall where question s  were 
bei n g  asked and answers given and the talk, 
at first . glance, flowed along so peacefully, a:nd 
KODr seemed to b e  si tting in the dock so 
tamed . . . .  1fany of the people in the courtroom 
got the feeling that by her story Roosi Rist had 
suddenly shifted the scene out into that field 
where inimical forces had clashed and the fire 
had raged , and Semidor, Maasalu and Taaksalu 
had s ped through ihe <lark autumn night to 
Runge's assistance, and all the people of Koorrli 
had joined them . . . .  

After a brief adjournment during which the 
lamps were lit and the .men filled the corri dors 
and the neighbouring rooms thick with tobacco 
smolke, the public poured back into the hall and 
the trial was resumed. 

Johannes Vao did not re-enter the hall. But 
nei ther was he able to leave altogether;  h e  
remained behind t h e  door of t h e  adjacent 
room, smoking, sitting down on the bend1 , 

standing ·up again, muttering under his breath. 
v,rh en he came up close to !.he door he could 

hear snatches of the procurator's speech, whkh 
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gave a very dear-cut and logical p1nure of 
everything said and heard that day. Even 
without the procurator's words, though, much 
had becDme clear to Vao that day . 

" . . .  A sly and insidious k ulak who amassed 
property by extensive use of hired labour. ·with 
regard to the Soviet Sta�e he is an enemy-an 
active enemy. As his method of fighting Soviet 
povver he chose sabotage and intimidatiDn of 
the poor . . . . He was evidently connected! with 
bandit elements . . . .  

"In Koor's hands golden grain turned into 
gunpowder for ba1ndits' bulle ts," Vao heard the 
procurator say. The procurator demanded a 
stern penally for Koor. 

And he, Vao, standing there with fowercd 
head, could find no objections . . . .  

"A wolf,'·' he muttered gloomily. 
This was the beast of prey hated most by 

tht' peaceful farmers and stockbreeders of 
Ifoordi. 

Vao went out into ihe darkness with bent 
shoulders, found his horse, straighten ed the 
harness an d slowly set out for home 

Ht was shaken to ihe depths . 



C H A P T E R  N I N E T E E N  

It was not until the first snowfall that Paul 
put his building toois away in the new shed. 
Now, at last, he .could take a b:;:eath and stretch 
his legs under the table in the well-heated 
room. 

He 1mdn'i <lone so little either ; he had even 
laid the foundation for the new hou:se. Though 
a part of the grain had been desitroyed by l:he 
fire they would have e110ugh to keep them 
going till the next harvest, and of potatoes they 
had more than enough. There was plenty of 
pickled cucumbers and sauerkraut, a huge 
pitcher of syrup boiled from sweet white beet, 
and carrots and turnips enough for 1themselves 
and- the farm animals . There was a new cow 

in the cattle shed in place of the one they hadi 
lost in the fire, bes�des two sucklings and a 
sheep. Several \vhite h ens and a cock on a 
perch imparted a ·certain cosiness· to the cattle 
shed. And all this had been ..i ·�complished in a 
single year !  

_ _ Come on then, Aino, add a bundle of juni­
per -faggots to the stove-it crackles so merrily. 
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What's that cooking in the pot? You don't say 
-soup, and with dumplings ? \Vhy, we've even 
got me.act too ! Rake the fire up and let's wait 
for the new year. A year ago he had looked 
forward so eagerly lo this peaceful and lazy 
hour in his own cosy home. It had seemed to 
him then that if that hO'ur cume life could 
stop . . . . " 

I long for life's hurry to cease, 
I'll live on in quiet and peace. 

That hour had ·come, yet Paul's hea0rt was 
m at ease . . . .  He sat with wrinkled brows, 
staring broorungly at the burning eml>ers. His 
lipSi stirred from time to time .ais though he were 
conversing with an absent interlocutor, theJl he 
frowned aigain, annoyed with himself, worried. 

Deep down , Aina laughed unfeelingly. She 
knew what it was all a•bout.  His present suffer­
ings did not move her in the least, for they 
augured nothing ill or untoward as far as the 
home was concerned . On the contrary, they 
were rather connected with an honour rendered 
Paul by the village of Koordi . The fact of the 
matter was thait Paul had to make a speech. 
And not just an ordinary speech urging the 
necessi.ty of finishing the lumbering work on 
schedule or on some current event-Paul could 
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have managed that at a pinch, hard though it  
was�but this was quite an unusual speech. It 
was to be delivered before the people in sup­
port of the great village carpenter Johannes 
Uusfalu whom the villagers of Koordi had 
nominated as their candidate to the supreme 
.governing body of the Republic-not a simple 
speech at all . 

. "How would you say it if you had to ? "  
Paul asked his wife in some embarrassment 
after a preliminary clearing of the throat. 

"I wouldn't say it at all,"  Aina said 
smoothly . 

"H'rn . . . .  Perhaps we oughtn't  to elect him, 
eh? "  Paul said , considering his wife with an 
amused twinkle. 

"What do you mean ? "  Aina siaid in aston­
ishment. "\Vho should be elected if not him ? 
He was the first man to help you, and look at 
all those houses he built for people-that's 
what you should talk about ." 

"I  think so too," Paul agreed. 
\Vherever he now went, whether it was th e  

post office, the co-.op store, t h e  People's House 
or the railway station, t he face of Johannes 
Uustalu looked out at him from election posters 
with mouth gravely compressed and left eye 
screwed up under a1I1i overhanging brow. It was 
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the s ame familiar squint \Vith which the old 
man scrutinized a strip of wood in his hand 
before moulding it into shape . There was a 
poster OilJ the door or the district Soviet build­

ing too, and thanks to a certain circumstance 
it told the old inhabitants of Ifoo!"di of events 
that had become history. On the wide porch 
of that buildip.g there still survived a rough 
bench, dark with age and seemingly made to 
iast for eternity, on which Johannes Uustahti's 
father, Juri, was whipped by the soldiers of 
the punmve force. That had happened forty­
odd years ago, when Juri together with other 
peasants had burned down the baronial grange .  
He was caught, and o n  the porch of the district 
administrative office received the vengeance 
of Baron von Ungern on his back. His son 
Johannes stood among the murmuring crowd. 

"Must speak about the bench . . .  " Paul now 
sa1d to himself every time he stepped >011 the 
porch where the most important landmarks 
in the life of the great village carpenter were 
noted. His reflections on the amazing vicissd­
tudes in the life of the people's candidate stirred 
in Paul thoughts about himself and about 
life in Koordi. In his mind's eye he saw Roosi, 
Semidor�their lives too had taken a remark­
able turn-an amazing upswing, a triumph 
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over the past, over their very sel�es. He re­
called Maasalu and Taaksalu, arnd cast a curious 
impartial eye at his own painful efforts. They 
were all inseparable from the destinies of Uus­
tailu. And how many more lives, once so in­
conspicuous, were now springing into prom­
inence in Koordi ! It was a rallying of forces 
akin to the movement of thousands of spring 
riviulets converging toward a single channel . 
He wanted fo tell of this in his speech but 
realized! that ii: was beyond his power of ex­

pression . 
Muuli, seeing the tortures he suffered, told 

him not to worry and gave him a piece of 
friendly advice-lo read the speeches of other 
sponsors in the newspap ers, then write an out­
line for his own speech and keep it before his 
l"yes . He also suggested a few ideas. This ad­
vice, however, did not make things absolutely 
cliea.Q·. The nevvspaper lines read so smoothly 
that Paul was painfully aware he would never 
be able to express himself that way . Besides, 
there were too many fine solemn wovds: which 
neither the village carpenter Johannes Uustalu 
nor Paul Runge himself ever employed in their 
simple workaday lives. iAlll the time he thought 
about his forthcoming speech only simple and 
ordinary things suggested themselves, such as 
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Jigging the well with Semidor ;  Uustalu, eye 
s crewed up, planing a board ; people of Roordi 
standing in a chain and saving the burning 
grain,; he, Paul, riding with Roosi to the dis­
trict centre to bring abO'ut Koor's downfall . . . 
This was what he wanted to talk about. 

Though Paul constantly bore in mind the 
forthcoming meeting b etween the candidate 
and the electorate, the d�y of that meeting 
seemed to burst upon him un&wares . Paul got 
busy beiimes and was put out "of lrnmo'ur by 
what were really unimportant trifles-the char­
woman had not washed the floors the evening 
before, they had forgotten to provide an extra 
dozen benches, and it  was suddenly discovered 
that the lamp chimneys were broken and use­
less and none were to be had in the local co-op 
s tore. A man had to be sent specially to town 
to get some. And the stoves in the corners of 
the big cold hall of the People's House were 
slow in warming up because the firewood was 
damp . 

"Why didn 't you tell me before ? I wouM 
h ave brought some dry wood with me from 
home," he saLd with acid politeness to the 
manageress , an elderly woman who was hang­
ing eYergreen fesfoons ahm1t the walls. 
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"You'd better ask that Vao of yours ," the 
manageress snapped back. "He's supposed to 
deliver us, five cartloads and hasn't delivered 

one yet ." 
Paul swallowed the reproach in silence. As 

a matter of fact it was a long time since he had 
check

.
ed up how Vao was fulfilling the lumber­

ing quota. This just shmved you how the big 
things dep ended upon the little ones . . . .  

By evening, however, everything was· in 
order. Two big oil lamps burned with a steady 
light, the stoves W€re scorching hot, and long 
benches had been borrowed from a place near­
by. The table was covered with red bunting, 
and the Ia1·ge bouquets of pine needles impart-
ed to it a festive air . .. 

The people began to gather. . . .  They walked 
in staid�y, halted in the doorway and looked 
about, seeking acquaintances . Greetings flew 
across the hall : 

"Hullo, Villu, how d'you do, old boy !" 
"Ah . . . you're here with the family too­

l thought I recognized the horse hi tched outside 
the gates." 

People enquired of ead1 other : 
"And where's Johannes-master himself? "  
They stood i n  a crowd about the doorway 

to meet Johannes-master when he came in. 
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At last there arose an exci�ed hum and com­
motion in the passage--Johannes had arrived. 
The o1d man came in, ais alwa,ys whimsiool, 
very simple, nodding his grey cropped head 
from side to side. It \Vas S{)me time before he 
managed to reach the bunting-covered table. 
One had to shake hands; and exchange a few 
words · here and there, for it was no·t every 
day that people got toge�her in Koordi . He 
asked Paul about his wife, and shook his 
head deprecatingly when the latter explained 
that there was no one io leave the house 
w:ith . . . .  

It was only while seated at the table to the 
left of the comfortably ensconced Uustalu and 
seeing the chairman get up that Paul made ain 
effort to recollect the opening s entence ·of his 
speech which he had diraWili up with such dif­
ficulty. But it was too late--hearing his name 
called, he got up. He dare noi: look at all those 
faces right away--everywhere eyes and eyes­
and his glance ran nervously over the rows 

seeking some face to light on, to enable him 
to collect his thoughts. 

He found it. Oni one of the back benches, 
.side by side with Kristjan Taaksalu, sat Roosi 
in a new flowery shawl . Her face, directed 
s �rai ght . ait him, expressed unshaken belief in 
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Paul's powers. The tho ught seemingly never 
entered her mind that Paul wuJd be at a loss, 
timid. 

"Men and women h8!ve gathered here today 
from the whole locality, from Koordi, Nurme 
and Madiste, and there are few among you 
who do 1I1ot know Johannes Uustalu . . .  " he 
spoke into the haiil in a quiet, friendly voice, 
his hands resting firmly on the table and his 
body leaning forward as though he invited all 
to a heart-!o-heart talk. "He has built many 
houses in these parts . . . .  The village school in 
Koordi \Vas a.lso built by him. I don't think 
there is anyone in this ha.U who would dare to 
say that those houses are poorly built. I remem­
ber, a long time ago, how he taught me to put 
up a log-frame, and for a mistake of one inch 
made me undo five teno'.!liS . Neither of us· earned 
any money that day, but he told me then : 
'If you go \'VTong in work, you'll go wrong in 
life, my boy.' And I am grateful to hilil for it, 
though I was offended at the time and secretly 
sent him to the devil . . .  .' ' 

iA ripple of amused sympathy ran through 
the hall. Uustalu chuckled and. nodded his 
head approvingly. 

"He is strict in work and strict in life," 
Panl pursued .  "\fany of you here have some-
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tirnes heard harsh words from him, but we 
take no offence at the truth. \Ve also know that 
he can always be relied on for a piece of sound 
advice. Anyway, what's the :use of talking ? 
You all know Johannes Uustalu. He never 
doffed his cap before the shopkeepers and the 
grey barons . He saw his father whipped on 
the porch of the administrative office m., nine­
teen five. . . . He · didn't go io build ba•rracks 
under the Germans though they threatened to 
arrest him. And who was the first man in the 
district of Madiste to d eliver his grain to the 
State last autumn? Uustalu . . . .  

"And if you ask me, as ·man to man," Paul 
said weightily and impressively, "why I 'm 
going to give my vote to Uustailu, I 'll tell you 
in a few words-it is because he has always 
been on the side of the working p eople and is 
ready to serve them further . . . .  " 

The back bench, on which Roosi and Kris­
tjan sat, clapped. The applause was taken up 
in various parts of the h8!ll. It was· unexpected 
and somewhat disconcerting. 

"This is a time of building," Paul went 01i. 

"\Ve are buillding up Soviet life in all the dis­

tricts of the Republic. That is \vhy under our 
Soviet Government we cannot do without Uus­
talu the builder . . . .  " 
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Paul thought a s econd--'' I belrieve I said 
the main thing ? "-ancl while the applause 
thundered he sait down. He tried not to look 
into the hall, his cheeks flamed and he drew 
a breath of relief as a man does after acquit­
ting himself with credit in a haird job. 

Uustalu got up to tell the sfory of his life, 
v>hich he need not have done since everyone 
in these parts. knew it as well as he did him­
self. 

Paul, not lis tening, glanced at the hall, 
where he could now distinctly make out every 
face iin the compact rows, aT1d felt sorry that 
Aino was, not here and had not heard him 
speak . But someone had to stay at home to 
look after Crane farm . . . . 



C H .A P T E R  T W JZ N T Y  

A meeting of the Party organization of the 
district was on in Muuli's office, the windows 
of which overlooked the s craggly liitle snow­
bound front-garden of district Soviet head­
quarters . Fifteen men were gathered here, in­
cluding Muuli. They were all comfortably 
seated on the threadbare sofa and a colledion 
of unmatched armchairs-a legacy from the 
former district administration-and there was 
still room for another dozen people. 

Few though they were, they were all men 
of mark-those who had the say in the imp:0r­
tant affairs of the district. There were several 
village Soviet representatives-men well on in 
years; the village smith Peeter-a short, nar­
row-chested ma!ll, quite unlike the popular 
conception of a smith, and the state purchases 
agent-a clean-shaven man with meticulously 
sharpened pencils of different colours ranged 
in the breast pocket of his neat jacket. There 
was also the chairman of the village Soviet, a 
stocky man with a high stubborn· forehead, 
_rnung Uusmani, whose father had been killed 
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by the Germans <luring the occupation, an.d 
Artur Kohala, the head of the district agricul­

tural department, in hfa grey suit and with 
spectacles on a lean stern face, resembling a 
village schoolteacher. There was one woman 
among them-Selma Karu, the manageress of 
the People's House. She sat nervously patting 
the kerchief on her head while her beautiful 
bri ght-blue eyes in a prematurely faded face 
travelled anxio'Usly o:ver the company. 

Kaarel Maasalu, recently enrolled as candi­
date for Party membership, also attended the 
meeting. 

Besides these, there was the executive corn· 
mittee chairman Janson and, of course, Muuli 
himself. 

Young Uusman presided a·f the meeting. 
Janson made his report ·concerning the dis­
trict's preparedness for spring sowing in 1947.  

He was listened to in thoughtful silence ; 
not because his report was a novelty-these 
people, standing doser than any others to the 
district's needs and requirements, knew the 
situation perfectly well themselves-but be· 
cause they were trying to guess what drift the 
debate would take, whom it would affect. 

The state purchases agent Moose was the 
calmest of them all. He sail: toying uh con -



cernedly with a pencil, not expecting any sharp 
debate. He believed there was no ground for it, 
since the district that year showed a clean bill 
in its accounts· with the State. 1'his gave rea­
son to believe that the coming year too would 
be nicely rounded off without any difficulties. 
He himself did not intend criticizing the report. 
After all, such questions as machine repairs 
and providing the district with fertilizer did 
not directly concern him. 

The village Soviet representatives were less 
pacifically disposed. Bald little Kadakas from 
the village of Toola· curled his lips and leaned 
over towards the red ea1r of the massive Huugo 
Mmd, sitting bolt upright in his chair, and 
whispered something into it. Murd wiped his 
glasses with a snuff-coloured handkerchief and 
nodded assent. The village Soviet representa­
tives considered that their chairman h,ad 
bimgled the job a bit in the matter of mineral 
fertilizer-the neighbouring district had re­
ceived twenty tons more nitrates than they had.  

Peeler, the village smith , w as  also prepar­
ing a pill for Janson. This was betrayed in the 
air of studied indifference with which he re­
garded the speaker, ve!Hing his keen glance 
under a pair of red and pu fT y eyelids. 'Vhen 
Janson mentioned the three new smithie� that 
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had been opened in the district, Peeter clasped 
his huge pincerlik.e hands on his knees-these 
hands were quite out of keeping with Peeter's 
narrow shoulders, they seemed to belong to 
someone else--and smiled sardonically. 

