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I had a peculiar method of wandering without very much pain along the stormy path of life, although, in a
physical as well as in a moral sense, I wandered almost barefoot,—I hoped, hoped from day to day; in the
morning my hopes rested on evening, in the evening on the morning; in the autumn upon the spring, in spring
upon the autumn; from this year to the next, and thus amid mere hopes, I had passed through nearly thirty years of
my life, without, of all my privations, painfully perceiving the want of anything but whole boots.
Nevertheless, I consoled myself easily for this out of doors in the open air, but in a drawing-room it always
gave me an uneasy manner to have to turn the heels, as being the part least torn, to the front. Much more
oppressive was it to me, truly, that I could in the abodes of misery only console with kind words.
I comforted myself, like a thousand others, by a hopeful glance upon the rolling wheel of fortune, and with the
philosophical remark,
“When the time comes, comes the counsel.”
As a poor assistant to a country clergyman with a narrow income and meager table, morally becoming moldy
in the company of the scolding housekeeper, of the willingly fuddled clergyman, of a foolish young gentleman
and the daughters of the house, who, with high shoulders and turned-in toes, went from morning to night paying
visits, I felt a peculiarly strange emotion of tenderness and joy as one of my acquaintance informed me by writing,
that my uncle, the Merchant P—— in Stockholm, to me personally unknown, now lay dying, and in a paroxysm
of kindred affection had inquired after his good-for-nothing nephew.
With a flat, meager little bundle, and a million of rich hopes, the grateful nephew now allowed himself to be
shaken up hill and down hill, upon an uncommonly uncomfortable and stiff-necked peasant cart, and arrived,
head-over-heels, in the capital.
In the inn where I alighted, I ordered for myself a little—only a very little breakfast, a trifle, a bit of bread-andbutter, a few eggs. The landlord and a fat gentleman walked up and down the saloon and chatted.
“Nay, that I must say,” said the fat gentleman, “this Merchant P——, who died the day before yesterday, he
was a fine fellow.”
“Yes, yes,” thought I; “aha, aha, a fine fellow, who had heaps of money! Hear you, my friend”—to the waiter
—“could not you get me a bit of venison, or some other solid dish? Hear you, a cup of bouillon would not be
amiss. Look after it, but quick!”
“Yes,” said mine host now, “it is strong! Thirty thousand dollars, and they banko! Nobody in the whole world
could have dreamed of it—thirty thousand!”
“Thirty thousand!” repeated I, in my exultant soul, “thirty thousand! Hear you, waiter! Make haste, give me
here thirty thou—no, give me here banko—no, give me here a glass of wine, I mean;” and from head to heart
there sang in me, amid the trumpet-beat of every pulse, in alternating echoes,
“Thirty thousand! Thirty thousand!”
“Yes,” continued the fat gentleman, “and would you believe that in the mass of debts there are nine hundred
dollars for cutlets, and five thousand dollars for champagne. And now all his creditors stand there prettily, and
open their mouths; all the things in the house are hardly worth two farthings; and out of the house they find, as the
only indemnification—a calash!”
“Aha, that is something quite different! Hear you, youth, waiter! Eh, come you here! take that meat, and the
bouillon, and the wine away again; and hear you, observe well, that I have not eaten a morsel of all this. How
could I, indeed; I, that ever since I opened my eyes this morning have done nothing else but eat”—a horrible
untruth!—“and, it just now occurs to me that it would therefore be unnecessary to pay money for such a
superfluous feast.”
“But you have actually ordered it,” replied the waiter, in a state of excitement.
“My friend,” I replied, and seized myself behind the ear, a place whence people, who are in embarrassment,
are accustomed in some sort of way to obtain the necessary help—“my friend, it was a mistake for which I must
not be punished; for it was not my fault that a rich heir, for whom I ordered the breakfast, is all at once become
poor—yes, poorer than many a poor devil, because he has lost more than the half of his present means upon the
future. If he, under these circumstances, as you may well imagine, cannot pay for a dear breakfast, yet it does not
prevent my paying for the eggs which I have devoured, and giving you over and above something handsome for
your trouble, as business compels me to move off from here immediately.”
By my excellent logic, and the “something handsome,” I removed from my throat, with a bleeding heart and a
watering mouth, that dear breakfast, and wandered forth into the city, with my little bundle under my arm, to seek
for a cheap room, while I considered where I was to get the money for it.
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In consequence of the violent coming in contact of hope and reality I had a little headache. But when I saw
upon my ramble a gentleman, ornamented with ribbons and stars, alight from a magnificent carriage, who had a
pale yellow complexion, a deeply-wrinkled brow, and above his eyebrows an intelligible trace of ill-humor; when
I saw a young count, with whom I had become acquainted in the University of Upsala, walking along as if he
were about to fall on his nose from age and weariness of life, I held up my head, inhaled the air, which
accidentally (unfortunately) at this place was filled with the smell of smoked sausage, and extolled poverty, and a
pure heart.
I found at length, in a remote street, a little room, which was more suited to my gloomy prospects than to the
bright hopes which I cherished two hours before.
I had obtained permission to spend the winter in Stockholm, and had thought of spending it in quite a different
way to what now was to be expected. But what was to be done? To let the courage sink was the worst of all; to lay
the hands in the lap and look up to heaven, not much better.
“The sun breaks forth when one least expects it,” thought I; as heavy autumn clouds descended upon the city.
I determined to use all the means I could to obtain for myself a decent subsistence, with a somewhat pleasanter
prospect for the future, than was opened to me under the miserable protection of Pastor G——, and, in the
meantime, to earn my daily bread by copying—a sorrowful expedient in a sorrowful condition.
Thus I passed my days amid fruitless endeavors to find ears which might not be deaf, amid I, the heart-wearing
occupation of writing out fairly the empty productions of empty heads, with my dinners becoming more and more
scanty, and with ascending hopes, until that evening against whose date I afterwards made a cross in my calendar.
*
My host had just left me with the friendly admonition to pay the first quarter’s rent on the following day, if I
did not prefer (the politeness is French) to march forth again with bag and baggage on a voyage of discovery
through the streets of the city.
It was just eight o’clock, on an indescribably cold November evening, when I was revived with this
affectionate salutation on my return from a visit to a sick person, for whom I, perhaps—really somewhat
inconsiderately, had emptied my purse.
I snuffed my sleepy, thin candle with my fingers, and glanced around the little dark chamber, for the further
use of which I must soon see myself compelled to gold-making.
“Diogenes\fn{Diogenes of Sinope (404/412-323BC) Greek philosopher} dwelt worse,” sighed I, with a submissive mind,
as I drew a lame table from the window where the wind and rain were not contented to stop outside. At that
moment my eye fell upon a brilliantly blazing fire in a kitchen, which lay, Tantalus-like, directly opposite to my
modest room, where the fireplace was as dark as possible.\fn{ Tantalus-like: Tantalus was a Greek god who, being punished
for kin-slaying and tempting others to indulge in cannibalism, was condemned to stand forever in a pool of water which receded from him
when he attempted to drink from it, beneath the boughs of a fruit-tree which withdrew the food from his grasp whenever he reached for it,
cursing him with eternal deprivation of nourishment (and giving birth to the English word tantalize; which is what is meant to be
understood here)}

“Cooks, men and women, have the happiest lot of all serving mortals!” thought I, as, with a secret desire to
play that fire-tending game, I contemplated the well-fed dame, amid iron pots and stew-pans, standing there like
an empress in the glory of the firelight, and with the fire-tongs scepter rummaging about majestically in the
glowing realm.
A story higher, I had, through a window, which was concealed by no envious curtain, the view into a brightly
lighted room, where a numerous family were assembled round a tea-table covered with cups and bread baskets.
I was stiff in my whole body, from cold and damp. How empty it was in that part which may be called the
magazine, I do not say; but, ah, good Heavens! thought I, if, however, that pretty girl, who over there takes a cup
of tea-nectar and rich splendid rusks\fn{ Light, dry biscuits or twice-baked bread} to that fat gentleman who, from satiety,
can hardly raise himself from the sofa, would but reach out her lovely hand a little further, and could—she would
with a thousand kisses—in vain!—Ah, the satiated gentleman takes his cup; he steeps and steeps his rusk with
such eternal slowness—it might be wine. Now the charming girl caresses him. I am curious whether it is the dear
papa himself or the uncle, or, perhaps—Ah, the enviable mortal! But no; it is quite impossible; he is at least forty
years older than she. See, that indeed must be his wife—an elderly lady, who sits near him on the sofa, and who
offers rusks to the young lady. The old lady seems very dignified; but to whom does she go now? I cannot see the
person. An ear and a piece of a shoulder are all that peep forth near the window. I cannot exactly take it amiss that
the respectable person turns his back to me; but that he keeps the young lady a quarter of an hour standing before
him, lets her courtesy and offer her good things, does thoroughly provoke me. It must be a lady—a man could not
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be so unpolite towards this angelic being. But—or—now she takes the cup; and now, oh, woe! a great man’s hand
grasps into the rusk-basket—the savage! and how he helps himself—the churl! I should like to know whether it is
her brother—he was perhaps hungry, poor fellow!
Now come in, one after the other, two lovely children, who are like the sister. I wonder now, whether the good
man with one ear has left anything remaining. That most charming of girls, how she caresses the little ones, and
kisses them, and gives to them all the rusks and the cakes that have escaped the fingers of Monsieur Gobble. Now
she has had herself, the sweet child! of the whole entertainment, no more than me—the smell.
What a movement suddenly takes place in the room! The old gentleman heaves himself up from the sofa—the
person with one ear starts forward, and in so doing, gives the young lady a blow (the dromedary!) which makes
her knock against the tea-table, whereby the poor lady, who was just about springing up from the sofa, is pushed
down again—the children hop about and clap their hands—the door flies open—a young officer enters—the
young girl throws herself into his arms. So, indeed! Aha, now we have it! I put to\fn{ Close} my shutters so
violently that they cracked, and seated myself on a chair, quite wet through with rain, and with my knees
trembling.
What had I to do at the window? That is what one gets when one is inquisitive.
Eight days ago, this family had removed from the country into the handsome house opposite to me; and it has
never yet occurred to me to ask who they were, or whence they came. What need was there for me tonight to
make myself acquainted with their domestic concerns in an illicit manner? How could it interest me? I was in an
ill-humor; perhaps, too, I felt some little heartache. But for all that, true to my resolution, not to give myself up to
anxious thoughts when they could do no good, I seized the pen with stiff fingers, and, in order to dissipate my
vexation, wished to attempt description of domestic happiness, of a happiness which I had never enjoyed. For the
rest, I philosophized whilst I blew upon my stiffened hands.
“Am I the first who, in the hot hour of fancy, has sought for a warmth which the stern world of reality has
denied him? Six dollars for a measure of fir-wood. Yes, prosit,\fn{An expression used as a toast when drinking the health of
someone} thou art not likely to get it before December!” I write!
“Happy, threefold happy, the family, in whose narrow, contracted circle no heart bleeds solitarily, or solitarily
rejoices! No look, no smile, remains unanswered; and where the friends say daily, not with words but with deeds,
to each other,
“‘Thy cares, thy joys, thy happiness, are mine also!’
“Lovely is the peaceful, the quiet home, which closes itself protectingly around the weary pilgrim through life
—which, around its friendly blazing hearth, assembles for repose the old man leaning on his staff, the strong man,
the affectionate wife, and happy children, who, shouting and exulting, hop about in their earthly heaven, and
closing a day spent in the pastimes of innocence, repeat a thanksgiving prayer with smiling lips, and drop asleep
on the bosom of their parents, whilst the gentle voice of the mother tells them, in whispered cradle-tones, how
around their couch—
The little angels in a ring,
Stand round about to keep
A watchful guard upon the bed
Where little children sleep.”

Here I was obliged to leave off., because I felt something resembling a drop of rain come forth from my eye,
and therefore could not any longer see clearly.
“How many,” thought I, as my reflections, against my will, took a melancholy turn—“how many are there who
must, to their sorrow, do without this highest happiness of earthly life—domestic happiness!”
For one moment I contemplated myself in the only whole glass which I had in my room—that of truth,—and
then wrote again with gloomy feeling:—
“Unhappy, indeed, may the forlorn one be called, who, in the anxious and cool moments of life (which, indeed,
come so often), is pressed to no faithful heart, whose sigh nobody returns, whose quiet grief nobody alleviates
with a ‘I understand thee, I suffer with thee!’
“He is cast down, nobody raises him up; he weeps, nobody sees it, nobody will see it; he goes, nobody follows
him; he comes, nobody goes to meet him; he rests, nobody watches over him. He is lonely. Oh, how unfortunate
he is! Why dies he not? Ah, who would weep for him? How cold is a grave which no warm tears of love moisten!
“He is lonesome in the winter night; for him the earth has no flowers, and dark burn the lights of heaven. Why
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wanders he, the lonesome one; why waits he; why flies he not, the shadow, to the land of shades? Ah, he still
hopes, he is a mendicant who begs for joy, who yet waits in the eleventh hour, that a merciful hand may give him
an alms.
“One only little blossom of earth will he gather, bear it upon his heart, in order henceforth not so lonesomely,
not so entirely lonesome, to wander down to rest.”
It was my own condition which I described.
I deplored myself.
Early deprived of my parents, without brothers and sisters, friends, and relations, I stood in the world yet so
solitary and forlorn, that but for an inward confidence in heaven, and a naturally happy temper, I should often
enough have wished to leave this contemptuous world; till now, however, I had almost constantly hoped from the
future, and this more from an instinctive feeling that this might be the best, than to subdue by philosophy every
too vivid wish for an agreeable present time, because it was altogether so opposed to possibility.
For some time, however, alas! it had been otherwise with me; I felt, and especially this evening, more than
ever an inexpressible desire to have somebody to love—to have someone about me who would cleave to me—
who would be a friend to me—in short, to have (for me the highest felicity on earth) a wife—a beloved, devoted
wife!
Oh, she would comfort me, she would cheer me! her affection, even in the poorest hut, would make of me a
king. That the love-fire of my heart would not insure the faithful being at my side from being frozen was soon
made clearly sensible to me by an involuntary shudder. More dejected than ever, I rose up and walked a few times
about my room (that is to say, two steps right forward, and then turn back again). The sense of my condition
followed me like the shadow on the wall, and for the first time in my life I felt myself cast down, and threw a
gloomy look on my dark future. I had no patrol,\fn{ Seniority} therefore could not reckon upon promotion for a
long time; consequently, also, not upon my own bread—on a friend—a wife, I mean.
“But what in all the world,” said I yet once more seriously to myself, “what helps beating one’s brains?”
Yet once more I tried to get rid of all anxious thoughts.
“If, however, a Christian soul could only come to me this evening! Let it be whoever it would—friend or foe—
it would be better than this solitude. Yes, even if an inhabitant of the world of spirits opened the door, he would be
welcome to me!
*
What was that? Three blows on the door! I will not, however, believe it—again three!
I went and opened; there was nobody there; only the wind went howling up and down the stairs. I hastily shut
the door again, thrust my hands into my pockets, and went up and down for a while, humming aloud. Some
moments afterwards I fancied I heard a sigh—I was silent, and listened,—again there was very evidently a sigh—
and yet once again, so deep and so mournful, that I exclaimed with secret terror,
“Who is there?”
No answer.
For a moment I stood still, and considered what this really could mean, when a horrible noise, as if cats were
sent with yells lumbering down the whole flight of stairs, and ended with a mighty blow against my door, put an
end to my indecision. I took up the candle, and a stick, and went out.
At the moment when I opened the door my light was blown out. A gigantic white figure glimmered opposite to
me, and I felt myself suddenly embraced by two strong arms. I cried for help, and struggled so actively to get
loose that both myself and my adversary fell to the ground, but so that I lay uppermost. Like an arrow I sprang
again upright, and was about to fetch a light, when I stumbled over something—Heaven knows what it was (I
firmly believe that somebody held me fast by the feet), by which I fell a second time, struck my head on the
corner of the table, and lost my consciousness, whilst a suspicious noise, which had great resemblance to laughter,
rung in my ears.
*
When I again opened my eyes, they met a dazzling blaze of light. I closed the them again, and listened to a
confused noise around me—opened them again a very little, and endeavored to distinguish the objects which
surrounded me, which appeared to me so enigmatical and strange that .I almost feared my mind had wandered.
I lay upon a sofa, and—no, I really did not deceive myself—that charming girl, who on this evening had so
incessantly floated before my thoughts, stood actually beside me, and with a heavenly expression of sympathy
bathed my head with vinegar. A young man whose countenance seemed known to me held my hand between his. I
perceived also the fat gentleman, another thin one, the lady, the children, and in distant twilight I saw the shimmer
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of the paradise of the tea-table; in short, I found myself by an incomprehensible whim of fate amidst the family
which an hour before I had contemplated with such lively sympathy.
When I again had returned to full consciousness, the young man embraced me several times with military
vehemence.
“Do you then no longer know me?” cried he indignantly, as he saw me petrified body and soul. “Have you then
forgotten August D——, whose life a short time since you saved at the peril of your own? whom you so
handsomely fished up, with danger to yourself, from having forever to remain in the uninteresting company of
fishes? See here, my father, my mother, my sister, Wilhelmina!”
I pressed his hand; and now the parents embraced me. With a stout blow of the fist upon the table, August’s
father exclaimed,
“And because you have saved my son’s life, and because you are such a downright honest and good fellow,
and have suffered hunger yourself—that you might give others to eat—you shall really have the parsonage at H
——. Yes, you shall become clergyman, I say!—I have jus patronatum, you understand!”\fn{The ability to bestow a
benefice upon an individual—a “living”, it was called:H }
For a good while I was not at all in a condition to comprehend, to think, or to speak; and before all had been
cleared up by a thousand explanations, I could understand nothing clearly excepting that Wilhelmina was not—
that Wilhelmina was August’s sister.
He had returned this evening from a journey of service, during which, in the preceding summer, chance had
given to me the good fortune to rescue him from a danger, into which youthful heat and excess of spirit had
thrown him. I had not seen him again since this occurrence; earlier, I had made a passing acquaintance with him,
had drunk brotherhood with him at the university, and after that had forgotten my dear brother.
He had now related this occurrence to his family, with the easily kindled-up enthusiasm of youth, together with
what he knew of me beside, and what he did not know. The father, who had a living in his gift, and who (as I
afterwards found) had made from his window some compassionate remarks upon my meager dinner-table,
determined, assailed by the prayers of his son, to raise me from the lap of poverty to the summit of good fortune.
August would in his rapture announce to me my good luck instantly, and in order, at the same time, to gratify his
passion for merry jokes, made himself known upon my stairs in a way which occasioned me a severe, although
not dangerous, contusion on the temples, and the unexpected removal across the street, out of the deepest
darkness into the brightest light. The good youth besought a thousand times forgiveness for his thoughtlessness; a
thousand times I assured him that it was not worth the trouble to speak of such a trifling blow. And, in fact, the
living was a balsam which would have made a greater wound than this imperceptible also.
Astonished, and somewhat embarrassed, I now perceived that the ear and the shoulder, whose possessor had
seized so horribly upon the contents of the rusk basket, and over whom I had poured out my gall belonged to
nobody else than to August’s father, and my patron. The fat gentleman who sat upon the sofa was Wilhelmina’s
uncle.
The kindness and gayety of my new friends made me soon feel at home and happy. The old people treated me
like a child of the house, the young ones as a brother, and the two little ones seemed to anticipate a gingerbreadfriend in me.
After I had received two cups of tea from Wilhelmina’s pretty hand, to which I almost feared taking, in my
abstraction of mind, more rusks than my excellent patron, I rose up to take my leave. They insisted absolutely
upon my passing the night there; but I abode by my determination of spending the first happy night in my own
habitation, amid thanksgiving to the lofty Ruler of my fate.
They all embraced me afresh; and I now also embraced all rightly, from the bottom of my heart, Wilhelmina
also, although not without having gracious permission first.
“I might as well have left that alone,” thought I afterwards, “if it is to be the first and last time!” August
accompanied me back.
My host stood in my room amid the overturned chairs and tables, with a countenance which alternated between
rain land sunshine; on one side his mouth drew itself with a reluctant smile up to his ear, on the other it crept for
vexation down to his double chin; the eyes followed the same direction, and the whole had a look of a. combat,
till the tone in which August indicated to him that he should leave us alone, changed all into the most friendly,
grinning mien, and the proprietor of the same vanished from the door with the most submissive bows.
August was in despair about my table, my chair, my bed, and so on. It was with difficulty that I withheld him
from cudgeling the host who would take money for such a hole. I was obliged to satisfy him with the most holy
assurances, that on the following day I would remove without delay.
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“But tell him,” prayed August, “before you pay him, that he is a villain, a usurer, a cheat, a—or if you like, I
will—“
“No, no; Heaven defend us!” interrupted I, “be quiet, and let me only manage.”
After my young friend had left me, I passed several happy hours in thinking on the change in my fate, and
inwardly thanking God for it. My thoughts then rambled to the parsonage; and heaven knows what fat oxen and
cows, what pleasure grounds, with flowers, fruits, and vegetables, I saw in spirit surrounding my new paradise,
where my Eve walked by my side, and supported on my arm; and especially what an innumerable crowd of happy
and edified people I saw streaming from the church when I had preached. I baptized, I confirmed, I comforted my
beloved community in the zeal and warmth of my heart—and forgot only the funerals.
Every poor clergyman who has received a living, every mortal, especially to whom unexpectedly a longcherished wish has been accomplished, will easily picture to himself my state.
Later in the night it sunk at last like a veil before my eyes, and my thoughts fell by degrees into a
bewilderment which exhibited on every hand strange images. I preached with a loud voice in my church, and the
congregation slept. After the service, the people came out of the church like oxen and cows, and bellowed against
me when I would have admonished them. I wished to embrace my wife, but could not separate her from a great
turnip, which increased every moment, and at last grew over both our heads. I endeavored to climb up a ladder to
heaven, whose stars beckoned kindly and brightly to me; but potatoes, grass, vetches, and peas, entangled my feet
unmercifully, and hindered every step. At last I saw myself in the midst of my possessions walking upon my head,
and whilst in my sleepy soul I greatly wondered how this was possible, I slept soundly in the remembrance of my
dream. Yet then, however, I must unconsciously have continued the chain of my pastoral thoughts, for I woke in
the morning with the sound of my own voice loudly exclaiming, “Amen.”
That the occurrences of the former evening were actual truth, and no dream, I could only convince myself with
difficulty, till August paid me a visit, and invited me to dine with his parents.
The living, Wilhelmina, the dinner, the new chain of hopes for the future which beamed from the bright sun of
the present, all surprised me anew with a joy, which one can feel very well, but never can describe.
Out of the depths of a thankful heart, I saluted the new life which opened to me, with the firm determination
that, let happen what might, yet always to do the right, and to hope for the best.
*
Two years after this, I sat on an autumnal evening in my beloved parsonage by the fire. Near to me sat my dear
little wife, my sweet, Wilhelmina, and spun. I was just about to read to her a sermon which I intended to preach
on the next Sunday, and from which I promised myself much edification, as well for her as for the assembled
congregation.
Whilst I was turning over the leaves, a loose paper fell out. It was the paper upon which, on that evening two
years before, in a very different situation, I had written down my cheerful and my sad thoughts. I showed it to my
wife. She read, smiled with a tear in her eye, and with a roguish countenance which, as I fancy, is peculiar to her,
took the pen and wrote on the other side of the paper:
“The author can now, thank God, strike out a description which would stand in perfect contrast to that which
he once, in a dark hour, sketched of an unfortunate person, as he himself was then.
“Now he is no more lonesome, no more deserted. His quiet sighs are answered, his secret griefs shared, by a
wife tenderly devoted to him. He goes, her heart follows him; he comes back, she meets him with smiles; his tears
flow not unobserved, they are dried by her hand, and his smiles beam again in hers; for him she gathers flowers,
to wreathe around his brow, to strew in his path. He has his own fireside, friends devoted to him, and, counts as
his relations all those who have none of their own. He loves, he is beloved; he can make people feel happy, he is
himself happy.”
Truly had my Wilhelmina described the present; and, animated by feelings which are gay and delicious as the
beams of the spring sun, I will now, as hitherto, let my little troop of light hopes bound out into the future.
I hope, too, that my sermon for the next Sunday may not be without benefit to my hearers; and even if the
obdurate should sleep, I hope that neither this nor any other of the greater or the less unpleasantnesses which can
happen to me may go to my heart and disturb my rest. I know my Wilhelmina, and believe also that I know
myself sufficiently, to hope with certainty that I may always make her happy. The sweet angel has given me hope
that we may soon be able to add a little creature to our little happy family, I hope, in the future, to be yet
multiplied. For my children I have all kinds of hopes il petto.\fn{Springing from my chest?} If I have a son, I hope that
he will be my successor; if I have a daughter, then—if August would wait—but I fancy that he is just about to be
married.
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I hope in time to find a publisher for my sermons. I hope to live yet a hundred years with my wife.
We—that is to say, my Wilhelmina and I—hope, during this time, to be able to dry a great many tears, and to
shed as few ourselves as our lot, as children of the earth, may permit.
We hope not to survive each other.
Lastly, we hope always to be able to hope; and when the hour comes that the hopes of the green earth. vanish
before the clear light of eternal certainty, then we hope that the All-good Father may pass a mild sentence upon
His grateful and, in humility, hoping children.
52.342 When Father Brought Home The Lamp\fn{by Huhani Aho (1861-1921)} Lapinlahti, Kuopio Province,
Finland (M) 5
When father bought the lamp, or a little before that, he said to mother:
“Hark ye, mother—oughtn’t we to buy us a lamp?”
“A lamp? What sort of a lamp?”
“What! Don’t you know that the storekeeper who lives in the market town has brought from St. Petersburg
lamps that actually burn better than ten päreä?”\fn{A note reads: A päre is a resinous pine chip, or splinter, used instead of
torch or candle to light the poorer houses in Finland.} They’ve already got a lamp of the sort at the parsonage.”
“Oh, yes! Isn’t it one of those things which shines in the middle of the room so that we can see to read in every
corner, just as if it was broad daylight?”
“That’s just it. There’s oil that burns in it, and you only have to light it of an evening, and it burns on without
going out till the next morning.”
“But how can the wet oil burn?”
“You might as well ask—how can brandy burn?”
“But it might set the whole place on fire. When brandy begins to burn you can’t put it out, even with water.”
“How can the place be set on fire when the oil is shut up in a glass, and the fire as well?”
“In a glass? How can fire burn in a glass—won’t it burst?”
“Won’t what burst?”
“The glass.”
“Burst! No, it never bursts. It might burst, I grant you, if you screwed the fire up too high, but you’re not.
obliged to do that.”
“Screw up the fire? Nay, dear, you’re joking—how can you screw up fire?”
“Listen, now! When you turn the screw to the right, the wick mounts—the lamp, you know, has a wick, like
any common candle, and a flame too—about a turn! turn the screw to the left, the flame gets smaller, and then,
when you blow it, it goes out.”
“It goes out! Of course! But I don’t understand it a bit yet, however much you may explain—some sort of newfangled gentlefolk arrangement, I suppose.”
“You’ll understand it right enough when I’ve bought one.”
“How much does it cost?”
“Seven and a half marks, and the oil separate at one mark the can.”
“Seven and a half marks and the oil as well! Why, for that you might buy päreä for many a long day—that is,
of course, if you were inclined to waste money on such things at all, but when Pekka splits them not a penny is
lost.”
“And you’ll lose nothing by the lamp, either! Päre wood costs money too, and you can’t find it everywhere on
our land now as you used to. You have to get leave to look for such wood, and drag it hither to the bog from the
most out-of-the-way places—and it’s soon used up, too.”
Mother knew well enough that päre wood is not so quickly used up as all that, as nothing had been said about
it up to now, and that it was only an excuse to go away and buy this lamp. But she wisely held her tongue so as
not to vex father, for then the lamp and all would have been unbought and unseen. Or else someone else might
manage to get a lamp first for his farm, and then the whole parish would begin talking about the farm that had
been the first, after the parsonage, to use a lighted lamp. So mother thought the matter over, and then she said to
father:
“Buy it, if you like it it is all the same to me if it is a päre that burns, or any other sort of oil, if only I can see to
spin. When, pray, do you think of buying it?”
“I thought of setting off tomorrow—I have some other little business with the storekeeper as well.”
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It was now the middle of the week, and mother knew very well that the other business could very well wait till
Saturday, but she did not say anything now either, but, “the sooner the better,” thought she.
And that same evening father brought in from the storehouse the big traveling chest in which grandfather, in
his time, he’d stowed his provisions when he came from Uleaborg, and bade mother fill it with hay and lay a little
cotton-wool in the middle of it. We children asked why they put nothing in the box but hay and a little wool in the
middle, but she bade us hold our tongues, the whole lot of us. Father was in a better humor, and explained that he
was going to bring a lamp from the storekeeper, and that it was of glass, and might be broken to bits if he
stumbled or if the sledge bumped too much.
That evening we children lay awake a long time and thought of the new lamp; but old scullery—Pekka, the
man who used to split up all the area, began to snore as soon as ever the evening päreä was put out. And he didn’t
once ask what sort of a thing the lamp was, although we talked about it ever so much.
The journey took father all day, and a very long time it seemed to us all. We didn’t even relish our food that
day, although we had milk soup for dinner. But scullery—Pekka—gobbled and guzzled as much as all of us put
together, and spent the day in splitting päreä till he had filled the outhouse full. Mother, too, didn’t spin much flax
that day either, for she kept on going to the window and peeping out, over the ice, after father. She said to Pekka,
now and then, that perhaps we shouldn’t want all those jarca any more, but Pekka couldn’t have laid it very much
to heart, for he didn’t so much as ask the reason why.
It was not till supper time that we heard the horses’ bells in the courtyard.
With the bread crumbs in our mouths, we children rushed out, but father drove us in again and bade sculleryPekka come and help with the chest. Pekka, who had already been dozing away on the bench by the stove, was so
awkward as to knock the chest against the threshold as he was helping father to carry it into the room, and he
would most certainly have got a sound drubbing for it from father if only he had been younger, but he was an old
fellow now, and father had never in his life struck a man older than himself. Nevertheless, Pekka would have
heard a thing or two from father if the lamp had gone to pieces, but fortunately no damage had been done.
“Get up on the stove, you lout!” roared father at Pekka, and up on the stove Pekka crept.
But father had already taken the lamp out of the chest, and now let it hang down from one hand.
“Look! there it is now! How do you think it looks? You pour the oil into this glass, and that stump of ribbon
inside is the wick—hold that päre a little further off, will you!”
“Shall we light it?” said mother, as she drew back.
“Are you mad? How can it be lighted when there’s no oil in it?”
“Well, but can’t you pour some in, then?”
“Pour in oil? A likely tale! Yes, that’s just the way when people don’t understand these things; but the
storekeeper warned me again and again never to pour the oil in by firelight, as it might catch fire and burn the
whole house down.”
“Then when will you pour the oil into it!”
“In the daytime—daytime, d’ye hear? Can’t you wait till day? It isn’t such a great marvel as all that.”
“Have you seen it burn, then?”
“Of course I have. What a question! I’ve seen it burn many a time, both at the parsonage and when we tried
this one here at the store-keeper’s.”
“And it burned, did it?”
“Burned? Of course it did, and when we put up the shutters of the shop, you could have seen a needle on the
floor. Look here, now! Here’s a sort of capsule, and when the fire is bunting in this fixed glass here, the light
cannot creep up to the top, where it isn’t wanted either, but spreads out downward, so that you could find a needle
on the floor.”
Now we should have all very much liked to try if we could find a needle on the floor, but father hung up the
lamp to the roof and began to eat his supper.
“This evening we must be content, once more, with a pare,” said father, as he ate; “but tomorrow the lamp
shall burn in this very house.”
“Look, father! Pekka has been splitting päreä all day, and filled the outhouse with them.”
“That’s all right. We’ve fuel now, at any rate, to last us all the winter, for we shan’t want them for anything
else.”
“But how about the bathroom and the stable?” said mother.
“In the bathroom we’ll [hang] the lamp,” said father.
*
9

