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Prologue

Spoken by the actress playing the milkmaid

Ladies and gentleman, the times are tough.
Let’s hope the future’s made of better stuff.
But gloomy faces cannot set things right

So we present acomedy tonight

In which you'll find the elements of fup

Will not be doled out meanly, one by one

But thunderingly in hundredweights, like spuds
That tumble from the sack with earthy thuds.
Though we shan’t hesitate to use the chopper
If characters get larger than is proper.

You'll see us re-creating on this stage

A monster from a prehistoric age —

Estatium possessor, owner of big estates —

A useless beast who idly ruminates

And sull clings to dear life for all he’s worth

A stubborn blot disfiguring our good earth.
Here you may watch him graze without restraint
Across the loveliest landscapes we can paint.
And if our settings leave you unimpressed

We think the words ought to supply the rest:
Convey the clank of churns beneath birch trees
A midnight sun above quietinland seas
Red-tinted villages awake before cockcrow
Smoke rising up from shingle roofs below.
Such are the pleasures which we hope now are
Awaiting you in our play Puntila.

- e——_————————




Puntila discovers a human being

Back room in the Park Hotel Tavasthus. Landouner Puntila,
Judge, Waiter. Judge slips drunkenly off bis chair.

PUNTILA: Waiter, how long we been here?

WAITER: Two days, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA, reproachfully to judge Mere couple of days, you
hear what the man said? And there you are already packing
up and acting tired. Just as I was looking forward to an
aquavit and a bit of a chat about me and how lonely I get and
what I think of our government. But you lot crumple at the
least little cffort, for the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak.
Where's that doctor who was ready to take on all_comefs
only yesterday? The stationmaster watched-them cart him
out; must have been around seven-when he too went down
after an heroic siruggle, very incoherent he was; the chemist
was still on his fect then, as T recollect; where is he now? And
these clalrp to'be the leading personalities round here; people
are-g6ing 10-feel let down-and fiitrr-theis-backs on-them;-and
[addressing the slumbering Judge] what kind of a bad
example to the locals is that, when a judge can't even stand
up to a casual call at a wayside inn; didn’t that ever occur to
you? If one of my men was as slack ploughing as you are
drinking, I'd sack him out of hand. ‘Flteach-you toscamp
your-dutics, _you-bugger’;-Pd-say. Don’t you realise,
Fredrik, how much all of us expect of you: an educated man
whom everyone looks to to set an example and have some
stamina and show a sense of responsibility? Why ecan’-you
pull yourself together and sit up properly and talk to me, you

Scene1 5

weakling? To the Waiter: What day’s today then?

W AITER: Saturday, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: You amaze me. In my book it says Friday.

WAITER: I'm sorry, burit’s Saturday.

PUNTILA: That's not what you said just-now. Fine waiter,1
don’t think: Trying to drive away the-customers by acting
surly-to.them. Now, waiter, I'm ordering another aquavit;
listen carefully and don’t muddle it up this time, one aquavit
and one Friday. Gotit?

WAITER: Right, Mr Puntila. He hurries off.

PUNTILA, to Judge: Wake up, weakling! ¥ou-can’t-abanden
me like this. Knuckling under to a few bottles of aquavit!
Why, you've barely had a sniff of them. There you were,
skulkmg under the thwarts-as I rowed you across the
aquavit, I hadn’t the-gumption ro look over the gunwale
even; oug@t toBe ashamed of yourself. Now watch, I step
out on-to the calm surface [be acts it] sauntering over the
aquavn;md doi go under? He sees Matti, his chauffeur, who
bas been standing in the doorway for some moments. Who
are you?

MATTI: I'm your chauffeur, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA, suspiciously: What did you say you were?

MATTIL: ’'m your driver.

PUNTILA: Anyone can say that. [ don’t know you.

MATTL: Maybe you never had a proper look at me; I only been
with you five weeks.

PUNTILA: And where have you sprung from?

MATTI: Outside. Been waiting in the car two days.

PUNTILA: Whatcar?

MATTI: Yours. The Studebaker.

PUNTILA: Sounds fishy to me. Can you prove it?

MATTI: And I’ve had just about enough of waiting for youout
there, let me tell you. I'm fed up to the bloody teeth. Yeu
can’t treat human beings like that.

PUNTILA: What d’you mean human beings? You a human
being? Moment ago you said you were a driver. Caught you
contradicting yourself, haven’tI?
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MATTIL: You’ll see I'm a human being all right, Mr Puntila.
*Cause I'm not going to be treated like one of your cattle and
left sitting in the road waiting till you are so good as to
graciously condescend to come out.

PUNTILA: Moment ago you said you wouldn’t stand for it.

MATTI: Too right. Pay me up to date, 175 marks, and I'll call
for my reference back at Puntila’s.

PUNTILA: I recognise that voice of yours. He walks round
him, observing his points like an animal’s. Sounds almost
human, it does. Sit down, have an aquavit, we ought to get
to know each other.

WAITER, entering with a bottle: Your aquavit, Mr Punuila, and
today is Friday.

PUNTILA: Good. Indicating Matti: This is a friend of mine.

WAITER: Yes, your driver, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: So you’re a driver, are you? I always say what
interesting people one meets on the road. Help yourself.

MATTI: Pdlike toknow whatyou’re.after. I’'m not sure I care
to drink your grog.