Kohala, the head of the agricultural depart­
ment, was not quite at ease either. Janson said 
in his report that the agrarian reform had al­
ready been completed in the district and the 
deeds of perpetual tenure handed out to the 
farmers. Kohala knew that this was true in the 
main, but there were still some disputed fields 
and meadows hanging in the air, partly owing 
to the remissness of the agricultural depart­
ment-in other words, through h�s. Kohala's, 
fault. There was another matter .in which his 
actions might bear looking into---they were 
behind schedule in recording the farmers' seed 
.> tocks .  Kohala stole glances a:t Muuli who, with 
one hand cupped over his eyes, was jotting 
down something in a notebook. Artur Kohala 
had no doubt that Muuli was making notes of  
everything with pedantic precision in prepara-
1 ion for the debate. 

Neither did Selma Ka1ru miss a single word 
of Janson's report. She listened to everything 
he said with equal interest, whether it was 
about fertilizer, the a grotechnical time sched-
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tile, tractors , or harrow and pfough r.epairs . 

Janson mentioned big figures-his estimates uf 
fertilizer and the amount of seed that would 
be sown on the fields of Koordi ran inio hun­
dreds of tons. It alll sounded! so stupendom in 
comparison �ith the small scale of what she 
had recently begu..Tl managing-the cold little 
hall of the People's House temporarily located 
in an old brick barn, where there were so fe'N 
books and still less placards . There weren't 
even chairs. The amateur iheatricail group 
made up in a draughty little room adjoining 
the stage, seated on broken stools and blocks of 
wood. And Selma Karu was now thinking how 
she could multiply ihese meagre reso•urces of 
hers in order to be of help in the prospective 
sowing campaign. 

Janson finished his report, and young Uus­
man opened the discussion. 

The smith Peeter took the floor first. He 
had a surprisingly reson3!Ilt voice, and spoke 
mostly in questions , which, however, expressed 
clearly enough what he wanted to say. 

''Is Comrade Janson sure that in the 
smithies he mentioned the .charcoal brnnSi in 
the forge the way it should bum in real 
smithies and thait the work is going on with01ut 
interruption? Is he sure that the smiths have 
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everything they need to carTy on their work 
-iron and charcoal-and that they do nothing 
else but shoe hmses and repair ploughs. and 
carts ? Has Comrade Janson helped to get any 
charcoal for Peeter's smithy? And horse­
shoes ? "  

The viHage Soviet representative Murdi, 
with a reproving flash of spectacles, sincerely 
doubted vvhethei- the executive cvmmittee of 
the district Soviet ];lad done everything it should 
have done to prcvide the district with fertilizer 
for the spring. There was no reason for Janson 
to gloat over figures. If you examined closely 
you \vould find that not everything was· as good 
as it looked. \Ve got · only superphosphates., 
whereaJs Madiste, the neighbouring district, had 
managed to get kainite and bone meai and salt­
peter. The village cGoperatives were stocked only 
with ploughs, and there \Veren't any seeders or 
cultivators-they had them in the town stores, 
didn't they ? The executive committee might 
show an interes t in these things and demand 
what the distrid needed. 

Then Kaarel Maasalu spoke. The upshot of 
his laconic remark was that the Sim:cess of the 
sowing p reparations did not depend upon Pee­
ter, however well his smithy worked, or upon 
Janson, even if he v.-ere an ideal administrator. 
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To make a real success of the 194 7 spring sow­
ing campaign they had to plough under aU the 
fallow and reserve lands, and that could only 
be done by all the farmers of Koordi tackling 
the job together, jointly. 

Muuli, who had been silent all the time, 
cleared hi.si throat at this juncture and removed 
his hand from his eyeSi. 

"It's coming," Kohaila thought, glancing 
apprehensively in his direction. 

Muuli, however, was neither irate, as he 
seldom was, nor brusque, as he sometimes 
was-rather was he his usual thoughtful, even­
tempered self. 

He, Muuli, would like to siart what he had 
to say from where Comrade Maas,ailu had left 
off. The people of Koord.i had to be rallied to 
the most important thing of all. The recent 
events in Koordi testified to an intensification 
of the class struggle. The poor were becoming 
more active, and in speaking "of plans for the 
spring we should speak about conducting a 
cOTrect class line in the district. There was 
Runge, now-he had exposed the kulak Koor. 
But Janson had once considered it necessary 
to help Koor out with fertilizer-because Koor 
was supposed to play first fiddle in State deliv­
erie&, wasn't that so ? Didn't that teach us Party 
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men a lesson? Janson no doubt had the inter� 
ests of the plan sincerely at heart, but the plan 
for Koordi was fulfilled only when the poor 
farmers, those who had exposed Koor, helped 
to fulfil it. Frankly speaking, in organizing 
the machine cooperative, too, in our haste we 
miscalculated. vVhat actually happened? We 
simply gave Kand a lucrative job. That Kand 
was really just another kulak . ·what was the 
reason for these rn.istakes, Comrade Janson's., for 
instan.ce ? Just ha5.te, haste and a too narrow 
practical attitude towards life. 

Muuli paused, then conduded earnestly : 
"We here, more than: any one else, are re­

sponsilile for the future of Koor·di and the edu­
cation of its best people . . . . Those people are 
already discernible, they are coming to us . . . .  " 

After this opening Muuli went on to criti­
cize various points of Janson's report . 

Muuli moved from the attic into a small 
cottage near the district Soviet headquarters. 

He planted cherry and apple saplings in the 
garden:. Many concluded therefrom that he 
intended linking his life securely with Koordi 
and settling down for good. When a man plant­
ed an orchru:d that would yield fruit only 
after many years, it meant he was looking far 
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ahead, into the future-you could not call him 
a man here today and! gone tomorrow, he 
wished to work in earnest. Thisi found favour 
with many people. 

Some eagerly sought his friendship . Muuli 
noticed this in the p ersistent invitations, to 
w eddings and village parties, where good care 
was taken that his wineglass shoul!d not be 
empty. He declined these invitations for the 
most part, albeit in a tactful manner. Yet you 
could not call him proud and haughty. He 
was a visitor at the poorest farms, and one Sun­
day he mowed the widow Konsing's meadow. 
Those who viewed him 'vith a jaundiced eye 
-there were such people-interpreted an thi� 
as a bid for popularity on MuuE's part. 

Muuli, truth to say, had in him a s trong 
vein of fastidiousness in the making of acquaint­
ances. Despite his seeming simplicity, con­
.siderable tact and sincere good will towards 
the inhabitants of those parts, he pursued an 
independent line of conduct. Attempts· were 
sometimes made to break the ice by people 
who ha:d been given the cold shoulder. \Vheu 
his wife, a smali pale womar., leading her little 
girl by the hand, came to the farms with her 
shopping basket, the buxom farmers' wives 
would try to put a bag of \vhite flour, a ja•r of 
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honey or a leg of mutton into it, ibut Muuli's 
wife would fling her hands up in: dismay, and 
after a long inward debate, choose only what 
she could pay for out of a very slim and frayed 

oJd handbag. 
The man was obviously bent upon preserv­

ing his absolute independence .  And that even 
among the intimate circle of the executive 
committee staff, their wiYes and husbands. 
When the district State purchases agent Ur­
vik, Moose's predecesso1·, h�,d wanted to let 
Muuli have a practically new sofa at half its 
cost, the latter had pr2.'ised the upholstery and 
the springs anid even tried it out by lying down 
on it, but had not ac<:epted foe offer. He had 
bought an inferior one in the shop and ·paid 
more for it. Many people remembered this 
several months later, when Urvik was pros­
ecuted for defalcations, and shook their 
heads knowingly. 

When a main lives in view of a whole dis­
trict, his every a-ction naturally forms a topic 
of general discussion . As far as Muuli was. 
concerned , it was held that there was more to 
his modesty than met the eye, that he was, in 
short, "preparing" for something. Someone 
set that rumour afoot in the district. What 
el'actly he was prepari n �  for was not clear-



that word might conceal a good deal. But that 
Muuli was preparing himself for something 
was pretty dear, arnd he must have felt sur� 
of his position in Koordi, otherwise what would 
he be planting an orchard for? Why shouM 
he be taking such a keen and patient interest 
in scores of Koor<li's affairs, from its prepared­
ness foT the spring sowing campaign to the 
brass trumpets which he went to such trouble 
to obtain for the People's House band? 



C H A P T E R T W E N T Y-0 N E 

Once more the spring waiteTs broke into 
flood, and a blue-black siarling, after a judi­
cicms inspection of the old birdhouse nailed to 
the ancient pine on the Vao farm, moved into 
it. The clear Aprjl light dispelled the gloom in 
the shed . Even from the window of the living 
room adjoining the kitchen one could now 
make out the farm implements stored there in 
the autumn-the plough, har:rows, the cart . . . .  

Now was the time for Johannes to get up 
and go out to the shed to see whether the iron 
parts had not got too rusty, to do some odd 
jobs at the carpenter's bench, to fix a new pair 
of wooden handles to the plough. But he sat 
impassively at his usual place by the window, 
'Under the dim looking glass, from behind 
which stuck out a dusty sheaf of papers and 
the covers of a twenty-year-old almanac pub­
lished in the town of Tartu. 

Johannes sat smoking and reading the 
newspapers, blind and deaf to the April light 
outside the windcw and to the stairling busy 
putting its nest in order. 

· 
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The clatter in the kitchen died down. Liina, 
her powerful arms .akimb-0, stood gazing at 
Johannes., then, no longer able to contain her­
self, said: 

"The ice has probably started moving on 
the river. You might go down with the fish 
spear instead of just sitting arnund . . . .  " 

Liina knew his. weak spot, but Johannes, 
keen angler and hunter though he was at heart, 
now merely shrugged Ms shoulders indiffer­
ently. 

Then Liina recalled that the cairi had been 
creaking last autumn when he put it in the 
shed. The creaking had undoubtedly not passed 
during the winter-he might see to it.  . . .  

Johannes paid no attentio1i. 
The sun at noon burst full into the narrow· 

window, there was no avok'.ing it. Johannes 
squinted iltlJ its glare, and everything dazzled 
his eyes ; even the printed Ietters seemed to 
jump out of their lines and flit before him like 
a swarm of midge& in spring. And there was 
that saucy restless starling da::ting continuously 
back and forth between the garden and its 
nest. 

The chair began to creak under Johannes , 
He Hdgeted , transferred his v-:eight frmn one 
sine to the other, peered m:�der the table with 



a thoughtful expressioi1 on his face, then bent 
still lower and tried to see under the bed at the 
far end of the :room. 

"What on earth have yo'u done with my 
boots ? "  his deep voice rumhfod . 

Liina gave Johannes his boots, thickly 
smeaired with 1a11d. 

Several days went by. Johannes brought 
home a small pike he had speared in the river. 
He could now be seen hammering away in the 
shed. Though his every movement betrayed a 

dog·ged apathy to what he was doing, h e  ham­
mered away neverthe}ess .  

Liina was ·S·ceptical about this indifference 
of his. She considered it merely pretence on 
his part, the latest whim of his wounded van· 
ity. It even crossed her mind that his thoughts 
had never worked so intensely, never been so 
deeply engrossed in what was going on around 
him as they were now. He had never before 
pored so persistently over the newspapers or 
b een so wrapped in thought. Even in" the mid­
dle of the night he would knock out and fill 
his pipe, cogitaiting aU ihe time. 

Johannes. was upset. Life in Koordi had 
always seemed to h.im changeless, simple and 
comprehensible, something like hiS own farnn­
yard, where all the :01ecessary flxtl!res of .lifo 
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had been planned and set out ag·�s ago by his 
grandfather aind greai-grandfather. Johannes 
had gone through that life with the dignity 
and assurance of a rural pa triarch who was 
as much at home in Koordi and among its 
people as: he was in his own farmyard. 

Now life was taking another tack, showing 
new and unfamiliar angles. \i'Vhat had once 
been a force was, now losing ground, was being 
p'Ulled up by the roots, was falling into decay. 
At the same time, the seeds that had been {:ast 
into the seemingly barren soil of Crane farm 
had sprouted and shot up . Suddenly his son­
in-law Mihkel Koor had been wrenched from 
his nest like a decayed tooth. Mihkel Koor, who 
with his: numerous business connections and 
ties of blood, seemed to have built his life in 
Koor di on a rock ! Vi ere there many in Koordi 
who could say they owed Koor nothing, not 
even three or four days' laibour in payment for 
the use of his rea1ping machine or seeder? 
There were few such people. 

The qualities by which Koor had risen in 
the world--cunning, shiftiness and wolfish 
rapacity-now seemed to have lost their force 
altogether ini the conflict with that timid lamb 
Roosi. On the other hand there was his other 
son-in-law rising in the world, hecomLng ill! :;i, 
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short time a public figure in thE: district, a 
man of mark whom everybody looked up to. 
Vao's L.1fiuence and popularity had suffered 
and were obviously on the wane since this 
unwanted son-in-law of his had come to the 
fore. Johan...'l.es was forced to admit it. Lately 
the farmers had made no hones ahout criticiz­
ing the machine coop erative in his presence, 
plainly hinting at his, Vaio's, inactivity. 

"Yes," Johannes reflected, "that la:d from 
Crane farm has been carried out to midstream, 
while Koor has been swept to the bank like a 
splinter of driftwood, yes, and drawn down 
into the whirlpool. . . .  " 

But what was he, Joha111111es, to <lo ?-that 
was, the question . 

Johannes had lately acquired the habit of 
irritably waving his hand in conversation and 
saying : 

"Oh, what's it to me ! ' '  
However hard Johannes tried to shake off 

these disturbing thoughts, he succeeded hut 
poorly. He co'uld, at home, shake off his wire 
Liina, or, beguiling the evening with a neigh­
bour, say scornfully : "Oh, what's it to me . . . " 
but he couldn't shake off the whole of Koordi, 
however much he might wish to. He was too 
f1eeply rooted in Koordi. One could not imagine 



!he village without the Vao farm, as one 
could not imagine the farm without the an­
cient and sturdy pine tree that grew on it. 

The first mani to set up hisi own farm in 
Koordi, after all, had been Taavet Vao , whose 
name was a sort of legend in the co1untrys�de. 
It was he who had been the first to buy his 
freedom from the baron and stub a field to 
plant rye. It was he who was said to have been 
able to lift a yearling bull onto his shouldecs, 

and who turned up the soil with a wooden 
plough made out of a tree root. It was he who 
had made a car t in which there was not a 
single iron nail, not a single metal part. Since 
then four generations of Vaos had lived in 
Koordi, clinging tenacious,ly to the soil. The 
tenacity and persistence of the Vaos excited 
the respect of their neighbours, among whom 
there existed a long-standing and unshaken 
belief in the stability of that family. 

It is q:uite possible that it was a wish to give 
stability to the new machine cooperative that 
had impelled the farmers of Koordi to en.trust 

control over it to none other than Johannes 
Vao. 

The wished-for stability in this new enter­
prise was not achieved however. Men had ex­
p ected him to get things rum1bg smooth1y, 
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but how was he to do that when everything 
had become so confused in his own life and he 
was unable to make head or tail of it himself. 
To attempt it would have meai1t abandoning 
caution and his reluctance to fall out with the 
rich farmers. 

In general, his membership on the board 
of the cooperative was begkming to worry him. 
He felt that things had taken such a turn there 
that either he must. give up his attitude of easy­
going forebearance, or else try to wash his 
hands of this i rksome and nerve-racking affair. 
The way that fellow Kand clung to that rickety 
tractor of his and wouldn't for the life of him 
let it slip out of his control . Johannes•, ii)]J his 
heart of hearts, at least understood him, if he 
<lid not actually sympathize with him, and that 
to a certain extent prevented him from mak­
ing a stand against Kand. But there was some­
thing else which Johannes Vao was dec�dedly 
begi!Ilning to dislike . In the first place, he was 
not certain the cooperative pcssessed an offi­
cial paper to the effect that it had ta!ken over 
the tractor from Kand. This suspicion had 
arisen in Johannes' mind only recently. If such 
a paper was lacking, that meant Kand could 
pick up and lea....-e on his tractor one fine d3.!y 
and you couldn't get anything out of him . . . .  
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Once, while inspecting the tractors in the 
shed, Johannes had gruffly remarked to Kand 
that it seemed to him some of the working parts 
from the other, commonly-owned tractor, 
which the C<loperative had recently bougpt, 
had found their way to Kand's tractor. He 
looked at Kand significantly when he said this. 

"What of it ? "  Kand said in surprise, star­
ing at Johannes with his light eyes. " One good 
tractor is better than two bad o nes." 

Vao logically observed that two good trac­
tors nevertheless were better than one, and 
that as things stood the s econd tractor might 
not c<lme out a:t ploughing time. Besides, the 
farmers were remarking on the fact that 
Kand's former tractor was being put in shape 
while the other was falling to pieces. 

"Tut, tut, Papi Vao!" Juhan Kand ex­
claimed, looking straight into Johannes' face. 
"It used to be mine, n<lw it's ihe community's. 
Today the plough on the farm is yours, and 
tom<lrrow it'll be in the common shed, the 
kolkhoz shed." 

Was the man poking fun at him ?  Johannes 
chewed a straw, trying to c<lllect his thoughts, 
then, feeling a bitter taste i.in his mouth, he spat. 

His name was on the auditing commission 
list ioo. Damn it all, he wouldn't  stand for . . . .  
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The end of Johannes; senten.ce was drowned 
in a deep-throated unintelligible muttering. 

Kand indulgently shrugged his shoulders 
and gave a Mand smile. Johannes Vao went 
out feeling like a fisherman who had aimed his 
spear at the slippery back of a pike and missed 
it. The fish had darted aside with ai mere flick 
of its tail. 

There was a moment when Johannes felt 
like dismissing this matter, too, with a gesture 
of annoyance : " Oh, clear the mess up . your­
selves . . . .  " But no, he couldn'i do that-and 
the talk with Kan d remained an unsolved 
problem preying on his mind. 

After the previous year's fire, rela1tions be­
tween the inhab!itants of Crane farm and the 
Vaos adjusted themselves as a matter of course, 

without any explanations· or mutual re­
proaches. Paul and Aino alternately dropped in 
at the Vao farm, and Johannes and Liinai paid 
a visit to Crane farm bearing belated congratu­
lations. 