That night I slept still less than the night before, and when I woke in the morning I could almost have wept, if I
hadn’t been ashamed, when I called to mind that the lamp was not to be lit till the evening. I had dreamed that
father had poured oil into the lamp at night and that it had burned the whole day long.
Immediately when it began to dawn, father dug up out of that great traveling chest of his a big bottle, and
poured something out of it into a smaller bottle. We should have very much liked to ask what was in this bottle,
but we daren’t, for father looked so solemn about it that it quite frightened us.
But when he drew the lamp a little lower down from the ceiling and began to bustle about it and unscrew it,
mother could contain herself no longer, and asked him what he was doing.
“I am pouring oil into the lamp.”
“Well, but you’re taking it to pieces! How will you ever get everything you have unscrewed into its proper
place again?”
Neither mother nor we knew what to call the thing which father took out from the glass holder.
Father said nothing, but he bade us keep further off. Then he filled the glass holder nearly full from the smaller
bottle, and we now guessed that there was oil in the larger bottle also.
“Well, won’t you light it now?” asked mother again, when all the unscrewed things had been put back into
their places and father hoisted the lamp up to the ceiling again.
“What! in the daytime?”
“Yes—surely we might try it, to see how it will burn.”
“It’ll burn right enough. Just wait till the evening, and don’t bother.”
After dinner, scullery-Pekka brought in a large frozen block of päreä wood to split up into i, and cast it from
his shoulders on to the floor with a thud which shook the whole room and set in motion the oil in the lamp.
“Steady!” cries father; “what are you making that row for?”
“I brought in this päre-block to melt it a bit—nothing else will do it—it is regularly frozen.”
“You may save yourself the trouble then,” said father, and he winked at us.
“Well, but you can’t get a blaze out of it at all, otherwise.”
“You may save yourself the trouble, I say.”
“Are no more päreä to be split up, then?”
“Well, suppose I did say that no more päreä were to be split up?”
“Oh! it is all the same to me if master can get on without ’em.”
“Don’t you see, Pekka, what is hanging down from the rafters there?” When father put this question he looked
proudly up at the lamp, and then he looked pityingly down upon Pekka.
Pekka put his clod in the corner, and then, but not till then, looked up at the lamp.
“It’s a lamp,” says father, “and when it burns you don’t want any more päreä light.”
“Oh!” said Pekka, and, without a single word more, he went off to his chopping-block behind the stable, and
all day long, just as on other days, he chopped a branch of his own height into little fagots; but all the rest of us
were scarce able to get on with anything. Mother made believe to spin, but her supply of flax had not diminished
by one-half when she shoved aside the spindle and went out. Father chipped away at first at the handle of his ax,
but the work must have been a little against the grain, for he left it half done.
After mother went away, father went out also, but whether he went to town or not I don’t know. At any rate he
forbade us to go out too, and promised us a whipping if we so much as touched the lamp with the tips of our
fingers. Why, we should as soon have thought of fingering the priest’s gold-embroidered chasuble. We were only
afraid that the cord which held up all this splendor might break and we should get the blame of it.
But time hung heavily in the sitting-room, and as we couldn’t hit upon anything else, we resolved to go in a
body to the sleighing hill. The town had a right of way to the river for fetching water therefrom, and this road
ended at the foot of a good hill down which the sleigh could run, and then up the other side along the ice rift.
“Here come the Lamphill children,” cried the children of the town, as soon as they saw us.
We understood well enough what they meant, but for all that we did not ask what Lamphill children they
alluded to, for our farm was, of course, never called Lamphill.
“Ah, ah! We know! You’ve gone and bought one of them lamps for your place. We know all about it!”
“But how came you to know about it already?”
“Your mother mentioned it to my mother when she went through our place. She said that your father had
bought from the store-man one of that sort of lamps that burn so brightly that one can find a needle on the floor—
so at least said the justice’s maid.”
“It is just like the lamp in the parsonage drawing-room, your father told us just now. I heard him say so with
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my own ears,” said the innkeeper’s lad.
“Then you really have got a lamp like that, eh?” inquired all the children of the town.
“Yes, we have; but it is nothing to look at in the daytime, but in the evening we’ll all go there together.”
And we went on sleighing down hill and up hill till dusk, and every time we drew our sleighs up to the hilltop,
we talked about the lamp with the children of the town.
In this way the time passed quicker than we thought, and when we had sped down the hill for the last time, the
whole lot of us sprang off homeward.
Pekka was standing at the chopping block and didn’t even turn his head, although we all called to him with one
voice to come and see how the lamp was lit. We children plunged headlong into the room in a body.
But at the door we stood stock-still. The lamp was already burning there beneath the rafters so brightly that we
couldn’t look at it without blinking.
“Shut the door; it’s rare cold,” cried father, from behind the table.
“They scurry about like fowls in windy weather,” grumbled mother from her place by the fireside.
“No wonder the children are dazed by it, when I, old woman as I am, cannot help looking up at it,” said the
innkeeper’s old mother.
“Our maid also will never get over it,” said the magistrate’s step-daughter.
It was only when our eyes had got a little used to the light that we saw that the room was half full of neighbors.
“Come nearer, children, that you may see it properly,” said father, in a much milder voice than just before.
“Knock that snow off your feet, and come hither to the stove; it looks quite splendid from here,” said mother,
in her turn.
Skipping and jumping, we went toward mother, and sat us all down in a row on the bench beside her. It was
only when we were under her wing that we dared to examine the lamp more critically. We had never once thought
that it would burn as it was burning now, but when we came to sift the matter out we arrived at the conclusion
that, after all, it was burning just as it ought to burn. And when we had peeped at it a good bit longer, it seemed to
us as if we had fancied all along that it would be exactly as it was.
But what we could not make out at all was how the fire was put into that sort of glass. We asked mother, but
she said we should see how it was done afterward.
The townsfolk vied with each other in praising the lamp, and one said one thing, and another said another. The
innkeeper’s old mother maintained that it shone just as calmly and brightly as the stars of heaven. The magistrate,
who had bad eyes, thought it excellent because it didn’t smoke, and you could burn it right in the middle of the
hall without blackening the walls in the least, to which father replied that it was, in fact, meant for the hall, but did
capitally for the dwelling room as well, and one had no need now to dash hither and thither with päreä, for all
could now see by a single light, let them be never so many.
When mother observed that the lesser chandelier in church scarcely gave a better light, father bade me take my
ABC book, and go to the door to see if I could read it there. I went and began to read: “Our Father.” But then they
all said:
“The lad knows that by heart.” Mother then stuck a hymn-book in my hand, and I set off with By the Waters of
Babylon.
“Yes, it is perfectly marvelous!” was the testimony of the townsfolk. Then said father:
“Now if anyone had a needle, you might throw it on the floor and you would see that it would be found at
once.”
The magistrate’s step-daughter had a needle in her bosom, but when she threw it on the floor, it fell into a
crack, and we couldn’t find it at all—it was so small.
*
It was only after the townsfolk had gone that Pekka came in.
He blinked a bit at first at the unusual lamplight, but then calmly proceeded to take off his jacket and rag boots.
“What’s that twinkling in the roof there enough to put your eyes out?” he asked at last, when he had hung his
stockings up on the rafters.
“Come now, guess what it is,” said father, and he winked at mother and us.
“I can’t guess,” said Pekka, and he came nearer to the lamp.
“Perhaps it’s the church chandelier, eh?” said father jokingly.
“Perhaps,” admitted Pekka, but he had become really curious, and passed his thumb along the lamp.
“There’s no need to finger it,” says father; “look at it, but don’t touch it.”
“All right, all right! I don’t want to meddle with it!” said Pekka, a little put out, and he drew back to the bench
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alongside the wall by the door.
Mother must have thought that it was a sin to treat poor Pekka so, for she began to explain to him that it was
not a church chandelier at all, but what people called a lamp, and that it was lit with oil, and that was why people
didn’t want parea any more.
But Pekka was so little enlightened by the whole explanation that he immediately began to split up the parewood log which he had dragged into the room the day before. Then father said to him that he had already told him
there was no need to split päreä any more.
“Oh! I quite forgot,” said Pekka, “but there it may bide if it isn’t wanted any more,” and with that Pekka drove
his päre knife into a rift in the wall.
“There let it rest at leisure,” said father.
But Pekka said never a word more. A little while after that he began to patch up his boots, stretched on tiptoe to
reach down a päre from the rafters, lit it, stuck it in a slit fagot, and sat him down on his little stool by the stove.
We children saw this before father, who stood with his back to Pekka planing away at his ax-shaft under the lamp.
We said nothing, however, but laughed and whispered among ourselves,
“If only father sees that, what will he say, I wonder?” And when father did catch sight of him, he planted
himself arms akimbo in front of Pekka, and asked him, quite spitefully, what sort of fine work he had there, since
he must needs have a separate light all to himself?
“I am only patching up my shoes,” said Pekka to father.
“Oh, indeed! Patching your shoes, eh? Then if you can’t see to do that by the same light that does for me, you
may take yourself off with your päre into the bath-house or behind it if you like.”
And Pekka went. He stuck his boots under his arm, took his stool in one hand and his päre in the other, and off
he went. He crept softly through the door into the hall, and out of the hall into the yard. The päre light flamed
outside in the blast, and played a little while, glaring red, over outhouses, stalls, and stables. We children saw the
light through the window and thought it looked very pretty. But when Pekka bent down to get behind the bathhouse door, it was all dark again in the yard, and instead of the päre we saw only the lamp mirroring itself in the
dark window-panes.
Henceforth we never burned a päre in the dwelling-room again. The lamp shone victoriously from the roof,
and on Sunday evenings all the townsfolk often used to come to look upon and admire it. It was known all over
the parish that our house was the first, after the parsonage, where the lamp had been used. After we had set the
example, the magistrate bought a lamp like ours, but as he had never learned to light it, he was glad to sell it to the
innkeeper, and the innkeeper has it still.
The poorer farm-folk, however, have not been able to get themselves lamps, but even now they do their long
evening’s work by the glare of a päre.
But when we had had the lamp a short time, father planed the walls of the dwelling-room all smooth and white,
and they never got black again, especially after the old stove, which used to smoke, had to make room for another,
which discharged its smoke outside and had a cowl. Pekka made a new fireplace in the bath-house out of the
stones of the old stove, and the crickets flitted thither with the stones—at least their chirping was never heard any
more in the dwelling room. Father didn’t care a bit, but we children felt, now and then, during the long winter
evenings, a strange sort of yearning after old times, so we very often found our way down to the bath-house to
listen to the crickets, and there was Pekka sitting out the long evenings by the light of his päre.
52.347 Taavetti Antila\fn{by Frans Eemil Sillanpää (1888-1964)} Hämeenkyrö, Häme Province, Finland (M) 2
What is big, what little in this world of ours? At the inn tonight we were talking about some quite unknown
hero who had fallen like a true man and a soldier.
Immediately Taavetti Antila comes to my mind; that man of whom we spoke would have been his counterpart,
had he been old. This Taavetti was a capable, trustworthy worker who was contented with the wages of the
neighborhood and who had no interest in seeking out places where the pay was higher. Mattock and ax were his
weapons in the struggle for existence, weapons with which he veritably achieved mastery over life. For all of him,
the birch stumps might be ever so full of knots. When the workmen had given them up after trying without avail
to get them from different angles, Taavetti would take over the job of splitting cord-wood for the farmer with the
understanding that he must cut up these unruly stumps as well.
And cut them up he did. Swinging his ax in a wide circle he made first a deep notch, then drove in the wedge.
The wood fibers cried out angrily at first when Taavetti’s wedge tore them apart, but it availed them nothing; they
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had finally to loosen their hold on the trunk structure. Loosen it, too, at the place Taavetti wished, so that in the
end, for all their knottiness, they matched in appearance and size those that a light ringing blow had hewn from a
fine, clean trunk.
At clearing land and digging ditches Taavetti Antila was alone in a class by himself. Whether or not the land
be good and adapted to cultivation—the farmer in any case so pictures it when he negotiates with Taavetti about
his wages.
But it is all the same to Taavetti. He goes no further into the matter; he asks the same pay which he has
received for clearing another similar piece of land and which to the best of his knowledge other workmen ask. But
the seemingly inoffensive brushwood, low and scraggly though it is, nevertheless conceals a plenty of both those
evils which are a real test of the strength and limbs of the clearer of land—rocks and stumps. There are old pine
stumps, which have been soaked through and through with tar and still have no will to rot. When such a stump
with all its roots has been pulled out, it turns out to be some huge monster, beside which the land clearer, despite
all his strength, seems like a dwarf, quite like those men in pictures from distant lands who are standing next to a
giant tree they have just felled.
And then the rocks!
A rock, too, may look quite unobtrusive—nothing more than an innocent hump on the earth’s surface. Strike it
with the iron bar, it rings quite soft and yielding, as if it were sticking only a little way into the ground and all that
was needed was to push the bar under it and pry a bit … But even for our Taavetti, who is not only powerful but
also canny as a result of much experience, this means quite a piece of work.
But what of that farmer from Kutinperä who was so incredibly closefisted and had refused to give Taavetti the
contract for his clearing? Taavetti himself cared not a whit about the whole affair after he had discovered for
himself something of the character of the miserly fellow.
Well, the farmer and his hired men set to work clearing the land in time taken from the ordinary work of the
farm. There were malicious rocks sticking deep in the ground, just as Taavetti had said, but the farmer worked at
them with dogged frenzy. When in the evening the dinner bell rang and the day laborers put down their tools, he
stayed out in the fields and kept toiling away. It was a Saturday evening. On one’s own land fortunately one
doesn’t need to stop at the stroke of the bell.
For hours he had been working with his men on an especially big rock, without its budging or giving an inch.
Now the farmer was trying single-handed to tip the rock in the direction he wanted it. He pushed, kicked, and
threw his weight against it; finally in angry desperation he attempted it with his bare hands. These hands were
lean and sinewy, with bulging nails. And these hands, pressed against the sides of the rock, were all that was to be
seen of the man, when they finally went out to search for him. In its own time the rock had loosened slowly but
surely and had pushed the man under it, as a strong-willed, forceful adult little by little bends a stubborn child to
his will.
“I knew it and I told him, too, that the rocks out there are devilish fellows,” said Taavetti Antila, when he
learned of the accident.
But when Taavetti returns from a clearing job which has been to his liking and in which he has established his
mastery over the fields with that determined posture of the head peculiar to him and a tense expression in his
furrowed face—yes, when he comes back from such a labor, he will carry a splendid bundle of pine chips on his
back. This is a little gift for Miina, his wife. Which means as much as this: he merely throws the chips into a
corner out in the woodshed. Miina will find them. They burn like powder! With his family Taavetti is the master
of the house, cares for everything, gives all the orders. And it would occur to nobody to challenge him.
Taavetti Antila is still living. To be sure, he hurt his foot badly. He dislocated the joint in the cleft of a tree
trunk and was laid up for a long time. Since then he hasn’t been altogether the same; he favors this foot when
walking. Yet he has no idea that there is any such thing in existence as accident insurance. Much going about it
painful for him, especially when he must carry anything, and sometimes the wound breaks open. But he does a
pretty good job still at his work. Whenever I think of what the future may hold for Taavetti, I can be sure of only
so much: that if there is a way around it, he will never accept aid from the community.
Taavetti Antila is altogether a man and knows what he is about. But why should I talk for so long around the
point that occurred to me tonight when I thought of him. Or rather, I thought of Taavetti when we were talking
about typical Finns—for what I wish to say is that he is the very prototype of the Finnish character among older
men.
Once in a while I used to go out in an hour of leisure, purely for the pleasure I found in it, to where Taavetti
was working, and watch him for a time without his noticing me; then I would go up and chat with him. He has
13

known me from the days when I was still in swaddling clothes. We have been on intimate terms from the ground
up, so to speak. I approach him therefore quite differently from the self-conscious city dweller on vacation whose
notions of such an upright and somewhat ingenuous woodman—were one able to extract them from his head and
spread them out on the table—might prove quite exhilarating. This city gentleman might in his fashion be quite
fascinated by Taavetti, might even later on in the autumn talk about him enthusiastically to his friends at the club
and the office as a “splendid type” or the like. But essentially he considers him a dull, backward man of nature,
though not quite naïve, since Taavetti Antila, who ordinarily doesn’t laugh without occasion, cannot suppress a
smile in spite of himself, when such a puny little fellow stands next to him and attempts in real earnest to give him
—Taavetti—expert instructions in the elementary principles of lifting rocks and stumps from the ground.
When Taavetti comes back home at night, he is usually ill-humored and taciturn at the evening meal. Work like
his is tiring and oftentimes he is annoyed, too, with his “old woman.” But after such a day Taavetti laughs with
gusto even at his meal. At the moment when he has dipped his potato into the sauce and is raising it vertically—
when he must open wide his mouth anyway—one can drop a word about the stimulating experiences with the
gentleman from the city. And when his mouth is full, one can proceed a little further with the subject. It isn’t just
anything that may be said appropriately at this moment, but a story like this—just the thing!
“Well, now, what kind of a gentleman was he?” asks Miina.
“Devil only knows,” Taavetti answers, as he guides another load to his mouth, “but can you think of anything
more foolish? An excuse for a man like that has the nerve to talk when sensible people are discussing problems.”
Thank goodness, I stand on quite a different footing with Taavetti—he knew my father well and still considers
me no more than a boy. No, he wouldn’t make sport of me behind my back with his answers, if I should ask
questions about his work. He understands that I am simply not conversant with such matters. On the other hand,
when he needs help with something that must be written out and comes therefore to me, he has occasion then,
perhaps, to admire the flourish with which this proceeds from my hand—nor is he averse to the fact that it costs
him nothing and that he can count on a cup of coffee afterwards and once in a while, if it happens to be a holiday,
on a drop of stronger brew.
But out where he works, I have the feeling, when I am beside him, of being hopelessly unessential, for I have
neither physical nor mental capabilities with which to make a showing.
*
For my last vignette of him I should like to add to this simple recollection a delightful experience.
Once again I was out on the clearing with Taavetti. I was walking about, looking around, and out of curiosity
making an estimate of the area. Then it struck me that here and there were little patches that had not been cleared.
At first I suspected there must be technical grounds for the neglect. Yet when I examined more closely I found no
especially big rocks or stumps, but only a leafy shrub or two or a clump of moss. Then I risked asking Taavetti,
though not quite without the painful feeling that I was being like “the excuse for a man.”
“No, that isn’t anything so special,” he answered, “only a couple of nests of little birds, and the older ones are
flying back and forth with food for their young. I didn’t want to disturb them, so I cleared around them. I thought
to myself, these few bushes and climbs can wait; later on in the autumn I can take them out when the birds are
gone. Go on up and see for yourself how nice they are.”
And Taavetti’s mouth opens revealing traces of chewing tobacco as he warns me with a sh … sh … to
approach quietly.
Strength, solidity—and a heart.
1920
46.186 Excerpt from The Summer Book: “August”\fn{by Tove Marika Jansson (1914-2001)} Helsinki, Finland (F) 2
… Every year, the bright Scandinavian summer nights fade away without anyone’s noticing. One evening in
August you have an errand outdoors, and all of a sudden it’s pitch-black. A great warm, dark silence surrounds the
house. It is still summer, but the summer is no longer alive. It has come to a standstill; nothing withers, and fall is
not ready to begin. There are no stars yet, just darkness. The can of kerosene is brought up from the cellar and left
in the hall, and the flashlight is hung up on its peg beside the door.
Not right away, but little by little and incidentally, things begin to shift position in order to follow the progress
of the seasons. Day by day, everything moves closer to the house. Sophia’s father takes in the tent and the water
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pump. He removes the buoy and attaches the cable to a cork float. The boat is pulled ashore on a cradle, and the
dory is hung upside down behind the wood-yard.
And so fall begins. A few days later, they dig the potatoes and roll the water barrel up against the wall of the
house. Buckets and garden tools move in toward the house, ornamental pots disappear, Grandmother’s parasol
and other transitory and attractive objects all change places. The fire extinguisher and the axe, the pick and the
snow shovel, appear on the verandah. And at the same time, the whole landscape is transformed.
Grandmother had always liked this great change in August, most of all, perhaps, because of the way it never
varied; a place for everything and everything in its place. Now was the time for the traces of habitation to
disappear, and, as far as possible, for the island to return to its original condition. The exhausted flower beds were
covered with banks of seaweed. The long rains did their leveling and rinsing. All the flowers still in bloom were
either red or yellow, strong patches of color above the seaweed. In the woods were a few enormous white roses
that blossomed and lived for one day in breathless splendor.
Grandmother’s legs ached, which may have been due to the rain, and she couldn’t walk around the island as
much as she wanted to. But she went out for a little while every day just before dark, and tidied up the ground.
She picked up everything that had to do with human beings. She gathered nails and bits of paper and cloth and
plastic, pieces of lumber covered with oil-spill, and an occasional bottle top. She went down to the shore and built
fires where everything burnable could go right ahead and burn, and all the time she felt the island growing cleaner
and cleaner, and more and more foreign and distant.
It’s shaking us off, she thought. It will soon be uninhabited. Almost.
The nights got darker and darker. There was an unbroken chain of navigational lights and beacons along the
horizon, and sometimes big boats thumped by in the channel. The sea was motionless.
When the ground was clean, Sophia’s father painted all the ring bolts with red lead, and one warm, rainless day
he soaked the verandah with seal fat. He oiled the tools and the hinges, and swept the chimney. He put away the
nets. He stacked wood against the wall by the stove for next spring and for anyone who might be shipwrecked on
the island, and he tied down the woodshed with ropes because it stood so near the high-water mark.
“We have to take in the flower stakes,” Grandmother said. “They spoil the landscape.”
But Sophia’s father let them be, for otherwise he wouldn’t know what was there in the ground when they came
back. Grandmother worried about a lot of things.
“Suppose someone lands here,” she said. “They always do. They wouldn’t know the coarse salt is in the cellar,
and the trapdoor may have swelled from the damp. We have to bring up the salt and label it, so they won’t think
it’s sugar. And we ought to put out some more pants—there’s nothing worse than wet pants. What if they hang
their nets over the flower bed and trample it all down? You never know about roots.” A little later, she started
worrying about the stovepipe and put up a sign:

Don’t close the damper. It might rust shut. If it
doesn’t draw, there may be a bird's nest in the
chimney—later on in the spring, that is— .
“But we’ll be back by then,” Sophia’s father said.
“You never know about birds,” Grandmother said. She took down the curtains a week early and covered the
south and east windows with disposable paper bedsheets, on which she wrote:
“Don’t remove the window covers or the fall birds will try to fly right through the house. Use anything you
need, but please carry in some more wood. There are tools under the workbench. Enjoy yourselves.”
“Why are you in such a rush?” Sophia asked, and her grandmother answered that it was a good idea to do
things before you forgot that they had to be done. She set out cigarettes and candles, in case the lamp didn’t work,
and she hid the barometer, the sleeping bags, and the seashell box under the bed. Later, she brought out the
barometer again.
She never hid the figurine. Grandmother knew no one understood sculpture, and she thought it wouldn’t hurt
them to be exposed to a little culture. She also made Papa leave the rugs on the floor, so the room wouldn’t look
unfriendly over the winter.
Covering two of the windows changed the room, made it secretive and conspiratorial, and, at the same time,
very lonely.
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Grandmother polished the handle on the door and scoured the garbage pail. The next day, she washed all her
clothes out beside the wood-yard. Then she was tired and went to the guest room.
The guest room grew very crowded with the approach of fall—it was a good place to put all sorts of things that
were waiting for spring or were no longer needed. Grandmother liked being surrounded by practical,
commonplace things, and before she went to sleep, she studied everything around her: nets, nail kegs, coils of
steel wire and rope, sacks full of peat, and other important items. With an odd kind of tenderness, she examined
the nameplates of boats long since broken up, some storm indications that had been written on the wall, penciled
data on dead seals they had found and a mink they had spot[ted], and she dwelled particularly on the pretty picture
of the hermit in his open tent against a sea of desert sand, with his guardian lion in the background.
How can I ever leave this room? she thought.
It wasn’t easy to get into the room and take her clothes off and open the window for the night air but finally
she could lie down and stretch her legs. She blew out the light and listened to Sophia and her father getting ready
for bed on the other side of the wall. There was a smell of tar and wet wool and maybe a trace of turpentine, and
the sea was still quiet. As Grandmother fell asleep, she remembered the chamberpot under the bed and how much
she hated it, this symbol of helplessness. She had accepted it out of pure politeness. A chamberpot is nice to have
when it’s storming or raining, but the next day you have to carry it clear down to the water, and anything that has
to be hidden is a burden.
When she woke up, she lay for a long time and wondered if she should go out or not. It felt as if the night had
come right up to the walls and was waiting outside, and her legs ached. The stairs were badly constructed. The
steps were too high and too narrow, and then came the rock, which was slippery down toward the wood-yard, and
then you had to come all the way back again. No sense in lighting a light; it only makes you lose your sense of
direction and distance, and the darkness comes closer. Swing your legs over the edge of the bed and wait for your
balance to come right. Four steps to the door and open the latch and wait again, then five steps down, holding the
handrail.
Grandmother wasn’t afraid of falling or losing her way, but she knew the darkness was absolute, and she knew
what it was like when you lose your hold and there’s nothing left to go by. All the same, she said to herself,
I know perfectly well what everything looks like. I don’t have to see it.
She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and waited for a moment. She took the four careful steps to the
door and opened the latch. The night was black, but no longer so warm; there was a fine, sharp chill. She went
down the stairs very slowly, turned away from the house, and let go of the railing. It wasn’t as hard as she’d
expected. As she crouched in the wood-yard, she knew exactly where she was, and where the house and the sea
and the woods were. From far off in the channel came the thump of a boat sailing past, but she couldn’t see the
channel lights.
Grandmother sat down on the chopping stump to wait for her balance. It came quickly, but she stayed where
she was. The coastal freighter was headed east to Kotka. The sound of its diesel motors gradually died, and the
night was as quiet as before. It smelled of fall. A new boat approached, a small boat, probably running on
gasoline. It might be a herring boat with an automobile engine—but not this late at night. They always went out
right after sunset. In any case, it wasn’t in the channel but heading straight out to sea. Its slow thumping passed
the island and continued out, farther and farther away, but never stopping.
“Isn’t that funny,” Grandmother said. “It’s only my heart, it’s not a herring boat at all.”
For a long time she wondered if she should go back to bed or stay where she was. She guessed she would stay
for a while.
265.81 Excerpt from Troll: A Love Story\fn{by Aila Johanna Sinisalo (1958- )} Sodankylä, Lapland Province,
Finland (F) 18
I
1\fn{Angel}
I’m starting to get worried. Martes’s face seems to be sort of fluctuating in the light fog induced by my four
pints of Guinness. His hand’s resting on the table close to mine. I can see the dark hairs on the back of his hand,
his sexy, bony finger-joints and his slightly distended veins. My hand slides toward his and, as if our hands were
somehow joined together under the table, his moves away in a flash. Like a crab into its hole.
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I look him in the eyes. His face wears a friendly, open, and understanding smile. He seems at once infinitely
lovable and completely unknown. His eyes are computer icons, expressionless diagrams, with infinite wonders
behind them, but only for the elect, those able to log on.
“So why did you ask me out for a drink? What did you have in mind?” Martes leans back in his chair. So
relaxed. So carefree.
“Some good conversation.”
“Nothing more?”
He looks at me as if I’ve exposed something new about myself, something disturbing but paltry: a bit
compromising, but not something that will inexorably affect a good working relationship. It’s more as if my
deodorant were inadequate.
“I have to tell you honestly that I’m not up for it.” My heart starts pounding and my tongue responds on reflex,
acting faster than my brain.
“It was you who began it.”
When we were little and there was a schoolyard fight, the most important thing was whose fault it was. Who
began it. And as I go on Martes looks at me as if I weren’t responsible for my behavior.
“I’d never have let myself in for this … if you hadn’t shown me, so clearly, you were up for it. As I’ve told
you, I’m hot shit at avoiding emotional hang-ups. If I’ve really no good reason to think the other person’s
interested I don’t let anything happen. Not a thing. Hell, I don’t even think it.”
Memories are crowding through my mind while I’m sounding off—too angrily, I know. I’m recalling the feel
of Martes in my arms, his erection through the cloth of his pants as we leaned on the Tammerkoski River bridge
railings that dark night. I can still feel his mouth on mine, tasting of cigarettes and Guinness, his mustache
scratching my upper lip, and it makes my head start to reel.
Martes reaches for his cigarettes, takes one, flicks it into his mouth, lights his Zippo and inhales deeply, with
deep enjoyment.
“I can’t help it if I’m the sort of person people project their own dreams and wishes onto.”
In his opinion nothing has happened.
In his opinion it’s all in my imagination.
I crawl home at midnight, staggering and limping—it’s both the beer and the wound deep inside me. Tipsily,
I’m licking my wound like a cat: my thought probes it like a loose tooth, inviting the dull sweet pain over and
over again—dreams and wishes that won’t stand the light of day.
The street lamps sway in the wind. As I turn in through the gateway from Pyynikki Square, sleet and crushed
lime leaves blow in with me. There’s loud talk in the corner of the yard.
A loathsome bunch of kids are up to something in the corner by the trash cans—young oafs, jeans hanging off
their asses and their tattered windbreakers have lifted to show bare skin. They’ve got their backs to me, and one of
them’s goading another, using that tone they have when they’re challenging someone to perform some deed of
daring. This time it’s to do with something I can’t see, at their feet. Normally I’d give thugs like these a wide
berth—they make my flesh crawl. They’re just the sort that make me hunch up my shoulders if I pass them in the
street, knowing I can expect some foul-mouthed insult—but just now, because of Martes, because I don’t give a
damn about anything and with my blood-alcohol count up, I go up to them.
“This is private property, it belongs to the apartment building. Trespassers will be prosecuted.”
A few heads turn—they sneer—and then their attention goes back to whatever’s at their feet.
“Afraid it’ll bite?” one asks another. “Give it a kick.”
“Didn’t you hear? This is private property. Get the fuck out of here.”
My voice rises, my eyes sting with fury. An image from my childhood is flashing through my brain: a gang of
bullies from an older class are towering above me, sneering at me, and goading me in that same tone—“Afraid
it’ll bite?”—and then they stuff my mouth with gravelly snow.
“Shove it up your ass, sweetie,” one of these juvenile delinquent coos tenderly. He knows I’ve no more power
over them than a fly.
“I’ll call the police.”
“I’ve called them already,” says a voice behind me. The ornery old woman who lives on the floor below me
and covers her rent by acting as some kind of caretaker has materialized behind me. The thugs shrug their
shoulders, twitch their jackets, blow their noses onto the ground with a swagger and dawdle away, as if it was
their choice. They shamble off through the gateway, manfully swearing, and the last one flicks his burning
cigarette butt at us like a jet-propelled missile. They’ve hardly reached the street before we hear anxious running
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feet. The lady snorts.
“Well, they did do what they were told.”
“Are the police coming?”
“Course not. Why bother the police with scum like that? I was off to the Grill House myself.”
The adrenaline’s cleared my head for a moment, but now, as I struggle to dig out my keys, my fingers feel like
a bunch of sausages. The woman’s on her way to the gate, and that’s fine, because my pissed brain’s buzzing with
a rigid, obsessive curiosity. I wait until she’s off and start peering among the garbage cans.
And there, tucked among the cans, some young person is sleeping on the asphalt. In the dark I can only make
out a black shape among the shadows.
I creep closer and reach out my hand. The figure clearly hears me coming. He weakly raises his head from the
crouching position for a moment, opens his eyes, and I can finally make out what’s there.
It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.
I know straight away that I want it.
*
It’s small, slender and it’s curled up in a strange position, as if it were completely without joints. Its head is
between its knees, and its full black mane of hair is brushing the muddy pavement.
It can’t be more than a year old. A year and a half at the most. A mere cub. By no means the huge bulk you see
in illustrations of the full-grown specimens.
It’s hurt or been abandoned, or else it’s strayed away from the others. How did it get to the courtyard of an
apartment building in the middle of the town? Suddenly my heart starts thumping and I swing around, half
expecting to see a large black hunched shadow slipping from the garbage cans to the gate and then off into the
shelter of the park.
I react instinctively. I crouch down by it and carefully bend one of its forearms behind its back. It stirs but
doesn’t struggle. Just in case, I twist the strap of my bag all around the troll so that its paws are fastened tightly to
its side. I glance behind me and lift it up in my arms. It’s light, bird-boned, weighing far less than a child the same
size. I glance quickly at the windows. There’s nothing but a reddish light glowing in the downstairs neighbor’s
bedroom. The glamorous head of a young woman pops up in the window, her hand drawing the curtain. Now.
In a moment we’re in my apartment.
*
It’s very weak. When I lower it onto the bed it doesn’t struggle at all, just contemplates me with its reddishorange feline eyes with vertical pupils. The ridge of its nose protrudes rather more than a cat’s, and its nostrils are
large and expressive. The mouth is in no way like the split muzzle of a cat or a dog: it’s a narrow, horizontal slit.
The whole face is so human-looking—like the face of the American woolly monkey or some other flat-faced
primate. It’s easy to understand why these black creatures have always been regarded as some sort of forest
people who live in caves and holes, chance mutations of nature, parodies of mankind.
In the light, its cubbishness is even more obvious. Its face and body are soft and round, and it has the endearing
ungainliness of all young animals. I examine its front paws: they’re like a rat’s or raccoon’s, with flexible, jointed
fingers and long nails. I untie it, and the cub makes no move to scratch or bite. It just turns on its side and curls
up, drawing its tufted tail between its thighs and folding its front paws against its chest. Its tangled black mane
falls over its nose, and it lets out that half-moan/half-sigh of a dog falling asleep.
I stand at the bedside, looking at the troll-cub and taking in a strong smell—not unpleasant, though. It’s like
crushed juniper berries with a hint of something else—musk, patchouli? The troll hasn’t moved an inch. Its bony
side heaves to the fast pace of its breathing.
Hesitantly I take a woolen blanket from the sofa, stand by the bed a while, and then spread it over the troll.
One of its hind legs gives a kick, like a reflex, swift and strong as lightning, and the blanket flies straight over my
face. I struggle with it, my heart pumping wildly, for I’m convinced the frightened beast will go for me, scratching
and biting. But no. The troll lies there curled up and breathing peacefully. It’s only now that I face the fact that
I’ve brought a wild beast into my home.
*
My head and neck are aching. I’ve been sleeping on the sofa. It’s ridiculously early; still dark. And there’s
nothing on the bed. So that’s what it’s all been: a fantasy that won’t survive the first light of day.
Except that the blanket lies crumpled on the floor by the bed, and there’s a faint little sound coming from the
bathroom.
I get up and walk slowly, in the light of the streetlamps filtering through the window, creeping as quietly as I
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can to the bathroom door. In the dusk I can see a small black bony bottom, hind legs, a tufted twitching tail, and I
realize what’s happening. It’s drinking from the toilet bowl. The juniper-berry smell is pun gent. Then I spot a
yellow puddle on my mint-green tiled floor. Naturally.
It has stopped lapping up water and has sensed that I’m there. Its torso is up from the bowl so fast I can’t see
the movement. Its face is dripping with water. I’m trying to convince myself that the water is perfectly clean,
drinkable. I’m trying to remember when I last scrubbed the bowl. Its eyes are still dull, it doesn’t look healthy, and
its pitch-black coat is sadly short of gloss. I move aside from the bathroom door, and it slides past me into the
living room, exactly as an animal does when it’s got another route to take—pretending to be unconcerned but
vividly alert. It walks on two legs, with a soft and supple lope: not like a human being, slightly bent forwards, its
front paws stretched away from its sides—ah, on tiptoe, like a ballet dancer. I follow it and watch it bounce on to
my bed, effortlessly, like a cat, as though gravity didn’t exist—then curl up and go back to sleep again.
I go back to the kitchen for a cereal bowl, fill it with water and put it by the bed. Then I start mopping up the
bathroom floor, though I’ve got a splitting headache. What the hell do trolls eat?
Back in my study, I leave the door open, boot up my computer, connect to the Internet and type TROLL.
2\fn{http://www.finnishnature.fi}
Troll (older forms: hobgoblin, bugbear, ogre), Felipitkecus trollius. Family: Cat-apes (Felipithecidae)
A pan-Scandinavian carnivore, found only north of the Baltic and in western Russia. Disappeared completely
from Central Europe along with deforestation but, according to folklore and historical sources, still fairly common
in medieval times. Not officially discovered, and scientifically classified as a mammal, until 1907. Before then
assumed to be a mythical creature of folklore and fairy tale.
Weight of a fill-grown male: 50-75 kg. Height standing upright: 170-190 cm. A long-limbed plantigrade,\fn{ A
mammal who walks on the soles of its feet } whose movements nevertheless show digitigrade features.\fn{ Features of those
mammals who walk on their toes } Walk: upright on two legs. Four long-nailed toes on the hind limbs, five on the
forelimbs, both including a thumb-like gripping toe. The tail long, with a tuft. The tongue rough. The overall color
a deep black, the coat dense, sleek. A thick black mane on the head of the males. Movement only at night. Main
nourishment: small game, carrion, birds’ nests, and chicks. Hibernates. Cubs probably conceived in the autumn
before hibernation, the female giving birth to one or two cubs in spring or early summer.
About the behavior of this animal, however, so extremely shy of human contact, there is very little scientific
knowledge. Extremely rare. Supposedly there are about four hundred specimens in Finland. Classified as an
endangered species.
3\fn{Angel}
This is making me no wiser. I click on SEARCH and come up with the following:
4\fn{http://www.netzoo.fi/mammals/carnivores}
Because of their great outward resemblance to humans or apes, trolls were originally mistaken for close
relatives of the hominids; but further study has demonstrated that the case is one of convergent evolution.
Misclassified a primate, the species was first erroneously designated “the Northern Troglodyte Ape” (Latin: Troglodytas Borealis). Later it was observed that the troll belonged to a completely independent family of carnivores,
the Felipithecidae, but the apelike attributions survived for a time in the nomenclature, Felipithecus troglodytas.
At present, the established, scientifically accepted nomenclature of the species still bows to popular tradition as
Felipithecus trollus. An interesting episode in the naming of the troll was a suggestion from the prestigious
Societas pro Fauna et Flora: relying on the mythical and demonic connotations, they proposed the name
Felipithecus satanus.
Only one other species of the Felipithecidae is known, the almost extinct yellow cat-ape (Felipithecus flavus),
a roughly lynx-sized creature whose habitat is the heart of the Indonesian rain forest. The common ancestor of the
species is believed, on fossil evidence, to have inhabited Southeast Asia.
Though, on the evidence of its mode of life and dentition, the troll is clearly a carnivore, many scientists
consider that the species does not properly belong to the order of Carnivora. Theories exist that the troll is more
closely related to the insectivores and primates than to the true feline predators, and this is supported by certain
19

anatomical features.
It has been suggested that several other species whose existence has not been scientifically established beyond
doubt (such as the legendary Tibetan “Abominable Snowman,” or Yeti, of hearsay, and the mythical North
American Sasquatch, or “Bigfoot”) may also be humanity-shunning representatives of the Felipithecidae family.
Firm proof of the existence of Felipithecus trollus was not obtained until 1907, when the Biological and Botanical
Department of the Tsar Alexander University of Helsinki received the carcass of a full-grown troll that had been
discovered dead. There had been previous reports of firsthand sightings of trolls, but this legendary creature, oftmentioned in folk tradition and in the Kalevala,\fn{A 19th century work of epic poetry, compiled by Elias Lönnrot and regarded
as the national epic of Finland } was considered a purely mythical beast in scientific circles. Clearly, the occasional
troll-cub encountered in the wilderness served to maintain myths of gnomes and goblins, especially in light of the
theory that the trolls regulate any great increase in their population by abandoning newborn offspring.
The troll’s ability to merge with the terrain, the inaccessibility of its habitat, its aversion to human contact, its
silent night-habits and its hibernation in cave-dens, causing them rarely to leave snow tracks, may partially
explain the late discovery of the species. The troll’s zoological history is thus very similar to those of, for
example, the okapi, not identified until 1900, the Komodo dragon (1912), and the giant panda (1937). In spite of
abundant oral tradition and many sightings by the aboriginal population, accounts of these animals were long
classified by scientists as myth and folklore.
It is worth remembering that an estimated 14 million subspecies of animals live on the planet, of which only
about 1.7 million are recognized and classified, less than 15% of all species. The relatively large cloven-footed
animals, Meganuntiacus vuquangensis\fn{A species of deer native to Vietnam and Laos } and Pseudoryx nghetinhensis,\fn
{A species of ox, also native to Vietnam and Laos} for example, were only discovered in 1994 …
5\fn{Angel}
As I sit at my computer I glance from time to time at the bedroom. When I was drunk it seemed a hell of a
good idea to bring this touching, rejected wild-animal cub into my pad. An animal that may grow as much as two
meters tall.
But even now, when I’m totally sober, the animal has something absolutely captivating about it. Is it just a
professional’s appreciation of its visual grace?
Or is it that as soon as I see something beautiful I have to possess it? With my camera or with my eye or with
my hand? Through the shutter or by shutting the door?
Even though I won’t know what to do with it?
*
But nothing changes the fact that the creature’s still small. And sick. And weak. And totally abandoned.
*
I print off a whole load of Internet material, without feeling it’s any help. I return to netzoo and click on
EVOLUTION.
I learn that “convergent evolution” refers to species that develop in ways resembling each other without there
being any close zoological relationship. Good examples are the shark, the ich thyosaur, and the dolphin, which
have developed from completely different vertebrate forms: the shark from fish, the ichthyosaur from landdwelling reptiles, and the dolphin from land mammals. Nevertheless, they’ve all developed into streamlined,
finned and tailed animals in the same ecological group: swift piscivorous marine predators. There are many other
examples: grassland-dwelling flightless birds, such as the emu, the ostrich, and the extinct moa; or such semiaquatic marine creatures as seals, sea-lions, and herbivorous sirenians, notably the dugong and the endangered
manatee.
I’m getting more informed than I ever wanted to be. According to the entry, convergent evolution means that,
in widely separated terrains, the same atmospheric and environmental conditions can, through their physical
properties, produce similar kinds of living organisms from totally different prototypes. Cases of convergent
evolution are, on the one hand, the trolls and the Southeast Asian cat-apes, derived from a small arboreal animal
slightly resembling the mustelid or raccoon, and, on the other, the apes and hominids derived from proto-primate
mammals. Both occupied the same ecological niche, where bipedalism and prehensile forefingers were survival
factors for the species …
Nothing to help me, though.
I look at my computer. It’s just a machine.
20

I’ll have to try elsewhere.
*
I can only speculate about the effect of the telephone ringing at Dr. Spiderman’s—at my old flame Jori
Hämäläinen’s, that is—“Hämähärnä-hämäläinen,” because getting worked up always makes him stammer.
Hämähäkki being Finnish for spider, he’s naturally been dubbed “Spiderman.” Eight rings before he replies, and
his voice reveals he’s ready to flip his lid.
First I fumble for the customary “How are things?”, etc., but I know that this road will soon be blocked.
“Sweet Angel, golden-haired cherub,” comes Spider’s slightly nasal, taunting voice. “It’s not very long ago
you gave me a very nasty kick in the gluteus—after scarcely a couple of months of your angelic blessings. So
what, I wonder, makes you call me now? And especially at this early hour.”
I splutter something about how I thought we’d agreed to be friends.
“I was beginning to think your mother had talked some sense into you—she always did dream you’d be
partners with a real doctor, didn’t she?” Spider lashes out, making me blush. Then his tone changes, sounding
almost interested.
“You didn’t manage to net that guy, did you?” It’s already coming home to me that this call is a terrible
mistake, but Spiderman goes on relentlessly.
“There you were, your great blue eyes moist with tears, trying to stammer out that I’m not your type, that I’m
not the right one, and how ‘you’d be wounding me if you went on with a relationship where you yourself couldn’t
be a hundred percent committed.’ And meanwhile you were going on about that other guy the whole time.”
Was I really? Hell, it was possible. As if I could have possessed him by talking about him, throwing his name
about, would-be casually.
“You really relished his name on your tongue. Martti, Martti—Martti this and Martti that. Guess how flagrant
and repellent it sounded. And it was crystal clear that all your would-be serious, pretty little speech meant was
this: you wanted me out of the way, so you could be free to step on the gas when this object of distant adoration—
obviously your right-and-proper future commitment—gave the green light. Or what?”
I’m speechless. Incapable of saying anything.
“So then. What do you want?”
I clear my throat. This isn’t going to be easy.
“What do you know about trolls?” There’s a howl of demonic laughter in my ear.
“Angel, darling, now I must have your permission to be inquisitive. Are you writing an essay for school?”
I mumble something stupid about having a bet on it.
“You know,” I wind up helplessly, “about the sorts of things they eat.”
I can feel the receiver radiating embarrassed silence into Spiderman’s ear. He finally bursts out,
“You ring an expensive veterinary surgeon at eight-thirty on a Sunday morning to ask what trolls eat?”
I know Spider can be a prick and always is, given the chance, but then he’s never been able to resist an
opportunity to show off his knowledge either. I’m right. A familiar lecturing tone creeps into his voice. He starts
ticking items off.
“Frogs, small mammals. They rob birds’ nests. Sometimes they’ve been reported to prey on lambs in outlying
fields, but that’s probably just rumor. There’s a theory that they fish with their paws, like bears, which I’ve no
reason to doubt. Hares. Game birds. Now and then a reindeer-calf caught by the leg can end up as a troll’s dinner.
Sometimes they harass white-tailed deer, too. They eat carrion when they come across it. A full-grown individual
requires a kilo or two of animal protein a day. Any more questions?” I nod at the receiver and let out assenting
noises.
“Definitely carnivores, but not omnivorous like, for instance, bears. Similar digestive system to cats. So if
you’re betting that trolls gnaw at spruce shoots by moonlight, your money’s down the drain. And if you want
more information, Angel, my fairy queen, go to the library and consult Pulliainen’s The Large Predators of
Finland.”
And then, cuttingly, he hangs up.
6\fn{Iivar Kemppinen, Finnish Mythology, 1960}
As with the folklore of other peoples, Finnish mythology finds a significant place for not only ghosts and fairies but
many demonized animals, particularly the bear, the troll, the wolf, the snake, the lizard, the frog, the weasel, the shrew,
the wasp, the death-watch beetle, and the louse. Demonic animals differ from ghosts and fairies in that they are usually
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clearly visible and recognizable, with the exceptions of the shy and secretive troll and the weasel. Sometimes, however,
a demonic creature is so closely identified with fairy existence that a creature—the troll, for example—may be offered
sacrificial food on an altar stone; and a pet snake has been accused of being a witch’s “familiar spirit” (Finnish Folklore
Archives, Karttula, Juho Oksanen, No. 10129; Sortavala, Matti Moilanen, No. 2625).
Demonic animals have been much discussed in international scientific literature, and various theories have been
presented. Finnish folklore itself has its own explanation for the demonic resonance and significance of the above
animals: they are predatory or otherwise baneful beasts generated by Pohjola or Manala, the Underworld or Hades of
northern Finnish folklore, and sent to be a tormentor and a scourge on the face of the earth. As representatives of the
malign powers of Manala they are hated but at the same time propitiated and placated. Thus, if anyone does harm to
these semi-supernatural creatures, such as a pet snake or frog, they will bring misfortune on themselves.
Tapio, the tutelary genius of the forest, personified the spirit of the forest, and as such is one of the earth sprites
(Ganander, 1.89; Gottlund, 1.350). The genius of the gloomy forests is also called Hiisi, or Demon. Thus Tapiola and
Hiitola, as names for the forest, mean they are the dwelling places of Tapio or Hiisi. But sometimes the forest itself is
given the appellation Tapio or Hiisi, without any reference to a guardian or the forest fauna (SKVR VII 1, No. 810,
823). Similarly the Karelians refer to the forest people as Hiisi’s people, and Hiisi has acquired a demonic reputation as
a representative of the malign forces of Manala. In the parish of Hiitola the forestlands are called Hiisi’s hills (Hiijje
miät in the Karelian dialect), where bad Hiisis, or demons, are said to live. Also, in a Karelian dialect, metsh (Finnish
metsä, forest) means “the devil” (Kujola, 1.234-35). This identification of the forest people with the underworld’s
people, the Demon’s people, has clearly occurred because the dark forest, with its bears, wolves, trolls and other
bugbears, was frightening, so that it was an easy transition to equate it with Manala, the fabled breeding place of the
beasts of prey, given birth to by the Mistress of Pohjia, the Northland (§313)

7\fn{Angel}
On the bed a lusterless black flank is heaving feverishly Wild-cat digestion.
I dash to the fridge and poke about frantically. Orange marmalade, kalamata olives, fresh but already
somewhat wilted arugula, imported blue cheese.
A cat. A cat. What do cats eat?
Cat food.
And in a flash I recollect something: what’s the guy’s name downstairs? Kaikkonen? Korhonen? Koistinen?
The man with the young foreign wife. They’ve got some sort of a pet. Once I saw the man opening the front door,
about to go in, and he was carrying a red-leather harness.
So they’ve got a cat, for I’ve seen neither of them walking a dog.
8\fn{ Palomita}
Sleep’s a well—I float up from it like a bubble. The water’s black honey. My arms and legs are trying to stir
in the syrupy night. I drag my lids open, so my eyes smart.
I’m damp with sweat and my heart’s starting to race. For a moment I think the sound I hear is the bell on the
bar counter back at Ermita. The bell that orders me out of the back room. But luckily my hand touches something,
my eyes open, and I’m surrounded by the gray-blue of the room’s make-believe night.
I’ve been in a very deep sleep, as I always am when Pentti’s away. When I’m alone, as soon as I drop off I
feel I’m spinning downward. I don’t need to tense every bit of my body, like when Pentti’s beside me. No need to
wake up at every sound. Pentti, when he’s asleep, sounds like someone suffocating.
The ringing isn’t at all like the horrible silvery bar-bell at Ermita. It’s tinnier and rougher and makes you
jump. Ring-ringring it goes in the empty hall that Pentti’s removed all the coats from and locked them up in the
closet for the time he’s off on his trip. I slip my slippers on and get my bathrobe off the chair. The bell rings again
and again, as if someone’s in a terrible state. I get the footstool out of the cupboard and climb on it to peep
through the peephole.
It’s the man from upstairs who’s ringing the bell. He’s fair and tall and curly-haired. I’ve seen him once
before on the staircase outside.
I’ve learned always to look through the peephole. Pentti doesn’t want me to open the door to anyone except
those he’s told me to. The peephole’s a well, where little crooked people live. Many times a day I get on to the
stool and look out at the staircase. There aren’t often people there, but whenever I see one it’s a re ward. The man
rings the bell once more, and then he tosses his head. He’s giving up.
I’ve no idea why I do. But cautiously I open the door.
He’s speaking Finnish fast, and I can only pick up a word here and there. The words are twisty and misty, and
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they’ve long bits that ought to be said with your mouth open right to the back. Lucky for me I don’t have to
depend much on Finnish, as Pentti hardly says anything and I don’t go anywhere. The man says,
“Excuse me.”
He says his name, which I can’t hear properly, but it sounds like Miguel. He says he’s from the floor above,
and he keeps on asking for some sort of food and repeating some word I simply don’t know.
It seems to be dawning on him that I don’t understand. Up to now he’s only been able to see his own problem,
but now he’s beginning to see me. He begins speaking English, which I understand better, though not very well
either, because at home we spoke Chabacano and Tagalog in the village, and they had to cut school short for me.
“Cat food?” he asks. “Do you have any cat food you could lend me?”
In spite of myself, a smile crosses my face. We haven’t got a cat. Pentti wouldn’t put up with anything like
that. Once, when he was drunk again, he took a lucky doll I’d been given by Conchita at the bar and flushed it
down the toilet. He’d noticed I used to nurse it in my arms sometimes, before going to bed. The doll clogged the
drain, and Pentti had to pump away with a plunger for ages before it flushed clear again.
I shake my head and say no, no cat food. I ask if he speaks Spanish, but he signals no, with troubled eyes. I
grope for some English words, trying to help. Just around the corner there’s a small store that sells almost
everything. One evening Pentti sent me to get some beer there, gave me some money and a piece of paper with
the order scribbled on. I handed them over to the shopkeeper, and he handed me back six cold brown bottles. I
didn’t know I was supposed to get a receipt, and when I got back Pentti said I’d kept some of the change. Myself,
I did think they were a bit expensive. I haven’t been back to the little shop since, but I do remember it was stocked
with almost as much stuff as the market.
Miguel wrinkles his forehead. I feel sorry for him. I can’t understand why he can’t run those two blocks to the
deli/newsstand, which is almost a little department store, but I’m eager to think of some way to help him. I think
about cats, I think about what they eat. Cats swarm in the harbor. They love fish.
I leave the door open and rush into the kitchen. I open the freezer and take out a packet from a big bag of
frozen fish Pentti bought on sale. The packets rattle like firewood. I go back to the door and push a frosty packet
into Miguel’s hand.
“The microwave. Put it in the microwave,” I say, clearly. Those are words I’ve often heard, and I know them
well. Miguel stares at the packet of fish and shifts it from hand to hand because it’s so cold.
He squeezes the packet. Thanks flow from his lips in a mixture of English and Finnish. And then he’s off,
hopping up the stairs, a man with an angelically beautiful face and hair like a wheat field in sunshine. I hear the
door slam shut on the floor above.
9\fn{Angel}
I must try to pay this back in some way, I reflect, as I push the fish into the microwave. She must be a
Filipina, for she speaks a little English and Spanish; she looks Asian. Is she more than sixteen years old? A bought
bride, she must be, purchased for the old geezer down below at some marriage market.
And they have no cat. My face glows: I ought to have been quicker on the uptake about that pretty, soft, redleather harness.
I set the microwave on “defrost” and start it. When the humming begins, the troll’s ears perk up. It gives a jerk
but, as nothing’s threatening it, it calms down again. The smell of fish spreads through the room. I take the dish
out of the microwave and test the fish with my finger. It’s warm around the edges and has begun to turn pale; it’s
frozen in the middle, but most of it is at room temperature and a gelatinous gray. I slice some pieces off the
defrosted bits, put them on aluminum foil, and take them into the living room. The troll’s nostrils tremble, but it
shows no interest in what it smells. I take some fish in my hand and sit on the edge of the bed. The troll opens its
eyes slightly and regards me with its vertical pupils. I hold a piece of fish close to its nostrils, its mouth. It sniffs
at the fish faintly, wearily, then closes its eyes again and turns its head away almost humanly. It curls its black
slender bony back towards me, and its belly gives out a very, very small but recognizable sound: the rumble of
hunger.
10\fn{Aki Bärman, The Beast In Man: An Enquiry Concerning the Kinship Between Man and Wild Animal in Myth and Fantasy, 1986}
The transformation of a human being into an animal, or an otherwise close metamorphic kinship of human and
animal, is an almost universal feature of world mythology, a mythical stratum evidently based on the “animal roles” of
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shamanism and totemism. In general, the animal metamorphoses and animal kinships manifested in various cultures are
connected to some fearful beast of prey endemic to the cultural area in question (in Asia the tiger, in South America the
jaguar, in Europe the wolf, and in Scandinavia the bear, as well as, and in particular, the troll). The essences of the
human and the animal are intermingled, and a complex narrative tradition develops around the animal, involving—as in
werewolf stories, for example—definite regularities, such as the effect of the full moon, the slaughter of the werewolf
with a silver bullet, methods of becoming a werewolf, and so on. In the case of Finland, perhaps a larger proportion of
this type of recurrent narrative material is associated with the troll.
Owing to the pseudo-humanoid external characteristics of the troll, the Finnish narratives concerning the origin of
the troll have acquired a Christian coloring. According to one version, the trolls came into being when Adam and Eve
had given birth to so many children they began to feel shame about it, and they hid some of their children in caves,
intending to keep them from God’s notice. The children ended up by living so long beneath the ground they changed
into trolls. Iceland harbors a similar story.
Another Finnish version relates that the trolls were born during the Deluge. People were lazy and could not be
bothered to follow Noah’s example and build arks; instead they ascended the hills in order to es cape the flood. The time
spent in the caves brought its own punishment: when the waters abated, the people had turned into trolls.
These narratives clearly indicate that trolls were considered representatives of a degenerate species of the human
race. Similar conceptions pertain to, among other creatures, anthropoid apes in many primitive cultures.
According to the Scandinavian notions above, therefore, trolls were created by God and were indeed members of the
divine creation—not supernatural beings—but humans who, in one way or another, had acted against God’s will. The
priests tried to dismiss the pagan imagery associated with these creatures, but certain of the original beliefs survived
even into the period when the trolls had been verified as an animal species like any other. An interesting feature of the
topic is that, owing to the effect of Christian belief, many troll-narratives based on folk tradition have been transformed
into tales about demons.
In Finland, for instance, hundreds of narratives are recorded that show how cunning individuals discomfit and dupe
simple-minded fiends—which, in the more venerable versions, are almost exclusively trolls. Thus, on the evidence of
these narratives, our ancestors had a particular need to emphasize their own superiority and pre-eminence in
comparison with this somewhat anthropomorphic animal.
The typical attributes of the mythical trolls were ugliness, hirsuteness, and habitation inside mountains and rocks.
They were agents of the dark powers, and they turned into stone in the light of day. Often the trolls were held to be
servants of Satan, lying in wait for people at night and snatching them off to their caves. The phrase for these
abductions was:
“They were carried off to the mountain.” The trolls either killed their victims or held them as prisoners until insanity
ensued.
Malign trolls of this sort also appear in the Scandinavian Viking tradition. Odin and his brothers killed the giant
Ymir, after which the giant’s rotting body began to be infested with maggots, some black and some white. The gods
called the maggots forth and gave them form and intelligence, and from the black maggots, which were by nature
cunning and treacherous, the gods created the trolls; and since the trolls were in this manner born from the flesh of
Ymir, out of which the earth was also created, the gods decided that the trolls should continue their existence as part of
the earth and rock. In consequence, the trolls came to live beneath the earth, and if they erred by penetrating up into the
daylight they were punished for their crime with petrifaction, becoming rocks themselves. On the other hand, the poem
“The Seeress’s Prophecy” in the poetic Edda states the lineage of the trolls to be that of the tribe of the wolf Fenrir. The
trinity of the wolf, the troll, and man is indeed a fascinating and illuminating aspect of the werewolf myth.
Finnish tradition also hands down stories of benign and harmless trolls who have lived with human beings on such
good terms of mutual understanding that they have even married into named families. There are also numerous stories
of girls having given birth to children sired by trolls and of youths seeking troll brides; and these are altogether in the
class of the ancient myths about animal consorts.
Tales of trolls adopting human babies as their own cubs have been recorded everywhere from China to North
America and its Indian tribes. Though, as a species, the troll never spread beyond the Bering Strait, it is conceivable
that ancestors of the Indians migrating to Alaska via the Chukotskiy peninsula may have transported this narrative
tradition with them (cf e.g. the Alaskan monster, the alascattalo, a hybrid of the moose and the walrus, whose name is
etymologically reminiscent of the Lapland creature, the staalo, whose legend is clearly a variation of the troll legend).
It can in fact be asserted that the troll has played a very special symbolic role among the northern peoples for thousands
of years.