Johannes plied his son-in-law with a choice 
brand of home-growin tobacco. Conversations 
arose-those guarded talks punctuated by 
pauses a:nd reticences usual between men who 
are trying to sound each other out.  They talked 
of distant towns and Republics, and events 
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of international politics. All the time, however, 
their minds we1·e on the .c;estiny of Koordi's 
land and people ; the un-de�·current of all the 
talk was an unexpressed interest in and anxiety 
for their own near future. 

Those distant tovms, fadories where -cast 
iron flowed like water, mines where coal was 
produced, coal which not even the village 
smithy could do without-these were all 
things which Johannes visualized rather dimly. 
But when it -came to the cultivation of rye and 
wheat in Koordi, here he fo!t at home. He could 
tell you in detail, giving exact dates, when 

and what grades. of wheat were cultivated in 
thes.e parts and by whom, and what yields 
were obtained. Here Johannes verged on 
the loquacious , and smoothed his moustache 
with the dignity of a man who knows his 
worth. 

Once, while telling about the failure that 
had attended Priidu Murumets' efforts to grow 
;:>otatoes on a patch of drained swamp, JDhan­
nes suddenly brnke off, and after a pause he 
asked with seeming irrelevance : 

"Well, when are you going to start. a kol­
khoz ?" 

"It's for the comm:unity to say . . .  " Paul 
answered vaguely. The quesEon dtd not sur-



prise him-he had been hearing it frequenbly 
of late. 

Johannes peered searchingly from under 
projecting brO\vs at his son-in-law's grave face 
and thought suspiciously : "He knows, but 
doesn't want to say . . . .  " There were rumours 
that politically active villagers were taking 
stock of lands and farms-taking thorough 
s tock, too. He would very much like to know 
what place the Vao's fie1ds had in his son-in­
law's plans . Because whichever way that future, 
unknown plan was figurnd out, Vao's: eight 
h ectares of level fields lying ·�ompactly in the 
heart of Koordi would certainly drop into it .  
And tractor drivers from the suburban ma­
chine and tractor station, men he did . not know, 
would plough them instead of Vao's two mares 
who were trained to a siraight furrow. Johan­

nes himself 'vwm1d perhaps have to sow not on 
his ovm strips, the length and breadth of which 
he had pacedr for more years than he could re­
member, but where the team leader placed him, 

perhaps on Priidu Murm:nets' wedge of land 
adjoining the swamp, where nothing had ever 
grown 'vvell and where ii \Vas· disgusting for a 

farmer like Vao to sow . . . .  
All the horses would be mixed together in 

the common stables, the same as th e different 
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harnesses and saddles in the shed. Meisterson's 
fine new seeder would be mixed together with 
Priidu's antediluvian mower, and Vao's fie1d 
OOU!Ilds with those of Tatrik, and you would 
never know which was yours ! All the familiar 
boundaries between which life had flowed 
would be wiped away. 

Outside the window Johannes could see 
Liina coming to the house from the cattle shed 
carrying a milk pail. In the course of genera­
tions the path to the cattle shed that Liina trod 
many times a day year in and year out, and be­
fore her Johannes' mother and the other wom­
en of the Vao clan, had become tight-packed 
and hard as the floor of the threshing-barn, and 
no grass ever grew on it.  Could it b e  tha t  the 
bustling Vao yard, so noisy of an evening when 

the cows came home from pasture and the stupid, 

timid sheep crowded behind them and the fat 
hogs veered aside at the shaggy Barbu's low­
pitche<l bark, v.-ould soon fall silent ? Could it be 
that the heavy tread of the powerful horses, 
the pride and beauty of the farm, would never 
again be heard beneath the roof of the stable ? 

Johannes' heart contracted piteously with 
an unfamiliar womanish sort of twinge. Al­
though he tried to preserve his dignHy, anguish 
crept into his \·oice as he said:  
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"It's hard to transplant an old oak-the 
roots have to be chopped . . . .  It won't take . . . .  " 

"Oh, it will," Paul sai d after a pause. 
"Building a new life in an old cot is harder." 
There was a note of irriiation in his voice. 
"You paper the walls, but the stove smokes 
and makes them all sooty again . . . .  The new 
life won't put up with old walls . . . . " 

They both fell silent. 
"The new life-it follows a new law . . . .  " 

Paul clung to his' idea as stubbornly and un­
yieMingly as he grasped the crowbar when 
he circled a boulder out in the field, sizing 
up how to fackle it "And the new law is 
like fire : Ifoor singed his claws in it, but I'm 
warm and comfortable beside it. Figure that 
out." 

"Oh, that Koor's a wolf." 
"He's a wolf, all right, but there were some 

who trailed after him," Paul said bluntly. 
Johannes Vao gave a wheeze and began to 

fill his pip e. 
Paul meditatively watched the fiery eye in 

Johannes Vao's massive pipe flare up and 
wink. 

"I'm not Koor but I also want to live well," 
he said gaily. "After all, why shouldn't I 
want to?" 
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Johannes looked at his son-in-law in s:ur­
prise. He did not unders tand his playful tone. 
What was coming over Runge? 

"You steering toward the collective farm ? "  
h e  wantoo to ask, but he held his tongue .  

As though he ha·d read Johannes' thoughts 
Paul suddenly sai-d in a Yery friendly and 
confidential voice : 

· 

"Just the same, your road leads to our 
farmyard-that's 'vhat I think . . . . \Vhere else 
is. there to go ? Life is changing. You can't live 
alone, to no purpose , like your forefathers-the 
times are different. ·who's going to help you ?  
Roosi 'von't  go t o  work for you, she has her 
own land. The fields need fertilizer and ma­
chines. But we'll have all that only on one 
eondition-if we unite ." 



C H  A P T  E R T W E N T Yw T W 0 

Ants Muuli was awakened early by sunlight 
flooding the room . 

. Stretching so that his joints crackled , he 
sprang up and in one minute tidied the narrow 
and rather hard wooden bed, the crude and 

clumsy creatimi of an unkno\vn village car­
penter. The carpenter's chief p urpose had been 
to produce a utilitarian article that would last 
for years ; only that type of article had any 
demand among the Ifoordi peasants. 

On his bare fect Muuli s trode softly and 
silently across the room where his daughter 
was sleeping, her flaxen curls spread out over 
the pillow, and p ulled an unbleached linen 
towel from the nail. After glancing into the 
kitchen, where his wife ·,..-as lmsy, he went out 
into the yard. 

It had evidently raiined just before dawn , 

a .  warm June rain. Raindrops trembled like 
undrie<l tears of joy on the luxuriant white 
flowers of the lilac bushes growing along 
the fence, and sparkled in the fresh green 
grass . 

309 . 



While l\Iuuli slept the earthworms·, those 
noble toilers, had been at vrnrk enriching the 
earth. The level, hard-packed yaird was all 
covered with the tiny moist mounds they had 
deposited. When, o.f a warm Slunny morning, 
old folks saw the ground covered with such 
protuberances they said the soil was blossom­
ing. 

Muuli pumped up water from the well int-0 
a white enamelled basin; with relish he worked. 
up a lather on his hands and face and rinsed 
off with cold water. He rubbed his face and 
neck with the linen tvwel untii the skin glowed . 

The basin of soapy water he carried to the 
hill-0ck beyond the stone orchard wall where 
the pumpkins lifted their p:ulpy, umbrellalike 
leaves· to the sun . He carefully poured the water 
on the pumpkins, to the last dorop. Soaipy water 
was good for plants . . . . 

Straightening up , Muuli cast a leisurely 
glance about him with the eye -0f a husband­

man. On the other side of the low wall grew 
his orchard ; the yo:un g  trees• set out the 
previous year had taken good root ; their 
branches were oover·ed with rich green leaves. 
Beyond the orcha1rd and the yard stretched the 
farmers' fields of rye, wheat and barley . 

Muuli's keen glance noted the miraculous 



change the night's rain had worked hi the 
fields , how the wheat ha:d freshened and be­
come lustrous. The full, sharp-leaved tops of 
the stalks were bursting and putting forth the 
first ears. 

The whearl: was earing !  
Mu:uli nodded his head in approval and 

smiled broadly. 

Anyone seeing the Party organizer now 
would have realized how much in him there 
was of the most ordinary Koordi grain farmer, 
who could not but rejoice at the significance 
of the refreshing rain that had fallen on the 
fieids the night before. 

By the age of forty-five Muuli, once a 
shepherd and farm labourer, had come to know 
various kinds of work i111 the village and later 
on in town, and also ihe soldier's work in war. 
But the one kind of work ihat deep in his· heart 
he considered the noblest of all was that of 
growing grain ! 

After breakfast Muuli sat dovm before the 
open window at a plaiill desk neatly covered 
with cardboard and opened the newspaper at 
a difficult theoretical artide which he had 
failed to read the day before. He read slowly, 
now making notes in a thick notebook, now 
consulting a dictionary. Every once in a while 
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he rose from the desk and strnde up and down 
the room, softly humming some simple tune 
and vigorously rubbing his broad clean-shaven 
chin. 

The qiuiet morning hours M uuli devoted to 
reading ; then no one distm·becl him and his 
head was especi::illy clear. During these hours 
he drew up the outlines of his speeches and 
lectures for the district's Par l y  r:Jemhers, rural 
activists and the villaige intelligentsia. 

At such times he frowned on any invasion 
of his· room; listening to the muffled steps 
behind the closed door his seven-year-old 
daughter Maimu would say sternl y to her shab­
by Teddy hear, mimicking her fn ther : 

"Sh-h . . . . Now please s lop act i n g  naughty." 

"'hen the hands of ?\Iuu1i·s wrist watch 
pointed to a quarter to nine he put on his 
jacket and ha-t, mounted his old bicycle and 
set out for the district Soviet bui lding. It was 
not a long ride--only about a kilometre along 
the smooth gravel higlrway. 

As he wheeled the bicycle up lo the porch 
Muuli recognized Mother Tilde sitting there. 
Mother Tilde's farm was prnbably the poorest 
in Koordi. She lived there al0n2 with her 
grandchildren, whom she was bringing np ; 
they were !he children of her son Arno1<l, a 
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Soviet soidier who fell in action on Saaremaa, 
Island during an attack to drive the Hitlerites 
off the narrow Cape Sorve. 

Usually very talkative and energetic, today 
l\fother Tilde sat in a pose of patient waiting 
on a bench in the shU!de, her thin gnarled 
hands clasped in her lap. I t  s eemed to Muuli 
that her ans,ver to his greeting when he lifted 
his hat was none too amiable . 

"\Vhat's brought you here so early?" he 
asked as he stepped up on to the porch . Now he 
recalled that lately he had been running into 
Tilde raither often at the dis trict executive com­
mittee. 

"Those who are thirsty have legs , "  Tilde 
repl ied, and compressed her lips .  

"\Vhom do you want to see-Chairman 
Janson ? " Muuli asked genially . He slowly sat 
down on the beneh beside her. 

"I don't need Janson, I need a seal, a i�ubber 
stamp on a paper," :Vfothe:r Tilde explained, 

throwing a sidelong glance at Muuli. 
Then Muuli heard the following stOl)': it 

seemed Tilde had saved some money-there 
was the p ension from the State for Arnold's 
orphans, and besides, she did not sit around 
with her hands folded, she worked. And now, 
cas ting an eye ahout her home, she had found 
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ii wouldn't be a bad idea to have the stove and 
chimney reset, since bricks had begun falling 
out, the walls whitewashed and a few new 
windowpanes put in. Some bricks, she needed, 
and glass and lime. . . . And since building 
materials wern shortage items her application 
had to be stamped . . . .  

"\Vhat does Janson say ?" Mu uli enquired. 
"Janson ? " 

She had come to see him two weeks ago 
hut tha,t had not been one of his reception 
days. On the day he did receive, Comrade Jan­
son had not had time to see her-he had been 
settling h ighly important matters of some kind 
or other. How he had shouted into the tele­
phone and railed ! And when Tilde mustered 
her courage and entered his office Janson had 
just waved her away with : "Tomorrow, to­
mo1Tow . . . .  " But the next day Janson had not 
accepted her application because it was written 
in pencil instead of ink. "Come the day after 
tomorrow," h e  said. But that day Janson had 
made a trip to town on administrative business . 
And so today Tilde had arrived early in the 
morning so as not to miss Janson, although 
perhaps he might not like that. . . .  Would he 
be in today ? 

l\fouli looked a•t his watch . 
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; 'He's late but he'll come. . .  . He'll come 
without fail." 

"Besides, I talked to him about brush­
wood," Tilde went on, stimulated by Muuli's 
attention. "I haven't any firewood. If I bring 
a request with the distric t executive committeB 
stamp on it the Forestry Bureau will give me 
brushwood, or even logs . . . . " 

As he listened to Mother Tilde Muuli studied 
her thin arms and blue-veined bare feet burned 
a deep brown by the sun. Those bunched and 
swollen veins bore mute testimony to the back­
breaking work Tilde had performed all her life 
in Koordi. 

Muuli suddenly ha,d a clear picture of how 
today too, if for some reason Mother Tilde did 
not wait to see Janson, she would trudge back 
home in the sun on her weary legs-she had 
all of five kilometres to go ! On the way she 
would meet women acquaintances, perhaps old 
Meeta Taaksalu going to the shop for some 
yeast, or Johannes Vao's wife Liina delivering 
cans of milk to the creamery. And, leani.ng o:n 
the side o f  Liina Vao's cart with her thin, 
work-worn hand, her mouth set in a grim line, 
Mother Tilde would tell about the brushwood 
:mrl the bricks . . . .  And those she met would 
tell dozens of others that Janson had grudged 
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Mother Tilde som e b1�ushwood, had been in 
loo much of a hurry to hear her out properly, 
had not understood . . . .  

Flattered by the atten tion of th is grave man 
Mother Tilde was prepared to talk on , but all 
of a sudden Muuli rose abruptly to his feet and 
clapped on his hat . 

"Don't you go away," he sa,id peremptorily. 
' ' Janson will be here right away-I know it ." 

And, springing onto his bicyde, he rode out 
to the highway. 

In Janson's yard nets with strands of water­
weed dinging to them stood a gainst the wall 
of the shed . Noticing a dead frog with a torn 
skin in the net, Muuli reflected that .Janson had 
probably returned lat e from crayfishing, his 
favourite pastime . 

In the storm passageway he saw two tow­
beaded youngsters, Janson's sons, �nt over a 
tall wicker basket ; a steady rustling and stir-
1ing came from under the cover of burdock 
leaves. 

Muuli walked s traight in, forgetting abou t 
knocking. 

Janson was eating fried eggs with crnck­
lings; a drop of fat dripped from his chin. 

"You're late, my frien d," snid ".\fuul i .  His 
Yoice carried an unfathomabl e r ing .  
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"\Vhat, a phone call from the county ? The 
report ? ' '  Janson exclaimed anxiously, pushing 
back the frying pan . 

" No, Mother Tilde's come ;  you see, she 
needs a rubber stamp," replied Muuli in the 
same unfathomable voice. 

"Tilde ? "  Janson did not catch his meaning. 
"Ah-about that brushwood. . . . She's both­
ered the life out of me with her brushwood, the 
old pest . . . . " 

Janson looked hurt. He glanced regretfully 
at the frying pan he had pushed back, poured 
himself a glass of milk and set the pitcher in 
front of Muuii. 

"Help yourself." 
"Thanks, I've already eaten, ' ' Muuli replied 

drily. ' 'l 'l! \Vait." 
"I'll be ready in a second," Janson said hur­

riedly. 
�Iuuli suddenly gave a mirthless chuckle . 
" \'\'h at 's  the m atter ? "  Janson asked, sur­

prised. 
"You see, to tell the t ruth Mother Tilde 

doesn't need you, she needs your rubber 
stamp . . . .  That's what she said : 'I don't need 
.Janson, I need a, rubber stamp . . . .' You don't 
seem to have won Tilde's favour. That's bad, 
mv fri end. " 
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"As if all I had to do
. 

was keep Tilde sup­
plied with brushwood," Janson muttered, ir­
ritated by Muuli's ironic tone. "Here the coun­
ty authorities are on my neck; my head's in 
a whirl trying to figure out how to get the road 
repairS' done on time. Forty wagons are sup­
posed to be Qlut today carting road metal, but 
the farmers aren't in any hurry-there's plen­
ty of time, they think . . . .  " 

" Cheap talk," Muuli interrupted, shrugging 
his shoulders. "If you're in no hurry to settle 
a matter like Mother Tilde's naturally the farm­
ers are taking their time too. Have you 
looked into her matter? Do you think the 
farmers don't see that? There, they'll say, 
Janson g1�udges Tilde a bit of brushwood, and 
her son fought for Soviet ;power. Call that a 

trifle? How could you ? . . .  " 

Muuli rose, and looking with disgust at the 
drop of fa t on Janson's chin, said very softly 
but distinctly : 

"If this matter concerned only Janson, then 
lo the devil with it-it wouidn't be so bad. But 
Janso!llJ is chairman of the district executive 
coll1lillittee, and he hasn't got that into his head 
y et.  . . . That's where the trouble lies. Mend 
your ways, Janson!" 
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Janson was stupefied. This was the first 
time he had seen the even-tempered Muuli in 
such a rage. He hastily wiped his· face with a 
towel, snatched his cap from the peg and fol!­
lowed Muuli out. 

They mounted iheir bicycles and set out for 
the district executive committee building, Miuuli 
in front and Janson close behind. 

They rode in silence. 
Janson was silent because he was hurt. He 

and Muuli had had arguments before ; at times 
he had had to listen to rather unpleasant things 
from the Party organizer, but it had always 
been couched in a restrained and inoffensive 
form, and always apropos of "large-scale" mat­
ters, as Janson proudly called them . For in.­
stance, when important affairs and plans affect· 
ing the whole district of Koordi were discussed. 
And now all of a sudden Muuli had lost his 
temper on account of Mother Tilde ! . . .  As if 
it mattered so Yery much whether Tilde got 
her brushwood a week earlier or later . . . .  
After all, there were lots of farms in Koo·rdi, 
hundreds of people--and Janson couldn't be 
expected to please all of them. If some other 
Hdivists of the district were in his place he 
probably wouldn't like it, he'd whine. It was 
responsible work, sometimes even the nights 
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weren't long enough to ge t it ·done ;  and when 
big and important campaigns were on there 
were times when he didn't come home three 
nights running. No, if  anyone else were in 
Janson's shoes . . . .  

A feeling akin to self-pi ty s \vepl  oYer Jan­
son·. He glowered at M1uuli's firm , stubborn 
neck and gave a loud sigh .  

"It would b e  nice t o  lead a quiet and peace­
ful iife on my own farm,' · Janson·s i:hough ts 
ran on. "Play the bass horn in the local brass 
band,"  make a speech once in a \vhile at a sports 
meet or at the voluntary firemen's arssociation 
gatherings (Janson shone as an orator and 
loved to make speeches) and everything would 
be nice and calm . . . . Ah , what a pity 1 d�dn't 
make a stand, didn' t sai:y no when I was nom­
inaited for this job !" 

At the same time Janson felt i t  would be 
a wrench to give up his new posit ion . Not so 
long ago p eople had simply called him Jaan, 
somewhat condescendingly, even if amiably 
enough, and now he ·was one of the .biggesi men 
in the district and everyone called him 
Comrade Janson . He had an office of his o\vn 
with a telephone on the -desk, and he carried 
a rubber stamp in his pocket, and a secretary 
hrOiu ght him papers to s ign . Once upon a time 
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many in the district had been able to show 
their superiority and power over him, but now 
he could pick up the telephone and summon 
the chairman of any village Soviet or any vil­
lage Soviet representative and talk to him like 
a superior. He was the power ! 

Muuli was silent too . He was also ihinking 
about Janson; he wasn't sorry he had flared 
out at him. Maybe what he had said would do 
Janson some good. The man ought to be stirred 
up, given a jolt; mentally he was running to 
fat, starting to fade before he had blossomed 
out ! 

Muuli was thinking that Janson, who came 
from a rather poor family, a new settler him­
self, who had risen from among the activists 
of the district, did not yet understand the de­
mands, of his new position. This man-when 
you . came right down to it, not a bad fellow 
at all-proved to have ·weaknesses hitherto un­
noticed ; and it seemed as though many people 
in Koordi had noted his vulnerable spots. That 
might lead to danger not only for Janson. 
There ·were some things, for instance, that 
Mu111li did not like one bit. Janson had got on 
h1is feet faster than any of the other new 
settlerSJ in the district, although he himself did· 
little work on his land. Kulaks were cultivating 
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.JanS<>n's land for him, and lending him seed­
such were the rumours that had come to Muuli. 
Muuli had once asked Janson if this were 
true. 

"But they're kulaks !" Janson had ex­
claimed in surprised innocence . "Let them 
work a little for their old-time farm hand. If 
you want to know, they're paying back old 
debts . . . .  " 

And Janson had burst out laughing. The 
idea seemed to tickle his fancy. 

As they wheeled their bicycles up to the 
wall they saw others parked there. Mother 
Tilde was: not the only one waiting to see Jan­
son. Several farmers came forward to meet 
him, Juhan Kand in i:he lead . Smiling a broad, 
good-natured smile, Kand greeted Janson like 
an equal and, shouldering aside another man, 
strode along beside him. 

Janson frowned and said in a stentorian 
voice, so that everyone sh<mld hear: 

"Mother Tilde has a matter to discuss with 
me too . . . .  This way, please." 

And he made a gesture of invitation to the 
astonished old woman, glancing at the same 
time in Muuli's direction. The gesture was at 
once an offer to make up with Muuli, and even 
an apology . . . .  
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Muuli did not indicate in any way that he 
had noticed the gesture. His look was one of 
worried preoccupation. 

Muuli had received several visitors and 
discussed the next month's program of the 
People's House in detail with Selma Karu when 
there was a knock at the door and Semidor 
entered. 

Muuli rose to greet him. They shook hands 
and began lo speak about the weather. Not that 
they had nothing else to talk about. No, they 
were busy men, and they started their conver­
sation with the main topic : to them the weath­
er meant the harvest. They were pleased 
with the weather. 

A twinkle came into Muuli's eyes as he 
surveyed Semitlor-in honour of his visit to 
the district executive committee the latter wore 
his new grey suit of good quality but some­
what coarse woollen clo th . The suit was made 
by the village tailor, whom Semtdor had paid 
off in potatoes and a pickle barrel ; Semidor 
was by way of being a cooper too. 

Muuli had regained his sunny mood of the 
morning . He rose and walked the length of 
the room . 

"Martin," he said, addressing Semidor by 
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his first name, something he rarely did in of­
ficial talks. "�fartin, you have a long and 
happy journey before you ! "· 

&midor biinked his white eyelashes and 
grinned uncertainly. He did not quite under­
stand. What had made this dearheaded busi­
nesslike man turn allegorical all of a sudden? 
Semidor could not conceive that the words were 
meant to be taken literally. Just \vhat kind of 
journey faced him? 

"I made some distant voyages when I was 
a sailor . .  .' ' he began cautiously, playing for 
time i n  which to ponder on Muuli's words. 
"But I don't recall that they were happy o nes . 
Once o n  that old tub the Pi5hjala," he went on, 
warming up to his topic, "we got as far as 
Copenhagen. Ou r engine broke down oui at 
sea that time . . . .  " 

Muuli broke into a hearty laugh. " No,  that's 
not what I meant at all. You guessoo wrong." 

Turning serious, he said impressively: 
"It's a long journey ; you'll go through 

Leningrad, Sernidor, and you'll s ee Moscow !" 
Semidor was astonished beyond words. 

" Me ? "  
H e  buttoned his jacket, then unbuttoned it 

and wiped his bald crown with a crumpled 
checkered handkerchief-he felt hot. 



He, Semidor, suddenly going to Moscow ! 
Going to that eternally bustling Moscow whose 
vitalizing ·breath was felt even here a thousand 
miles away, a\vakening ever new thoughts, 
d<:>sires and aspiraitions in the dwellers of the 
remotest woodland farmsteads in quiet Koordi. 
Semidor reflecled that finding himself in bus­
tling Moscow dressed in his country boots and 
hat would probably be just as strange as brav­
ing the ocean in a frail rowboa.t. . . .  \Vhat if 
they jostled the life out of him there ? Mosco­
vites, though, were said to be hospitable folk . 

"You'll travel down to the Bla<ck Sea;" said 
Muuli. "In Abkhazia you'll visit an Estonian 
kolkhoz named after Comrade Stalin-a rich 
farm it is. You'll look over sonie Russian and 
Ukrainian kolkhozes. They have a wealth of 
experience, my friend, yes . . . .  " 

Semidor understood from Muuli's words 
that he was being induded in the excursion 
group of Estonian peasants who were setting 
out to acquaint themselves with the achieve­
ments of collective farms in the fraternal Re­
publics. Leningra d, Moscow, Georgia! 

"You're not going on a junket," Muuli went 
on slowly and thoughtfully, fixing a narrowed 
gaze on the big waill map of the Soviet Union, 
as though mentally following and appraising 
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Semido·r's journey. "I don't think it would be 
worth while taking you away from your work 
just for the sake of a pleasure trip. Don't you 
agree ? "  

Semidor gave a cough and nodded. vVrin,.. 
kling his forehead, he concentrated. 

"The kolkhoz people will tell you all about 
their work and their life. You have to go into 
it thoroughly, Semidor. Don't walk around like 
a tourist; pay less attention to the welcoming 
speeches. Ask for the workday unjt records 
and study them. Ask about everything you see. 
Look into the barns, inspect the fo�lds . . . .  See 
how everything is run. Here's a notebook, 
write everything down so you'll be able to tell 
us all about it afterwards. You're not going 
just to have a good time, S emidor, you're 
going-" 

"To learn," Semidor said. 
Muuli sat deep in thought. He was silent a 

long time. Semidor ought now to get up and 
go, but he did not. He felt, as did Muuli him­
self, that something had been left unsaid, but 
that it would be said. 

"Why, of course, yes . . .  " said Semidinr. 
"But I want to ask you a question, Cnmrade 
\iiuuli." 

Muuli gave a friendly nod. "Yes? "  
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" 'We're going to have a kolkhoz in Kuordi 
too, aren't we?" 

"That depends on us," Muuli said gravely, 
"on the people ." 

"We will," Semidor said confidently. "We'll 
have one soon." 

"Why do you think so ? " Muuli asked, 
curious. 

"The people are feeling out the road," 
Semidor said simply. "There's us at Jaagu 
farm, and Paul '.Runge and-why, there's lots 
of us all over Koordi . . . .  After all, we know 
the road's been opened up a long time ago !" 
Semidor pointed to the map of the Soviet Union 
and triumphantly cast a sidelong glance, full 
of peasant cunning, at Muuli, proudly confident 
that he had grasped the Party organizer's 
innermost thoughts. 

"Yes, that's what we're talking about, that 
mad," said Muuli with feeling. 

For a long time the Party organizer sat 
over his papers, tapping his pencil abs.ently 
2nd staring straight in front of him, his 
thoughts on Semidor. 

He recalled the discussion-it had turned 
into a rarther heated discussion at that-when 
they had been choosing the i;nan from t4� 
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district for the excursion group. Some of the 
leading men of the distric t had insisted on ap­
pointing one of the more efficient, solid farm­
ers, for instance, Runge or Maasalu, or even 
Johannes Vao. But Muuli had insisted on 
Semidor. To tell the truth, Muuli had a soft 
spot in his h eart for Semidor. To him Semidor 
was living evidence of the new life in Koordi 
that the modest district Pa1rty organizer was 
called upon to build. 

During his two years as Party organizer in 
the district, shoots of the new life had sprung 
up everywhere, at every s tep . First and fore­
most, Muuli had seen them in the growth of 
the Party organizaition, in ihe fact that the best 
people of the district, such as Kaarel Maasalu, 
had swelled its ranks ; but still and all, p erhaps 
the clearest manifestation of the force of 

the new ·  life in Koordi was the miraculous 
change in Semidor-in the past, S emidor the 
luckless. 

At times Muuli's judgmenis W€re at di· 
vergence with the opinions of the others, who 
might feel, for instance, that he overestimated 
the potentialities of Semidor or Roosi Rist, and 
did not fu1ly appreciate the services of Janson, 
a farmer just like them who ha4 risen to � 
position of authority. 



There was one very important circumstance 
which guided Party organizer Muuli in his 
judgments and decisions. He visualized the 
farmers of Koordi as they would be tomorrow, 
in the future. A..11d in this future he assigned 
no small role to Sernidor, the failure of yester­
year. And the modest, browbeaten Roosi Muuli 
visualized in the future as quite a different per­
son, a Roosi whom no one in Koordi had yet 
seen-a woman of energy and efficiency, doing 
important work. 

Right now Muuli was having a certain dif­
ficulty in finding Janson a place in that Koordi 
of tomorrow. He was even inclined to doubt 
whether the farmers of the district would 
retain Janson in his post at the next local So� 
viet elections. But he was prepared to aid and 
assist Janson, too , to the best of his ability. He 
realized very well that no one would supply 
him with trained, intelligent and energetic 
organizers, with advanced men and women, 
from the outside, that the new life in the dis­
trict had to be built up by these plain Koordi 
folk , that they had to be reared. 



C H  A P T  E R T W E  N T  Y- T H R E E  

Saamu shuffled helplessly on the sun­
\varrned gravel of the road-he turned to the 
right, then to the left, and stopped in lingering 
uncertainty . . . .  He took his hat off with a 
puzzled look, lifted his face to the sky and 
stood listening. The July heat fanned his brow. 
Pestering flies buzzed softly about his face and 
stung painfully. By Saamu's signs a thunder­
.storm was brewing. The birds, too, sounded 
excited, singing and twittering more restlessly 
than usual, and a frog somewhere under the 
water gave a muffled croak. It augured rain 
clouds and a storm. 

Saarnu had lost his way, though he was not 
so very far from home. Feeling with his foot, 
he found ai rock, sat down on it, placed his 
coarse canvas bag beside him and began to 
recollect the way he had come. 

From the Kurvest farm he had walked out 
on the highroad, then turned off towards Vao's 
farm, but the nearer he got to it the slower 
and more uncertain had his steps ·become. He 
had stopped short of the farm, pondered and 
then turned back. He had gone down the hi$h-
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road as far as the ruins, of the old inn, from 
where a cart track led to Crane farm. But he 
di<l not reach Paul aind Aino either-he turned 
back. And all the time he thought to hirnself­
where to go ? . . .  To Vao ? Liina sometimes 
treated him to holiday pie and jellied calf's 
foot, but what of it ? That's: just what made it 
a holiday treat-its being given a guest once 
a month, which was: easier than giving an out­
sider daily bread and a roof over his head out 
of charity. Should he go to Pa:ul and Aino? No, 
that was impossible-they had just about 
enough for themselves . Apply to the district 
authorities ? But Saamu had never been inside a 
government office in his life-a plaice like that 
frightened him. State affairs were handled 
there, and Saamu's business was private, a 
little matter, you might say. 

At the forest clearing Saamu had come · 
across a group of children. They had sur­
rounded him in a noisy little flock. 

"Saamu, Saamu, where are you going? "  
And Saamu had shaken himself and bright­

ened up . He had laughingly caught and stroked 
the silky flaxen heads and recognized the 
children by their voices. 

They had held cut to him their baskets and 
jars filled with wild strawberries. 
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"This is from me, Saamu . . . .  " 
"Mine are better . . . .  " 

"Take mine, too, Saan1u ." 
Saamu's chin and lips had become s tained 

with the juice of strawberries, which he sam­
pled with exclamations of astonishment and 
praiise. 

"'Where are you going, Saamu? "-they 
were not to he put off wi thout a clear and 
satisfactory reply. 

Saamu never lied, neither to grownups nor 
to children, and he said simply : 

"I don't know." 
"Then what are you going for ? ' '  the chil­

dren cried in chorus. 
"I'm just going, that's all,' '  Saamu saiid 

gravely, an,d picked up his bag. 

They had wanted to go with him, but he 
got angry-something he rarely did-and 
turned away from them. They grew ·quiet and 
went back to the woods to pick more straw­
berries. 

And Saamu had shambled along between 
the footpaths· aind the road until he eventually 
lost his way. He now sat on a rock, trying to 
collect his thoughts, looking back upon the 
way h e  had come here and thinking what next 
to do . 



Before Saaniu left the Kurvest farm there 
had been a ta.lk with Juhan Kand. Juhan said 
he had had enough of it, giving Saamu eat and 
drink for a whole year-let others do it now . . . .  

As it was the farm hand Jaan cost him a good 
bit, and he couldn't afford to keep two. Sa0mu 
had better find other fools like he, Juhan, who 
would support a man for nothing, merely for 
foeding the pigs and milking the cows. He had 
better go to ,Jaagu farm, where they were 
collecting all the beggars into a kolkhoz. 

Juhan was generous to the very last. He put 
a whole loaf left over from the previous week 
and a p iece of boiled pork into Saamu's bag. 

"This will see you to next year's crop . . . .  " .  

Juhan had said.  
He had a joke for every occasion, did this man. 
"And you ' d  better start out early, while it's 

light. D'you hear ? "  Juhan had said, looking 
suspiciously at Saamu, who sat without stirring. 

Saamu had nodded and said nothing. What 
could he say ? Kand was the master of the 
farm .  Before him Mart Kurvest had been the 
master. With Mart not even his wife Amia, 
sister Anna, had dared to argue. You couldn't 
argue with the masters . 

Saamu now thought he remembered the 
road he was on : probably the one that led to 

333 



Snake Swamp-yes, that's the one it was . 
About two kilometres ahead it ran into Snake 
Swamp. There only an experienced hunter 
who knew aU the paths could pass safely among 
the deceptively firm quagmires covered with 
bright green grass. A person who did not know 
his way about there, even though he were not 
blind, wo uld flounder in the black rotting mire, 
be drawn under . . . .  

Saamu let his mind dwell on Snake Swamp . 
How many times had he told the children 
stories about it which he had heard from other 
people. 

A dense chill mist rose over Snake Swamp 
even on the driest and warmest summer eve­
nings. If a person breathed too much o f  it he 
would b ecome dizzy and stup efied, he would 
lose his way and death wou1d not terrify him. 
There were places there that the foot of man 
had rarely trod and where the snakes did not 
fear human beings. The swamp abounded in 
wild ducks and geese, and the cranes flew there 
to hunt snakes. Ten years back, the cowherd 
Ants had gone to the swamp to look for a stray 
cow, and neither he nor the cow were ever seen 
again. 

Snake Swamp--vast, alien and cold-'-was 
hostile to men. Priidu Murumets, who dwelt 
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by the swamp, had tried in his· young days to 
grapple with it. He had dug ditches, drained 
a patch of land and ploughed the black soft 
soil. But the swamp had taken everything back 
from Prii·du, and people in Koordi merely 
.shook their heads and said : "Thought he could 
get the better of Snake Swamp . . . .  " 

Saamu pictured hirnself coming to the 
swamp in the evening. Though the sun had 
set, a breath of warmth would still be wafted up 
from the fields,.--lie would feel it on his back . 
Then a bitterish stagnant odour would strike 
him in the face, a wave of cold mist envelop 
him and the strange heady smells of decay �t 
his brain reeling . . . .  And then the cold water 
would sffirt oozing up from under the warm 
soft moss on which he had stepped. To stand 
thus, filling his lungs with the infoxicating 
swamp fumes, and then utter oblivion . . . .  

The sound of hurried footsteps reached 
Saamu's ears. A man was walking along and 
blithely singing a comic song : 

Saaremaa's n tiny land, 
Yet the songs ring throughout the land, 
And our laddies are better than yours, 
And the songs that we sing are best. 