11\fn{Angel}
It looks at me like a puppy-dog, but there are live coals in its orange eyes.
It’s lying curled up into a ball. I go to the bedside gingerly and hold my breath as I sit down on the edge of the
bed beside it and observe its slender, heaving black sides, its helpless but sinewy being. Suddenly its paw
straightens out. Its long supple fingers and fierce nails come toward me, and I almost snatch my hand away but
don’t, I don’t, and its fingers wrap around my wrist for a moment; its hot slender paw touches me for a fleeting
moment, and my eyes fill with tears.
Three days have gone by, and it simply isn’t eating.
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12\fn{Ancient Poems of the Finnish People II.3.3410, 1933 Village of Kittee: “Repo-Matti Väkeväinen’s Powerful Spell” }
If the Lord willn’t grant my will,
And lets me be alone,
Then grant me thou my will,
Old man behind the hill,
Old man beneath the stone!

13\fn{Angel}
Dr. Spiderman had mentioned birds’ nests. I tried a raw egg first, cracked into a bowl, then an unshelled one,
but it wouldn’t have either of them. I went to the supermarket for some quails’ eggs, and it did show a little
interest in these, but perhaps it was just their color, spottedness, and small size reminding it of something. Any way it didn’t eat those either.
I look at the black figure on the bed, at once restless, exhausted, and—it’s obvious—painfully hungry. I can’t
let it outside. Out there are the thugs in their steel-toe-capped boots, getting their thrills by drenching drunks with
gasoline, throwing cats from the roofs of multi-story blocks, and mugging gays. And if I tell anyone I’ll just as
certainly lose the creature.
Its juniper-berry smell plays in my nostrils. Its own species didn’t want it. It was too much—ballast, a burden.
They abandoned this light, slender, supple being, worthy of being immortalized in black marble.
Back to the cursed highway of knowledge, to the electronic asphalt, stretching in all directions, with no path
leading where it should: to the forest.
For the hell of it, I put the cursor on to the Kalevala link of netzoo and click there. The net Kalevala has its
own index. I wait briefly while the machine scrolls up references to trolls and demons.
There’s no end of them. The biggest group is in the poem called “The Demon Skis,” where Lemminkäinen,
skiing along, is chasing a demon that’s scampering away from him, and the demon, as it dashes off, sends the
stewpots flying in a Lapland village. I log on to the bride’s guide poem, “Instructions and a Warning.” Here the
bride complains about her bridegroom, and this makes me think of the Filipino girl downstairs:
I’d be better off
in better places,
with larger lands,
and roomier rooms,
a fuller-blooded man,
better built;
I’m given to this no-good,
left with this loafer:
took his carcass from a crow,
robbed his nose from a raven,
mouthed like a famished wolf,
haired like hell’s troll,
bellied like a bear.

That’s the complete demon reference. I wasn’t expecting to find instructions for feeding trolls in the Kalevala,
but, surprisingly, the falling meter sweeps you along. The following troll fragment is, very aptly, Väinämöinen’s,
which he sings to the accompaniment of a kantele.
None in the forest
that loped on four legs,
that bounded and bobbed,
but lingered to listen,
suck in some ecstasy:
squirrels came switching
from leaf-spray to leaf-spray,
stoats came and stopped there,
settled on fences.
Elks hopped on the heath,
lynxes leaped about laughing.
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A wolf woke in the swamp,
a troll rose on the rocks,
a bear reared on the heath
from its pen in the pines,
its den in the spruce thicket.

I’ve had my fill of the Kalevala. The SEARCH function locates links here and there—to biology, mythology,
various fairy tales, and old stories in their hundreds if not thousands. But nothing concrete. I’ll have to look
elsewhere.
I’ve already been out of the apartment several times, and every time I come back to find my troll in the same
place on the bed, heart-rendingly in almost the same position, scarcely able to raise its head.
14\fn{Yrjö Kokko, Pessi and Illusia, 1944}
“What?” exclaimed the woodpecker, gazing down inquisitively.
It saw something that looked like a span-sized human being, though the creature had thick brown fur and a squirrel’s
tufty ears, as well as a hare’s funny little stumpy tail. It peeped up at the woodpecker with happy and friendly eyes.
Actually, perhaps the eyes seemed too small, but that may have been because of the rather large nose, with an
equally large mouth beneath it, broadening into a happy smile and revealing beautiful pearl-white rows of teeth. Also,
the creature’s hands and feet were perhaps on the large side, and its fur seemed matted, with longish hair dangling from
the top of its head to its neck.
Obviously, this was a small forest troll, waking up from its winter sleep—not a relative of those large black
predatory animals that prowled the Lapland boulders in the summers, looking for prey. It was at most a second cousin
twice removed—a gnome, the little friendly creature found in fairies’ stories.

15\fn{Angel}
I lower the children’s book I’ve been reading here in the library reading-room.
From his description it’s clear that Yrjö Kokko had never seen a photograph of a real troll. But the pile of
books on my library table, which I’ve been scouring under the heading TROLL, show that it’s no wonder:
sightings of trolls were extremely rare, and photographs rarer still, until the 1970s, when automatic cameras,
hides, and weeks-long watches over carcasses became the fashion.
Before that, trolls were rarely hunted: the flesh was uneatable, the carcass nauseatingly smelly. There was
known to be some small market for trolls’ winter coats: in a small way the Russians went in for trapping trolls in
the autumn, but it was a rather unprofitable business. The trolls very rarely fell into traps, and it was almost
impossible to hunt them down with guns, for they were silent and swift night-creatures. Hunting dogs were tried
but with hopeless results: either the trolls put the dogs totally off the scent, or, if they were cornered, mauled the
dogs with murderous fury.
A dog with a bull-terrier type temperament, the rollikoira or troll hound, much prized in Russia, does still
exist. It’s a variant of the Karelian bear-hunter and is said to have more than a little strain of the wolf and the
husky in it. But the troll hound (its real name, I hear, is the Ladoga bloodhound) has not been used for hunting for
a long time.
Also, it was no use looking for trolls, like bears, in their winter dens, for the cavities the troll seeks out for
hibernation are so inaccessible that there was almost no point in looking for their breathing holes. And there was
no reason to cull them for competing with human hunters on game preserves, for in winter they were com pletely
out of the running and in summertime they were more interested in lemmings than elks.
For a few years a bounty was offered for killing them because the Lapps wailed that the wolverines and staalos\fn{A mythological beast of the Sámi culture } were rampaging among the reindeer herds, costing more than tax
inspectors. But then the environmentalists and animal-rights people put an end to the hunting.
I dive even deeper into the lore.
Certain Hanseatic traders were familiar with the term Spukenfell—literally “spookskin”—which referred to a
rare and expensive item, as mythical as mummified mermaids and unicorns. In Russia in the early twentieth
century a few trolls were successfully caught in traps, and the thick silky-black spookskin flayed from a full-sized
male in its winter coat was apparently an imposing sight. One Politburo official had a spookskin hanging over the
fireplace in the guest room of his dacha, with the head still attached.
I’m revolted.
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I again read Kokko’s description of a troll. Leaving out the size, it’s not so wide of the mark. The brown coat
of fur, though, is actually pitch-black, the ears are not tufty at all, and the “funny little stumpy tail”—oh, so cute—
is a lashing, tuft-ended snake, a trembling mood-antenna. A rather large nose—hmmm—perhaps it will be later
when the face elongates into more of a muzzle. The mouth is not particularly big either. When it “draws back into
a happy smile,” pearly-white rows of teeth are, indeed, revealed, but, however beautiful, they’re saw-edged and
sharp, the canines like Turkish daggers. Its hands—the forepaws—and feet are large; in fact, considering the size
of the body, rather like a lynx’s paws.
And, while its fur coat has from time to time looked tangled, its head is not crowned with dangling hair. It has
a huge black brush, just as if the hair-stylist who created Tina Turner’s\fn{ aka Anna Mae Bullock (1939- ) American
performing artist and author} image had a salon in the forest.
I leaf through more of Pessi and Illusia.
The animals and the plants chat away like anything, and then a cutesy little girl appears, whose eyes are big
and blue and amazingly bright and who has white curly hair like a cloudlet on a sunny day. A fairy.
The troll and the fairy introduce themselves to each other: they are Pessi and Illusia—not difficult to work out,
considering the title of the book. One is a pessimist, and the other lives in the land of illusion—clever old Kokko!
And because both their names are diminutives, because of their small size, Illusia establishes that they’re fated to
be companions in destiny …
I shut the book.
Thoughts go whizzing through my head. So what does the troll mean to me?
A protégé, somewhat like a pigeon with a broken wing? Or an exotic pet? Or maybe a stranger on a short visit,
rather oddly behaved but altogether captivating, who’ll be leaving one day when the time’s right?
Or what?
I ask myself and give no reply.
I reach out and grasp the next book.
16\fn{A. W. Chalmers, The Hidden Trails of Mankind, 1985 [a real person supplied with an apparently fictitious title; there is no such
evolutionary species as Felipithecus:H]}
For the most part, the ancestors of man may well have adapted flexibly without the constant need for major
mutations; but more drastic environmental changes called for more pronounced mutations.
Since the close of the Miocene period\fn{ C.5,332,000 years ago:W} there have been two such major evolutionary
leaps.
The first occurred when Australopithecus experienced a restructuring of the pelvis and the foot, which allowed
a brachiating forest ape to become a more or less upright walker. This four-limbed “southern ape” thus became
two-legged, with hands free for manipulation, as did, convergently, Felipithecus, the so-called “cat-ape.” Both
Australopithecus and Felipithecus probably carried loads. Upright walking and the development of the deltoid
muscle would allow the bearing of weights, such as tools, food, and children, from one place to another.
Approximately four million years later the second important hominid mutation occurred. This was the rapid
expansion of the brain, leading to the emergence of Cro-Magnon man, classified as the species Homo sapiens, the
species we ourselves belong to.
17\fn{Angel}
It stands in a museum display-cabinet on the ground floor of the library, looking like a streamlined
thundercloud.
Its coat has lost much of its shiny black during the years spent in the glass case. To suggest the beast’s
environment, it’s been surrounded by a miscellany of foliage, lichen, and musty-looking plastic stones. The
taxidermist has stuffed it in a slightly crouching position, and the long and supple fingers on the forelimbs stretch
towards the glass, so that as you approach the cabinet you’re startled and take an instinctive step backward.
Its muzzle is creased into a sneer, and the strikingly large teeth are dark yellow—perhaps from being
conserved so long. I observe that the taxidermist was incorrectly informed about trolls’ eyes. To catch the fury and
danger of the animal it has been given brown glass-button eyes, which give it a sad, lost look. These might be
suitable for a bear, say, but are totally unlike the troll’s actual eyes, which are large, fiery slants with pupils that
are vertical stripes.
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I press my hands and nose and lips to the glass. It mists over by my mouth as I whisper,
“Help me.”
18\fn{A. W. Chalmers, The Hidden Trails of Mankind, 1985}
At the close of the Miocene period salt began to be concentrated in salt basins, and there was a global decrease
in oceanic salinity. In consequence, the Antarctic seas began to ice over, doubling the size of the ice cap, and
lowering sea levels worldwide. The trees began to diminish in size and the African rain forest shrank in extent,
leaving only smaller areas where the arboreal apes are still to be found.
The eastern side of the continent became a savannah of grass country, dotted with woodland. This savannah
experienced alternating wet and dry seasons, times of abundance and times of dearth, seasons of flood and
seasons of cracked mud.
The upright two-limb carriage of the hominid Australopithecus allowed its adaptation to this new environment.
No longer confined to trees, the hominid was no longer dependent on them.
A similar convergent-evolutionary adaptation occurred in another mammal, the “cat-ape” Felipithecus, bred in
the Southeast Asian jungle. The broad shoulders, long arms and partly prehensile toes of both Australopithecus
and Felipithecus suggest that both animals still resorted on occasion, perhaps for refuge, to trees.
But with the declining availability of trees Felipithecus had to adapt to a new and variable terrain. In search of
food, it sought a new home in the East Asian plains and finally the Siberian forests.
19\fn{Palomita}
The stairwell’s a big, listening ear, with the bell echoing ring-ringring, fainter and fainter, until it disappears.
I’m at Mikael’s door, but Mikael’s not at home. I’ve checked the time: it’s the same as when I last met him, but
anyway he’s not here. I couldn’t check through the peephole in the door to see if he was coming, as I’d had to
clean the flat and do a lot of washing, and the noise of the washing machine drowns the footsteps from the
stairwell.
But now there’s a sound below, and I turn, and my heart starts racing—and I can’t tell if it’s fear or a vain
hope.
That friendly fast-talking woman who lives opposite us is coming up the stairs, though she doesn’t live on this
floor. I could easily fit into one of her pant-legs. Pentti got her to open the door of our apartment one day when
he’d lost his jacket with the keys in the pocket. She always wears the same pantsuit with thick checks sewn on,
and she has large dangling earrings. She asks me what I want Mikael for, smiling with her head on one side as if
she really wanted to be friendly, while her question sounds rather cross.
Mikael’s been around to our apartment and put a brand-new, expensive Spanish-language glossy magazine
through the mail slot. It was a good thing Pentti wasn’t at home when he brought it. Mikael had stuck a little card
on the cover with a paper clip, saying “Thanks for the help” in English and some rather funny-looking Spanish,
and he’d signed it Mikael.
Mikael, not Miguel. Mikael obviously thought I knew Spanish well, though I can’t read more than a few
words. Very few Filipinos still speak Spanish. Actually, I can’t read very much English either. But the magazine’s
pictures are beautiful.
I don’t, of course, tell her all this but point to the can of cat food and the door. It won’t fit through the mail slot;
it’s too fat. I’ve wrapped a piece of paper around it, fastened with a rubber band. It says,
“For your cat. Thanks for the magazine, Palomita.”
The woman bows low like a checked mountain. She speaks a very slow Finnish, carefully twisting her mouth
on each word. I realize she’s saying I must come again some other time, or would I like her to deliver the package
instead. She holds out her hand, with its tight rings.
I shake my head. I don’t want to give the can away. Getting the money together has taken me a long time. I’ve
hidden the magazine in the hamper. Pentti never touches the laundry.
The woman goes, winking sympathetically. I hurry into the apartment. I’ll have to hide the cat food as well,
until another time.
20\fn{Angel}
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I don’t know what I expected to find in the library. A beautiful shiny-backed reference book, perhaps, called
The Domestic Feeding of Wild Beasts? And all I’d have to do would be look down the index alphabetically: ape,
bear, lynx, pine marten—ah, there it is—troll. And then off to the market.
I go back to the library’s computer to see if I’ve missed anything. One reference is curious—to the Children’s
Music Department? I sigh and type away looking for more precise information. And there it is, the silly song, and
the words.
As soon as I see the piece the music begins to pound in my head.
I know it by heart, like every other Finn, even though I’ve never actually listened to it carefully. Not until now,
when I let the corny tune and words grind around my head as if it were a jukebox.
Would you keep a bandersnatch
if only you could catch it?
Put it in a basket
and dare to fetch it home?

My heart’s pounding away to the beat of the ghastly diddydah refrain, when the piece hops cheerfully on to
this:
But where’s the mum who’ll let you take
a troll back home to sleep?
Might as well ask Mum to keep
a sewer rat or a snake.
Dab dab diddy dab, diddy diddy day.

The music in my head suddenly switches off. I realize I’ve been thinking a sewer rat or a snake, a sewer rat or
a snake … And those words, pointing to something well known, about two things that belong together, and in a
certain way … provide the solution.
21\fn{Selma Lagerlöf, “The Changeling,” from Trolls and Humans, 1915}
“I’ve no idea what kind of food to give a changeling,” she told her husband. “It won’t eat anything I put in front of
it.”
“Well, that’s no surprise, is it?” he said. “Haven’t you heard? Trolls don’t eat anything but frogs and mice.”
“But surely you’re not going to ask me to go fishing in the pond for frogs?”
“Of course not. Best let it die of hunger.”

22\fn{Angel}
I open the shop door.
A tiny bell tinkles. The door closes.
I greet the shopkeeper. I point one out. The shopkeeper asks me questions I don’t hear properly.
I shake my head.
“It doesn’t matter, it’s all the same.” His eyebrows go up.
“It doesn't matter?” He gathers up a pile of supplementary products—I’ll need this, all the same, I’ll need that,
and this.
My denials are in vain. I pick up the box and push a note into his hand, get my change and a receipt.
The little bell tinkles.
23\fn{C. B. Gaunitz and Bo Rosen, “Vertebrates,” The Animal Book, 1962 [see under #16:H]}
Animals that prey on one another have to be able to bite and use their claws. They also have to be swift,
cunning and extremely patient.
The fox is known to be a crafty hunter, the wolf a persevering pursuer—it may follow its prey for miles on
end.
The lynx lurks in ambush with unbelievable persistence, the troll moves more quietly than a shadow, and the
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otter is a swift and skillful swimmer.
The more exclusively an animal feeds on meat the sharper its front molars are and the more persevering it is by
nature. The weasel is amusingly inquisitive, but at the same time so indomitable it will attack a much larger
animal than itself, and it does not fear man if its nest is disturbed.
The badger and the bob-tailed bear are choosy: they will settle only for the choicest delicacies of the flora and
fauna. Like true gourmets they particularly relish strong-flavored food, even rotting meat.
Also, the furtive troll can occasionally be sidetracked by a carcass, but in general it is more selective about its
food.
24\fn{Angel}
I open the box and let the guinea pig out on to the floor.
I shut my eyes because I can’t believe I’m really doing this.
The guinea pig is soft and smooth-haired and warm; its pink nose trembles and its whiskers quiver. It’s white
with brown patches. In fact it’s quite horribly cute.
Cute enough to eat.
25\fn{Martes}
The telephone rings a fair few times before Mikael replies. When he finally picks up the receiver, he’s out of
breath, gulping and coughing.
“Been throwing up?” I ask teasingly.
“Who’s that?” His voice is agitated.
“Martti.”
“Martes.”
He breathes the name. He didn’t believe I’d ever phone. He doesn’t thank me for the last time we met, and he
doesn’t apologize for his behavior. A good sign; he doesn’t want to remember all that. I’ve been racking my brains
to think of someone else I could call about this but couldn’t come up with anyone.
I hate needing anyone.
Above all, I hate needing a person I wasn’t expecting ever to speak to again. Actually, though, the fact that he
needs me too, that what I have to say matters to him, eases the awful dread that he might take my call the wrong
way. Instinctively I distance myself, draw the bait further off.
“You in a hurry? You sound it. I can call later.”
“No, no. I’m not busy. Let rip.”
I can hear background noises, sudden odd rustlings and snappings, randomly rhythmical.
“Could be I’ve got a project for you. How’re you fixed for work?”
There’s a loud scraping, as if someone’s dragging a metal fork over the floor or the bathroom tiles. A thump.
Another thump.
“Couple of small jobs this week, then I’m free. Okay?”
Two lightning scraping noises.
“You’re free at the beginning of next week?”
“First thing Monday morning, if you like. So what time?”
A scraping, a thump, a shrill squeak, and Mikael breaks off, drawing in a quick startled breath.
“What on earth’s going on there?”
Mikael breathes deeply twice.
“I’m, ah, watching … this video … kind of experimental effort. Rather lurid effects right now.”
“Oh? What genre?”
“Well, let’s say … horror.”
26\fn{Angel}
When I get back home with a fresh pile of books, euphoric about my coming meeting with Martes—now so
soon, so soon—the first thing that happens is that I step on a troll turd.
Anyone who would complain about miserable homecomings—the kids have been making taffy and not
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cleaned up, their husband’s flat on the sofa, drunk out of his mind—well, none of them has to step on troll shit in
their own hallway. Naturally, the shit’s been neatly pushed under the doormat so my weight squashes it out on to
both the underside of the mat and the parquet.
Just for a change, the troll’s not lying on the bed but on the floor, idly giving the odd shake to the rubber mouse
I’ve bought it—of which there’s precious little left, just a grayish torso. It’s in a languid mood, with lackluster
eyes, though presumably no longer hungry. Of course I know it’s a passive creature in the daytime, but it rarely
moves now, even at night.
“Did you have to give it solid food?” a mean little voice in my head asks when I grab a dustpan and some
kitchen towels, trying not to breathe through my nose as I scrape the shit into the garbage. I try not to look at it,
for I know what it’s made of. I don’t want to see any little bones or brown-white tufts of hair.
Back in the living room my voice is genuinely angry:
“Who’s been doing a poo on the floor?”
The troll glances at me and unconcernedly turns its head away. The toy mouse interests it much more. I’ve
bought some cat litter and put it in a box in a corner of the bathroom, but the troll doesn’t show any interest.
Peeing it does, for some reason, on the bathroom floor, perhaps because it did it there in the first place and has
somehow marked it out territorially—and anyway the puddles are easy to mop up.
But with this demon-shit dilemma I’m truly stuck.
“What are we going to do with you, Pessi?” I sigh, and several seconds pass before I realize I’ve given him a
name.
27\fn{“A Tale of a Bear and A Troll,” Inari-Lapp Folklore, collected and published by A. V. Koskimies and T. Itkonen, Proceedings of the
Finno-Ugrian Society, XI, 1917}
Walking in the forest one day, a troll came across a bear, who was digging a winter den for himself. The troll
asked the bear,
“What are you doing?” The bear said,
“Escaping from man.” The troll replied,
“I don’t expect to find any man I need be afraid of.” The bear said,
“You have to fear man because he has weapons. Take a walk down the main road and you’ll find a man to
fear.”
The troll set off walking down the road. He met a young boy. He asked him,
“Are you a man?” The boy replied,
“I’m not a man, just the start of one.” The troll passed the boy by and continued down the road. Now an old
man came along and the troll asked him,
“So you’re a man, aren’t you?” The old man replied.
“I’m not a man. I’ve been a man. but I’m not one any more.” The troll passed him by, too, set off down the
road again, walked and walked, until he met a soldier, riding on a horse. The troll asked him,
“So you are a man, aren’t you?” The soldier replied,
“A man you called me, and a man I am.”
Then the troll curled his claws and started to go for him. The soldier grabbed his gun and shot the troll’s tail,
blowing the hairs off, leaving a mere tuft at the end.
The troll swung his head around, intending to bite the soldier, but the soldier pulled out his sword and
scratched an upright scratch on each of the troll’s eyes.
The troll had to take to his heels, and he went back the way he came until he met the bear again. The bear said,
“Now do you believe that men are to be feared?”
The troll did believe, and he built himself a winter den, too, as he’s done every winter ever since.
28\fn{Angel}
This biologist I’m consulting over the phone has swallowed my story, that I’m a journalist working on a story
about trained animals. He supposes my topic touches on circus ethics—a brilliant notion I’d never have hit on as a
cover myself—and he’s already been through elephants, bears, and sea-lions.
“You often see trained lions and tigers,” I say, leading him on. “What about the indigenous animals of Finland?
Do you consider one could systematically train a bear, for instance, or even a troll?” I ask lightly, in passing.
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The Prof. delivers a long lecture, from which I gather chiefly that wolves, for instance, are extremely trainable,
because they’re pack animals, a subject on which the cursed Grzimek, whose name the old fart spells out for me
with excruciating care, letter by letter, has carried out extensive research. Wolves obey the individual who has
authority, even if it’s a man.
Feline animals, such as lions and tigers, are different: cats are usually extremely independent and won’t do
anything without immediate reward. The bottom line is that everything depends on the animals’ social norms.
“Social norms?” My tone of voice is emphatically enquiring, like a second-rate actor’s.
“Well, we do have very little information on the subject of trolls. One theory suggests that they possibly live in
a sort of micro-troop, like a pride of lions, and in such troops a certain hierarchical behavior pattern operates. On
the other hand, the tiger, for example, is a territorial animal: it hunts alone and is intolerant of other individuals in
its territory. There remains, of course, a possibility, too, that trolls maintain an alpha-male order, like that of
chimpanzees, making for a comparatively disorganized-seeming troop dominated by a large male. This means the
alpha has primary sexual rights over the troop’s females, and so on. At present, the entire basis for this hypothesis
rests on the speculation that the convergence of the trolls’ evolution with that of the primates may have operated
on other dimensions besides outward appearance …”
I’m not much the wiser, but then the old boy’s voice seems to perk up.
“But the best results are always achieved when the animal’s trained at the cub stage. Rewards and punishments
in suitable proportions … I remember talk of a trained troll that was sometimes seen in the market, a little before
the war, obviously the same one that’s now stuffed in the Tampere Biological Museum.”
I shiver as I remember the faded animal in the glass display-cabinet and its total degradation. A trained troll.
“Large predators are currently an unusually popular subject, in the wake of the happenings in Joensuu and
Kuopio.”
Joensuu and Kuopio? I ask myself, without knowing what he’s talking about.
“Which journal are you writing for?” he asks, but I’m already putting the phone down.
29\fn{“Wild Beasts Haunt Our Cities,” Finnish Evening News (November 30, 1999)}
The people of Kuopio and Joensuu have become anxious about large predators being seen near the towns, and
they are not alone. In recent weeks there have even been sightings outside certain central and southern Finnish
towns. Following many sightings of bears and wolves, urban areas are now being approached by trolls.
Trolls are rarely spotted in Finland, but recently, over a short period, half-a-dozen very reliable sightings have
occurred near the eastern border, some very close to houses.
The troll, usually an extremely shy animal, has been extending its habitat from the uninhabited forests and
fields and moving closer to towns. Some attribute this to food shortages. People living near large forests have
been advised to keep their garbage cans tightly closed and their small pets indoors. Trolls rarely attack human
beings, so there is no cause for alarm; and, being night creatures, they are likely to be encountered only very late
at night or in the early hours of the morning.
“My Alsatian started a terrible howling,” says Risto Huttula of Kuopio. “I’ve never heard it howl before. I
went out into the yard and tried to calm the dog down, but it wouldn’t be calmed.”
Then Huttula noticed two coal-black, two-legged creatures running along the edge of a field. Obviously the
dog had caught the scent on the wind before the creatures were visible. Foresters went to investigate the traces,
but on the almost snowless ground they found no hard evidence.
Were the figures trolls that had postponed their hibernation or clandestine intruders in the forest?
The neighbor’s Bernese mountain dog had whined and padded restlessly back and forth throughout the
previous night. In the morning the dog refused to follow the tracks, rejecting all incentives.
Biologist Professor Erkki Pulliainen considers the situation transitory and no cause for alarm.
“The situation does occur sporadically with the first snows and the onset of the hibernation season for bears
and trolls. The only disturbances for city-dwellers at such times,” Pulliainen emphasizes, “are likely to be from
wolves, wolverines, and lynxes, and these haunt the neighboring terrain only in search of food, with no intention
of deliberately intruding on people.”
The food-shortage theory is not accepted by Pulliainen personally.
“On the contrary, the reason for the animals’ resort to city outskirts is clearly that certain small parasitical
animals are likely to be plentiful in precisely these areas. And the lynx, for example, has shown itself over the
course of time to be, as a species, highly culturally adaptable.”
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Lynxes have long been present on the outskirts of Helsinki, Turku, and Tampere, Pulliainen reports, where
plentiful food is available, such as hares and white-tailed reindeer, and the terrain is suitable: marshland coppices,
dense mixed woodland, and coniferous forest.
Riikka Vesaisto, a Joensuu farmer’s wife, totally disagrees with Professor Pulliainen. In her view, large wild
beasts are a concrete threat, not only to her sheep but to her family.
“Two weeks ago my son was off to school—he’s in the first grade—and he said he’d seen an “old black man”
staring at him from behind a fir tree. The boy ran for it and managed to get to the school playground without
being hurt. Together we checked an animal book and found out what he’d seen: it was a troll. How long will it
have to be before we wake up and realize a full-grown troll is a wild beast two meters tall and that a little child’s
just a snack for it?”
Riikka Vesaisto’s husband, Antti, shares her view.
“They ought to bring the bounty money back. Of course they’re all going on about conservation now, but I’d
like to see that tree hugger’s face if some wolf or bugaboo snapped up his brat on the way to school.”
30\fn{Angel}
Monday.
Tomorrow’s Monday.
He could have been calling others. I’ve no idea how much I can hope for any more. Myself, I daren’t make a
move; but call he damn well did.
Pessi’s learned to be wary of newspapers. I’ve never actually hit him, only gestured that I’d slap him, but he
clearly knows that a rolled-up newspaper symbolizes the authority of the alpha. Now that he’s quietly begun to
grasp that I don’t like troll shit under the doormat, he’s been resorting to the box in the corner of the bathroom,
where I’ve been putting cut-up flyers and other junk mail.
I’ve got to change the contents every day, otherwise he won’t use it again. I tried scented cat litter, but that, for
some reason, he absolutely detests.
As carrots to the rolled-up newspaper I’ve been manipulating Pessi with gerbils and white mice. I’ve been
giving him snacks like these when he’s been a well-behaved little troll-boy—and gerbils are not nearly as
expensive or poo-generating as guinea pigs or hamsters.
Though he eats now and then, and can even be bothered to play at hunting the animals, he’s not in good health.
I’ve wondered whether those budding juvenile offenders hurt him in some way.
Has he got fractures somewhere or even internal bleeding? But I’d have noticed something in the way he
moves if he had muscle or leg pains. Yet he’s languid and subdued most of the time, like a fluttering candle flame.
When he does make one of his rare moves, he’s supple, like quicksilver. He seems to be reversing gravity. His
total muscular capacity is enormous, considering his size. He moves about like oil, as if made of silk.
His eyes are full of nocturnal wildfire. …
233.1 1. Robert Young, Linux Journal, March, 1994 2. Rodney Gedda, Computerworld Australia, January 2009 3.
Marjorie Richardson, Linux Journal, November 1999 4. Sam Varghese, iT Wire, February 2011 5. Scott Merrill,
TechCrunch, April 2012: Five Interviews With Linus Torvalds, Reluctant Revolutionary\fn{by Linus Benedict
Torvalds (1969- )} Helsinki, Finland (M) 22
1
1: Robert Young, Linux Journal, March, 1994\fn{In this and the four subsequent interviews, the format (except for the first
question, which terminates this introductory statement) is to record the question leading to a following response from the interviewee
directly after the preceeding answer. | From the press release associated with the Scott Merrill interview of Linus Torvalds printed in the
online version of TechCrunch for April 19, 2012: In recognition of his creation of a new open source operating system kernel for computers
leading to the widely used Linux operating system. The free availability of Linux on the Web swiftly caused a chain-reaction leading to
further development and fine-tuning worth the equivalent of 73,000 man-years. Today millions use computers, smartphones and digital
video recorders like Tivo run on Linux. Linus Torvalds’ achievements have had a great impact on shared software development, networking
and the openness of the web, making it accessible for millions, if not billions. | Ken Thompson was once asked, if he had the chance to do it
all again, what changes would he make in Unix. He said he would add an e to the creat system call. How about you and Linux? }

Well, Considering how well it has turned out, I really can’t say something went wrong: I have done a few
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design mistakes, and most often those have required rewriting code (sometimes only a bit, sometimes large
chunks) to correct for them, but that can’t be avoided when you don’t really know all the problems
If it’s something I have problems with, it’s usually the interface between user-level programs and the kernel:
kernel-kernel relations I can fix easily in one place, but when I notice that the design of a system call is bad,
changing that is rather harder, and mostly involves adding a new system call which has semantics that are the
superset of the old and then leaving in a compatibility-hack so that the old calls still work. Ugly, and I avoid it
unless it really has to be done.
Right now I’d actually prefer to change the semantics of the … and write system calls subtly, but the gains
aren’t really worth the trouble.\fn{ The most consistent compliment that Linux receives is its stability on Intel PC computers. This is
particularly true compared to “real Unices” that have been ported to the Intel platform.What do you see that was done right in Linux that is
causing problems for these other PC Unices?}

There are probably a couple of reasons. One is simply the design, which is rather simple, and naturally suits
the PC architecture rather well. That makes many things easier. I’d suspect that the other reason is due to rather
stable drivers: PC hardware is truly horrendous in that there are lots of different manufacturers, and not all of
them do things the same (or even according to specs).
That results in major problems for anybody who needs to write a driver that works on different systems, but in
the case of Linux this is at least partially solved by reasonably direct access to a large number of different
machines. The development cycle of linux helps find these hardware problems: with many small incremental
releases, it’s much easier to find out exactly what piece of code breaks/fixes some hardware. Other distributions
(commercial or the BSD 386-project which uses a different release schedule) have more problems in finding out
why something doesn’t work on a few machines even though it seems to work on all the others.\fn{ Have you heard
of any problems running Linux on the Pentium chip? Do you expect any? }
I know from a number of reports that it works, and that the boot-up detection routines even identify the chip as
a Pentium (“uname -a” will give “i586” with reasonably new kls, as I ignore Intel guidelines about the name). The
problems are not likely to occur due to the actual processor itself, as much as with the surrounding hardware: with
a Pentium chip, manufacturers are much more likely to use more exotic hardware controllers for better
performance, and the drivers for them all won’t necessarily exist for Linux yet. So I’ve had a few reports of a
Pentium PCI machine working fine, but that the kernel then doesn’t recognize the SCSI hard disk, for example.
From a performance viewpoint, the current gcc compiler isn’t able to do Pentium-specific optimizations, so
sadly Linux won’t be able to take full advantage of the processor right now. I don’t know when gcc will have
Pentium-optimization support, but I expect it will come eventually (most of the logic for it should already be
there, as gcc can already handle similar optimization problems for other complex processors).
One interesting thing is that the “bogo-mips” loop I use to calibrate a kernel timing loop seems to actually be
slower on a Pentium than on an i486 at the same clock frequency. The real-world performance is probably better
despite that (the timing loop is just a decrement operation followed by a conditional jump: the Pentium won’t be
able to do any super scalar execution optimizations).\fn{ With the end of the road for Intel’s 80XXX series chips in sight
(although at least a few years away), what chip or hardware platform would you like to see Linux ported to? }
The Amiga 680x0 (x>=3, MMU required) port is already underway and reportedly mostly functional already. I
haven’t been in any close contact with the developers, as they seem to know what they are doing, but I understand
they track the PC versions rather closely, and have most of the features working. I’d expect something truly
functional by the end of this year, even though the installed machine base is much smaller.
As to other ports: I’d really enjoy some port to newer and more exotic hardware like the DEC Alpha chips or
the PowerPC, but as far as I know nobody is really working on it. The main problem with non-i386 ports is
simply lack of momentum: in order to get this kind of port going, you’d need hacker-type people with access to
such hardware with “nothing better” to do on it. DEC or IBM has yet to show enough interest that they’d donate
hardware and documentation to this worthwhile cause.\fn{ What aspects of Linux are you taking responsibility for on an ongoing basis?}
Everything that directly concerns the kernel: some of it I can’t actually fix myself (mostly drivers for hardware
I don’t own and have no idea about), but in that case I still want to know about the problems and try to act as a
“router” to the person who actually handles that piece of code. The areas I consider especially “mine” are memory
management, the VFS layer and the “kernel proper” (scheduling, interrupt handling etc). Generally things that
make up the very heart of the kernel, and on top of which all the other stuff has to go.\fn{ Do you see yourself earning a
living from your work in Linux in future?}
Well, I do hope and expect to be able to find a job much more easily due to Linux, so yes, indirectly at least I
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hope to be able to make a living off this, even though the work itself might be completely unrelated. As to
whether it would actually concern Linux itself in some way, I don’t know.\fn{ The use of Linux is growing exponentially
around the world. However, unlike commercial products, there is no central registry for Linux users. What is your “best guess” of the
number of machines runing Linux worldwide today and what would you base an estimate on? }

I actually have no good idea at all: I haven’t really followed either the CD-ROM sales or any ftp statistics, so
it’s rather hard to say. I guesstimate a user base of about 50,000 active users: that may be way off-base, but it
doesn’t sound too unlikely. The c.o.l. newsgroup had about 80,000 readers according to the network statistics back
before the split (and I haven’t looked at the statistics since), and I saw a number like 10,000 CD-ROMs sold
somewhere. Not all of those are active users, I’m sure, but that would put some kind of lower limit on the
number.\fn{Hindsight being 20/20, do you occasionally wish you had patented, or otherwise retained rights to Linux? }
Definitely not. Even with 20/20 hindsight, I consider the Linux copyright to be one of the very best design
decisions I ever did, along with accepting code that was copyrighted by other holders (under the same copyright
conditions, of course). I’m not fanatic about the GPL,\fn{ GNU Public License} but in the case of Linux it has
certainly worked out well enough. As to patents, I consider software patents a patently bad idea in the first place,
and even if I didn’t, I would abhor the paperwork needed. Getting a trade-mark on the name “Linux” might be a
good idea, and there was some talk about that, but nobody really found the thing important enough to bother about
(especially as it does require both some funds and work).\fn{ What is your field of study, and what do you plan to specialize in
upon graduation?}
I’m studying mostly operating systems (surprise, surprise), and compiler design: rather low-level stuff mostly.
I expect I’ll expand that to communications and distributed systems for obvious reasons, but I haven’t really
decided on anything yet. So far, my “field” has been any courses that I find interesting, and I hope I won’t have to
specialize any more than that in the future either.\fn{ Linux is benefiting from a worldwide development effort. The number and
frequency of new releases of Linux, and drivers and utilities are amazing to anyone familiar with traditional UNIX development cycles.
This seems to be giving Linux a huge “competitive advantage” over alternate UNIX-on-the-pc products. What do you see as the future of
Linux?}

I rather expect it to remain reasonably close to what it looks like now: the releases may become a bit less
frequent as it all stabilizes, but that might just mean that I’ll make my snapshots weekly instead of daily as I do
now during intense development, and that the “real” releases will happen a couple of times a year instead of
monthly or bi-monthly as now.
Similarly, there will probably remain several different “package releases”: some of them will be more or less
commercial (currently the Yggdrasil CD-ROM, for example, or the various disk copying services), while others
will continue to be mostly electronically distributed by ftp.\fn{ What would you LIKE to see for the future of Linux?}
Related to the question above, I do hope to see one change: support and documentation. Some of this has
actually already happened or is happening now, but there is still room for growth. I know of a few book projects
(one of which went into print a couple of days ago), and a few support companies, and I hope that will still grow.
Then there are various interesting projects going on that I’d be very interested to see: Windows emulation
(being worked on, and the kernel support is already there); i386 SysV binary compatibility (already in early stages
of testing) etc.; as well as the porting projects to various different hardware platforms, of course.
I also have various general (and vague) plans about actual kernel development, and some specifics I want to
have implemented in the reasonably near future (I think I’ll work mostly on memory management and related
areas this spring, for example). Mostly, I just hope to have a stable and enjoyable platform.\fn{ Also, would you have a
photo of yourself we could use to accompany the article? This is by no means required, but a huge number of Linux users are very curious
about who you are, why you did Linux, etc. … you know, all the human interest side to the Linux story. }

I'm “camera-shy”, so I have no good photos for this purpose, which has resulted in some rather weird photos
being used in some places. A magazine in Holland used one of the gifs that were put out long ago (bad quality,
and very much done in jest: I drink beer in most of them, including the one they used), and one Finnish magazine
used a photo from a party I was at which also had lots of beer cans in it. I guess I should find some rather more
presentable photos somewhere. I’ll see.\fn{ We saw a photo that was distributed over the net. One that has you smiling, with a
beer bottle in front subtitled “Linus Torvalds—creator of Linux”. In fact, for all the “official” format for photos requires a tie and at least a
semi-serious pose, I think that this was a VERY good photo, as it showed you as a happy, friendly human being. }

It’s another of the “party photos”, although the party was a much smaller and more informal one. I don’t know
who has the originals anymore, so I’m unlikely to find it in time with most of the concerned people still being
somewhere else as teaching at the university hasn’t started yet. What the magazine from Holland did was actually
to have a screen-shot of Linux running X, and have the gif-picture in an xv window (with a few other windows
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like xload to give it some more lf); that way the quality of the picture didn’t matter much, and it also looked like a
clever idea. You could use some similar trick. I don’t mind looking like a human being instead of a tie+shirt robot,
so I don’t mind the picture even though it was all done mostly in jest.\fn{ We’d like to send you a complimentary
subscription(s) to Linux Journal.}
I’d like a copy, please.\fn{Also, re your response on the “other platforms” question, if you can find someone willing to do the
work, we should be able to help find someone at IBM or HP (maybe even DEC, but I doubt SUN) who would be able to donate/loan some
hardware.}

It would be fun, but as I can’t make any promises and would need lots of technical documentation as well (and
not under any non-disclosure), this is probably not really something companies like to do.\fn{ Where did you learn to
write English this well?}
I read more English than either Swedish (my mother tongue) or Finnish (which is the majority language in
Finland, of course), so while I’m not completely comfortable actually speaking the language (partly due to
pronunciation), I don’t have any problems reading, writing or indeed thinking in English.
The reason for reading English is simply that there are more interesting books available in English, and that
they are usually cheaper even over here (larger printings, no translation costs, etc.). Besides, it’s often the original
language, so even when the book is available as a translation, I usually prefer to read it in English.
2: Rodney Gedda, Computerworld Australia, January 2009\fn{It’s 2009 and Linux development is approaching 20 years.
How do you look back at the past two decades?}
I feel like it’s very natural, and I don’t think it will go away. I have a suspicion I will be doing this for a long
time, and there is no feeling of “it is done”.
I don’t have a feeling to pass it on [maintenance of the Linux kernel], but I let the people I trust make the
decisions. I can’t second-guess them, as it wouldn’t work and I would waste a lot of people’s time. All the
submaintainers sync their Git trees with the main code, and I check they haven’t done something horrible, but
that’s rare.\fn{In recent years, there have been more “point releases” than major version upgrades. How is this going? }
The point-release thing has worked well, and we have added new features to point releases. It’s both worrying
and gratifying.
We have point releases so as not to screw development up in a big way. That’s why we have stable trees, but
we have not gotten to the point where we are adding code so fast we are losing stability. The point releases are
getting bigger, even though we are keeping the release time consistent at about two or three months. And now we
do more changes in those two or three months than we were doing a few years ago. So we are scaling our
development well.
There’s always the worry are we going to lose it and have huge stability problems. Andrew Morton keeps on
talking about this, that we have to make sure quality does not degrade. We have stats on regressions and how long
it takes to fix them and how many have to wait for a stable kernel. And some regressions show odd behavior. It
might be a hardware issue or an old bug that was hidden before.
I’m happy with the point-release model, and I don’t see how we could have anything but 2.6, so for now we
have done nothing. In the end it’s just the numbering. What I don’t want to go back to is a development tree that
breaks things for a few years. There may be architectural rewrites in the future, but we have been getting good at
that, even in point releases. So there is nothing that would cause an upheaval that would require a new major
version number. We can do unstable development now and not let it impact users.\fn{ What about older code in the
kernel? Do you want to remove this?}
Some people want us to remove old code more aggressively, but I think if some people are still using it, we
should keep it, as maintaining the old code is usually almost free, so we will keep maintain old code as is humanly
possible. Occasionally we remove old device drivers.\fn{ There has been a lot of buzz about file systems lately, including Sun’s
ZFS. What would you like to see Linux adopt here?}
File systems are easy to get excited about. They are easy to add to the kernel, so there is almost no risk. We
have something like 35 file systems supported, and a lot are not realistically used much. They are candidates for
removal, but people are still using them. We add file systems easily and let history take its course.
In the development community, there are two camps: people that want stability and people that want to release
often. End users will do crazy things that no amount of testing infrastructure will get, so there are competing
pressures. You want file systems to be stable, but you can’t be in beta forever. Btrfs is developmental, but it was
merged in the main kernel to help people test it.
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To some degree, Btrfs does what ZFS does. Some uni ran ZFS as a module in Linux, so using it with Linux can
be done. The biggest thing Sun did with ZFS is they were good with PR and marketing. There are other projects
that wanted to do what ZFS does on Linux. Sun started finding the NetApp patents, as the NetApp patents kept
people from doing things they wanted to do. I hope ZFS clears the patents issue.\fn{ A few years ago, you were forced to
change revision control systems for Linux development and Git was born. Now Git has a groundswell of support, just like Linux. How is
the Git project going?}

I want all my code to be open source, but I will use the best tool for the job, and BitKeeper was the best tool,
and at the time the alternatives sucked so bad. When the alternatives are so bad, I will take proprietary code.
Proprietary was a downside, but what choice did I have? Hey, I usually do my presentation slides in PowerPoint.
In the end, BitKeeper was causing too many issues so I said I’m not using a version control system until
another was suitable. I have used CVS in the past, and I knew enough to know that I hated it. And I won’t use
Subversion, as it has the same fundamental problems as CVS. In the open-source world, there were some small
projects. Mercurial came about the same time as Git. So they were parallel, and there were existing ones like
Bazaar. The one I liked most is a project called Monotone. I looked at it, and there are things I really liked about it
and many things I disliked, and performance was one of them.
I took me two weeks to get to a Git that was unusable for anyone else. The user interface was something only I
could love, but after two weeks it did something that CVS and Subversion didn’t do, and that was merge correctly
with history and everything. Then I took two years after that to get it useful and have an interface that people
could use.
If you have the right idea you can do that well, but it takes a long time to refine it.
It’s not uncommon for a project to have an official model, like Subversion, but then people would use Git for
merges and then export the end result back to the official project. Now, just in the last couple of months, projects
have started switching to Git. Perl is one of the better-known ones, and Git uses Perl internally, so it was a
positive feedback cycle.
To some degree, source control management is such a core technology, it’s important to know how it works,
and if you don’t know it you are spending a lot on mental effort on knowing what it’s doing. Just through the
kernel, there were thousands of people who knew Git, and then it was viral where other projects started using it.
Git has always had a “Unixy” mind-set where you create commands. So we never did what other projects do,
where they have an API and a scripting language built into it. It’s partly a design issue and for other reasons. So it
can be hard to write a program that accesses Git internally, as there are no libraries. It turns out the best way to
interface with it is with Java.
One of the things I like about Git, and am quite proud of, is the data structures are simple and you can
reimplement it if you wish. It’s a well-defined data model. There are Git-related projects like GUI tools, for
example, with the Eclipse IDE. And if you come from the Windows world, people are used to the TortoiseSVN,
so there is TortoiseGit. Those people were saying,
“We want Git, but we are Windows developers and don’t want the command line.”
Also, the Git Web front end came from the developer ecosystem and into the main Git tree.\fn{ While there are
hundreds of Linux distributions, in recent times Ubuntu, OpenSUSE and Fedora have captured most of the mind share. Do you think this
will continue, and will the new netbook paradigm be how people end up getting Linux? }

It’s a huge job to do a distribution. The reason there are hundreds is it is easy to start your own, but if you want
to be a leader and introduce new code, the testing and Q&A involved is enormous. It depends on having enough
users that you get coverage, and it is unreasonable to expect too many large distributions. Ubuntu grew
surprisingly quickly, and maybe that can happen again.
I use Fedora for historical reasons. I have one of the Eee PC laptops and I reinstalled my own distribution, so I
am the wrong the person to ask. However, most users don’t want to do the installation and configuration.
We are in the first phase of netbooks, and there are some teething problems. The dumbed-down interface was a
teething problem, and the first netbooks were underpowered.
I’m hoping the next generation will be more powerful and offer a better user experience. I was doing kernel
development on a netbook and it was not at all horrible. The screen was too small, but we are getting to a stage
where you can get a cheap good laptop.
A few years ago, you could get a small netbook but it would be twice the cost. The netbook market changed
the game—they are not seen as an executive toy, but a low-end laptop, which is much healthier.
With netbooks, a lot of the desktops have trouble going to smaller screens. All of sudden, you can’t press the
OK button because it’s outside the screen. As screens go as small as phones, Google’s Android could be a
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contender for netbooks, so you may see Android growing up instead of desktops growing down.
Linux on phones is hard, as there are so many regulations, but I was really happy about Nokia’s decision to
release Qt as LGPL.\fn{What do you think of Windows 7 and Microsoft’s operating system development cycle? }
Windows 7 being better than Vista is saying a lot. Microsoft may have a huge PR advantage, as people will
compare it to Vista and think it is good so “angels will sing again” like they did with Windows 95 compared to
Windows 3.1. So maybe Microsoft did this on purpose.
I think Microsoft has realized the Vista development cycle is way too long and it would be insane to do that
again. They might aim for a two-year development cycle, and I think that is too long. They should decouple the
operating system from the applications and release sooner.
For Linux, six months is quite tight. All the pieces you put together, you hope they are stable, but there will be
surprises, and six months is a short cycle when you put together so many packages. An annual release cycle is a
reasonable cycle for doing a whole distribution.
In the Linux space, once a year is reasonable, but then you have the incremental releases. It’s hard for a
commercial company like Microsoft that wants people to pay for releases, to do a yearly upgrade. Apple has done
faster upgrades, but it has charged less for the releases. This is not a problem for open source, as it’s free software,
but this is one of the things Microsoft has to balance. They want people to rent the software, but users don’t want
to. If you do development over five years and make so many changes, it is more painful for the user. The cost of
the pain is likely to be higher than the cost of the operating system, which is why people are slow to upgrade.
A lot of what made Microsoft successful in the ’90s is gone. There is a reason why people don’t think they are
successful any more, but hey, I don’t have a business model at all!\fn{ Another area where Linux is used extensively is in
hosted software or “cloud computing,” where users don’t have access to the source code. Is this a good or bad thing? }
It is to some degree inevitable, as within certain classes of software it’s the only model that makes sense. Look
at Google Maps. It does not make sense to have it on a device. The whole idea is to have it on the cloud because
the information is huge and “out there.” If that means the user never sees the source code, it’s not something you
complain about. I’m happy with Linux being used for that.
Projects that are specifically designed for software as a service in the back end, and only the output of the
project is what gets distributed, then use the Affero GPL. Linux is not that project.
One of the problems I had with GPL Version 3 was it was possible to add Affero-like extensions, and “license
creep” happened, which can make future versions of software license incompatible with previous versions.\fn{ Another open-source project that underwent a big change was KDE with Version 4.0. They released a lot of fundamental architectural changes
with 4.0, and it received some negative reviews. As a KDE user, how has this impacted you? }

I used to be a KDE user. I thought KDE 4.0 was such a disaster, I switched to GNOME. I hate the fact that my
right button doesn’t do what I want it to do. But the whole “break everything” model is painful for users, and they
can choose to use something else.
I realize the reason for the 4.0 release, but I think they did it badly. They did so may changes, it was a halfbaked release. It may turn out to be the right decision in the end, and I will retry KDE, but I suspect I’m not the
only person they lost.
I got the update through Fedora, and there was a mismatch from KDE 3 to KDE 4.0. The desktop was not as
functional, and it was just a bad experience for me. I’ll revisit it when I reinstall the next machine, which tends to
be every six to eight months.
The GNOME people are talking about doing major surgery, so it could also go the other way.\fn{ How is life at the
moment? Are you enjoying work at the Linux Foundation in Portland, Ore.? }
I’m all happy with my life. The reason I come to Linux.conf.au is it is summer here and freezing in Portland.
My job is the same, and I do the kernel and nobody tells me what to do and they pay me for it, which is just the
way I like it.\fn{Are you going to say 2009 is the year of the Linux desktop?}
I make controversial statements without thinking a lot. I’m not going to say it’s the year of the Linux desktop,
as it is a small encroachment process. But look at what Firefox has achieved and how it is creeping up on
Windows. It is important projects like Firefox and OpenOffice.org are spreading the whole notion of open source
wider. They work cross-platform, and the project shouldn’t be tied to the platform. People will realize the lack of
tie-in means you can chose a platform, and that is much healthier from the market standpoint than having to make
a platform decision for an application.
In a fair market, Linux will have a much easier time competing.
3
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3: Marjorie Richardson, Linux Journal, November 1999\fn{Let’s start at the beginning. Where were you born? When?}
Helsinki, Finland, December 28, 1969.\fn{Practically a Christmas birthday!}
Yeah, it isn’t a good time to be born if you like getting presents. You always get combination presents, but it
turned out okay for me. It’s a good day. In Finland, it is known as the day of “the children without fault”—not
exactly “without fault”, more “almost perfect”.\fn{ Looks like it’s true. Did you grow up in Helsinki, or did you move around?}
I lived in Helsinki all my life, until two and a half years ago. I was as much of a city kid as you can be in
Helsinki. It is not a big city—it has half a million people. I basically lived in the central parts of Helsinki all my
life. I wouldn’t know nature if it jumped out and bit me.\fn{ Oh, you never did the outdoors thing—go to the mountains,
or…?}
No, I never did the outdoors thing. Moving out here to Silicon Valley was like moving out into the suburbs—
very different. I am used to living in a five-story building. Here, having a small house with a back yard feels
definitely rural.\fn{Well, people here don’t consider living in a house rural.}
No, I mean it’s very different the way people think about living. Cities in the U.S. are much more sprawling
because people want to live in their own houses. European countries are older; most people live in—not
skyscrapers—but certainly buildings with five, six or seven stories.\fn{ How about brothers and sisters?}
I have one sister who is sixteen months younger than I am, and I have one half brother who is nine years
younger—he is twenty now. I actually have two half brothers in addition to that who are younger than my older
daughter. My dad is very virile—more virile than is good for him! What can I say?\fn{ Well, it happens. Did you have a
fairly happy childhood?}
I'd say I had a happy, fairly normal childhood. My parents got divorced when I was small. I lived with my
mother and also my grandparents. My mom was a working mother, so I ended up being at my grandparents' house
for a large portion of the time—fairly normal years. Probably what happens is you grow up to be fairly
independent when you come from a family like that.\fn{ That could be. Your parents are both journalists, right?}
My whole family is journalists. Everybody—my mom, my dad, my sister is getting into the journalistic thing,
my uncle, my grandfather on my father's side—everybody.\fn{ Wow—what kind of influence did that have on you?}
It doesn’t make much of a difference because they are all different kinds of journalists. My mom was a
translator; she wasn’t the kind of journalist who goes out and searches for stories. She worked for the Finnish
newspaper doing translations and news graphics. My dad was more of an “out there” radio journalist, so he was
really excited when the Chechnyan war was going on. So he went there and had to wear a bullet-proof vest—he is
that kind of person—remember, virile. My uncle works for Finnish TV. My grandfather used to be the Editor in
Chief of a newspaper. Mainly, the whole family had a kind of book-learning experience. It was considered good to
know English and important to read well. So it was very natural to go to university and stuff like that.\fn{ Did it
make you more political? Are you interested in politics? }
I’m absolutely uninterested in politics. Probably because—I don’t know—it was a fairly political family, so I
may have reacted against that by being non-political. I’m not very interested. I’m much more to the left than the
right in the U.S. kind of political sense. I’m fairly liberal, but at the same time, I really don’t want to go into
politics. My parents in the sixties were kind of radical people—they have calmed down a lot! They are not
political anymore, but I grew up in a fairly political environment.\fn{ The sixties were pretty much like that.}
I still meet people who say, “Oh, I knew your Dad! And I remember when you were crawling around under the
kitchen table at your home when they had student meetings!” or whatever.\fn{ How about religion?}
Hmmm, completely a-religious—atheist. I find that people seem to think religion brings morals and
appreciation of nature. I actually think it detracts from both. It gives people the excuse to say, “Oh, nature was just
created”, and so the act of creation is seen to be something miraculous. I appreciate the fact that, “Wow, it’s
incredible that something like this could have happened in the first place.” I think we can have morals without
getting religion into it, and a lot of bad things have come from organized religion in particular. I actually fear
organized religion because it usually leads to misuses of power.\fn{ As in holy wars?}
Yeah, and I find it kind of distasteful having religions that tell you what you can do and what you can’t do.
Catholicism is an example of that kind of non-permissiveness, and I think that is very easy to get into if you are an
organized religion. Religion is a very strange area. In Finland, nobody cares. Many people are religious in
Finland, but it’s not a political issue. Over here, religion has become politicized, so you have the fringe people in
the news. And then people are afraid to talk about it because it has political implications, and that’s usually not
true in most of Europe. Religion is a personal matter, but does not matter for anything else. That’s how I think it
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should be done.\fn{Yes, we were founded to keep the two separated. Then the Moral Majority found out what a large constituency they
had, and...}
Yeah, it’s kind of ironic that in many European countries, there is actually a kind of legal binding between the
state and the state religion. At the same time, in practice, religion has absolutely nothing to do with everyday life.
Maybe the taxes to the church, but that’s it. They don’t have any political power.\fn{ Here it’s called tithing, not taxes.}
Actually, in Finland they call it taxes—you pay taxes to the church. If you are a member of the church, you pay
2% tax to the church. And that’s the amount of legal binding between the church and the state. Apart from that,
they are completely separate. In the U.S., church and state claim to be very separate, but you still see the church
has a lot of power in politics.\fn{So, were you shy as a child? Or an extrovert?}
I was an absolute geek—no social graces whatsoever.\fn{ None, eh?}
None!\fn{Not popular with the girls?}
No, I can’t claim I was. I was a complete nerd. I was not unpopular; I wasn’t alone or unfriendly or anything
like that. But I was certainly not one of the people known by everyone.\fn{ So you liked going to school?}
Yeah, I liked it. I also liked the social parts. Especially at university, my studies were probably less important
than being part of the student organization and going to parties and stuff like that. But especially before univesity,
I had my own thing, which was computers and that is what I did.\fn{ When did you start using computers?}
I started when I was like ten or eleven. Fairly early on, and it was early enough that you didn’t have computer
classes because there weren’t enough people who had computers in the early ’80s. I don’t know, not even here
probably. If you did computers, you mostly did it on your own. Maybe I had one or two other people in a class
who used computers, and I met them once a week to compare notes and stuff like that. I was never into BBSs or
anything like that or the Internet, either.\fn{How did you get a computer that early, then?}
My grandfather on my mother’s side owned one. He was a professor of statistics at Helsinki University. He got
a computer because, to him, it was a programmable calculator. This was a home computer and not a very powerful
one, but compared to a calculator at the time, it was light-years ahead. He did his own programs and had me kind
of help him. Although I wasn’t much help, he liked having me around. I was typing in programs—stuff like that.
He probably wanted me to learn, but I didn’t realize that at the time. And I was doing some playing. He wasn’t
interested in the games. I was reading the manuals that came with the computer and doing simple things: typing in
example programs and expanding on those, like people did. It didn’t start off like, the first day I saw the computer
I was instantly in love. It was more like, over the years, I just spent a lot of time on the computer until it was
apparent that it was my hobby.\fn{Did you have a motorcycle when you were a kid?}
Nope, I didn’t have a motorcycle. I had a bike. I don’t have a motorcycle now, either. I’m afraid of the damn
things.\fn{Are you?}
Well, you feel so unprotected on them. They are so hard to control. Just like you have to learn to ride a bicycle,
you have to learn to use a motorbike, and I haven’t.
Mopeds are really big out in the countryside. That’s the way people get around. Before you get a driver’s
license, you can still get a moped. But I always lived in the absolute center of Helsinki, so I could walk anywhere,
take public transportation and whatnot. So I never got into cars or mopeds or anything like that, and I never
owned a car until I moved here. Most places in Helsinki, a car is more bother than it is worth. Unless you need it
for some specific reason, like transporting a kid. If we had had children then, we probably would have bought a
car.\fn{How about sports? Did you play football?}
No, I didn’t. I was not really bad at sports, but it was never something I found interesting. I played basketball
for a while, which was ludicrous because I was always one of the shortest guys in my class. Whatever I am—5
foot 8—I’m not going to be a basketball player! I played basketball basically because my dad thought I should
play a sport.\fn{Oh, the virile thing again—}
Yeah, he was more of an action kind of person. He’s very intelligent, too. In fact, he is one of the more
intelligent people I know, but he has his quirks. I was never much of a sports fan.\fn{ How about music?}
The same. The way I listen to music still is that I put on a radio station that is basically classic rock most of the
time.\fn{What do you consider classic rock?}
'60s, Beatles, whatever. Perhaps the Beatles is a bit before what I consider classic rock, but it’s kind of
borderline.\fn{Where did you go to university?}
Helsinki University. There are two of them: one is the Helsinki University of Technology, which is actually not
inside Helsinki but just on the border outside. Then there is the real University of Helsinki, which is the kind of
old-fashioned, European-like university where you have lots of courses like philosophy and languages. They do
have a technical department, too, but it’s not about technology. For example, computer sciences is really computer
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science—it talks about complexity analysis and things like that. I went to the real University, so I went through all
the complexity analysis, what NT completeness means and the spherical side. That was kind of fun, and people
always wondered why I wasn’t at Helsinki University of Technology which is much more engineering-oriented. I
just liked going—I also liked math, so I fit right in at Helsinki University, and at the same time, I had Linux as a
side project—the practical side.\fn{When did you start working on Linux?}
Spring of 1991—eight and a half years ago. I had taken a course in UNIX and C, the fall semester before. The
first time I actually touched UNIX was fall 1990, when I had a UNIX course at Helsinki University. Actually, it
was the first UNIX course they ever had at Helsinki University, because it used to be a VAX and VMS place.
They had just gotten a UNIX machine for trying out that newfangled thing, and it turned out to be a huge success.
Within a few years, they had switched over everything to UNIX. But that first machine was used for this small
course in UNIX and C, and I immediately felt that this was what I wanted to have. It made sense. Then when I
bought a PC, I wanted UNIX on it, and the rest is kind of history.\fn{ Was there a particular professor who influenced you?}
There were a lot of people who kind of had a large influence, but none who were really fundamental. I mean,
apart from my grandfather, I usually did my own thing. I wouldn’t recommend my method of study to anybody
else, as it is not very organized. It basically took me eight years to get a degree.\fn{ It was a master’s, right?}
It was my master’s, but it should not take people eight years to get a master’s! But, the way I study!\fn{ So you
were having fun, right?}
Hmmm, yes.\fn{Well, social life is important too.}
Yeah. In Finland, you can afford to take your time because universities are essentially free, and you get
subsidies from the government to study. So you can actually live on that subsidy, even though you won’t be living
well. I was also teaching at the university, being a T.A. at first, and then a junior research assistant, then a junior
research person—slowly moving up the ranks. By the time I was starting to get my degree, I had long since
realized that I actually didn’t like writing papers. I had a hard time writing my thesis, and I decided I couldn’t stay
at the university forever. Because if you don’t like writing papers, then you really don’t want to stay at a
university. So, that’s when I said, “Okay”, and started thinking about something else, and the result was moving to
the U.S.\fn{Well, having computers as an early interest gives you a wide range of choices as far as what you might do. }
Well, even two and a half years ago when Linux was new—it wasn’t known like it is now; it was known only
in technical circles—I had my share of interesting job offers. Most people, who get out of university in Finland
and go to work, start small—Nokia is obviously very big in Finland as an employer. I had the choice of a number
of very interesting and exciting places.\fn{How did you decide on Transmeta?}
The timing was good. They flew me over and gave me a tour after I signed an NDA.\fn{Non-disclosure
Affidavit} After the first day, I just thought these people are crazy—they were so far out. Then I went back to the
hotel and basically slept on the issue. By the time I came in for the second day of interviews, I had just decided
that, ]
“Hey, if I wanted to work for a place that did something exciting, it had better be a bit crazy!”
Nobody else was doing anything as exciting. At Transmeta, I had the feeling that,
“Okay, this is a company that is doing something nobody else in the world is doing.”
And I still think that. Even though I can’t say what it is, Transmeta is still a good company to work for. You
feel that, hey, we’re doing something that if it works, it will make a large difference.\fn{ Where did you and Tove
meet?}
We met at university; she was already a kindergarten teacher, which is her real job. She had a degree in child
care, a bachelor’s. She was thinking of not necessarily being a kindergarten teacher all her life, so she was doing
other stuff too. And computer science was actually just an interesting sideline, so we met up at University of
Computer Science. That’s how we met—not very romantic—no exotic cruising in the Mexican Gulf.\fn{ Ahh. When
did you meet her?}
About six years ago. It was after Linux got started, but certainly long before it made a difference to anyone
else.\fn{Was it love at first sight?}
No.\fn{It’s usually not, right? Seems to me I heard something about her being a martial arts champion or something? }
Yeah, for six years running she was the Finnish champion in karate, but she basically stopped doing that after a
while. She was into the Kata, the forms—she was doing some fighting too—but Kata is actually doing the forms
of karate, correctly, at the right speed, with precision, stuff like that. The competitions she went to were basically
showing what she could do.\fn{What about the kids? Tell us their names and ages.}
Patricia is the older one. She was born in Finland just two months before we moved, so she is two years and
eight months. Daniella is the younger one; she is fifteen months. She was born here.\fn{ They are very pretty and well41