Saamu recognized ihe voice-it was Semi­
dor-and before he was aware of it himself 
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he stamped his bare heels on the ground, 
slapped his knees, and caught up in a thin 
wasplike voice : 

And we sing our songs from day to day, 
Saaremaa's songs that are sweet and gay. 

And they finished off together : 

And our laddies are better than yours, 
And the songs that we sing are best. 

A human shadow fell upon Saamu. 
"What are you doing here, Saamu ?" Semi­

<lor asked. "An d a bag with you too . . . .  " He 
deposited something heavy on the ground, 
probabiy a sack or a suitcase. 

"Just sitting. . . . I'll soon be moving," 
Saamu said, overjoyed. "You have a bag too." 

"It's a suitcase-packed full," Semidor said 
i mportantly . "I'm making a long trip,  you 
know-to the Black Sea . . .  . " '  

Saamu wanted to say he was going on a 
long trip too, but he desisted, in order not to 
complicate the conversation. He felt surprised : 
"To the Black Sea ?" That must be very far 
away, much farther than Snake Swamp. Judg­
ing by Semidor's happy voice his was a joyous 
trip. 

"Is the water black down there ? ' '  Saamu 
discreetly enquired . 



" No , it's blue, it's good water," Sem1dor 
explained. "The water's the same everywhere, 
only ihe sky is different. . . .  I'm travelling with 
an excursion to look over an Estonian kolkhoz 
by the Black Sea,. Going out now to catch the 
trnin, then another three days by train." 

"Do they live rich ? "  Saamu asked. 
"You bet," Semidor said in an indulgent 

tone. "Down there oranges grow the way pota­
toes do here. But how are you to know-you've 
never eaten them, I guess. "  

H e  was right. Saamu had never tasted an· 
orange. 

"What's that bread in your bag for? "  
Semidor said suddenly. " Going adrift on the 
high seas without a rudder ? Has that joker 
kicked you out, Saamu, eh ? " 

Saamu sighed. 
Semidor emitted an expressive whistle. 
"Then what the -devil are you sitting for? "  

Semidor flared up . "Sitting there like a sack 
of oil cakes . . . .  Why, I'll drive that Kand into 
the narrowest weil like a scraggly chicken ! 
vVell, what are you sitting here for ? "  

Saamu got to his feet with a puzzled look. 
"I'll miss my train, messing around with 

you here," Semidor snorted. "You go down to 
our farm, tell ' em I sent you. Let 'em take the 
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matter up with the district executive committee. 
But you won'rt find the way, drat it. The b est 
thing would be to see you off to Runge's place." 

Semidor whipped his watch out of his 
pocket and snapped the lid. After a moment 
of fierce thinking he waved his hand \Vith a 
reckless ges·ture and seized Saamu by the 
sleeve. 

"Take your bag, come along. I'll make it 
in the evening by the freight train." 

And he dragged Saamu along with him 
almost at a run. 

" You spit on thait dirty dog," Semidor 
comforted him as they went dong. "I -..vas 
worse off than that. Stepped over death five 
times, and here I am. You wo::i.'t tackle me 
with bare hands now, no fear. . . . See, the 
county's sending me down to the Caucasus to 
have a look at the achievements ." 

Saia.mu shambled along snappily to keep up 
with Semidor. There was much in the latter's 
boastful speech he could not understand, 
but one thing at least Vias clear-that they 
were now lea�ng behind the road that led lo 
Snake Swamp with its sinister mistsi and 
quagmires. iA happy and at the 'same time 
guilty smile lingered on Saamu's face. He 
hoped he wouldn't be the cause of S emidor 
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IIllSsmg his train to that wonderful coUilJtry 
down by the Black Sea . . . . 

The family council held by Paul, Aino and 
SeIPJdor dedded that Saar.au was to staiy at 
Crane farm, at least until the question of his 
rension had been settled in the district execu­
tive committee. And then they'd see. 

"I'll be back from the Caucasus by that 
time , "  Semidor assured them. 

And so the little family on Crane farm 
increased. 

Another new tenant was soon to make .his 
appearance a t  the farm, where he was awaited 
with no little agitation and very great prepara­
tions. V/hen Paul reached the rafters of the 
new house Aino \Vas no longer aible to help 
him. She spent most of her time indoors, 
p eaked and very freckled, with a look of tense 
concentration on her face. She sat by the 
window, cutting out and sewing <liapers and 
baby shirls. Facing her across the table sat 
Saamu with a pi'le of willow twigs on his Iaip. 

They sat there engaged in low and earnest 
conversation amid a clicking of the scissors 
and the steady flash of twigs in Saamu's hands 
-he was weaving them round the light frame­
work of juniper hoops. 
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Sometimes after supper, when Paul, tired 
from the day's work, sat nodding drowsily over 
an evening pipe, he could hear their voices 
as in a dream. What did they talk about ? 
About the most diverse and ordinary things­
about how the bee finds her way to the hive, 
no maitter how far she flies out, about snakes 
and ants, about how best to bake bread so that 
it should keep fresh aiS long as possible, and 
about how much wheat and joy a man needed 
to live well and keep him from leaving Koordi 
for the arms of the Grim Reaper before his 
time. 

And in · this dozing lainguor it .geemed to 
him that it was not Aino and the blind Saamu 
sitting by the window, but his father and 
mother, there in the little basement hole of the 
Koordi grange whose stone walls even in the 
summer oozed with the dense sweai of damp . 
They too had spoken mostly about their daily 
bread. But how strange, whence eame that 
faint golden radiance like a halo about their 
heads-the afterglow of sunset through the 
window ? The little ,,·indow in the home of his 
childhood had been on a level with the grouoo 
and no sun ever penetrated there either in the 
morning or in the evening. And that happy 
laughter? His mother had never laughed . . . .  



C H A P T E R T W E N T Y-F 0 U R 

Returning home from town one Sunday 
evening shortly before reaping time, Kaarel 
Maasalu, insiead of following the straight road, 
made a big detour and drove down to Crane 
farm. 

Judging by the fact that Kaarel had not 
removed the pipe frDm his mouth all the way 
down from town and puffed at it continuously, 
and drove his horse on unsparingly, he was 
evidently in a hurry and his mind was pre­
occupied with something important. Kaarel 
would not be stirred out of his equilibrium by 
anything trivial. Even the cap on his head was 
tilted back at an unusual angle, considering 
Maasalu's neat and unflurried habits. His 
appearance in general was so strange that when 
Mother Tilde met him on the road she was all 
agog in an insfant and sniffed the air to find 
out whether he had had a drop too much in 
town. 

Apparently he hadn't. Maasallu even 
reined ii-i the horse and had a chat with Tilde. 

But his words were so extraordinary that 
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they threw Mother Tilde into a still greater 
flutter. 

·with a glance at Tilde's tumbledown moss­
grown roof Kaarel sai<l : 

"Your house is on its laJSt legs, Tilde. Good 
idea to build a new one, what ? "  

Taking it  as a joke, Mothe:r Tilde struck 
her arms akimbo, and gave tit for tat : 

" Not a bad idea . Pity no one thought of it  
before you . . . .  " 

Kaarel nodded and rode on. 
A single glance at  his friend's face tolid Paul 

that he had not come on a casual visit. Maasalu 
was not the kind of man to drive his horse 
three or four kilometres out of his w.ay for 
the sake of an idle chat. 

"They've started organizing the first kol­
khoz on Saaremaa," Kaarel began with unusual 
hash:!. "I got it from reliable peopl� . . . .  " 

Paul slapped his friend heartily on the 
back, gave a whistle of approvalJ. and leisurely 
produeed the tobacco pouch from his pocket­
this was going to be a long talk. 

"Well, old chap," he said importantly, 
"seems to me this affects us also. It's about 
time too . . . . " 

"It is," Kaarel acquiesced with a nod . 
"Here's what I think-we ought to do the 
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ploughing and sowing this autumn together. 
The main thing is that if we begin a month 
earlier we wi.n a year." 

They looked at each other and grew 
thoughtful. Long accustomed as they were to 
understand each other at a glance, they were 
now thinking approximately of the same thing . 

" \Vell, is the first furrow up to us ? "  Paul 
asked. 

"Who else?" Kaarel said. "Of co'Urse us." 
They ·went inside and settled themselves &i 

the table for a long and earnest talk. Aino and 
Saamu caught scraps of con�:ersation which 
they could not quil:e grasp . 

"If we go about it the right way you won't 
recognize E:oordi in five years' time," Maasalu 
was saying. "The countryside itself will look 
different-down with the stone walls, we'll 
plough up the ba1ks and stretch the fields away 
up to the horizon, like in the Ukraine. A pig 
farm of t\vo hundred head. Only graded seed 
for sowin:g. Fertilizer as much as the fields 
need . . . . " 

"vVe'll have to have our own truck, and a 
power plant. . .  " Paul ss.id. 

"Light in every home, in the cattle shed 
and Lhe hen roost," Kaarel agreed . "Radio . . .  . 
Lighi nothing !  -we'll have new houses . . . . 
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Mother Tilde's we'll scrap, throw it onto the 
rubbish heap ! \Ve'll tum the Jaagu place in to 
a henhouse. I've had enough of it-I don't 
want to live in it any more !"  

Maasalu thumped the table with his fist. 

His voice boomed so loud that Aino looked 
round nervously. She never thought that man 
had any nerves. What was up ? What was this 
castle in the air they were buil din g ?  

Then they spent a long time working out 
all kinds of figures, looking through the news­
papers and debaiting. Muuli's name cropped up 
more and more often in their conversation. At 
leng1:h they got up and Paul put on his jacket, 
saying that he and Kaarel were going out to 
attend to a certain matter. It was!l:'t far, he 
would soon be bade 

The cart rode slowly through the fields ; 
it covered much less ground than the conversa­

tion of the men sitting in it di<Ci. 
"It wasn't today nor yesterday I made up 

my mind about it," Maasalu was saying 
weightily. "D'you think it was just an accident 
we three banded together at foe farm ? Life 
threw us together, yes. So it wasn't chance at 

all, it was to help each other. And say there 
were ten times as many of us and twenty times 
more land and cattle? And tractors to help 
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us out, and as· much fertiliz-er to put into the 
laind as it needed . . . .  That's what I'm thinking 
about. Anyway, we'll hear what Muuli has to 
say about it." 

"D'you know when I first thought about 
it? "  Paul said gravely, turning his head so that 
his friend should not see his face. "That time 
when you were all helping me to put out the 
fire-that's when I realized it. . . .  " 

They found Muuli in his little orchard 
amon g the young trees. He invited Paul and 
Kaarel to sit down on a bench and h eard them 
out attentively. They both spoke with a certain 
measure of restraint-who knows how the 
Party organizer would take it-what if he 
suddenly, for some reason or other, considered 
it untimely? They told him they had hearrl a 
kolkhoz "\"'.ras being organized on Saaremaa . If 
on Saaremaa why not in Koordi ? They them­
selves would not be averse to joining it. No 
doubt some others in Koordi would wish to 
come in-they could probably make up a group. 
They'd like to know the details, what arrange­
ments had to be made. What did Muuli think 
of it ? 

Slowly, with the thorou ghmss of the 
peasant, Muuli wiped his soil-stained hands on 
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the grass , and ,  holding back his feelings, 
invited them into the house with a sweeping 
gesture. He led them into the room and drew 
chairs up for them by the table. 

Gusts of wind blew into· the :coom through 
the open windows, filling out the curtains and 
whisking open the pages of a book that lay on 
the table. The wind, the linen curtains billowing 
out like sails, and the maps and the old baro­
m eter on the wall gave Muuli's room the look 
of a cabin on b oard a ship sailing among the 
trees. 

Their glance wandering about the room 
and coming finally to rest on Muuli, Paui and 
Kaarel noticed a twinkle of amusement in his 
eyes . 

"Well, so it's s tarting, eh ? "  he asked, and 
took the aruS;Yer out of their mouths as it were, 
saying in a tone of approval : "To be sure, it's 
starting." 

Padng up and down the room with a 

measured tread, he began speakbg. It was a 
new thing here, a responsible matter. To get 
it started and rouse o thers you had to come 
to them with something definite and well­
considered. They cuuld figure it all out now­
roughly, of course. He, Muuli, 'vould make all 
the necessary enquiries tomorrow, and mean-
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while they could get down to bra.ss tacks. They 
were interested in how it would J.ook in figures ? 
--all right, then . . . .  

Muuli sat down at the table and the com­
putations ibegan anew. They first took the three 
sections of Jaagu farm, calculating their pres­
ent income and their estimated income as a 
kolkhoz. The difference in the latter's favour 
was substantial. Then they added Crane farm, 
Roosi Rist's fields, the former fields of Koor 
and Tatrik's land to ' that of Maasalu, Taaksalu 
and Semidor and worked it out argain. The 
difforence v;as still more striking in favour of 
collective fanning. 

Maasalu's clenched jaws worked with ex­
citement. Paul clutched the stub of a p encil in 
his sweaty palm . 

"Bear in mind we've only been considering 
your present resources, the initial capital , so to 
speak," :r-.iiuuli sarid, laying down his pencil and 
pacing the room again. "Don't forget the State 
will help with loans. You cru1 buy a motor 
truck and a dynamo . . . .  You may want to 
install electric lighting . . . . " 

:r-.. fouli spread a map of the district on the 
table, and the three men bent over it. Muuli's 
hand traced on the map a figure remotely 
resembling a horseshoe. Its base was formed 
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by the fields of those who Paul and Kaarel 
thought were likely to make up the nucleus of 
the new farm. The semicircle of the horseshoe 
arch was broken by the Kurvest farm-Rand's 
land. In the middle of the hrn·seshoe Iaiy a huge 
emerald-green patch-Snake Swamp . 

"The nucleus hasn't got any good lands­
that's a pity. No compact acreage, "  Muuli said 
ruefully, engrossed iI1 the map . " There you 
are l It could be better." 

Kaarel looked up at Paiul and Muuli. "Vvho 
says there' s no compact acreage? There it 
is-Snake Swamp. I've been having that in 
mind." 

Paul stared at Kaarel in astonishment. Even 
11.iuuli, who never showed surprise at anythL.'1g, 
looked up with interest aind raised his eyebrows 
questioningly. 

"The biggest job here is to dig a drainage 
canal two kilometres long," Kaarel explained. 
"The rest is simpler. ·we'll drain about forty 
hectares of land the first year. In two or three 
years we'll have oats and wheat growing on 
the whole of the swamp-and what oats! 
Provided, of course, we get credits for ferti­
lizer," he added as an afterthought. 

"We'll get credits all right," Muuli. said. He 
drew a thick line on the map joining the two 

348 



ends of the horseshoe to form a single whole. 
"See ? Quite another picture." 

He siood up and laid ihe pencil on the 
map . Paul ai1.d Kaarel rose too. Though the 
conversation had lasted quite a time many 
points still se€med to be hanging in the air. 

"All the details can be settled in the process 
of the work. Go ahead and get the people 
together, " Muuli said. "I congratulate you, 
comrades !" 

They shook hands long and warmly, shift­
ing from foot to foot and smiling shyly as men 
do under the stress of emotion. 

Kaairel and Paul rode home in thoughtflli. 
silence. The faint shadows of dusk were falling 
across ihe ripening fields of Koordi. A corn 
crake cried ini a dewy dell with a noise like 
the ripping cf tough linen. A haire hopped 
across the road and dived into the rye standing 
motionless and drowsy in the becalmed air. 



C H A P T E R T W E N 'lf Y-F i V E 

Pri�du Murumets on his disfant farnu hy 
the swamp was \Yaiting for Kaarel or Paul or 
someone else to come and explain what was 
a foot in Koordi-had they all gone mad there? 

He had known no peace since yesterday. 
Had it not been the busy haymaking season he 
wouild have gone down to Paul at Craine farm 
to find out for himself, but the grass was 
already running to seed, the weather was hot 
and there was no time to lose. 

Priidu rhythmically swung his scythe on 
the soft swampy hummocks that smelt of sun­
warmed moss and red-bilberry leaves. "What 
he wa1nfod to do, though, was to drive his 
scythe into the ground and run off to the 
n eighbours-so staggering was the news that 
had reached him. 

He threw frequent glances at the path lead­
ing info the bushes to see whether his litile 
girl was coming to tell him that Maasalu had 
arrived. Strict injunctions had been given at 
home to run immediately for father if anyone 
came. 
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The minute he came home he eagerly asked 
his wife Maali : 

"Has there been anyone ? " 

" No, no one," Ivfaali answered. 
Priidu ma:de his wife Maa1li repeat again 

and again the amazing story of her previous 
day's trip to the Koordi creamery. 

Maali had barely hiiched the horse to the 
post when the women of her acquaintance 
crowded round her and asked whether H was 
true that Priidu was organizing a kolkhoz. The 
thing Maali had heard next was simply bewil­
dering. Folks in the district were saying that 
Priidu had come to Kaarel Maasailu with a 
proposal to join together in a kolkhoz and 
drain Snake Swamp. 

Priidu shifted about in consternation on 
his bench . "Is that what they satd? And me 
sitting here not knowing anything. \Veil, and 
whait d1d Kaarel say to that?" 

" Kaarel agreed to it  and has already start­
ed calling the people together." 

"But where is he ? ' '  Priidu asked in despair. 
" Why doesn't he c-0me ? "  
. Maali went on to relate that according to 
rumours many intended joining it. A slightly 
different version of the story was' given ait 
the cooperative store-Semidor had sent a tele-
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gram from the coast of the Black Sea demand­
ing that his friends Maasalu and Runge set 
up a kolkhoz . Here again people repeated the 
names of Runge, Maasalu and Taaksalu, and 
even Vao was mentioned. 

"Semidor ? "  Priidu asked j ealously. "I can 
see· him tackling the swamp ! He'll los e  himself 
in it like a hen. No, ii's Kaarel or Runge . . . .  
There must be something in ii-it can't be 
just talk, eh ? "  

Priidu looked at  his wife i n  consLderable 
perturbation. She returned him a look of blank 
perplexity. 

Priidu went about his usual business. He 
whetied the scythe for the next d2y's work and 
mended the frame for carting in the hay. Maali 
had already decided that Priidu had dismissed 
this strange affair from his mind, when he 
suddenly smiled and said : 

"You know, it could be done . . . . I alwa1ys 
said so . . . . " 

And there was an odd unaccustomed note 
of pride in Priidu's voice. 

"V/hat could be done?" 
"Why, that swamp . . . .  " 

He padded noiseiessly towards the door 
across ihe hard-beaten earthen floor in his soft 
leather sandals and said : 
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" We'd try the taste of white bread then. 
Yes . And who knows . . . .  " 

Priidu opened the door and stood on the 
threshold, bathed from head to foot in the 
blinding rays of the hot midday sun. The deep 
furrnws stood oui sharply 0;1 his. leall.1: neck 
burnt a purple-brown by the sun. He was 
unprepossessing in appearance, was little Prii­
d u, an gnarled, with knotted toil-worn fingers, 
in work sandals and a shirt stained dark with 
sweat on the back, hut Maali loved him as he 
was. She had borne him four children. He was 
good to her and the children. It wasn't his 
fault they hadn't grown rich afier twenty years 
of married life. Snake SYvamp was to blame 
for that. It svrnllDwed up all Priiclu's labours, 
engulfed in one year the ditches it had taken 
him hvo years to ·dig ;  the swamp grass·es smoth­
ered the stunted oats-for Priidu had neither 
the strength nor means. to manur e  the strips 
he had wrested with .such toil from Snake 
Swamp. 

Now if an arterial canal were dug to drain 
off the stagnant black swamp \vatern, that huge 
marsh would dry up and the ground grow 
hard underfoot.  Then you could put it to the 
plough. '\Vhy, there were scores and hundreds 
of hectares there that could be turned into 
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ploughland if only the forces· could be found 
to do it-what cou1d he, Priidu, do ail by 
himself? . . . So the time had come--the people 
of Koordi now realized where their happiness 
lay buried ! 

Priidu squinted his rnlourl�s eyes, keen as 
a bird'&, p eering out to see whether anyone was 
coming down the slope to the ho11ow. It 
dawned on Maali that Priidu was waiting for 
Maasalu . 

He waited for him the 11ext day too . The 
hay was already mown, but still there was no 
sign of Maasalu or Runge. "If no one comes 
tomorrow, I'll go myself, as sc-0n as I'm through 
with carti.ng in this hay, " Priidu decided. He 
sat on a be...J.ch in the kitchen, a prey to disturb­

ing conjectures . " 'What if it's· all old wives' 
tales, if there's nothing in it. . . .  " He was 
cutting out a rake. Three species of wood went 
into the making of a rake---'fir, birch and 
apple tree. Young fir made an excellent mate­
rial for the haindle-it was thin and supple. 
Priidu dried it under the ceiling until it gave 
a twang when struck. The headpiece had to be 
carved out of a harder wood so that the teeth 
sat firmly in their sockets . Birch was the woo d 
for that. As for the teeth, they had to be made 
out of the hardest and strnngest wood-the 
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apple free. Priidu was finishing the headpiece 
when there came a knock at the door and 
Maasalu walked in. 

"You're a long time in coming," Priidu 
said reproachfuily as he got up to meet 
him. 

He looked with admiration at Maasalu, at 
his muscular rn�ck and sinewy hands which 
seemed as though carved out of apple tree 
when it is in its prime and there is not a single 
rotted or weak fibre in. ii-a material you 
could use without hesitation for the strongest 
jobs. 

"I suppose you guess what's brought me 
here, Priidu," Maasalu said simply, picking up 
the unfinished headpiece-not all the teeth had 
been set in yet-and admiring the workman­
ship . 

"I've heard the rumour," P1iidu said. "It's 
become a habit with me never to believe 
rumours . But I'd like to believe this one." 

Koordi was agog from end to end. Nev�r 
had there been so much talk in the district 
about the ma\Siers of Jaagu farm a.rid Crane 
farm as i:n those days ; the news that the new 
settlers had started to organize a collective 
farm spread like vrildfire to the remotest farm-
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stea<ls. It was on everyone's lips in Koordi, 
wherever viUage;:s met they spoke of noihing 
else. 

Paul Runge and Johannes Vao met too. 
Pal,ll said they could now continue the coEver­
sation they ha:d started in ihe spring-the time 
had come : before the cranes rnse over Snake 
Swamp taking \Ying for the south there ,,-yo·ald 
be a kolkhoz in Kcordi. 

"Aha . . .  " Vao uttered wi�h a significant 
nod . "I ha•ven't thought it oTer yet-ifs nol 
like buying a pig·, you know. But I'm not 
saying n-0 . . . . You see w·lmi I mean? I've got 
a little score to sett.le first, thec"L I'll think the 
matter out and let you knuw ." 

He sat before Paul, a broad massive figure 
barring the way out-he had squeezed his son­
in-h-r\v in· a corni:.•r hel"vvee�i tbc: table and the 
wall. Paul didn't envy foe one Johannes was 
intending settling scores \Yith ; there '\Vasn't a 
power in the world that could make this 

stubborn man swerve from a :·esclve he had 
once made. 

Ne»v people join.eel in with each passing day. 
Quite a new voice stoo.d oui: am.id the general 
chorus-that of M:other Tilde, the one-cow 
woman from Jiirve farm, Tatril�'s neighbonr. 
This woman of foriy-five whc bad broughi a 



whole br-ood cf chikiren into the vrnrld had 
contrived to preserve robust health and vigour. 
'When the vrnve reached her she promptly 
declared tha t  she v,·a\S joining ithe kolkhoz 
and has1·en€d to repe a t it for all to hear. 
And Mother Tilde, let it be said, had a ready 
tongue. 

'Tve had about enough of this life !" she 
cri.ed, striking a trucule:1t attitude. "I know 
'..Yhat it is to struggle along all by yourself, 
horrowinJ a plough from Tatrik and a horse 
from Ivleislerscn, and r:;oiDg to l\1ihkel Koor 
for seed. And if Tatrik :.E1d Meisterson treated 
you neighbourly and didn't demand any 
payment, Koor made up for it,  he made y.crn 
work it out three times as much ." 

V!ilh Semid-or's retvr11 the tension and 
excitemeEt rose to a still higher pitch . He came 
home Dn the eve of the harvesting, looking 
younger and chock-full of stories and fresh 
impressions. People fell over themselves in 
inviting him to their homes, aind everywhere 
he was obliged to recount >vitlrnut end how he 
had fed foB silkworms in the Estonian kolkhoz 
in Abkhazia, hOV'l he hrd drm:ik red wine out 
of a k€g r,nd what the .bullocks were like whkh 
they used for ploughing, and hmv much the 
kulkhoz members there got paid per workday 
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unit in wheat, honey and grapes. People plied 
him with questions about the big Russian and 
Ukrainian collective farms where harvesting 
combines gSJrnered the wheat and electric 
motors did the threshing. Semidor with an air 
of self-importance frequently consulted his 
n otebook : it contained a mass of facts that 
amazed the people of Koordi. He had written 
down almost the complete life story of the old 
kolkhoz member in whose house he had lived. 
The old man hailed from these parts, not far 
from Koordi. He had migrated to Abkhazia 
about fifty years before in s earch of land. The 
family had settled on bogla:!ld. "On bogland !" 

cried the Koordi folk in astonishment. "\Vhy, 
there's plenty of that in Koordi, he needn't 
have gone all that way ! And now ii's all 
orchards and vineyards, you say ? "  

"Now, you just listen ! "  S emidor cried 
excitedly, aind everyone hung on his lips. "For 
his workday units the old m�,, goi two tons 
of wheat and half -a ton of honey, not counting 
a nice little sum in cash !" 

Johannes Vao, who had come to hear 
Semidor, wheezed hard. Half a ton of honey ! 
Why, he, Johannes, had never got so much 
honey -in all his life. Johann�s gently elbowed 
the women out of the way, drew his chair up 



close to Semidor the better to hear him , and 
demanded details. The women breathed hotly 
down Johannes' neck. 

Semidor dernonstrnted exotic fruits�r­
anges and pomegranates. The pomegranates 
especially made a great impression; they looked 
like huge crimson-coloured bulbs wiih juicy 
red berries inside. 

"And these are grown on the kolkhoz ?" 
people queried. 

Semidor nodded his head respectfully. 
But the bright oranges and pomegranates 

receded into the background when Semidor 
produce d  some poiato tubers from the depths 
of his bag an d passed them around for all 
to inspect . These were sampfos of new vari.eties 
of canker-resistant potatoes developed in the 
fraternal Republics, and they had been present­
ed to Semidor for the farmers of Koordi. The 
gathering examined the tubers with almost 
reverential awe. In these parts potatoes carried 
more weight ihani pomegranates; the people 
here haid been growing potatoes for ag�s and 
were expert at it. The Germans had intr.oduced 
that ravaging potato disease, canker, into 
Koor-di during the o.:cupation period, and since 
then the fight against this scourge had assumed 
great importance; the year before, even Johan-
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nes Vao had lost half his potato -crop because 

of canker. 
"Tublid mehed,"* Johannes Yao said . 

" Tublid . . .  " Priidu Murumets, the marsh 
dweller, echoed . 

Glancing at Priidu, Semidor recalled the 
marvelous amelioration maichine he had SL'en 
in operation on the fields ·of a kclkhoz, and he 
launched into an animated description of it. 
In a single day this -complex and ingenions 
machine dug a ditch hundreds of men 'voulc1n't 
be able to dig in several da,ys. 

"I'll eat my old hat," Semidor svvore, "if 
that ma-chine didn't cut thrcugh the swamp 
faster than the Pohjala ploughed through the 
sea. And behind it it left a deep ditch . . . " 

" Now if we only had one," someone said 
wilh an envious sigh. 

" Only big farms, collective farms, are in 
a positi·on to lmve those machines," Semidor 
said condescendingly . 

. A thoughtful silence settled oYer the xoom. 
\Vhat wHh all these important events and 

the harvestin g that supervene·d , �mother event 
of no little significance was thrown info the 
shade and passed almost unnoticed. A week 

* Fine lads. 
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before the harvesting a specia1} meeting of the 
Koordi machine cooperative shareholders was 
held. The report of the auditing committee­
macle by Johannes Yao-was so unfavourabfo 
for Kand thait it ',•;as decided almost unani­
mously to elect a neY,r chainnan. At this meet­
ing it dawned on Paul what scores Vao· ha:cl 
spoken about settling. 

When, a week later, Paul caUed on Kurvest 
farm in his capacity 9f village Soviet represent­

aitive to tender J uhan Kand a highly unpleas­
ant paper , he knocked at the kicked door 
without obtaining any response. The stillness 
at the farm struck him as very odd. He looked 
into the cattle shed, but it ;va�· empty ; neither 
cows nor pigs there, everything had disap­
peared. A fresh co,vhide lay on the floor of the 
shed. It was then that Paul noticed the wheel 
marks of a track in lhe yard. 

\Vhen th e house was opened they found all 
the rooms deserted : there was not a sign of 
Kand or _his >vife ,;,,ith her tiny popeyed lap 
dog. Shreds of paper and ru'b'bish were strewn 
about the floor. 

Once more the accurned farm was deserted. 



C H A P T E R T W E N T Y-S I X 

Jchannes Vao was writing ain application . 
Although it fitted in the space of a square­
lined page out of a copybook, he wrote it long 
and slowly, pausing over almost each word. 

"Please enroll me, Johannes Vao, in the 
a gricultural .artel 'Uus Elu' " "' he wro1e, then 
stopped to think, meaimvhile picking a strand 
from the nib "'IVith his rough, stiff fingers. 

"New Life"-so that was ihe name of the 
new, commonly-owned farm composed of 
dozens of old farmsteads which now lost their 
accus tomed old names Jaagu, Vao, Soo . . . .  H 
had been given that name, people sai·d , on the 
proposal of Semidor. 

"In joining the artel I contribute two 
horses., ' '  wrote Johannes·, then p3!used again. 
Who else was givin_g two horses ? Very few­
only TatTik and Meisterson. Most of them 
would be giving a horse each-Lauri, Muru­
mets, Taaksalu and others . Paul Runge would 
bring in old Antu. 

* New Life. 
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Johannes Vao grunted significantly and 
looked over his spectacles at the empty chair 
facing him . He would have liked Semidor to 
be si tting in that chair at the moment. 

"New Life-yes, that's quite right," :::ie 

would have said to Semidor . "I approve of 
that, but bear in mind that it was me, Johan­
nes, who gave the best horses for it." 

Johannes Vao added a cow to the !list and 
then began enumerating the farm implements . 
He wrote the reaping machine down first. Who 
else had given a reaper, . eh ? Only Tatrik and 
Lauri. But Vao's was the better machine­
theirs >vere cid and had been repaired several 
timei;. Johannes added to the list the mower 
and ihe horse rake, and the harrows-the 
disk harrow and the spring-tooth harrow-hyo 
ploughs, the cart and the sledge. 

Johannf'.s Vao gazed ever more sternly a t  
the empty ch air. 

"So there you are, my friend Semidor. You 
never had a decent plough in your life, let 
alone a reaper," he folt like s aying c<mdes-cend­
ingly. He was simply bursting with an over­
powering sense of his generosity towards the 
new life. He wanted not only Semidor, but Maa­
salu and Runge and all the others to see him in 
all his grandeur and: appreciate it properly. 
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\;!\Then he had finished "\Yrn:ng, Johannes 

asked Liina to bring him some hot water 
and ihe took a shave. Then he put on his 
old-fashioned dark suit, hough'. a long time 
before at Janes' in Tartu, took a handmade 
walking stick carved out of knotty juniper 
-he used it only on rare occasions-and sd 
out. 

It was a short distance to the Kurvest 
farm, where the man�gemen<t of the New 
Life Kolkhoz had recently taken up .its quar­
ters . 

He walked at a leisurely pace, sedate and 
solemn and dignified, for all the ,,,-orld a bearer 
of blessings to the people of Koordi. He 
experienced neither regret fo1· the past nor 
qualms about the future. Indeed, what was 
there to regret ? If the truth \Vere to he told, 
there was nothing special to look back upon­
just a perpetual round of humdrum cares and 
worries and fears . Fears that haunted a man 
at every step. On his own little farm a man 
could be ruined in all kinds cf ways-by rain 
and drought, by frost and heat. He had tD 
beware of banks anid shares, of the Meat Export 
Company middlemen , and Rukk the village 
tradesman , of s.wine plagne and market flu�­
tua1iions . It was a life full of snags and snares, 
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and a man had to pick his s teps, had to have 
his wits about him if he wished to keep his 
head above water. 

True, later on, under the Soviet Govern­
ment, there was no more need to fear the 
banks and shares, but the lone farm was still 
a lone farm, a bit of the past with all its uncer­
tainty for foe morrnw. 

There was a time for everything, and 
the time had now come for changing life in 
Koordi. Johannes Yao understood that and 
approved. 

The first person Johann�s · saw upon enter­
ing the Knrvest fann was Saamu. His trousers 
tucked up high and his gaiunt rear wriggling 
with ihe effod, Saamu was washing the house 
porch and the steps. 

"You here, Saamu ? "  Johannes asked in 
surprise. 

"Yes, l 'm. here," Saarnu answered in a 
businesslike tone. "The management took n1e 
on-1ve need people here. So you've come too ? 
Step into the offi.ce." 

.Johannes muttered something by way of 
reply und went inside. The hum of many 
voices in the room did not cease upon his 
entry. Semidor stood arguing excitedly. 
Johannes passed round the company and shook 
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hands solemnly with Priidu Murumets, Peetcr 
Tatrik, Paul, Roosi and the others. 

Then he went up to the table, which was 
covered with a red cloth, and exchanged a 
handshake with Kaiarel Maasalu-ihe chair­
man o.f the collective farm. 

"You've come-that's fine, " Maasalu said 
approvingly. "Well, what have you brought­
an ything good ? "  

Johannes, amid a momentary lull in the 
conversation, leisurely produced his applica­
tion from his breast pocket, smoothed , it out 
and handed it to Maasalu with a significant little 
cough. 

He handed over the application with an air 
of such solemnity and deliberation that one 
might have thought this was not a paper lying 
in the palm of his hand, but a team of horses, 
a reaper, a horse rake and a heap of other 
pmperty. He stood with his legs apart and 
seemed to occupy more space thain he usually 
did, his broad back shutting off both the tab1e 
3'nd Kaarel Maasalu behind it from the men 
sitting about the Toom. 

Possibly Johannes expected thai his mood 
would communicate itself to Kaarel and tha1t 
the latter would receive the long list with spe­
cial deference and read it aloud to the assern-
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bled company. But nothing of the kind hap­
pened. Kaar€l ran his eye cursorily over the 
first few lines, slipped the application into a 
file and nodded. 

"AH right. Sit <lown and lend an ear. 'We're 
having an -informal conference, a sort of fam­
ily affair . . . .  " 

And straightway, as though nothing par­
ticular had h3!ppened, Semidor resumed the 
interrupted conversation and began speaking 
heatedly abo'Ut some wire or other on a der­
elict line . That was a way out !  Get permission 
to dismantle that line and they would have all 
they needed for running a wire from the mill . 

Johannes looked about him with a puzzled 
express�on, not quite understanding what was 
going on. He had pictured this solemn moment 
quite differently. They seemed to take hardly 
any notice of him, and went on i:alking . about 
some wire or other, apparently more interest­
ed in that queer fellow Semidor than in the 
substantia1l contribution which Johannes had 
just m ade -to the common cause, a contribu­
tion at any rate worth m:ich more than this 
wire. 