behaved!}

Yeah! They are very well-behaved, and they are used to traveling. Partly because we moved here, we didn’t
have grandparents to take care of them, so wherever we go, we always take them with us. So they are used to
being outside with people and being at restaurants.\fn{ Are you planning on having more children?}
My wife is—she is still working on me. I’m kind of resigned to having a third one. I like kids. There already
will be more time between the second and third than there was between the first two. I think we should wait a bit.
Life has been quite hectic with two little kids.\fn{ Is Tove wanting a boy?}
Well, she always mentions it as a boy, and I bet that if she has another girl, she will start talking about a fourth
one!\fn{You better plan on that boy, then!}
I am happy with two girls! Maybe when they’ve grown up a bit, I’ll be ready for another.\fn{ What about school for
the kids? Are y’all going to stay here in the states for them to go to school? }
Well, that used to be kind of a major worry between us. We’ve seen some strange things. Tove was off looking
for preschools, because you start so early here in the U.S. I looked closer at one of the papers she brought home,
and found it mentioned L. Ron Hubbard. I started asking around about the place, and it turns out they are a
scientology school, and they don’t mention the fact that they are associated with scientology anywhere in their
literature. And that kind of makes me nervous. I don’t want to put my child in a scientology school by mistake.
We have Patricia enrolled in a school with a good name in the area, and we will see how that goes. She is actually
starting preschool this year. Assuming it all works out, we won’t have to worry about school that much, not like
we used to.
The difference between the U.S. and Finland is just huge in that area. In Finland nobody worries about school,
nobody even thinks about it because it’s obvious that you go to public school. People who don’t send their kids to
public school have some particular reason, like their kid needs special attention. There are a few private schools
that specialize in languages and stuff like that, but it is uncommon for kids to go to those—normal people usually
don’t do that. Here, you have to really think about the issue. There are a lot of bad schools and a lot of really good
schools—it’s more of a decision. Just that difference made us nervous, so we will see.\fn{ So you are happy here in the
U.S.?}
We are happier now. My wife is very happy here too, though she was not at first. She has a much closer-knit
family, so our telephone bills used to be totally horrendous. We like the area. I like it from a purely technical
standpoint, as well as the weather and things like that. And my wife has just grown to like the area. So we’ll see.
We are definitely staying here for a few more years, unless the INS puts us out.\fn{ Well, I doubt that!}
Well, I don’t know.\fn{As long as you are gainfully employed, I thought they left you alone. }
They do have certain rules, like for example, the visa we have is for three years and we can renew it once. In
the meantime, we are trying to get a green card, and we are supposed to be real close now, but “real close now” to
the INS might mean a week or four years.
This area is the worst in the entire U.S. The INS is just completely backlogged. They’ve had cases where they
just lost files, and because they lost them, people who have been waiting for a year or two find themselves starting
over with the INS saying,
“I don’t actually know about you.”\fn{What do y’all do for fun?}
Usually we are so busy, that we just take the kids out to nearby parks during the week. On weekends, we
sometimes go to a small petting zoo close by; we are members, so we get in free. Sometimes we go to these
natural reserve areas and just walk. Most of the time, we just stay home and go shopping and stuff like
that.\fn{You don't even go to movies?}
We have not been to a movie in two and a half years!\fn{ Is this because of the children?}
It’s because of the kids. They are just now becoming the age where we are starting to say, “Hey, one of these
days we could go to a kid’s movie.”\fn{They have a nanny, right?}
We have a few babysitters; we get out sometimes. But again, we don’t have grandparents close by who would
take them for an evening at the last minute. Instead, we have to decide a week in advance to go out next Friday
and get the babysitter—basically, that never happens.\fn{ How about fame? You seem to handle it very well.}
It doesn’t affect me much.\fn{You don’t get bothered a lot?}
No. I only notice it during the conferences. Otherwise, it happens maybe three or four times a year—other than
that, not at all.\fn{What about all the people like me bothering you for interviews?}
My e-mail box is a complete disaster area! It’s grown over the years from about ten messages a day to a
hundred messages a day. I’ve just gotten used to it. It can be painful; going on vacation for a week means you
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know beforehand that when you come back, you are going to have to spend two days just reading e-mail.\fn{ Do
you read it all?}
No, but I try to glance through most of it. I handle technical mail better than non-technical mail. They are
much easier! You can glance and tell it’s important and put it aside or handle it on the spot, and that is a fairly
straightforward decision to make. But for non-technical e-mail, you say, “Hmmm … what should I do about
this?” You don’t have time to decide and handle it right then, so you just put it aside and forget about it.\fn{ I think
that’s the only kind of e-mail I get—the ones that need decisions. Many people in the community think of you as a hero, a role model. Who
is yours?}

I don’t have any. I never had any teen idols or anything like that. I mean, if I had to pick anybody it would
have to be my granddad. And then maybe more of the scientist kind of people, like Einstein, people like him. I
thought that quantum physics was just the most interesting thing when I was small. But then, that was not very
personalized—there wasn’t just one person.\fn{What kind of influence did your granddad have on you?}
I don’t know; he got me into math and computers. He was the kind of “absent-minded professor” type, so
often, even when he was there, he wasn’t necessarily there mentally! But at the same time, he was probably one of
the closest people to me. He died when I was 15. He was there mainly during my early school years rather than
later.\fn{Okay, a couple of silly questions. If you could have any car in the world, what would it be? }
Oh, God! We are actually looking at buying a car and have picked a minivan. Yes, it’s not the sexy sports car.
We’re getting a lot of friends and family over from Finland and whenever we go somewhere, we have to take two
cars and that is just a pain. So we are getting to be a “real American family”, and we will have a minivan. But that
was not the answer you were looking for!\fn{That’s okay! Would you rather have a Porsche?}
No, I never liked that kind of muscle car—the Corvettes, I didn’t like. I find those to be uninteresting—a toy
car. I like the Miata, but it’s too small; however, the BMW Z3—that kind of car—that, I like. But it’s just too
impractical when you have two kids. We have considered maybe getting a convertible. When we moved here, we
didn’t think about that, but actually in California it does make sense much of the time. But we have to get a fourseater anyway, so even then it’s not going to be one of the really “fun” cars; it’s going to be one of the practical
ones.\fn{Do minivans come with sun roofs?}
Maybe sun roofs, yes, but not convertible!\fn{What’s your favorite color?}
It was blue when I was small—the classic boy color. I think it’s yellow now. Yellow is a hard color, okay? You
can do it too light and it just looks pee-colored. Or you can do it too dark and it becomes too orange, so you have
to be careful—blue is safer.\fn{What message would you like to give our readers?}
Linux didn’t start out as a message to the masses. Unlike Richard Stallman, I really don’t have a message. He
has one and can go on about it forever. I’m just an engineer. Let’s see: Do things well! Do them with heart! What
other strategies can I come up with ...?\fn{That will do. Thanks very much for taking the time to talk to me. }
4: Sam Varghese, iT Wire, February 2011\fn{It’s been nearly 20 years now since that now-famous message posted to
comp.os.minix announced the arrival of something that has grown beyond anyone’s imagination. Have there been any occasions when
you’ve thought of walking away from it?}
Walking away? No. There have certainly been times of frustration, and times when I’ve really wanted to take a
break, but quite frankly, even then it’s been “I need to get away from this for a few hours (or days) to relax and do
something else” rather than anything more than that.
And I can’t imagine doing it now either. I’d just get really bored very quickly. There have been stressful times,
but in hindsight even the stressful times have usually been things that really were worthwhile in the end. And
interestingly (and maybe not all that surprisingly, but it always took me by surprise every time it happened
anyway), most of the ones that have been the most stressful have been not really about technical issues. They’ve
always fundamentally been about development model. So there’s been several times when the way I did
something just didn’t work out well as the kernel project grew, and I (and others) needed to change how we
worked in order to streamline the process and make it work better in the face of many new developers.
As an example, we had the multi-year release cycles, which really led to a lot of pain and caused all the
distributions to have to back-port a lot of code to the “stable” version, which got increasingly hard as the
development tree diverged quite radically over the years. And people still remember that model, and the whole
“even release numbers” (for stable, i.e., 2.4.x) vs “odd release numbers” (for development, ie 2.5.x) got so
ingrained that a few other projects started doing the same thing. And it caused lots of problems, and we had to
change how the whole release cycle looked. Because it was incredibly painful, and making ready for 2.6.0 was
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what led me to say that I needed to take a year of unpaid leave from Transmeta exactly because it was getting to
be such a big load (that’s how I ended up at OSDL, which is now the Linux Foundation—it started out as a way to
pay the bills and have health insurance during my year off).
Or all the changes we’ve done to our source code management. I stayed at patches + tar-balls for the longest
time, because it used to work. But I couldn’t imagine doing that any more, and we had some painful times with
the networking tree using CVS for a while, and trying to sort out the results of that.
So there’s been times when it wasn’t as much fun, but never really a “walk away” moment, no.\fn{ What about the
BitKeeper episode back in 2005? Was that one of the more stressful moments? And how is your relationship with Andrew Tridgell [1967, Australian computer programmer] after that?}

So having to drop BK was annoying, but it actually was not nearly as stressful as the events that led up to me
starting to use it.
To explain the background, one of the less happy times in kernel development around 2001, with the release of
2.4.0 (and subsequent events). It was one of those major releases, and we’d been doing 2.3.x for a long time, and
that was also when the interest in Linux was really taking off in a big way. So things were changing a lot, and the
whole development process was really feeling some pain. There were long discussions about patch acceptance (or
rather, lack of it—google for “Linus doesn’t scale” etc) and we had some serious problems with the VM (largely
about that HIGHMEM thing, actually), that were very, very painful.
So that was, I think, the timeframe where the kernel development process really could have failed, and people
were unhappy (for various good reasons).
And that timeframe is what explains why I love BitKeeper so much, and have so much respect for Larry
McVoy.\fn{1962- , American developer of computer sourceware } We ended up solving the VM problems (more or less—
there’s no way to ever really get the Intel PAE model to work perfectly), but what solved many of the fundamental
development problems was getting a source code management system that was really distributed.
That may sound obvious today, when people are finally getting pretty used to ‘git’, and it’s widely used even
outside the kernel, but in early 2002 when I then started using BitKeeper, not only were there no open source
alternatives that were close to viable, almost nobody out there even really understood the point of distributed
SCMs. I give Larry McVoy a lot of kudos for pushing BitKeeper, and teaching the world how things should be
done. Sure, nothing comes from a vacuum, but still—BK was simply on a different level from anything I had ever
seen. To the point that several years later, when I had to drop using it, most everybody still didn’t get the point.
Due to the licence issue, BK didn’t get huge traction even in the kernel community, and so only a fairly small
subset of maintainers really “got it” (but enough that during the BK years we had several major subsystems that
could be merged through BK, and that made a lot of the scalability issues go away).
So on a stress level, 2001 and 2002 were pretty high. We had serious development flow problems, and me
learning the distributed SCM model and just telling people that that’s how we’re going to do things was certainly
not pain-free. But despite all the crap people still give about BK, I’m 100 percent convinced it was absolutely the
right thing to do. Because people really don’t remember how big a development issue we had before we could
have submaintainers that could maintain their own distributed trees and handle distributed merging.
In comparison to that, the couple months of pain in 2005 when BK went away was a walk in the park. It was
an annoyance, it wasn’t a big fundamental problem with the development model, or a time when I was worried
about fundamentals. I even had a ton of fun doing git for a few months.
And yeah, it resulted in awkwardness with Tridge. For a while I really tried very hard to try to find some
acceptable common ground where people would be happier with BK, and looking at some way to get Tridge and
Larry to come together at some middle ground. For a while I thought that if I could get some nice export format
for the BK data, we could get around the major issues. Because at the time there still was no even remotely
acceptable open source alternative to BK. And during that time of me looking for solutions, I ended up feeling
that “Free Software” (Tridge) vs “Open Source” (me) really hit home at a very practical level.
But as mentioned, I did have fun with git. It resulted in kernel development being shut down for a couple of
weeks (and then several months of learning experience and pain for early git adopters), but the end result
obviously turned out ok. But I did end up despising most SCM developers out of it all.\fn{ The number of people and
companies that depend on Linux keeps growing year by year. Is this in your subconscious and is there a burden of expectation because of
this?}

It’s not something I really think about all that much, but it does end up impacting the development process. We
simply aren’t as crazy and care-free as we used to be—it used to be that we could literally just “break the world”,
and then worry about fixing things up later. These days, we simply can’t afford to do that any more. We just need
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to be more careful, and not as wild and crazy as Linux development used to be.
So it’s sometimes less spontaneous, and perhaps less “fun” in a sense. On the other hand, one of the things I’ve
always enjoyed in Linux development has been how it’s stayed interesting by evolving. So maybe it’s less “fun”
in the crazy-go-lucky sense, but on the other hand the much bigger development team and the support brought in
by all the companies around Linux has also added its own very real fun. It’s a lot more social, for example. So the
project may have lost something, but it gained something else to compensate. And that’s been true about
development in general: development today is still very interesting, even if it’s a totally different kind of
interesting from what it was almost 20 years ago.
And I wouldn’t say it’s a “burden”. It’s resulted in us changing how we do things. These days, exactly to
handle the fact that we have all these “serious” users, we have multiple layers of stabilization to try to let people
hook into the process at the point that makes sense for them. That starts within the development tree itself (i.e., the
part I maintain, the “upstream kernel”), with the whole notion of a merge window and a separate stabilisation
process for each release, but then there’s the “stable tree” that is a further stabilisation point, followed by the
“long-term releases” which are usually the starting point for “distribution kernels”. And then the distros
themselves have layers of stabilisation on top of that.
Now, what this all results in is that the actual kernel developers don’t need to feel like they have to worry about
the staid enterprise users, because there are several layers of quality control and stabilisation between the code
jockeys and the people who really don’t want to take any risk at all. At the same time, we do try to make sure that
the distance between the two points (“developer with new code” and “enterprise user who really doesn’t like
risk”) never gets too wide, because a quick feedback cycle helps everybody. Our fairly short three-month
development cycle is geared to that: trying to make it as easy as possible for people to stay as close to the
bleeding edge as they are comfortable with.\fn{ How did this model come about? Is it something that evolved from kernel
community discussions or is it something you thought up, suggested and then put into practice? }
Pretty much every single development model change has come about as a slow gradual evolution of how we
do things, and mostly it has never really been “discussed” or “designed”. The shorter development cycle was
something that was discussed at one of the kernel summits several years ago, but while it was a big change to how
we did things, it was a fairly direct result of everybody realizing that we really couldn’t continue with multi-year
development trees. So it was literally a case of “OK, if two years is too long, how about trying to radically shorten
it to two months instead?” And trying it out, and it worked (two months is still the official goal, although
everybody knows that in reality it drags out to three months).
So it’s not like it was rocket science, it’s more a “let’s try this and see if it works”. The successful models stay
around. The “layers of maintenance/stability” is another successful model that we’ve pretty much always had, it’s
just that there’s more of them. We used to have “Linus does the development tree, Alan Cox\fn{ 1968- ) English
computer programmer} does the stable tree, and distributions do their own trees”. Now we just have more layers (and
the shorter development windows make for more active maintenance trees).
And we have more process in place. We used to have trouble with fixes in the stable tree not always making it
to the development tree, so when people started a new stable tree you ended up with old bugs resurfacing that had
been fixed once already in the previous stable tree. So now we have the “stable tree patches need to have been in
the development tree” rule so that you don’t end up in that situation anymore.
But no, there is very little “intelligent design”. Most of our process has been small incremental improvements
that didn't really need a lot of deep thinking.\fn{ You seem to be a very low-key person despite all that you’ve done. How do you
manage to keep your feet on the ground?}
I’ve got a huge ego, so I don’t know about the whole “low-key” thing.
At the same time, I’m a geek, and not all that social and definitely not interested in the whole public speaking
etc. side, so I do tend to keep a fairly low profile. And I really enjoy working from home. I also never had any real
wish to change the world, or be a visionary—I just wanted to get an OS, and do interesting programming. I never
wanted to fly, in other words. I really do enjoy plodding around in the details. Not because I’m humble, but
simply because it’s what I’m interested in. Maybe that accounts for you thinking I have my feet on the ground.\fn
{How do you go about prioritizing the features for your next release? Is there a lot of lobbying or is it solely an engineering decision? }
I’m very seldom feature-oriented. There are some specific cases where I have cared about very specific
features (in the current merge window, I made sure that the new filename lookup code got merged, for example),
but on the whole what tends to be the most important thing about features are simply whether they are ready, and
whether they have actual real users.
A lot of that is tied to our release process—it’s largely based on timing rather than on features. If something is
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ready to be merged, works, and has real users, it gets merged. I will not hold up a release in order for some feature
to make it into it, and I don’t plan “those features will get into the next release”. It’s purely a matter of “OK, it
was ready for the merge window, and it passed all the criteria, so I’ll merge it”. And the biggest criterion tends to
be that the maintainer of whatever subsystem is happy with it—so it’s almost purely an engineering decision.
I say “almost purely”, because there is a form of lobbying that works very well. It’s simple—companies that
have vested interest in certain areas simply pay engineers to get their specific feature done. And obviously
engineers are very human, and get attached to and interested in specific issues, and those are often related to
things the company they work for is interested in. So I’m not claiming that all decisions are purely based on
technical merit, but I think we do have a rather good balance between the pure technical merit, and the wishes of
participating companies.
Of course, one thing I’ve always tried to make sure of is that I’m personally not too tightly associated with any
particular Linux player. It’s why I’ve never worked for a Linux distribution, or for any of the big companies
making a Linux push. Exactly so that people could trust that at least the top-level maintainer is fairly unbiased and
there’s no hidden agenda.\fn{In your mind, where do kernel features that cater more to the desktop sit? }
So to me, personally, the desktop is still where all the interesting stuff is. It’s how I personally interact with
Linux every day, it’s the part of Linux I see most, and it’s the area that I think is both the most complex and most
influential. It’s the one that has the most far-flung problems. So a kernel feature that helps desktop users is right at
the top for me.
That said, there are seldom kernel features that matter hugely (most desktop issues are on the application
level), and while the desktop is really important to me, I do have to balance it out with other needs. So if some
kernel algorithm doesn’t really scale to hundreds of CPUs, we simply can’t use it—even if it would work well on
the desktop. And I detest “tuning” (because I don’t think normal people really ever want to do it, or would know
enough even if they wanted to), so it’s almost never an issue of “just desktop” vs anything else. Things really do
need to work across the board, it’s just that desktop testing is one thing I do personally.
But in the last merge window, one of the cool new features we did was this automatic task-grouping for the
CPU scheduler, which is pretty much a desktop-only thing. The funny thing was, we actually ended up using code
that was designed for specific server setups to implement it. And that’s often been the case: features that were
meant for one particular niche actually end up being useful for other areas. The whole SMP code, for example,
was just for servers not that long ago—very few people had all that many cores on their desktop. These days, of
course, if you buy a new machine, you will be hard pressed to find one with just a single CPU in it, even at the
low end.\fn{What’s the one feature you’ve added or else incorporated into the kernel over the entire development process that’s given
you the most joy? And what’s the one feature that you never liked much but still had to include for reasons beyond your control? }
I really can’t say that some particular feature has been particularly great or bad, because I’ve just been doing
Linux for too long. We’ve had lots of great features, and we’ve had some clunkers.
One thing I still think worked out really well was how we do filename lookup caching (the so-called “dentry”
layer). It started out as a patch from a PhD student that did something totally different (it was designed to do file
namespace replication over multiple machines) and was really a classic university research project—pretty odd,
rather hacky, and not really useful in general. And I just got really excited about the patch, and took the crazy idea
and made it do things it was never really meant to do. And these days our whole filename cache is based on that,
and the original reason for it is just an obscure detail and was never actually used by anybody.
So that particular thing gave me much joy, because it really worked out so well, and it came from such an odd
situation.
When it comes to “feature I had to include for reasons beyond my control”, it tends to be about crazy hardware
doing stupid things that we just have to work around. Most of the time that’s limited to some specific driver or
other, and it’s not something that has any relevance in the “big picture”, or that really affects core kernel design
very much. But sometimes it does, and then I really detest it. The whole “support memory past the 4GB mark on a
32-bit architecture” thing is something I absolutely hate. It impacted everything. It was really painful, and people
trying to run 32-bit x 86 processors with 32GB of memory was just a total disaster.
We could do it, but it was a memory management nightmare. And I was really unhappy with how Intel seemed
to drag their feet on the whole 64-bit side, pushing instead their crazy and fundamentally flawed Titanium
architecture. Then AMD came around with x86-64, and there was finally light at the end of a long, dark, nasty
tunnel.\fn{From all accounts, you are not only a good manager but also a good family man. How do you manage your time so that
nobody feels neglected?}
I think it’s more that I neglect everybody equally.
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I work from home and have very flexible work hours, which makes it a lot easier to be a good dad and help out
when help is needed. But at the same time, I do have to say that we have a pretty traditional family model at
home, and the real reason my kids don’t starve to death is that my wife stays at home and is the one who really
takes care of them. I sit in my office and work. A lot. It’s not a 9-5 job, it’s not even a Mon-Fri job. It’s weekends,
and it’s sitting here answering e-mails from journalists at 9:30pm.\fn{ Touche. Do you get lots of requests for interviews?
Are there ever times when the Linux Foundation requests you to make a public appearance on their behalf? }
Heh. No. I obviously do e-mail interviews, but I don’t do a ton of them (it seems to come and go in waves).
But it’s part of what I consider my job, and I really don’t mind it if the questions aren’t too inane (which
sometimes happens—don’t worry, yours haven’t been).
And my contract with the Linux Foundation explicitly states that they can’t make me do public appearances, or
even influence my technical decisions. It’s a great contract, there’s basically one paragraph saying what I should
do (boils down to “maintain the kernel, and everything done on LF time needs to be open source”), while the rest
of the contract is about things that I don’t have to do.
And the funny part is that I think everybody likes it that way. I obviously do, but even the companies involved
in LF and paying dues really all prefer me to be neutral, and not involved in politics. Everybody really is happier
knowing that I’m a neutral party, both inside and outside of LF.
Of course, sometimes I still go to LF events. Usually it’s somebody saying,
“Oh, btw,\fn{By the way:H} there’s world-class diving in xyz, so if you come to the conference you could do
some scuba afterwards”.\fn{Living in America for so many years, you must have remarked on occasion about the differences in
attitudes between the people in the US and those in your own native land, Finland. What do you like most about your adopted country? And
what do you dislike?