Johannes, whose shoulders seemed to have 
suddenly sagged still more, withdrew quietly 
into a corner without aitracting further . notice 
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and sat down by the stove next to Priidu :Mu­
rumets. 

The talk, from what he could make of it, 
concerned the urgent jobs, that had to be tack­
led first. 

Prii,du Murumets, a copper flush on his 
cheeks, was visibly agitated and intent on driv­
ing home some point of his own '..-0 Runge and 
Tatrik the while he kept glancing in Semidor·s 
direction. He was talking ab-Olt t drainage 
works. 

Semidor, however, was holding forth so 
loudly and excitedly that he monopolized every­
one's attention. After telling them how they 
could obtain the necessary wire, Semidor said 
he even knew when� they could buy a idynamo 
at a reasonable price. After all, installing elec­
tric lighting wasn't such a complicated job con­
sidering that they had the money for a dyna­
ID8-. All they needed was to cart up the timber 
and put up the poles-tackiing the job all 
together-and as for the wiring, that could be 
done by two or three men. The dynamo he, 
Sernidor, would install himself. Two weeks 
and there would be light in Koordi ! 

"Twenty men could odi g a ·drainage canal 
in two weeks" . . .  " a quiet persistent voice ut­
tered nearby, and Johannes looked round. 
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Priidu gazed pleadingiy art Runge, Tatrik and 
Vao. 

"\-Ve could clear twen ty hectaires in a fort­
night," P:riidu pursued, clutching Runge's 
hand. "We could plough 'em this year . . . .  
The main thing we need is good land . . . . The 
light can wait." 

There was such a pain and a yearning after 
that good land in Priidu's voice that Johannes 
coughed in embarraissment .and gravely nodded 
his head. 

Meanwhile Semidor was already demand­
ing boards to make at least temporary Tepairs 
on the dam by the old mill. Not so many men 
were needed for the job-Priidu Murumets 
could help, and someone else say . . . .  

"I ha1ve my doubts·," Maasalu said coolly, 
listening to the conversations going on at dif­
ferent ends of the room. "Priidu's thinking how 
h e  can get you on the swamp job ." 

They ali laughed. 
"Oh, I'll do it with the women-with Roosi 

and Mother TiMe," Semi.dor said. 
"Roosi is going to take over the cattle 

yard," Kaarel countered. 
"Oh, then I'li do it myself ! "  Semidor said 

in a huff. "The main thing in the kolkhoz is 
electric lighting-otherwise what kind of a 
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kolkhoz is it ? You haven't seen the kolkhozes 
in the Caucasus, none of you, so you don't 
know . . . .  " 

"At the very least we'd crop forty-five tons 
of oats from thirty hec tares of ploughed swamp­
land," the quiet voice next to Johannes spo!<e 
again. "Ninety cartloads of oats. Ninety cart· 
loads" . . .  " 

"We must have light at the cattle yard," 
Roosi said. 

"Of course we mus t ! "  Semi<lor fl:.rng in 
triumphantly. 

Johannes' eyes travelled searchingly from 
face to face. Peeter Taitrik and Ants Lauri were 
listening to Semidor with approval. R.oosi s.at 
by the window gaz,ing out thoughtflilly at the 
cattle -sheds, her mind obviously engrossed 
more with ihoughts of the morrow, when she 
would have to take over the k.olkhoz cows in 
the public cattle sheds of Kurvest farm , than 
with the swamp and the copper wire. Runge 
sat thoughtfully biting the end of a pencil and 
his face gave no hint of whac was on his mind. 

"Twenty men won't be able to drain thirty 
hectares in a fortnight," Tatrik hazarded . 

"\Vho says they won't ? "  Priidu flared up.  
Vao took a sudden liking to dogged little 

Pri.idu whose heart was so set on fields that as 
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yet existed neither under the skies of Koordi 
nor on its· map. The more he listened to Priidu 
and studied him the stronger did his sympathy 
go out to this m2!n with his craving for fertile 
land, his unquenchable striving to conquer the 
treacherous swamp. True, a t  first blush, this 
was much too big a thing he was attempting 
to tackle, but still, it was· very alluring . . . .  Two 
hundred hectares there ! 

Johannes couldn't understand why they 
didn't all support Priidu's proposal-some even 
d1dn't seem to be able to make Hp their min<ls 
about what was to be considered the most ur­
gent job. 

He deared his throat and held his hand out 
towards Maasalu, towards the new portraits on 
the wall and the poster still smelling of fresh 
paste. He commanded attention.  Maasalu came 
to his aid by rapping on the table with his 
pencil. 

"I can't understand what all the argument 
is about," Johannes said. "You'd think we 
didn't need fields and pastures, weren't inter­
ested in a source of income ! When old Taavet 
came here-you aill know him-Snake Swamp 
occupied the \;·hole of Koordi. Taavet said this : 

'As soon as I cieared a space for one foot I 
started looking around for a place to put the 
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other foot. . . .  If I came across a stone I dug 
it out, if it was a tree I tore it up by the 
roo� . . . .  ' That's what Taavet said. So there 
you are-" Joharu1es brought his juniper stick 
<lown on the floor. "I'm with you, Priidu.  Call 
me a windbag if twenty hefty men won't <lig 
that measly little ditch arnd clear a good bit 
of that swamp in two weeks ! I like the idea . 
I'm with you, Priidu . . . . " 

In the hush that followed, Ants Lauri was 
hea1rd to say : 

"I Eke the idea too." 
Priidu beamed and nodded his head vio­

lently, and moved up to Vao, l:is new-found 
ally, chair and all. 

"If we cultivate the swamp we'll have fod­
der for the cattle,' '  Roosi struck in. 

All eyes in the room were now turned on 
Johannes. He felt, to his no little astonishment, 
that the attention and admiration he had count­
ed on when bringing his property here, had 
come ; but it was not his horses and reaper &.'ld 
mower that had won the respect of these me!l 
-it was his first utterance. 

Even Semidor suddenly fell silent and 
staired at Vao as though he were seeing him in 
that room for the first time. 

"All right then," he said a�most pleadingly. 
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"But you'll lend me a hand with the dam, 
won't you? ,; 

"When we've dug the canal, why not," Prii­
du jealously threw in, anticipating Vao's reply. 

"Well, team leader, what <lo you think ? "  
Maasalu said, addressing Runge. 

"It's an got to be done," Paul answered 
simply. "We'll drain the swamp and install 
lighting too." 



C H A P T E. R T W E N T Y-S .. E V E N 

Kris·tjan and his mother I\'leeta arranged to 
give the cow Tiiu to the collective farm and 
leave themselves the two-year-old heifer. So 
Meeta had decided . All the families joining the 
kolkhoz were givjng a cow each, and they 
were not going to be an exception. 

"We're no worse than other people, are we 
Kristjan? "  

"Why, yes, sure . . . .  " Kristjan answered . 
In the morning, when old Meeta put on 

her Sunday shoes to take Tiiu down to the 
cattle yard, it suddenly transpired that Kris­
tjan wished to accompany her. He had a mat­
ter to attend to there. 

"What are you putting on your new shirt 
for, Kristjan ? "  Meeta asked suspiciously . 

" You've put on your best kerchief, haven't 
you ? "  Kristjan said, and Meeta could say noth­
ing to this retort. 

Kristjan, pushing his firm ruddy cheeks 
out with his tongue and humming a tune to 
himself, shaved, wetted and brushed his hair 
and polished his top boots: Th P result was as 
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fine a lad as you could ever wish to see--strap­
ping and blooming-there wasn't a door 
he could pass through without bending his 
head. 

They sallied forth on a cool and windy 
September morning-Kristjan in front holding 
the rope thrown over Tiiu's horns, and Meeta, 

a w"izened little old woman, trotting along be­
hind with a twig in her hand. 

The blustering September wind jostled 
Meeta along, whipped the kerchief on her head 
and blew her skirts about her old legs. 

"Mind you, no one would say a word if 
we took the heifer down," Meeta began, bored 
by the sHence of their progress , "and left our­
selves the cow-seeing she's the only one we 
have . . . . But we don't want people to sa•y ali 
we put in was a heifer." 

"Yes, yes, sure . . . .  " Kristjan assented ab­
sently. 

He blew out his cheeks and began boom­
ing a march tune in imitation of a trumpet. 

"Trum-tum, tooroo-rum . . . .'' 

"They could say-Kristjan's not the last 
man in the kolkhoz, ye t he grudged a cow ." 

"Yes, sure . . .  . ' ' 
The lowing of cows by the cll!ltle sheds of 

the former Kurve.st farmstead could be heard 



from afar. Among the women in the yard 
Kristjan saw the tall figure of Ro osi in a smock 
of dazzling whiteness and a kerchief wound 
cunningly turban-fashion aboYe a crimson sun­
burnt face. 

"Did you give her a clean down ? "  Kristjan 
suddenly remembered . "See those women 
working away with brushes over there ? I guess 
they look the animals over first." 

"She'll be good enough," lVIeeta said with 
an <lffended tightening of the lips . "They'll 
like her." 

They entered the yard and came up-on an 
animated babble of women's voices. Meeta 
jerked the knot of her kerchief under her 
chin with an habitual gesture and plunged 
full tilt and shrill-voiced into the feminine 
hubbub. 

Kristjan, a trifle disconcerted. by the snmv­
white smock and the crimson face, awkwardly 
steered a passage through the cow flanks, drag­
ging a reluctant Tiiu after him . Not raiising his 
gaze above the collar of the smo-ck and the 
firm tanned neck, he muttered : 

"Well, here's our milcher, will she do ? "  
Roosi critically examined the animal and 

stole a swift sidelong glance at Kristjau that 
took him in from head to foot. 
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"We were thinking whether to bring the 
cow or the heifer . . . " Meeta began. 

Had Meeta not been fuere, Roosi would 
have mockingly placed her hands on her hips, 
given Kristjan another survey and said : 

"vVhy, it dazzles the eye to look at you, 
Kristjan, the way you've gotten yourself out, 
but you <lidn't think of cleaning up the cow­
look at the dried muck on her sides . . . .  " 

And he would have ta.ken the currycomb 
from her hand and got busy with · it on the 
cow's flanks, like some o f  the women had 
done before him when placing their skewbalds 
in Roosi 's custody. 

But Mee ta was there, Kristjan's mother, 
and such severity was out of the question. So 
Roosi said kindly :  

"Yes, she's a good cow . . . . I'll just smooth 
her down a bit." 

A currycomb and brush appeared in Roosi's 
harnds, and as she cleaned and scrubbed she 
praised the cow's points . 

Little Meeta's heart swelled with pride. She 
kept tying an<l 'untying the knot of her ker­
chief and jerking its ends in place, and on her 
wrinkled face there shone a smile of delight. 

This was a busy day for Roosi. The house· 

wives had been coming �ince !;larrly morning. 
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And goodness gracious, how many requests, 
admonitions and instrudions had they not 
poured into her ears ! Red Helda was prone to 
suffer from cracked i:eats-Roosi was not to 
forget to grease them more often ; dappled 
Selge of Tatl'ik's had recently been ailing-she 
needed picking up ; and Salme Meisterson al­
ways gave her Tasane a piece of bread with 
salt before milking, otherwise she wouldn't 
let herself be milked. Woulld Roosi remem­
ber it ? 

The women did not go away after they had 
turned in their cows . They stood about in a 
crowd, and some followed Roosi into the cattle 
shed to see how she disposed the animals in 
their stalls, investi gated the litter, and peeped 
into the water barrel to see whether the water 
was fresh. 

Roosi gave an ear to all the counsel, but 
the chorus of requests and instructions did not 
seem to distract her from meeting the special 
duties she herself had set . When all was said 
and done, she was the chief here ! 

When a cow did not come up io her stand­
aJrd of fitness and cleanliness Roosi was inex­
orable. 

"Mammi Lauri, I can't take the animal 
from you in that state. Here'5 ;:i, brush, there's 
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waiter in the barrel. They're going into a cow 
house, not to the field where the rain'll give 
'em a ·wash down. You'll be holding me re­
sponsible tomorrow, and I'll hold you respon­
sible foday . . . .  " 

Roosi a't last pronounced Tiiu fit for admis­
sion. 

" Come on, master, lead her in," she said 
to Kristjan in a mocking voice. 

The warm, spacious cow house was full of 
disquiet and mooings. No wonder-new sur­
rnundings, new neighbours, and all this fuss 
and bother . . . .  

Tiiu was led into a clean stall. Roosi dis­
covered, ais she began to fasten the cow, that 
the chain was just a little too short. 

"You'll find some chains lying on the sledge 
in the cart shed-pick one out," Roos,i 1said 
to Kristjan. 

He vient out a:nd was rather a long time 
over it. 

"I daresay he won't find it," Roosi said. 
So she went too, telling Meeta : 
"Mamrni Meeta, just hold her a minute, 

will you please?" 
Meeta took the rope and stood waiting. She 

patted Tiiu, gave her a crust of bread, and 
started a loud conversation with Salme Meis-
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terson across the cow house about the place 
being not so bad and Roosi being not so bad 
ei ther-quite a• capable person, as could be 
seen. 

This topic exhausted, Meela went on to 
confide to Meisterson's vvife her indecision 
about giving the . heifer or the cow Tiiu, but 
still there was no chain. 

The old woman got tired of waiting. She 
tied the rope to the partition and betook her­
self to the cart shed. 

What she saw there in the gloom of the 
shed by a pile of hay, after straining her weak­
sighted eyes, left her speechless . Standit-ig next 
to an old sledge and a basket apparently used 
for hatching chicks in, Kristjan held Roosi in 
his arms and was kiss.ing he?. The chain lay 
on the floor at their feet. 

Meeta stared at them clurabfounded. Sud­
denly a shaggy puppy darted out from under 
the sledge and began yapping at the old 
woman. 

Looking round and seeing Meeta standing 
there with compressed lips, Roosi wrenched 
herself loose with a little shriek, snatched up 
the basket and tipped .it over on the head of 
blissful Kristjan. Puffs of hen's down fluttered 
in the air. 
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"I knew it, Kristjan, it's no use sending 
you for anything," Meeta said severely, look­
ing reproachfully at her son whose head was 
crowned with feaithers and straw and whose 
red face was bursting with a happy smile. 

Meeta took the chain herself and went to 
help Roosi. 

They went home together too, Meeta and 
Kristjan did. 

Kristjan walked in front-a huge strapping 
figure with swinging arms-hi� feet leaving 
deep prints on the soggy autumn path. The 
very eairth seemed hard put to it in carrying 
him. Behind, barely able to keep 'up with him, 
trotted little Meeta ; three of her footsteps fit­

ted into his single pace. 
"Trurn-tum-tara-rum . . .  " hummed Kris­

tjan. 
"Kristi, I think Tiiu will be all right there," 

said Meeta. 
"Yes, sure . . .  " her son readily agreed . 
They walked along past copses ablaze wifh 

the golden splendour of autumn. Overhead, 
from the direction of Snake Swamp , came 
trumpetlike calls. Meeta and Kristjan looked 
up. A flock of cranes was heading for the 
south in single file. Runge's words had come 
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true-"before the cranes fly away there will be 
a kolkhoz in Koordi . . . .  " 

The autumn leaves rustled underfoot. The 
maple leaves lay like red goose feet on the gold 
aspen carpet, and the evergreen firs of Koor<li 
rose up in a mighty wall. 

As she admired the rich carnival of colours, 
Meeta thought about the gay designs which 
the girls of Koordi have for ages pas t been 
embroidering on their wedding sashes .  These 
bright wedding colours evoked memories of 
her poverty-stricken youth, of the humiliaiion 
and ill-treatment she had suff€red in the homes 
of strangers, and of the perpetual struggl€ 
she and .Jaan, Kristjan's father, had waged to 

!I)ake ai livelihood. The poignant memory came 
and went in a flash, melted away like the 
sad cry of the cranes, in the sky. 

"Kristi,"  the mother said in a voice that 
shook . 

"Eh ? "  
"My mind's easy now. Now we've struck 

deep root in the land, haven't we ? "  
" \Vhy, yes," Kr.istjan muttered, looking 

back at his mother in surprise. "What's the 
point?" 

" The point is that it's your father Jaan who 
wanted to be able to say that," Meeta replied 
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soberly. 'I'm like a pine tree growing in the 
bog,' he used to say, 'anyone can come up 
and puil me oui roots and ali-ihe earth 
doesn't hold me . . . .  • And he "\Vas as faM as a 
ship's mast loo." 

The path plunged into a grove. A gate of 
thin poles barred the waiy . Countless clusters 
of ashberries hung down over the woodland 
fence and the rose hips glowed red and suc­
culent. One need merely pass through the gate 
of this fence, bordered with luxuriant red 
clusters of ashberries and hazel bushes, to find, 
so it seemed, not only ripe nuts bui all kinds 
of wonderful apples and chenies and plums 
growing in the depths . . . .  

"Kr·isti," Meeta said agati.n . 
"What ?" 
"Roosi's a good girl, I think . . . .  " 

"Yes, yes , sure !' '  Kristjan agreed with spir­
it, and gripping Meeta about the waist he lift­
ed her gently aloft and deposited her on the 
other side of the gate, break.ing into a laugh 
so boisterous that its echo rumbled through 
the grove and a bird in the thickets· tnok star­
tled wing. 

They walked up to the house. Meeta, barely 
able to keep pace with her son, looked lovingly 
at his broad hack and powerful neck, thinkin g  
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how like hiis father he was. Though the soil 
of Koor-di was p0-0r it gave birth someiimes to 
gianis, to men of prodigious strength in whose 
hands the heaviest plough seemed lighter than 
a fea1ther. And had you asked Meeta how he 
had grown up such a Hercules, she would 
have answered simply : "Take the plough iin 
your hands from the a ge of ten, mow a meadow 
the siz e of the whole district of Koordi and 
drink plenty of clabber-and you too will be 
like him !" 



� H A i? T E R T W E N T Y-E I G H T 

Paul marched alc:1g the road with big 
strides beh�nd the tool cart loaided with spades, 
picks and axes . 

Behind him he could hear the loud breath­
ing of many men, their heavy tread and noisy 
talk. Now and the1'l his nostrils were assailed 
by the acrid suffocating smoke of home-grown 
tobacco ; there was· only one man in Koordi 
who could sm·oke such strnng tobaicco-Johan­
nes· Vao. And Vao was �rudg�ng along some­
where in the front ranks, in his canvas rain 
cape and high rubber boots . Now and again 
Paul could hear Taaksalu's deep-chested laugh 
and Priidu l\forumets' thin tenor. 

The men of Koordi followed along behind 
Paul in a compact group-the very sam.e men 
who had saved his farmhouse from <the fla.-nes, 
'vit.h m2ny new on-t'S; besides. Only Semidor 
and the village smith Peeter were i1ot here 
vvith them-they \..-e-re mending the dam in 
preparation for starting the old mill. 

One minute the capricicus autumn sky sent 
do;vn a• brief passing dr•izzle, the next it poured 
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jets of slanting sunlight through the blue rifts 

and they glided over the nearby fields and 
groves. 

Now the men came to the <lismal bog hum­
mocks covered with a sparse growth of grey 
herbs and emerald-green mDss,  with here and 
there between them stunted birch trees and 
pines-queer, crooked li ttle pines fit neither 
for fuel nor lumber. The ·.:viihered lower 
branches of these trees, a.Jr eady decrepit in their 
youth, were thickly covered with lichen. 

The cart wheels sank into the soft, swampy 
tracks; the road steadily grew worse. 

Emerging ontD a small meadow in the 
middle of which lay a huge boulder, the road 
came abruptly to an end ; i-1 pulled up as 
though baffled and then ran off several 
branching footpaths iinto the heart of the 
swamp. 

Ants Lauri stopped the horse and unhar­
nessed it. The men armed themselves with 
spades and picks from the cart. 

About seventy feet from the boulder fresh­
ly-dug earth could be seen : a deep, broad ditch 
about half a kilometre long started here. It put 
Paul in mind of a trench-a blind trench, 
so far, without inlet or outlet, a mere scar on 
the body of the swamp. It would be quickly 
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sucked under unless it were joined to the main 

canal. 
The m en ·walked down to the end of the 

ditch and stopped there in a silent group. Al­

though there \Vas quite a number of them­
Paul cou nted eighteen-they seemed far few­
er, a lost l i ttle handful amid the vast monotony 
of this dreary grey expanse where the very 
ground, soft and sagging, afforded men a poor 
footing. 

Peeter Tatrik measured the length of fin­
ished ditch with his eye and peered ahead down 

the straight line of pegs. Only a bit of canal 
had been dug ; the line of pegs ran far out, 
seemingly without end, and merged with the 
grey hu mmocks and brushwood. 

Tatrik stro ked his stubbly chin . And many 
were the eyes that involuntarily followed Tat­
rik's down the line of pegs . A pretty long 
wa1y . . . . 

"\Ve're digging too slow," Paul said. "Half 
a kilometre in five days. Must get more done 
today ." 

Tatrik shrugged. 
"The devil oniy knows we're plugging 

away at i t  hard enough---0ur backs steam . . . .  " 

" No, Peeler. it seems to me we haven't been 
going about it the right way. Now you took a 
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length of ditch to yourself, iV"1'enty feet of it,  
say, and dug it from first to last, and every 
man did the same.  Here we are, a score of 
hefty fellows, and each pecking away at it for 
himself. It's a new thing and we ought to han­
dle it in a new way." 

"Well, how do you figure ii: then? "  Priidu 
asked in a hurt tone, putting his foot on the 
jut of the spade. "You're the ttam leader . . . . " 

Paul's eyes travelled slo;vly over the facE-s 
of the men standing around him and he was 
silent for a second. He read in their eyes at 
once an attentive interest and a, sceptical chill 
-they didn't seem to expect anything in tl:e 
way of a revelation from him. 

Paul was having no easy time of H nmv. 
It was hardly for him to teach these men, who 
had behind them the experience of generations, 
how to wiel'd a spade. They kne0.v that \Vi.thout 
him. And! he could not l'eproach them with in­
sufficient zeal . Paul read thes.e thoughts in the 
face of Johannes Vao, who stood phlegmati­
c.any contemplating ri:he sharp edge of his spade. 

"\.Vell, let's hear what you've got to say," 
Johannes' face seemed to say. 

Paul drew his· head between his shoulders 
and braced himself as· though he were about 
to lift a very heavy weight. 
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; 'I  think we'll tackle the job differently," 
he said . "Taaksalu and I wiH go first and break 
the way-we'll cl&'i'r the top layer, hack away 
the roots and remove the rocks. Priidu Muru­
mets, Johannes Vao and two more of the 
stronger men wiU follow behind and take care 
of the second layer. All foe others, wiill deepen 
the canal to the bottom. Up to now you all 
used to go and sharpen your own iools. Today 
one man will do all that-Ants Lauri, let's 
say . . . .  If we tackle it h:ii a new way there'll 
be not eighteen of us but twice eighteen . . . .  " 

"And let the tools be changed without in­
terrupting the work, so the men shouldn't stand 
idle," Priidu flung in. 

"That's right," said Paul. "And let's have 
a division of labour-some will use spades and 
the others pickaxes a:.1d crov..rbars." 

All began speaking at onre. The grindstone 
should be placed nearer. T\vo ax.emen should 
be detailed to hack away the roots-it would 
save time. 

Paul drew a breath cf relief and looked .at 
Johannes Vao. Though the latter had not said 
a word, the businesslike manner in which he 
threw off his rairn £ape indicated that there 
were no objections to be expected from tbd 
quarter. 
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The spades bit into the soggy earth ; the 
pickaxe came into play in Taaksalu's hands 
as he slashed away, grunting, at the supple 
wickerwork of swamp roots. Paul Runge and 
Kristjan Taaksalu moved steadily forward, rip­
ping off the black peaty crust and pulling out 
rocks as they went aiong. The spades of Vao, 
Murumets, Meisterson and Tatr!k entered 
bluish clayey soil. They dug themselves into 
the earth knee-deep . And all the others follow­
ing behind them deepe:ned their work-all one 
could see above the <lit.eh was bent backs and 
the flash of spades throwing out earth. An em­
bankment of earth grew steadily along the 
edge of the ditch and concealed the backs 
from viiew. Only the men in the lead coul d be 
seen-Runge and Taaksalu-moving along at 
full stature with perceptible progress. In the 
rear of the column the brown peaty-smelling 
water oozed slowly through the saturated 
spongy soil into the bottom of the ditch and 
follo:..ved obediently and compiiantly in the 
tracks of the advancing men . . . .  

During the height of the work Kaarel Maa­
salu appeared upon the scene. He made straight 
for the head of the column. Paul glanced ques­
tioningly at the face of the kolkhoz chairman, 
which seemed to wear an expression of joy-



ous impatience, a barely suppressed smile of 
elaition. 

Maasalu glanced at his watch, looked down 
the line of pegs cutting across the swamp and 
said:  

" It's going fast today. D'you think we'll get 
as far as the three pines toda:y ? "  

Paul scanned the distance w�th narrowed 
eyes. He gave a wry smile. 

Kaarel was p ulling his leg. The three pines, 
clearly visible above the undergrowth, were at 
least a kilometre ahead . . . .  That was nearly 
the end of the canal. 

"In a week, if we try hard," he answered 
laconically. 

"Are you sure ? "  Kaarel asked, and his 
white-teethed mouth stretched in a broad irre­
press,ible grin of triumph. 

Paul stared blankly at his friend. 
The latter threw off his jacket a1nd said im­

patiently : 
"Here, let's have a go ! . . .  " 

He returned the spade after a quarter of an 
hour's work, glanced at his watch again, and 
said in a casual way: 

" Muuli phoned." 
"No ? "  Paul said with interest. "Does he 

\vant to come down?" 
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Kaarel nodded. "He doe:s . And not alone. 
He's coming down with a volunteer group from 
town to help us . . . .  Johannes Uustalu told him 
about it this morning. A couple of hundred, 
I think . . . .  " 

"Are you fooling ? "  Paul said, staring at 
him thunderstruck. "I :shouldn't be surprised, 
though. You can expect it of old Johannes . . . .  " 

He went off into ai p eal of joyous laughter. 
"A-hoy!" yelled Krisl:jan Taaksalu in a 

deafening voice. "Old Uustalu's coming ·dmvn ! 
Help's· on the way-go it, boys, peg avrny . . . . 
A-hoy !" 

The collective farmers looked up wiih cu­
riosity. What was that Taaksalu chattering 
about ? What news had l\faasalu brought ? 
·where could they expect help from, wh o "\Yas 
coming down? 

Kaiarel cupped his hands around his mouth, 
but before he could speak there came from 
afar the protracted hooting of a car. 

"They're coming!" someone shouted .  
The men threw down their spades and 

pickaxes and scrambled up on the embank­
ment to get ai better view. 

Down the road by which ihey had come 
that morning they caught a glimpse through 
the pine trees· of a truck, no, two trucks, 
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three . . . .  Trucks full of people. Red Flags flut­
tered above them, a.i vivid conquering chal­
lenge to foe grey and rusty hues of the vast 
Snake Swamp. The wind brought down the 
words of a song. 

The Party organizer Muuli glanced airound 
for a conyenient spot frvm which he could com­
mand a vievv· of the cro',vd, and finding no 
eminence on the swampy grnund he promptly 
c1imbed up on the '  frame of the grin<lsione. 

The col!ective farmers of Koordi grinned 
their approva1 of Mu uli's ingenuity. 

Muuli now saw before him a host of un­
familiar faces, young and old, men and wom­
en. They drew close about the group of men 
from Koordi he knew so well. His eyes sou ght 
out in the crowd Murumets and Vao, Lamii . 
Tatrik and Taaksalu, whose shoulders towered 
above the hats of the men-they looked some­
what abashed and disconcerted just how-and 
he threw them a friendly smile. 

"Look ho\v many people there are today 
in Snake Swamp," Muuli began in a loud voice, 
in a tone of approval. "There never were so 
many people here before. The Soviet power 
has brought leather dressers , rni�waymen, bak­
ers and workers of all other trades from our 
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neighbouring town to help the collective farm­
ers build up a new life in Koordi-help you 
drain Snake Swamp, turn it into fertile fields 
and raise crops on the bogland . . . . 

"I see they 've brought fiags with ihem and 
big portraits of Lenin and Stalin," Muuli sa1id 
musingly. " No flags have ever flown over 
Snake Swamp . Soviet men have carried those 
flags into the primeval taiga and the desert, 
to the norih and the south . . . .  And they p l ant 
Red Flags wherever, at the ca1] of great Stalin, 
they come to establish the r:ew life, to open 
power staiions and mines, factories and mills 
and new fields . So today, in starting our col­
lective work on Snake Swamp, we unfurl our 
flags over it. Let us get io work, comrades !" 

He jum ped to the ground amid a storm of 
applaiuse. The crowd surged forward with un­
fuded banners and clanking spades and pick­
axes. They strung out in a long line down the 
row of pegs. 

Johannes Uustalu, after a consultation with 
Paul, led away the advance team of railway­
men-experienced workers. Uustalu, as usual 
when at work, was in his invariable faded 
overalls . He moved among the crowd as though 
in his own family-everyone knew him and 
his presence here surprised no one. For such 







wars Johannes Uustalu's calling-to buiM and 
ever build the new ! 

Johannes Vao brought Paul out of a brown 
study by a tug at his sleeve. 

"Let's not waste time," he said with a wink. 
"The guests always take their cue from the 
hosts, you know . . . .  " 

And once mo:re the pickaxes attacked the 
earth and the clods went flying off the spades. 

The echoes of Snake Swamp were awak­
ened by the shouts of many p eople, the thud of 
axes and pickaxes and the incessant screech 
of the grindstone. Somewhere ahead the men 
clearing the bog Iii a bonfire.  It refused to 
burn at first-the clinging swamp weeds hissed 
and spluttered, the sa turated earth choked 
the flames, and the roots· and branches piled 
up on it were damp, but men's efforts and ap­
titude won the day, and the fire caught . Then 
they started thro>ving uprooted stumps into it, 
armfuls of brushwood and whole pine trunks. 
Th� flames roared, fanned high by the wind, 
and the smoke rose in a pillar to the very sky. 
In this busy blazing of the flames , reducing 
to ashes the swampy undergrowth standing in 
the way of tillage , there was something akin 
to the tireless acti"ities of the men and women 
battling with the bogland. 
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The flames were descried from afar by 
Semidor and Peeter the smith who were re­
pairing the old mill dam. 

"It's burning," Semidor said gleefully, his 
red-baked apple-loofoing face c mmpling in a 
happy smile. "They're burning out Snake 
Swamp." 

"Yes," con<:m·red Peeter, laying down his 
hammer and tongs for a minute to admire the 
pillair of smoke that rnse u:p -011 the horizon. 
"Tha t's foe end of Snake Swamp." 

At midday the men of Ifoordi suspended 
woTk for a brief space. They snt down on the 
edge of the ditch and urntied their bags to re­
fresh themselves with the lu:1ch they had 
brought from home. 

Muuli, who happened to b-e passing by, 
heard gay laughter s.mong a group of which 
Johannes Vao was the cenire. Johannes sat 
picking a mutton bone and recounting some­
thing. 

"vVhat's the funny story ? "  :Muuli asked. 
"Oh, nothing much-I was just telling 'em 

about my suit," Varo said gooc1 -humoureclly, 
pointing to the sleeve of that well-w-0rn article . 
; 'You see it's like this�I bought it at Janes' in 
Tartu fifteen years ago, and it seemed pretty 
good and s trong to me all the timB. This morn-
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ing I thought to myself, now what sholi1d I 
put on to go to work in, some old dothes ? 
And Liina says : 'Put on your old suH, we'll 
soon have to throw it out anyway . . . .' 'Old 
suit ? '  I th<mght. I had a good look at it, and 
true enough it was worn out at the elbows, 
the collar hB.d a shine and the cuffs were 
frayed. Yes., it wasn't a ·good suit ainy more. 
Didn't notice it until someone else pushed it 
under my nose. I mention this because an old 
skin ahvays seems . ne\v to you for a time and 
you cling to it when it's not wMth keeping 
and ifs better to get a ne\Y cne. That's what 
I was telling 'em . . . . " 

Saying which Johannes Vao looked at Muu-
1i from under ,his sha,ggy brows with an artless 
1.winkle. 

Muul� shook his head, \Vas on the point of 
saying something but did not, then slowly 
moved away, smiling. 

The ;vork '\Vent on all ·day, tili ·dusk. After 
four o'clock the news ran do'<Yn foe line that 
Johmmt:s Uustaln aEcl l1is raihvaymen had 
read1ed the three pines. The water �n the ditch 
was rising ; it splaished underfoot, first ankle­
deep, then steadily wo:rked its way higher. 
Many had rtaken their hoots off. Muuli held a 
hasiy conference '\vith the team leaders at 
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which it was decided to reach that day abso­
lutely the main drainage system half a kilo­
metre from the three pines in order to give· the 
water an outlet. If they didn't manage to dig 
the canal at full width they were to run off at 
least a narrow ditch from the three pines and 
widen it afterwards. 

\Vhen the men of Koor-di finish ed their 
section they went on ahead to help Uustalu. 
They worked that day with a sort of rollick­
ing ferodty, muddy and dren ched from head 
to foot, unconscious eiiher of the chill autumn 
wind or the cold water. The spade smashed in 
Taaksalu's hands. He looked ruefully at the 
broken handle, threw it av;ay and picked up 
a crowbar. But sDon the crowbar bent not!ce­
ably. Vao was awful to look at when, with a 
terrific effort, cr,imson in the face, he battled 
singl'ehanded with a h u ge boulder, shook it 
loose and tore it out of the ground. Murumets 
drove in his spade with a ferocious expression 
and threw the blue clay out of the ditch in 
great chunks. Paul glanced :c-ervously from 
time to time at the sky-would they have 
time, would - they manage i t ?  

Thus several more hours of tense work 
passed by, seemingly all too qui ckly . 

At last a cheer rose up in front and ran 
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down the line, reaching the collective farmers 
of Koordi 

Paul looked closely at the water underfoot. 
"It's moving !" he cried. 
And ail around him there rose a clamour 

of excited cries and happy laughter. 
"The water's moving, it's found an out· 

let !" 
At dusk the town guests, seen <lff w.ith 

hearty handshakes, got into the trucks and 
rode awaiy . The collective farmers also made 
ready to go home. They were tired, but happy 
and excited. It had been a wonderful day . 

The bonfires were left burning in Snake 
Swamp. They bathed the hummocky lowland 
in a merry living light and were mirrored in 
the dark bog water trickling through the 
swampy pores into the canal dug thart day. A 
sharp ear might have caught a faint gurgling 
sound. The water was moving.  

The fires in Snake Swamp burned long into 
the night. They were visible from afar, and 
the farmers in the neighbouring villages saiid, 
looking at the flames : 

"Those are the bonfires burning in Koordi. 

The c-oliective farmers are clearing the swamp 
for ploughland . . . .  " 
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Pa:ul's home-coming, too, was awaited. Ain() 
stood in the doorway pressing to her bosom a 
.small bundle wrapped in a: blanket-the new 

tenaru!: of Crane far.m, little Anis. 
"Look, the fire's burning, the light," foe -

mother said, gently uncovel'ing her son's face. 
"Daddy has lit a bonfire, Ani:s . . . .  " 

Twenty-day-oJ.d Ants scre1v-ed up his face, 
bui ·when the scarlet light that danced on the 
edge of the sky was reflected in his p·upi!s., · he 
opened his bright bulging eyes in astonishment 

and blew a bubble from his mouth , and Aino 
understood that he was smiling. 

THE END 