The dislike is the easier one to answer—it’s the huge disparity in social and economic circumstances. Coupled
to some seriously odd societal hangups (“social safety-nets are bad” or “guns are good, sex is bad” and the
occasional “religion is good, science education is bad” crazies).
So one thing I really miss from Finland is the egalitarian society, with strong safety nets, and less of the crazy
“punishment” mentality, and more of the “let’s help people get away from bad patterns” social model. A couple of
years ago, the New York Times ran a big article about the Finnish prison system, and that thing just made me
proud to be from Finland. The US really is a third-world country in some respects.
That said, I obviously live here, and not in Finland. Why? Partly simply because the US is bigger. When we
moved, we moved because we were young and could try something new, but we moved to the US (and Silicon
Valley in particular), because there was an interesting startup doing things that people weren’t doing in Finland. I
simply wasn’t interested in cell-phones, and that’s a big deal in Finland. I really do believe that most of the people
I went to university with ended up working for Nokia or some related company. A lot of technology in Finland is
about mobile phones. Maybe you’ve played the “Angry Birds” game? That’s a Finnish company.
So I moved to the US because I could, and because there was more choice there. And I can talk about “good
safety nets” etc. all I want, but I’m a programmer, and I make good money. So I’m not personally affected by the
lack of safety nets, I just find it disturbing how many people are affected by it, and how everybody still seems to
take it for granted. And are often even proud of it.\fn{ Do you teach your kids about their heritage and encourage them to learn
their mother-tongue?}
We speak Swedish at home, although with the kids going to regular English-speaking school all their friends
obviously speak English, and it has become the stronger language for them, even if Patricia (our eldest) didn’t
really hear any English at all until she was two or three years old.
They don’t even know any Finnish—both me and my wife are of the Swedish-speaking minority in Finland
(finlandssvenskar) and in fact my English is much stronger than my Finnish. I went to Swedish-speaking school
all the way to high school, and did 90 percent of my university studies in Swedish too. So to me Finnish was
always a distant second language that I’d use mainly when shopping or something like that. My wife went to
Finnish-speaking school, but spoke Swedish at home, so while her Finnish is rather stronger than mine, Swedish
is her “emotional” language too.
But “teach them about their heritage”? Outside of the language we speak at home, not really.\fn{ Where do you
stand on this whole debate about multiculturalism? Both the US and Australia are melting pots with lots and lots of cultures so the debate is
very much alive here. As I guess it must be there too, especially during a time like this when the economy is shot to pieces. }

Well, I think one reason I’ve avoided having to think too much about that discussion is that realistically, it’s not
like I come from some wildly different cultural background. It’s not like the whole “move from Western Europe to
the US” was a huge shift of culture. Sure, there are differences, but we’re still fundamentally talking “Western
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culture” and it’s not exactly hard fitting in with light skin, blue eyes and brown hair.
And I’m not a huge fan of some rigid multiculturalism and some hardline “you should protect your own
culture”. If you move to a new place, you certainly don’t need to adopt every single cultural notion of that place,
but I also think it’s crazy and inflexible to think that you should try to take your culture with you. You moved.
Deal with it. Don’t try to recreate your homeland in the new place. I think it’s really sad to see all those
“enclaves” where people of the same background move together to make it easier for them to stay the same and
keep their old culture. They may make for some great tourist areas or interesting food places, but still …
But as mentioned, it’s easy for me to say. I didn’t feel (or look) all that out of place.\fn{ America is a highly religious
country. You are, one hears, an agnostic. Does the predominance of religion in everyday life ever prove confronting to you or your
family?}

There’s almost no daily religion that I see, and when I do see any, I’m actually a bit surprised. A large part of
that is probably the places we’ve lived in: neither Silicon Valley nor Portland could even remotely be described as
“Bible belt”, and are both very liberal by US standards—as a European you fit in very well. Yes, there are more
churches, and you meet more people who go to church each week (Finland may be 80 percent Lutheran, but
people who go to church each week? I don’t think I knew many). But religious? Not so you’d really notice it.
Obviously, other parts of the US are different. It is a big country. With a wide disparity in not just social and
economic status, but in culture too.\fn{So there is no pressure at school for the kids to learn intelligent design and the like? }
Creationism/intelligent design? Hell, no. We made sure that our kids go to good schools. The crazies would get
laughed out of the place if they tried to bring it up where we live.\fn{ Have the kids ever asked you questions that would
lead to a religious discussion or are they too young for that? If it came up, how would you handle it? }
It’s come up, but it hasn’t been a big deal. The view that all the US is a Bible belt really isn’t true. Especially
not in urban, well-educated areas.\fn{ Do you ever find yourself reading the source code to other open source operating system
(kernels), e.g., NetBSD, to see how a particular feature is implemented? What I mean is, as an author do you have/make time to read code
other than kernel code, either for amusement or education? }

I haven’t ever really found it useful to read other people’s code for ideas—source code is a singularly bad
medium for transferring high-level concepts, since the whole point is to tell a really stupid computer exactly what
to do, rather than explain it at any human level.
So no, I wouldn’t read code to see how something is implemented. I’d read code to see why something doesn’t
work—but then it wouldn’t be another OS, it would be something like reading the source code of zlib when I
wondered why git spent so much time in some particular library routine.
In general, I’d much rather read a book meant for humans than code meant for computers. It’s how I started—I
still remember Bach’s\fn{Maurice J. Bach:H} “The Design of the Unix Operating System” fondly. That’s how I
learnt about how Unix worked. Not to mention Tanenbaum’s\fn{ Andrew S. Tanenbaum (1944- ) American computer
scientist:H} “Operating Systems: Design and Implementation” book.
These days? No, I don’t read OS\fn{ Operating Systems} books any more. I actually seldom read computer books
at all.\fn{What kind of reading do you do? My special subject for my Master’s was evolution and I’ve read that Charles Darwin, after he
had worked on The Origin of Species, could not read anything serious in his free time; all that he liked to read was romantic fiction. }
Heh, I do read some “serious” books, but they tend to be on biology, human behavior, or physics. But yes,
most of the reading I do is really pretty much “crap fiction”. It used to be hard science fiction, but these days it’s
mostly just pretty regular fantasy.\fn{ What do you do when family or friends ask you to help them fix a problem with their
computer, and that computer’s not running Linux?}
Umm. Nothing? All the computers in our house are running Linux, so I take care of them, but no, I don’t do
general computer support.\fn{Have you tried to teach any of your children how to program and, if so, in what language? }
They haven’t shown a lot of interest. If they do, I think I’d start with Python, but who knows? I suspect they’d
be better off with just about anybody else teaching them: I don’t really have the patience to be a good teacher to
begin with, and it’s worse when it’s your own kids and you get frustrated with them not immediately catching on
to some issue. Especially if it’s something I consider trivial.
So I occasionally have to go through their math homework with them (because the wife really can’t help
them), but let’s face it—both I and they are happier when I don’t need me to.\fn{ The 2.6 kernel was released way back
when. Does the fact that we have yet to see a 2.7 development kernel reflect the fact that there are no new “big ideas” left to explore in the
2-series kernel?}

It’s more indicative of the whole change of development model. We’ve been able to introduce pretty big new
ideas, but we’ve done it while not breaking everything, and without having to create a whole new “unstable tree”.
So we really don’t need the pain of having the kind of separate “development kernel” that the 2.1.x, 2.3.x and
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2.5.x series were.
We have talked about changing the version numbering, because the “2” at the front seems to be pointless, and
the “38” number is starting to be a bit cumbersome (people really aren’t very good at remembering the difference
between “35” and “36”—it’s much easier to keep track of “4” vs “5”). So at the last kernel summit, some people
argued for simply dropping the “2” prefix, and turning the “3x” into “3.x”, and thus making the numbering a bit
more relevant to how we do things. But we did a vote, and there wasn’t enough support for it, so nothing
happened. But maybe next year more people will have come to the conclusion that the current numbering system
is just baroque.
5: Scott Merrill, TechCrunch, April 2012\fn{You use a MacBook Air because you want a silent, quality computer. Why is it that
Apple has the corner on this market? Have you considered using your fame or some portion of your fortune to try to remedy this? }
You really don’t want me to start designing hardware. Hey, I’m a good software engineer, but I’m not exactly
known for my fashion sense. White socks and sandals don’t translate to “good design sense”
That said, I’m have to admit being a bit baffled by how nobody else seems to have done what Apple did with
the Macbook Air—even several years after the first release, the other notebook vendors continue to push those
ugly and “clunky” things. Yes, there are vendors that have tried to emulate it, but usually pretty badly. I don’t
think I’m unusual in preferring my laptop to be thin and light.
Btw, even when it comes to Apple, it’s really just the Air that I think is special. The other apple laptops may be
good-looking, but they are still the same old clunky hardware, just in a pretty dress.
I’m personally just hoping that I’m ahead of the curve in my strict requirement for “small and silent”. It’s not
just laptops, btw—Intel sometimes gives me pre-release hardware, and the people inside Intel I work with have
learnt that being whisper-quiet is one of my primary requirements for desktops too. I am sometimes surprised at
what leaf-blowers some people seem to put up with under their desks.
I want my office to be quiet. The loudest thing in the room – by far – should be the occasional purring of the
cat. And when I travel, I want to travel light. A notebook that weighs more than a kilo is simply not a good thing
(yeah, I’m using the smaller 11″ Macbook air, and I think weight could still be improved on, but at least it’s very
close to the magical 1kg limit).\fn{ I wasn’t so much asking why you haven’t designed your own hardware — I fully understand
people playing to their own strengths. It’s taken considerable time for hardware manufacturers to recognize Linux as a viable platform, and
today more and more OEMs are actively including or working toward Linux compatibility. Surely there’s an opportunity there for the
global Linux community to influence laptop design for the betterment of everyone? I know it’s not your passion, and I respect that. Do you
have any suggestions or guidance on ways we can collectively influence these kinds of things? }

I think one of the things that made Apple able to do this was how focused they’ve been able to stay. They
really have rather few SKU’s compared to most big computer manufacturers, and I think that is what has allowed
them to focus on those particular SKU’s and make them be better than the average machine out there.
Sure, they have some variation (different amounts of memory etc), but compare the Apple offerings to the wild
and crazy world of HP or Lenovo or Toshiba. Other hardware manufacturers tend to not put all their eggs in a
single (or a few) baskets, and even then they tend to hedge their bets and go for fairly safe and boring on most
offerings (and then they sometimes make the mistake of going way crazy for the “designer” models to
overcompensate for their boring bread-and-butter).
That kind of focus is quite impressive. It’s also often potentially unstable – I think most people still remember
Apple’s rocky path. I used to think that Apple would go bankrupt not “that” long ago, and I’m sure I wasn’t the
only one. And it can be hard to maintain in the long run, which is probably why most other companies don’t act
that way—the companies who consistently try to revolutionize the world also consistently eventually fail.
So that kind of focus takes guts. I’m not an Apple fan, because I think they’ve done some really bad things too,
but I have to give them credit for not just having good designers, but the guts to go with it. Jobs clearly had a lot
to do with that.
Anyway, I don’t think it’s worth worrying too much about laptops. The thing is, the Macbook Air was (and still
to some degree is) ahead of its time. But I actually think that hardware is catching up to the point where doing
good laptops really isn’t going to be rocket science any more. Rotational media really is going away, and with it
goes one of the last formfactor issues: people really do not need (or want) that big spindle for a harddisk, or the
silly spindle for an optical drive.
Sure, optical drives will remain in some form factors for a while, and others formfactors will remain bigger
just because the manufacturer will want to continue to offer the capability of a rotational disk too – they’re still
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cheaper and have bigger capacities. But at the same time, small flash-based storage is really getting quite good,
and while you still pay more for them, it’s not revolutionary any more. The mSATA/miniPCIe form factor is
making it more and more realistic standard form-factor.
Together with CPU’s often being “fast enough” I would expect that the Macbook air kind of formfactor
becomes way more of a norm than it used to be. Apple was ahead of the curve, and I absolutely have higher
expectations of the hardware I use than the average user probably does, but at the same time I’m convinced that
the notebook market will finally get where I think it should be. Sure, some people will still want to use the big
clunkers, but making a good thin-and-light machine is simply not going to be the technical expensive challenge it
used to be.
In other words, we’ll take the whole Macbook Air formfactor for granted in a few years. It’s been done, it used
to be pretty revolutionary, it’s going to be pretty standard.
It did take a lot longer than I thought it would take, admittedly. I’ve loved the thin-and-lights for much longer
than the Macbook Air has existed. It’s not like Apple made up the concept – they just executed well on it.
What I in many ways think is more interesting are people who do new things. I love the whole Raspberry PI
concept, for example. That’s revolutionary in a whole different direction – maybe not the prettiest form-factor, but
taking advantage of how technology gets cheaper to really push the price down to the point where it’s really
cheap. Sure, it’s a bit limited, but it’s pretty incredible what you can do for $35. Think about that with a few more
years under its belt.
The reason I think that is interesting is because I think we’re getting to the point where it is so cheap to put a
traditional computer together, that you can really start using that as a platform for doing whole new things. Sure,
it’s good for teaching people, but the real magic is if one of those people who get one of those things comes up
with something really new and fun to do with it.
Fairly cheap home computing was what changed my life. I wouldn’t worry about how to incrementally
improve laptop design: I think it’s interesting to see what might totally change when you have dirt cheap almost
throw-away computing that you can use to put a real computer inside some random toy or embedded device.
What does that do to the embedded development world when things like that are really widely available?\fn{ You
don’t pull any punches when communicating with kernel developers and patch submitters. Has this tactic helped or hindered your success
as a father?}

I really don’t know. I think the kids have grown up really well, and I don’t think it hurt them that we had rules
in the family that were fairly strictly enforced (usually with a five-minute timeout in the bathroom). We had a very
strict “no whining” rule, for example, and I’ve seen kids that should definitely have been brought up with a couple
of rules like that.
That said, maybe they’re just naturally good kids. I don’t remember the last time I sent them to the bathroom
(but it’s still a joke in our family: “If you don’t behave, you’ll spend the rest of the day in the bathroom”)
And while I do work from home, I am not a “father” when I work. The kids always knew that if they came in
and disturbed me while I was at the computer, they’d get shouted at. I know some people who say that they could
never work from home because they’d be constantly distracted by their kids—that is just not the case in our
family. So despite me working from home, we’re a very “traditional” family—Tove stayed at home and was really
the homemaker and took care of the kids.
And don’t get me wrong: when I interact with kernel developers, there can be a lot of swearing involved. And
while that may “occasionally” happen with the kids too, the kids get hugs and good-night kisses too. Kernel
developers? Not so much.
Would some kernel people prefer getting tucked in at night instead of being cursed at? I’m sure that would be
appreciated. I don’t think I have it in me, though.\fn{ How does your family feel about what you do for a living? What questions
did/do they ask?}
They’ve never seen anything else, so I doubt they even think about it. It’s just what dad does. None of my three
daughters have so far shown any actual interest in computers (outside of being pure users—they game, they chat,
they do the facebook thing), and while they end up using Linux for all of that they don’t seem to think it’s all that
strange.\fn{Do you try to get involved with technology problem solving in your every day life, for example at your kids’ school? If so,
how has that been received?}
Oh, the absolute last thing I want to do is be seen as a support person. No way.
Sure, I do maintain the computers in the house, and it obviously means that the kids laptops (that they use in
school too) run Linux, but it turns out that the local school district has had some Linux use in their computer labs
anyway, so that never even made them look all that different.
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But I’m simply not really organized enough to be a good MIS person. And frankly, I lack the interest. I find the
low-level details of how computers work really interesting, but if I had to care about user problems and people
forgetting their passwords or messing up their backups, I don’t know what I’d do. I’d probably turn to drugs and
alcohol to dull the pain.
Even in the kernel project, I’m really happy that I’m not a traditional manager. I don’t have to manage logistics
and people, I can worry purely about the technical side. So while I don’t do all that much programming any more
(I spend most of my day merging code others wrote), I also don’t think of myself as a “manager”, I tend to call
myself a “technical lead person” instead.\fn{ What do you want to tell people that no one has ever bothered to ask you? }
The thing is, I don’t have a “message” to people. I never really did. I did (and do) Linux because it’s fun and
interesting, and I really also enjoy the social aspect of developing things in the open, but I really don’t have
anything I want to tell people.\fn{I apologize for not making this question more clear. I’m not asking if you have a message or
anthem or anything like that. As a celebrity, you’ve conducted lots of interviews. Many of them have been formulaic, and there’s only so
many times you can receive the same questions before rolling your eyes in exasperation. Is there any question you wish youd’ve been
asked in an interview? Whether it’s because you’ve got the perfect/clever/whatever answer prepared, or just because you’d welcome the
novelty of it? If so, what would have been your answer?}

Hmm. Some of the interviews I’ve enjoyed the most have been from somewhat antagonistic people who came
from a non-computer background. I remember this Russian journalist (back when I lived in Helsinki), who was
writing a piece for some Russian financial newspaper. He really was pretty aggressive, and being Russian from
after the fall of the Soviet Union he had an almost unhealthy admiration for Microsoft and making lots of money,
and capitalism. I’m sure it was heightened by the whole admiration for wall street etc. that must run in the blood
of most financial journalists to begin with.
That made for an interesting interview—because I like arguing. Explaining to a person like that why open
source works, and in fact works better than the model he so clearly idolized was interesting. I don’t think I
necessarily convinced him, but it still made for a memorable interview.
But any particular question? No. That’s not what I tend to find interesting—I enjoy the process, and the
argument, and the flow of ideas of an interview, I don’t think there’s a “perfect question”, much less a “perfect
answer that I wish somebody had asked me the question for”. So you’re not asking for something that I think I
have.
But to expand on that, and to perhaps give you something of an answer anyway: this is very much true for me
in software development too. I like the process. I like writing software. I like trying to make things work better. In
many ways, the end result is unimportant—it’s really just the excuse for the whole experience. It’s why I started
Linux to begin with—sure, I kind of needed an OS, but I needed a project to work on more than I needed the OS.
In fact, to get a bit “meta” on this issue, what’s even more interesting than improving a piece of software, is to
improve the way we write and improve software. Changing the process of making software has sometimes been
some of the most painful parts of software development (because we so easily get used to certain models), but that
has also often been the most rewarding parts. It is, after all, why “git” came to be, for example. And I think open
source in general is obviously just another “process model” change that I think is very successful.
So my model is kind of a reverse “end result justifies the means”. Hell no, that’s the stupidest saying in the
history of man, and I’m not even saying that because it has been used to make excuses for bad behavior. No, it’s
the worst possible kind of saying because it totally misses the point of everything.
It’s simply not the end that matters at all. It’s the means—the journey. The end result is almost meaningless. If
you do things the right way, the end result will be fine too, but the real enjoyment is in the doing, not in the result.
And I’m still really happy to be “doing” 20 years later, with not an end in sight.\fn{ Looking back over the history of
Linux, do you have any “Oh man, I can’t believe I did/said that” reactions? (Note: this is not in respect to code strictly, but engineering or
policy decisions)}

Engineering decisions usually aren’t a problem. Sure, I’ve made the wrong decision many times, but usually
there was some good reason for it at the time—and the important part about engineering decisions is that you can
fix them later when you realize they were wrong. So the “oh, that was spectacularly wrong” happens all the time,
but the more spectacular it is, the quicker we notice, and that means that we fix it quickly too.
The one really memorable “Oh sh*t” moment was literally very early on in Linux development, when I
realized that I had auto-dialed my main harddisk when I meant to auto-dial the university dial-in lines over the
modem. And in the process wiped out my then Minix setup by writing AT-commands to the disk that understandably didn’t respond the way the autodialling script expected (“AT commands” is just the traditional Hayes modem
control instruction set).
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That’s the point where I ended up switching over to Linux entirely, so it was actually a big deal for Linux
development. But that was back in 1991.\fn{ If you could give an award to someone, who would be the recipient, and for what
accomplishment?}
Hey, while I am a computer guy, my heroes are still “real scientists”. So if I can pick anybody, I think I’d pick
Richard Dawkins\fn{1941- ) English ethnologist, born in Kenya:H} for just being such an outspoken critic of muddled
thinking and anti-scientific thought.\fn{The Millennium Technology Prize ceremony is on June 13, which happens to be my
birthday. Any chance I can be your +1 to the party?}
Scott, I never knew you felt that way. I think my wife would not approve.\fn{ Nor would mine, but you miss all the
shots you don’t take! What are the major Linux distributions doing right, in general, and where are they falling short? Your recent Google+
rant about OpenSUSE’s security stance sheds some light on this, but I’d like to know more. Are formalized distributions a necessary evil?
How much (if any) influence do you have with the distributions?}

So I absolutely love the distributions, because they are doing all the things that I’m not interested in, and even
very early on they started being a big support for the kernel, and driving all the things that most technical people
(including very much me) didn’t tend to be interested in: ease of use, internationalization, nice packaging, just
making things a good “experience”.
So I think distributions have been very instrumental in making Linux successful, and that whole thing started
happening very early on (some of the first distributions started happening early 92—on floppy disks).
So they aren’t even a “necessary evil”—they are a “necessary good”. They’ve been very instrumental in
making Linux be what it is, both on a technical side, but especially on a ease of use and approachability side.
That said, exactly because they are so important, it does frustrate me when I hit things that I perceive to be
steps backwards. The SUSE rant was about asking a non-technical user about a password that the non-technical
user had absolutely no reason to even know, in a situation where it made no sense. That kind of senseless user
hostility is something that we’ve generally come away from (and some kernel people tend to dismiss Ubuntu, but
I really think that Ubuntu has generally had the right approach, and been very user-centric).
The same thing is what frustrated me about many of the changes in Gnome 3. The whole “let’s make it clutterfree” was taken to the point where it was actually hard to get things done, and it wasn’t even obvious how to do
things when you could do them. That kind of minimalist approach is not forward progress, it’s just UI people
telling people “we know better”, even if it makes things harder to do. That kind of “things that used to be easy are
suddenly hard or impossible” just drives me up the wall, and frustrates me.
As to my own influence: it really goes the other way. The distributions have huge influences on the kernel, and
not only in the form of employing a lot of the engineers. I actively look to the distributions to see which parts of
the kernel get used, and often when people suggest new features, one of the things that really clinches it for me is
if a manager for some distribution speaks up and says “we’re already using that, because we needed it for xyz”.
Sure, I end up influencing them through what I merge, and how it’s done, but at the same time I really do see
the distributions as one of the first users of the kernel, and the whole way we do releases (based on time, not
features) is partly because that way distributions can plan ahead sanely. They know the release schedule to within
a week or two, and we try very hard to be reliable and not do crazy things.
We have a very strict “no regressions” rule, for example, and a large part of that rule is so that people—very
much including the people involved in distributions—don’t need to fear upgrades. If it used to work a certain way,
we try very hard to make sure it continues to work that way. Sure, bugs happen, and some change may not be
noticed in time, but on the whole I think a big part of kernel development is to try to make it as painless as
possible for people to upgrade smoothly.
Because if you make upgrades painful, it just means that people will stay back.\fn{ You’ve been doing this for 20
years. What do you think of the newest crop of kernel contributors? Do you see any rising stars? Do you see any positive or worrisome
trends with respect to the kind and caliber of contribution from younger developers? }

I’m very happy that we still have a very wide developer base, and we continue to see more than a thousand
different people for each release (which is roughly every three months or so). A lot of those contributions come
from people who make just tiny one-liner changes, and some of them are never heard from again once they got
their one small fix done, but on the other hand, the small one-liner changes is how many others gets started.
That said, one of the things that has changed a lot in the 20 years is that we certainly have a lot more “process”
in place. Most of those one-liners didn’t get to me directly – many of them came through multiple layers of
submaintainers etc. By the time I see most “rising stars” they’ve already been doing smaller changes for a long
time.
The one worrisome trend is pretty much inevitable: the kernel is getting big, and a lot of the core code is quite
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complex and sometimes hard to really wrap your head around. Core areas like the VM subsystem or the core VFS
layer simply are not easy to get into for a new developer. That makes it a bit harder to get started if that’s what
you are interested in—the bar has simply been raised from where it was ten or fifteen years ago.
At the same time, I do think it’s still fairly easy to get involved, you may just have to start in a less central
place. Most kernel people start off worrying about one particular driver or platform, and “grow” from there. We
do seem to have quite a lot of developers, and I’ve talked to open source project maintainers that are very envious
of just how many people we have involved in the kernel.\fn{ You’ve said that it’s the technical challenge that keeps you
involved and motivated. Surely there are plenty of technical challenges in the world. Why stick with the kernel? }
I think it’s partly because I’m the kind of person who doesn’t flit from one project to another. I keep on doing
Linux, because once I get started, I’m kind of obstinate that way.
But part of it is simply the reason I started doing a kernel in the first place—if what you are interested in is
low-level interactions with hardware, a kernel is where it is all at. Sure, there are tons of technical challenges out
there, but very few of them are as interesting as an operating system kernel if you are into that kind of low-level
interaction between software and hardware.\fn{ As the number of systems and architectures supported by the Linux kernel
continues to grow, you can’t possibly have development hardware for each of them. How do you verify the quality and functionality of all
the change requests you get?}

Oh, that’s easy: I don’t.
The whole model is built on a network of trust among developers that have come to know each other over the
years. There’s no way I can test all the platforms we support—the same way there is no way I can check every
single commit that gets merged through me. And I wouldn’t even really even want to check each hardware or each
change—the point of open source and distributed development is that you do things together. We have a few tens
of “high level” maintainers for various subsystems (e.g. networking, USB drivers, graphics, particular hardware
architectures etc etc), and even those maintainers can’t test everything in their area, because they won’t have that
particular hardware etc. I trust them, and they in turn trust the people they work with.
I think any big project is about finding people you can trust, and really then depending on that trust. I don’t
want to micro-manage people, and I couldn’t afford to even if I did want to.
And the thing is, smart people (and people who have what I call “good taste”, which is often even more
important) may be rare, but you do recognize them. I think one of my biggest successes is actually outside Linux:
recognizing how good a developer Junio Hamano\fn{ Japanese computer programmer} was on git, and trusting him
enough to just ask if he would be willing to maintain the project. Being able to let go and trusting somebody else
is important, because without that kind of trust you can’t get big projects done.\fn{ Thanks, Linus, for taking the time to
chat with me. And good luck! We hope you win the Millenium Technology Prize! }
Dependency
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293.90 Excerpt from Mariana\fn{by Sally Salminen (1906-1978)} Vårdö, Åland Islands, Finland (F) 9
1
It was an autumn evening. The family had gathered around the fire—the elders from work, the children from
their games. The world grew small on a night like this; darkness pressed close upon the windows, and when you
looked through the panes you saw a reflection of yourself and the room behind you. Life was shut within four
narrow walls, and only the most vivid imagination could pierce the blackness and conjure up a larger world.
A five-year-old girl, with her nose flattened against the cold window glass, looked through the image. Mariana,
kneeling on a chair and peering out into the night, saw the familiar rugs, chairs and tables of the room behind her;
but as she watched the picture began to change. The walls fell away, the ceiling vanished. Great trees grew up
through the floor. She saw the picket fence, the hillside, the road—the entire village. Presently she could see the
whole wide world, its countries and towns neatly ordered in her mind, with the bright arch of ski above. She saw
herself in “The City”—that was Mariehamn to her—then in other greater cities, in Åbo and Stockholm, and
Helsinki, far-off on the mainland, and in the wondrous land of Palestine, where Jesus had lived; but as usual she
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came at last to the greatest and most distant country on earth, America, her father’s land, where he was now, away
from them all.
Yet always when she thought of her father her mind turned back to Finland, to her own Åland Island home, to
the tall trees raising their naked branches toward the window. She connected these trees with tales she had heard
of her father; her dream of him became a bright and pleasant fabric. She knew that Emil, her father, had built the
house here in the grove because of the white birches. They called it Birch Knoll. Behind the house, to her left, the
trees stood untouched, growing in a sort, grassy meadow sprinkled with wood anemones in spring. In front, all
except one had been cut down, and replaced with fruit trees. Shaggy, twisted and withered, that one birch stood
close by the steps, festooned with odds and ends from inside the house.
Mariana’s flight of fancy into the outer world had gone full circle; she was home again within her own four
walls. Besides, she was tired of kneeling on the hard chair and chilling her face against the cold glass, so she
turned back toward the room.
The kitchen—they called it the living room—was medium-sized with long, narrow rag rugs, flowered
wallpaper, and white ceiling. The massive brick pile of the fireplace thrust out from one corner; on a shelf under
the heavy hood the porridge for supper was bubbling in a big iron pot.
The little girl at the window settled herself more comfortably on the chair, and solemnly folded her hands in
her lap. The low, earnest muttering of the stove and the hum from the kerosene lamp, whose little tongues of
yellow flame lit up the room, gave her a feeling of perfect security. This was all familiar. Fear had no place here—
or almost none. The unknown that lay in wait in the shadow behind the bedroom door, under the settles\fn
{Wooden benches, usually with arms and high backs, long enough to accommodate three or four sitters } and in the corner behind the
bureau, wasn’t really frightening. Instead, it gave her a flicker of excitement and a deeper joy at the reassuring
presence of grownups.
“Maya, don’t you go to sleep!”
Mariana had nodded, dreaming of black heavens and red stars of fire; she started up now, wide-awake. Had
somebody called her? Of course she wasn’t asleep, she wasn’t sleepy, she could stay up as long as anyone else.
Mamma was still sitting under the light, working at her usual evening task—darning. She thrust her hand into the
big foot of the stocking, holding it up to the light while her spectacled eyes guided the darning needle, weaving
over the hole. The little girl in the chair heaved a sign of contentment, mingled with respect, as she watched her
mother.
Mamma was the biggest of all the “big people,” and somehow stood outside the family, not concerning herself
with the simple monotony of the day. It was the other big people, sisters and brothers, even some of the younger
ones in the family flock, who maintained order—or disorder—in the house. Mother was a sort of superior court,
to which you could appeal at need if it was impossible to bring so many wills into agreement.
Each one was absorbed in his own business. Ebba, the eldest sister—who was always over-careful of her
clothes and personal possessions, and therefore the least popular with the children—was in the cold-room,
separating the milk. She had left the door to the living room open to get some light. The younger ones, Ragnar and
Eric and Hilda, crowded around the separator holding out their mugs to be filled with milk. Mariana wanted to do
likewise, but drowsiness tied her to her chair.
Hanna stood by the fireplace, tending the fire. Big and strong, she inspired a respect bordering on fear. She was
the one who kept the small brothers and sisters at their catechism and A.B.C.’s; and, even though she dealt out
merciless justice with her large red hands, the children liked her better than Ebba.
She strode over to the table, where Bengt was reading out his lesson. Mariana, who had come swiftly to life at
the sound of his voice, had flung herself forward across the table, and stuck her curly head in front of her
brother’s to follow what he was reading. It seemed to be a fairy tale, and she did not want to miss anything like
that. Hanna swept the two from the table as if she were shooing a couple of flies.
“Out of the way, youngsters, we’ve got to set the table for supper. Solvej, help me lift the table, will you?”
Solvej, a half-grown girl who was not really “big” yet, because she still had braids down her back, put aside
her crocheting to help her elder sister pull the heavy table away from the wall. Then, the two girls raised the
leaves and put out plates and mugs. They bickered mildly from time to time.
“Why don’t you get the children ready for supper? They’re asleep all over the chairs and sofas,” said Hanna
disapprovingly, with a look at Ragnar, who had stretched out on the hard settle top, and Mariana, once more
nodding in her chair.
“Why do I always have to look after them? Ebba can do it tonight,” said Solvej.
“Ebba! Of course, Ebba can do it all.” The elder sister, coming in from the next room, joined indignantly in the
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conversation.
“I took care of the cattle today while you were sitting on the sofa with your everlasting lace. I’m going to read
the Family Weekly now; somebody else can look out for the children.”
“Children!” said Hilda, annoyed at being called a child.
“You keep quiet when grown-up people are talking!” Ebba reprimanded her.
“I’ll see to them,” said Hanna, calm and matter-of-fact as always. She gave a vigorous shake to the urchin on
the settle.
“Wake up, Ragnar—hurry up! Don’t you hear, sleepyhead? Remember? ‘To bed, to bed,’ says Sleepyhead,
‘Let’s wait a while,’ says Slow …” Laughing heartily, she shook him until he managed to stand on unsteady legs.
“Go on to supper with you. Hey, Maya, don’t fall asleep there, it’s time to eat!”
The family assembled around the table, and for a while only the busy scarping of spoons broke the silence.
After supper, Hanna took charge of the little ones.
“Come on, Hilda and Maya, bedtime! You too, Eric! Go on, Ragnar, you can untie your own shoes.”
Ebba had taken off the wooden tops from the two settle beds; she brought in pillows and covers from the
bedroom. The four small children sat in a circle on the floor, unlacing their heavy, oiled boots, taking off their
warm, moist, wool stockings, and pulling dresses and blouses inside-out over their heads. Then they raced for
their beds, the boys to the inner room, which they shared with their mother, the girls to one of the open settles in
the living room, where the older sisters also slept. For a few minutes, they kicked and fought over division of
room, covers, and pillows, and then they were quiet, half-asleep.
“Say your prayers, children,” said Mamma Nilsson suddenly, interrupting her reading of the big family Bible.
She sat for a moment, listening to the night. The wind howled in the dark and the birches lashed more and more
violently outside the wet windows.
“Pray for all the seamen, and ask God to protect them on an autumn night!”
Mariana, almost wide-awake after her first drowsiness, thought of what her mother said. She seemed to see a
black ocean at night, with angry, green-foaming combers, and ships’ crews fighting desperately for life. Ghastliest
of all, she saw vessels afire. She had seen a picture of a burning ship at Klappar Cottage, and now it did not take
much to raise visions of catastrophe. Next to the Last Judgment, there was nothing she dreaded as much as ships
on fire. No doubt the Last Judgment would be yet more terrible, for it would come to every soul upon land and
sea, and no one would be safe from it.
Mariana often thought she saw premonitions of this event. Usually they were in the weather and the sky.
Strange cloud shapes and colors sometimes frightened her. Many a time she had expected to see God the father
Himself and the holy angels descend from the heavens, to judge the world with trumpet blasts and ringing war
cries.
Yes, there was much to be afraid of, but on a night like this the seamen were the ones worst off; she must pray
for them. Folding her hands, she said solemn, fervent prayers, all the time looking straight up at the ceiling above
her. A loose flake of whitewash, hanging by invisible dust or spider webs, danced in the draft up there and
suddenly caught her eye. The prayer stopped abruptly, and the seamen were forgotten.
Strange what things there were, up there on the white-washed ceiling. It was ghostly to see everything come
alive when she looked at it—the color of Swedish bread on the rod above the fireplace turned, the lamp hook
shook perceptibly, and all the little flakes dangling close to the ceiling danced in circles, first in one direction,
then in the other, like a round dance. The black spots against the white began to look like all sorts of things—
bears, wolves, castles, carriages, goblins, a whole picture book full … and then Mariana was asleep.
The children were out of the way at last, and the work of the day was over. Now the grownups gathered in a
circle around the lamp;. Mother Lovisa plunged into the austere teachings of Martin Luther’s Christianity, Ebba
read Mrs. Courths-Mahler’s effusions about love in the Weekly. Solvej crocheted away at her long lace. Hanna
was absorbed in one of Runna’s semi-religious novels. Bengt, putting aside his schoolbooks, devoured the newly
borrowed Around the World in Eighty Days.
Perhaps two hours went by. Solvej put down her work, and began to read the paper over Ebba’s shoulder.
Bengt, growing weary, closed his book, and crept noiselessly into the bedroom; he undressed behind the halfclosed door, and lay down to join his sleeping brothers. Mother and daughters continued to sit a while around the
lamp, absorbed in their reading; all was so still that the children’s soft breathing and the gentle hum of the oil
lamp were plainly heard. Finally Lovisa got up, taking off her spectacles and rubbing her tired eyes.
“Remember the price of kerosene—and we have to work tomorrow,” she said as she gathered up the children’s
wet footgear, and put it against the wall of the fireplace to dry.
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After the others had gone to bed, she fidgeted about the house a while longer, locking the doors, tending to the
coals in the fireplace, closing the damper and winding the clock. Then she blew out the light, and went to bed.
2
It was a Saturday in early spring. Mariana was coming from school alone. How much she had learned from the
time her five-year-old world had been so neatly arranged and enclosed! Besides the bag of schoolbooks, she was
struggling manfully to carry a gigantic volume under her arm. She sighed, perspiring in the bright spring sun that
was sinking toward evening. It did no good to keep changing over, shifting the great book from right arm to left
arm and back again, so she calmly laid it down in the wet by the side of the road while she rested. Meanwhile she
amused herself by leafing through the pages. This was by no means the first time Mariana had worn herself out
lugging it from the library.
Brother Bengt had discovered this book about the life of mammals. He had been fascinated by it. Now that he
no longer went to school himself, he asked his sister in the first grade to come home by way of the library to
borrow the book for him. Indirectly it had increased Mariana’s knowledge as well.
Once more she had to set down the book to rest her arm. She found a splendid seat on the edge of the highway.
Putting her feet in the ditch, she sat at ease on the sandbank along the side. It felt wet behind her, but that did not
bother her. She looked about, studying her surroundings.
The highway, running west in the thaw, was scarred and cracked. The gun carriages and horsemen had done
that, people said. They had also left behind a mess of fodder and muck in the open space before the co-operative
store. But the children in the village liked the square well enough; they had found interesting things there when
the snow melted. Now that the ice was breaking up, though, the fun was almost over.
Mariana had been so afraid of the war from the very beginning, in 1914! She remembered perfectly when it
had started. She had been over with their neighbors at the North Farm, as she so often was, playing with Nanny.
As the two girls were sitting on the floor, busy with their toys, they had suddenly pricked up their ears to listen.
Captain Nyman, Nanny’s father, was talking on the telephone—no ordinary conversation either.
War had broken out that day!
Mariana forgot toys and friends. She was filled with indescribable terror, and wanted to get home as fast as she
could go to her own grownups. She ran down through the village as she had never run in her life, because she
must get home in time. She had never been so much afraid even of the Last Judgment, although she had run from
that more than once.
At home, however, everything had been as usual, and she was almost disappointed, but ashamed at the same
time. It had gradually dawned upon her that the war was not there in Ramsböle at all, but way off in some country
that meant nothing to her.
It was time for her to take her book and go on home. She stopped again on the bridge over the outlet, which
ran from the swamp through the bog fields to the inlet on the other side of the village. Looking over the railing for
a while at the roaring freshet, she thought that she ought to send a bark boat down to the sea to try its luck.
No, she had to hurry home. As she went by Brook Cottage, she marched along proudly, dignified, her nose in
the air. The Brook Cottagers need not think she was the least bit interested in them, even if she did have to go by
their cottage. As Nanny Nyman’s best friend, who visited often at the North Farm, she could scarcely allow
herself to be seen with the Brook Cottage children. But Ruth, who was Vivi Alm’s girl, and smug because she had
red hair like Nanny, would not let her alone; there she stood on the rickety gate again, waving and yelling.
Mariana refused to notice her. The fact that the teacher had put them on the same bench was no reason why they
had to be friends. But Ruth insisted it was.
Now she came to the Middle Farm, and her stiffness relaxed. In fact she looked around for someone to speak
to. Her Uncle Severin, who was always kind and full of fun, lived there. And if she was really lucky, she might
have a chance to look in on Grandfather and Grandmother a moment.
But there was only Aunt Nora walking in the yard; she preferred to dodge her. Aunt Nora was too pushing and
too talkative. Perhaps she would rather meet no one at all on the way.
Then she caught sight of the shining birches at home. Suddenly she had but one desire—home, home! No load
was heavy enough to slow her step. Her eager feet pounded on the sandy road, already dry and hard here on the
higher ground.
While still in the vestibule she heard the usual noise of voices. Before she got the door open her enthusiasm
had cooled, and she entered with a hesitation that gave to her little figure a certain dignity. Her constant visits to
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the big, handsome rooms of the North Farm had done something to detach her from the daily problems and
arguments of her brothers and sisters.
“Here’s Mariana, home at last,” said Hanna. “I thought you’d gone straight to the North Farm. See if there’s
anything left for you to eat. Have you left anything, Ragnar and Hilda?”
“Ragnar’s eaten up almost all the herring!” cried Hilda.
“You had just as much yourself; I mostly ate potatoes and salt,” said Ragnar.
“I want potatoes and salt too. Can I?” asked Mariana cheerfully, starting to peel the little potatoes. “Aunt
Selma gave me a white roll and fruit jelly yesterday,” she went on, without anyone’s stopping to listen.
“But I want some bread, Hanna. Can I have a piece of bread with just a little butter?” begged Hilda.
“And I want a big piece of bread and butter. We’re always having to eat herring and potatoes. I never get full
on that kind of stuff; I want bread,” demanded Ragner.
“Quiet—don’t be so noisy!” Hanna admonished them. “You know perfectly well we’re buying bread on a
ration card. Besides, you’ve had your share for today.”
“But the ones that are going to school ought to have more bread.”
“We want school sandwiches besides our regular food.”
“No, they can’t! That’s not fair!” cried Eric. He had finished school, and knew that he would be counted out if
such a decision was made.
They argued and everybody talked at once, and nobody decided anything. There was nothing for it but to go to
the court of last appeal. Mother Lovisa was coming across the yard with the day’s egg crop in her apron.
“What’s all the noise now?” she asked, calmly as always.
“It’s about the bread!” shouted Eric. “The ones that go to school don’t do anything except wear out clothes,
and they want more than the rest of us. It isn’t fair!”
“You had school lunches too, when you went to school. Can we have bigger helpings, Mamma?”
“Yes, you may, if you’ll just quiet down.”
The decision was jubilantly received by the younger children, but their elders grumbled audibly. Even Hanna
was doubtful.
“You can make promises, Mother, but let’s see if the bread will hold out,” she said.
“This certainly is a pitiful place when it won’t even give us bread. What kind of farmers are we, having to buy
bread on a ration card?”
It was Solvej speaking. She was sewing on the machine, working the treadle, and setting her jaw hard.
“You don’t stop to think at all,” said Lovisa. “What do you think we would have lived on with the war going
on, if we hadn’t had this pitiful place, as you call it? A farmer always has something to put in his mouth; even if it
isn’t always the best, and even if the grain does run out a couple of months too soon.”
“Well, two able-bodied people could live here at home all right,” said Ebba, “if they didn’t have a bunch of
children that wear out their clothes and eat up the grain as fast as it’s harvested.”
“Sell the stuff and go to America. Why didn’t you go, Mamma, when Dad wanted you over there?” Eric’s
voice, in process of changing, was harsh.
“Be still until you know what you’re talking about!” said Lovisa severely, and Eric turned away crestfallen.
“Why don’t we go away and earn some money?” Bengt proposed. “We’re old enough. The kids can work the
farm.”
“Yes, you’ll be rid of me pretty quick; I’ve got a place at Mariehamn,” said Ebba in a hurt tone.
“I won’t stand in the way either. I’d rather go and get a job than stay at home and work for nothing,” Solvej,
too, was angry at her brother’s remark. “I’ll never be able to afford a dressmaking course anyhow.”
*
Soon it was time for Mariana to go to the North Farm. And, as the next day was Sunday, she knew that she
would stay the night. Mariana was Nanny Nyman’s age. The wealthy family at the North Farm liked to have
Mariana come to play with their lonely daughter.
Hilda tried bravely to swallow her perpetual disappointment, not only at losing her closest sister and playmate,
but at being left out. It was so seldom that she, too, was invited to come to the rich house up in the village. Instead
she stayed in the barn with her elder sisters. She learned to milk and to help with the work sooner than the others,
because there was nothing else for her to do. She drew a bittersweet satisfaction out of the knowledge that she was
famous for her skill.
*
A wide gateway with moss-grown stone posts, shaded by century-old great trees, led you in to Captain
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Nyman’s big place up in Ramsböle. The farm was like a small village itself, with all its big and little buildings.
The main house was in the middle, standing high against the background of Klappar Hill. The gable end faced
toward the road, so that the long yellow front with its many windows faced down upon the village and the
meadows south and west. Before reaching the gate, you passed an old, low-built house, dark with age, with front
steps directly on the road. This was the general store Captain Nyman owned. A thick, tangled lilac hedge
surrounded the house, and its branches met over the worn gray steps.
On most occasions when Mariana passed the shop, she hurried involuntarily. There was a terrifying monster,
inside, Miser Enkvist, whom everyone feared and nobody loved. But, today, she walked firmly and with assurance
between the ancient, greenish gateposts; under the tall lindens she put on speed, for this was familiar, almost like
home.
At the door, however, she halted, abashed; even here there was a solemn look about things today. This was not
to be wondered at. One of nanny’s big brothers, Gustav Adolf, was at home, and the atmosphere was always
uneasy at such times. The grownups at the North Farm became nervous and incalculable; and, in the village,
people would stand with their heads together, saying dark things and nodding busily. And Gustav Adolf usually
left again in jovial haste.
When Mariana went into the house, Uncle Nyman was talking to his son, and looking severe and solemn. It
was unusual to see his shining face in such somber wrinkles.
“You see what she’s like—an old witch that leads young people astray. That child was the third this winter.
And every time it happens, they drag out the old stories, and dust them off. We needn’t have any sentimentality
here. … You’ll be better off staying away and sticking to your studies while the affair is being forgotten. I’ll take a
hand …”
Now he caught sight of Mariana at the door. She curtsied and smiled coaxingly. His grave look was overcome
by a smile.
“Well, little Maya, how are we today?” he asked. He was himself again, kind and friendly, with a mouth that
laughed under his bushy red-blond mustache. As usual he could not resist tugging playfully at her hard-braided
pigtails, then lifting her to see if she got any heavier, and finally sending her into the next room with a pat behind.
“Go in and find Nanny!”
Mariana was lucky enough to get a second dinner, for the fashionably late meal at the North Farm had not yet
been served. But today, in spite all the good things, it was boring. Young Gustav Adolf’s unaccustomed presence
depressed the girls. Aunt Selma was silent and red-eyed, Uncle Nyman had wrinkles of severity between his
eyebrows again, and the big brother seemed to be very ill at ease. Suddenly the elder man broke the silence.
“Your brother isn’t getting on any better, Gustav Adolf—you and Karl Johan, our young princes, are doing us
great honor. If he doesn’t study and get into the third year, he can go to sea.”
“To sea—but Adolf, dear!” said Selma.
“Yes, to sea; what’s wrong with that? The sea was good enough for me, and for my father and grandfather. If
our sons don’t appreciate education, the only thing is for them to learn the seafaring business.”
“It’s Karl Johan’s dearest wish, as you well know. But even so! He ought to have a little academic education
first, and not go out as an ordinary seaman.”
“He’ll have to begin on the bottom rung of the ladder at sea anyway, education or no education. But learning is
a good thing to have in this life, and I thought he might go through five classes at least, as long as the war kept on;
but what with being sloppy and lazy and stupid … Look at Emil’s Bengt; there’s a boy who has nobody to pay for
his schooling, but he studies while other boys play truant.”
Aunt Selma buttered a slice of bread. Slowly and painstakingly she spread the butter out; the lace ruffle on her
high bosom trembled restlessly, her alabaster throat reddened, and the color rose slowly to cheeks and forehead.
“If anybody ever stuck to his studies, Gustav Adolf has. Young and talented lawyers are going to be sought
after in Finland. After all, Karl Johan can’t help it if he has no head for books. But he’s not lazy or slovenly either
—maybe a bit high-spirited sometimes …”
“That’s enough talk,” said her husband coldly. “See that Gustav Adolf gets his suitcase ready tonight; he’s
leaving tomorrow morning early.”
“I thought he was staying over Sunday.”
“No.”
*
In the evening, Nanny’s brother came into the playroom, where he amused himself for a while with the youngsters. He looked at the toys, wound up the train, and let the wheels run. But he was not as jolly and unrestrained as
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Uncle Nyman usually was. He was quiet and careful and shy. Finally he began to question Mariana about her
home, her brothers and sisters, and school.
“And Ruth from Brook Cottage sits beside me,” she explained.
He started at this, and Mariana looked at him in alarm. He had almost knocked her to the floor. But then he
laughed, artificially and uncertainly.
“Well, how do you like your neighbors?” he asked. Mariana wrinkled her nose.
“Not at all! She wants to be my best friend, but she can’t. She’s dirty, and she’s got bugs in her hair—”
“No, no! You mustn’t say things like that, it’s not nice. Well … it’s time for me to be leaving you.”
Before the girls were up the following morning, Gustav Adolf had gone. The house went back to its old ways,
although gravity and melancholy would still creep across Uncle Nyman’s brow and into Aunt Selma’s eyes.
*
On the way home that Sunday afternoon, Mariana found Ruth standing on the Brook Cottage gate, waving and
gesticulating to attract her schoolmate’s attention.
Mariana at first intended to go haughtily past as usual, but changed her mind. Her conscience was uneasy, and
those words “You mustn’t say things like that,” stuck in her brain like a thorn. Not that she had thought about it,
but even so—somebody had been displeased with her, and the reproach still hurt her. Hands clasped behind her
back, she went haltingly over to Ruth, who got down off the gate. The two girls looked at each other for a moment
through the bars. Then Ruth dropped a curtsy, giggled, and said:
“Coming to our house?”
Nodding, Mariana crawled into the yard through a hole in the gate. She followed along into the living room,
where she looked around with some curiosity. Ruth showed off her treasures—a colored caramel wrapper, some
shiny pictures, a few paper dolls, a cracked pocket mirror, and finally a bit rag doll. Mariana looked them all over
with the air of a connoisseur.
But Ruth had not yet exhibited everything. She dragged her guest to the corner by the low fireplace, where a
little, dried-up leathery old woman sat smoking a pipe. Mariana stood speechless with her finger in her mouth,
looking at this phenomenon. She had never expected to see a woman smoking; least of all, smoking a pipe.
“That’s Grandma,” Ruth introduced her.
“What place you from?” asked Grandma.
“Birch Knoll,” whispered Mariana.
“Heh? What place?”
“Birch …” Mariana looked around helplessly, her voice deserting her. Ruth’s mamma stepped up and bellowed
in the old woman’s ear.
“She says Birch Knoll. That’s its name, but nobody calls it that. This is Lovisa’s and Emil’s girl.”
“Aha, aha! Oh, Emil’s; Emil from the Middle Farm—Wa’n’t it him that went to America a little while back?”
“A little while back? No, it was years ago. Well, now, let’s see, I guess you wasn’t born then, Maya. It’s ten
years back. She’s the same age as Ruth here; she’s Emil’s youngest girl.”
“Oh, Guess he won’t never come back from there, heh?”
“Shh—we don’t talk about that,” Vivi warned. The old woman put her pipe in her mouth, and fell to sucking at
it with a thoughtful look on her dark, wrinkled face.
Ruth had not yet finished her exhibition. She dragged her appreciative audience to the settle bed at the end of
the room. In the bedclothes was a kicking bundle. Gathering all her strength, she held it up triumphantly before
Mariana.
“This is Little Sister,” she explained.
Although Mariana lacked the words to say so, she fully recognized that, by comparison with what Brook
Cottage offered, North Farm was left behind. Ruth now was someone to be envied. Mariana thought much more
of her. Mariana, one among many small children, but always inescapably the youngest, and Nanny, with two
brothers so much older than she, had often vainly wished for a little brother or sister. And here was Ruth, putting
them both to shame. It was not enough that she had Sigfrid, who was toddling across the room; now she had a
little sister as well.
“What’s her name?”
“Doris Anita.”
“Who thought up names like that?”
“Mamma found ’em in the almanac.”
“Maya, have you been at the North Farm?” asked Ruth’s mother suddenly.
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The little girl looked up in surprise, staring at Vivi as if she were a third marvel in this surprising cottage. The
young woman was coming her hair in front of the high bureau. She ran the fine-tooth comb through her hair with
long motions, holding it up to the light each time. But that was not the reason for her ten-year-old neighbor’s
astonishment. Perhaps Mariana herself could not have explained what held her spellbound before that long, wavy,
shiny black hair. It was alive; it gave off sparks at a touch. Parting the billows of hair, the woman began to braid
one half into a thick plait.
“Have you been at the North Farm?” she repeated her question.
“Uh-uh,” nodded Mariana. Vivi took a couple of hairpins from the bureau, stuck one into her mouth, and
asked, apparently casually,
“Was young Nyman home?”
“Big Brother?”
“Yes, Big Brother—is he home?”
“No, not today, but he was home yesterday. Uncle Nyman said he’d better leave.”
“Oh, did he? I can believe that, all right. With a dark look, Vivi turned back to the mirror on the bureau, and
began violently to coil the two braids. At this the old woman by the fireplace took the pipe out of her mouth again.
“He won’t dare show his face in Ramsböle again, that redheaded—”
“Shh!” Vivi cut her off. “Don’t talk to me about red-heads. Redheads are the devil’s own; you can’t never
depend on them.”
“Mamma, Mamma, do you mean me?” cried Ruth despairingly. Vivi laughed.
“My goodness, child, you hear everything. Take Maya out on the hill; it’s crowded enough in here without
you.”
But Mariana was not reminded that she should have been on her way home long since. Dusk was falling
already under Klapper Hill. She nodded good-by, and then quickly ran the last, short homeward stretch.
3
Nobody should shave more than once a week,” said Hanna disapprovingly to Bengt. He was standing behind
his sister near the fireplace, imperiously holding out the washbasin toward her.
“I don’t care what other people do; I’ll shave as often as I please. Give me some water!”
“Bengt’s plain loony, Mamma; he shaved Sunday, and now he wants shaving water again. That’s what he’s
like, from going around with the summer visitors from Rowan Island. It’s not right for a farmer.”
“Farmer yourself. I’ve nothing to do with this place. I’ll clear out any day I feel like it.”
“What do you mean, talking that way? You’re the oldest son and the only grown man on the place,” said
Lovisa. “This is the land your ancestors handed down; and your father built the place with his own hands.” Bengt
shook his head arrogantly.
“I’m not dependent on my father, and this land doesn’t mean a thing to me—not a thing. I’m going to clear out
sooner than you think!”
“Where would you go? You’re no seaman,” laughed Hanna.
“Give me the water!” ordered Bengt.
“Give him what he wants,” Lovisa admonished.
“Who could ever need to shave twice in one week?” Hanna protested as her brother poured the water. At this,
Mariana’s clear, high voice was heard from the bedroom:
“Uncle Nyman shaves every day.”
Hanna’s attention was drawn for a moment to the next room. Bengt picked up the saucepan of hot water that
stood on the hearth. With the hot handle in unaccustomed hands he ran grimacing and hooting to the porch, on
one of whose window sills his shaving things were set up. Mother Lovisa, keeping back a smile of amusement,
closed the door after him. Hanna, who hated to lose her hold over the younger children, already had other
troubles.
“Maya, aren’t you ashamed to be standing in front of that mirror again? You’re always fussing with that
tousled head of yours; can’t you braid your hair properly? What have you got there?” Hanna rushed into
the bedroom in alarm.
“Are you crazy, girl? You’re cutting up Bengt’s jersey!”
“It’s mine; I made a swap with Bengt. It’s going to be a bathing suit.”
“Bathing suit?”
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“Yes, Nanny and all her friends have bathing suits—nice store-bought ones. But this jersey’ll turn out just as
pretty, once I get it done. I’m going to embroider anchors and fish on it, like the ones in the paper.”
Hanna went out, speechless, leaving her sister to her sinful and highflying plans.
*
That afternoon, after the bathing suit had been finished and secretly tried on in a corner of the attic,
Mariana took it proudly over her arm, and went down to the beach. Of course Hanna, Hilda and Ragnar
rumbled dully like distant thunder when their little sister tripped past them as they were honing the scythes,
but the party—Nanny and a couple of friends from town, along with the summer visitors from the villa out on
Rowan Island—were waiting by the gate. And the simple country youngsters’ respect for “the gentry” was so
great that nobody dared raise his voice.
After the swim, Aunt Selma Nyman invited the whole group to lemonade and cakes out in the garden. Then
Nanny, who had an herbarium, asked Mariana to come and get some plants she had wanted.
When Mariana got home, toward sunset, she met Hanna and Hilda at the gate; in hot haste, they rushed past
her with milk pails on their arms.
“Haven’t you milked yet?” called Mariana, surprised.
“No, we had to get in the dry hay today, and we were in an awful rush,” yelled Hilda. “This evening we’re
going to hay the roadside and the slope in the West Meadow. Uncle Severin is there now, mowing with the
machine.”
Mariana carefully hung her new bathing suit to dry on the birch by the front steps. She heard excited voices
and loud noise from inside. She wondered what it was with no particular interest, and kept on examining the white
embroidery on her blue bathing dress. But as she went into the vestibule she could not help hearing what went on.
The noise came from the attic; there was a sawing and hammering that shook the whole house. Though she was
not surprised at her mother’s alarmed face, she had never seen her mother look that way before, and it made her
uneasy.
“Bengt, come straight down, I tell you!” cried Lovisa at the attic stairs in the vestibule. No answer; only
continued uproar. Lovisa shook her head despairingly.
“Good gracious, what a misery! That’s what children get like without a father to keep them in hand.” She
sighed and then raised her voice again, now angry and determined.
“You ought to leave that work until after haying, do you hear? Come down here; Uncle Severin’s waiting with
the mowing machine.”
“I don’t care if he is,” came the answer from the attic, after which the sawing was resumed. Lovisa gave
another worried shake of the head, and went off.
Mariana sat still on the porch bench until she was sure her mother was not paying much attention to her. She
did not like to see her mother—upon whose mood the atmosphere of the home so largely depended—all excited
and angry, with distorted face and strained voice. To avoid this and to see what Bengt was doing, she went over to
the attic stairs and crept up them on tiptoe. Up in the wide, almost empty attic stood Bengt, working busily with
new yellow boards, nails and carpenter’s tools. His shirt, still wet through from his work in the hot hayfield, was
open at the throat.
“What are you doing?” whispered Mariana cheerfully.
“Private room, Madam,” he answered with his usual teasing smile. Mariana stared.
“What do you mean—an attic room?”
“Yes, Miss.”
“Who for?”
“Who for? Are you crazy? For myself, of course.”
On the day the attic room was finished, mother, brothers and sisters forgot their annoyance in admiring it, but Bengt
had to share it after all. The attic chamber was labeled “the boys’ room,” and the brothers moved in with him.
*
Bengt’s satisfaction at these new comforts was short-lived. The autumn fogs and rain depressed his spirits, and
the usual nuisance of having to hire another horse for plowing gave rise to many reflections on the hard lot of the
small farmer. He did not get along well with Eric, the seventeen-year-old, who was supposed to help him most
with the work. Bengt’s laments about the “wretched patch of land,” as well as his threats to leave the place to its
fate, had been thrown around so freely that nobody took them seriously any more. Consequently it was a great
surprise after all when one day he carried out his threats. The United States, the most natural refuge aside from
seafaring, was shut off because of immigration restrictions. But half a loaf is better than no bread, and Canada was
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almost in “America” itself.
Ebba, the eldest sister, had been married a couple of years before to a businessman in Mariehamn, who was
comfortably well-to-do. Despite the strained feeling between the prosperous and suspicious brother-in-law and his
poor relations in Ramsböle, Bengt was able to borrow passage from his sister’s husband. And now that the matter
had advanced beyond recall, neither wrangling nor argument was of any use.
The family was gloomy those first dark days of winter. Only Bengt was cheerful and busily occupied with his
plans. Mariana sided with him, to share some of his tense anticipation and escape the gray workaday mood of the
rest of the family. She followed at his heels as he ran up and down from attic to living room, moving his
possessions, packing and sorting. The big sheets of cardboard with mottoes, “Time is Money,” “Knowledge is
Power,” and the like, were taken down from the wall over his bed and put at the bottom of Father’s old trunk.
Father’s old trunk …
Mother Lovisa stood mute, almost unable to stir, gazing at what Bengt was doing. A couple of new wrinkles
were working their way into the white skin at the corners of her mouth these days, and the thoughtful expression
of her eyes made her seem more alone than ever. She had thought she would never be willing to see this worn old
trunk packed again and sent to the cruel land that swallowed up hope and expectations, that promised so much
and struck so hard.
The trunk had been left behind when Emil had gone that last time. With the years the trunk had become a
symbol. When Lovisa had an errand up in the attic she sometimes, without the children’s knowing it, sat on the
big metal chest, resting and thinking, letting her hands run over the rusty trimmings. It was the only thing that had
seen America, the world that she found such difficulty in imagining. It was a link between her and the unknown,
between the day that was and the day that had vanished forever. She had hoped that this unknown world would
not rob her again.
Hanna, stiff and heavy, clumped hurriedly about the room, thinking only of getting the shirts well ironed and
the socks neatly darned. Mariana, understanding nothing of what her mother felt, knelt by the trunk, eagerly
scrutinizing everything that went in. She was almost as much absorbed in the adventure as the boy himself.
It was no wonder that Bengt was the one most drawn toward America. Bengt had been a baby when his father
had emigrated the first time. He had lain by his mother’s side in the bed behind the chamber door, and must have
caught, with a child’s sensitivity, the mood that Mother Lovisa’s thoughts created. And her thoughts then must
have been with Emil in America.
The talk at home among the older sisters, who were children then, had always concerned America. But it had
been cheerful, for Lovisa had been younger and less experienced. She had looked confidently across the gulf of
absence to the day when the voluntary separation should be ended. She imagined the things Emil would bring
home from the country across the sea. The children talked of their father’s homecoming long before the time was
fixed. The family lived in bright anticipation.
*
And, for once, life had fulfilled every wish with a free hand. Lovisa smiled, far away in memories. Bengt,
emptying his bureau drawer, and Mariana, kneeling on the hem of her dress before the trunk, were forgotten.
Emil had come home.
The days of bliss that followed could not be described. They had taken over fields from the ancestral farm.
Emil, with her full approval, had chosen the house site he had loved from boyhood. House, barn and shed had
been built. Those were rich years of work and happiness.
Meanwhile the flock of children grew, and their needs increased. Their money disappeared, and still endless
things were needed before they could till their land as independent farmers. A small farm needs the same costly
equipment as a big one, and a new home takes money. After long hesitation, Emil had decided to go to America
once more, so that he might put the farm in order.
Lovisa had not agreed so easily this time; she had been older, had felt more forlorn when she thought of being
left alone with the farm and the crowd of children. He, too, having put all his strength of body and soul into his
own soil, could no longer plunge into an alien environment with the elasticity of youth. He had, she knew, taken
the parting desperately hard. They had both hoped that this time it would be but brief. He had not taken much with
him—a little suitcase, that was all; the trunk had stayed home, the trunk …
*
After Bengt’s departure, Eric was the oldest hand on the farm. He had been to sea several summers, and had
lost all interest in farming. But the younger brother, Ragnar, meant to become a sailor too.
The boys finally agreed to stay at home in turn, and Eric, as the older, considered it his turn to go seafaring
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The Cathedral of St. Nicholas (built 1830-1852), Helsinki, Uusimaa Region, Finland. Below: The Cathedral
of the Dormition of the Theogokos, Helsinki. Next page: the same cathedral, from the back
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The Cathedral of St. Henry, Helsinki, Uusimaa Region, Finland

The Stone Church of Kaarlela, Kokkola, Central Ostrobothnia Region, Finland
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The Rovaniemi Church (completed 1945-1951), Rovaniemi, Lapland Region, Finland. Below: The
Cathedral of the Holy Trinity, Oulu, Northern Ostrobothnia Region, Finland.
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The Church of St. Nicholas, Joensuu, North Karelia Region, Finland

An Orthodox church in Pori, Satakunta Region, Finland
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The Cathedral at Kuopio (built 1806-1815), Kuopio Region, Finland. Above at night; below in the daytime.
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The Mikkeli Cathedral (built 1896-1897), Mikkeli, Southern Savonia Region, Finland

The Lapua Cathedral (built in 1827), Lapua, Southern Ostrobothnia Region, Finland
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An Orthodox church in Vaasa, Ostrobothnia Region, Finland
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An Orthodox church in Tampere, Pirkinmaa Region, Finland

The Lutheran cathedral, Jyväskyla, Kesi-Suomi Region, Finland
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The Kajanni Church, Kainuu Region, Finland. Below, a small Orthodox church at Tornio, Lapland Region.
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The Cathedral at Turku, Finland Proper Province, Finland
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The Lappeenranta Parish Church, South Karelia Region, Finland

A church in Lahiti, Päijänne Tavastia Region, Finland
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Church of Hämeenlinna, Tavastia Proper Region, Finland. Below: photographed in an oblique view (1892)
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The Church of the Holy Cross, Kouvola, Kymenlaakso Region, Finland

The Church of St. George, Mariehamn, Aland Islands Region, Finland
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