PUNTILA: You're a suspicious fellow, I see. I get the point.
Never sit at table with people one doesn’t know. And for
why? Because when you nod off they might rob you. 'm
Puntila the landowner from Lammi and a man of honour, 1
got ninety cows. You'reall right drinking with me, brother.

MATTI: Good. I'm Matti Altonen and pleased to meet you, He
drinks to him.

PUNTILA:-I've got 2 kind heart-and I'm not.ashamed of it.
Qnce Ipicked-up a stagbeetle-in-the road and put it-in the
bushes so it wouldn’t get run over, that’s how far I'd go. I
let it clamber up a twig. You’ve a kind-Keart too, I can see.
I hate it when people keep talking about I, I all the time.
Should have it flogged out of- thicm with a horsewhip. There
are farmers round here’d snatch the food from their men’s
mouths. Id sooner give my hands nothing but a good roast.
After all théy’re human beings and want a decent bit of meat
justlike me, so why not? Eh?

Scene1 7

MATTI: Absolutely.

PUNTILA: Dd Freallyleave you sittmg out in the rozd? I don’t
think much of that, it’s very bad 6f me, and I’ll ask you next
timie 'do it to take thejack-handle and belt me-one. Marti,
you my friend?

MATTI: No.

PUNTILA: Thank you. I knew you were. Matti, look at me.
What do you see?

MATTI:I'd say a fat slob, pissed as arseholes.

PUNTILA: That shows the deceptiveness of appearances. I'm
not like that atall, Matti, I'm a sick man.

MATTI: Very sick.

PUNTILA: I’'m glad to hear you say so. Not everybody realises.
You’d never think it to look at me. Tragically, with a sharp
glance at Matti: 1 get attacks. vo-

MATTI: Youdon’tsay.

PUNTILA: It’s no laughing matter, my friend. It comes over
me every three months or so. I wake up, and all of a sudden
I’'m stone cold sober. How about that?

MATTI: And these fits of sobriety, do they attack you
regularly?

PUNTILA: Absolutely. It’s this way: all the rest of the time I'm
perfectly normal, just as you see me now. In full possession
of my faculties, master of my feelings. Then comes the
attack. It starts with something going wrong with my
eyesight. Instead of seeing two forks [he raises a fork] I only
see one.

MATTI, appalled: Mean to say you’re half blind?

PUNTILA: I only see one half of the entire world. Worse still,
when I get these attacks of total senseless sobriety I sink to
the level of the beasts. I have absolutely no inhibitions.
Brother, you’d never believe the sort of things I get up to in
that state. Not even if you're full of compassion-and realise
I'm a-sick-man. With horror in his voice: I become fully
responsible for my actions. D*you realise what that means,
brother, fully responsible for one’s actions? A fully
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responsible person can be expected to do absolutely
anything. He’s no longer competent to look after his
children’s interests, he's lost all feelings of friendship;
trample over his own dead body, he would. That’s because
he’s fully responsible for his actions, as the law puts it.

MATTI: Can’t you do anything to stop these attacks?

PUNTILA: I do all that's humanly possible, brother. He grips
his glass. Here you are, my one medicine. [ knock it back
unflinching, and not just a baby’s dose, believe you me. If
there’s one thing I can say for myself it’s that I tackle these
bouts of senseless sobriety like a man. But what’s the use?
Sobriety keeps getting the upper hand. Look at the lack of
consideration I’'ve shown you, such a splendid fellow. Here,
have some of this beef. I'd like to know what good wind
brought youmy way. What made you come to me?

MATTI: Losing my last job by no fault of my own.

PUNTILA: How was that?

MATTI: I kept seeing ghosts,

PUNTILA: Real ones?

MATTI, shrugging bis shoulders: They couldn’t understand.
There hadn’t been any ghosts on Mr Pappmann’s estate
before I came. If you ask me I think it was the food. You
see, when people have a lot of heavy dough lying on their
stomachs theyre apt to have heavy dreams, nightmares quite
often. Bad cooking disagrees with me particularly. I thought
about packing it in, but [ hadn’t any other job to go to and
felt a bit depressed, so I made a few scary remarks in the
kitchen and-¥ wiasnit-tonp-before the-girfs-started-seeing
babies” heads on the fences at night and giving their notice.
Or there was a grey ball which_ eaffie rolling out of the
cowshed like a head, so as.s00n as the stable girl heard my
description she was.to6k queer. And the parlourmaid left
after I'd seen-a-dark man one night around eleven walking
E?Ihe’ bath hut with his head tucked under his arm asking
méfora lig@r Pappmann started bawling me out, saying

“twasaltmy fault-and I-was scaring-the staffinto leaving and-

Scene1 g

there were no ghosts on his place. But when I told him how
I twice saw a ghost climbing out of the maid’s window and
into his own when the missis was in hospital having her baby
there wasn’t fiuch he could say. Still, he sacked me all the
same. Last thing before going I told him I thought if he could
get the cooking improved the ghosts on the estate might lay
off, *cause they’re supposed not to abide the smell of meat.

PUNTILA: So the only reason you lost your job was that they

were scamping on the staff's food. I shan’thold it against you
if you like eating well, so long as you drive my tractor
properly and know your place and render unto Puntila the
things that are Puntila’s. There’s-plenty-for-all, nobody goes
short of wood. in a forest, do.they? We can all get along
together, everyonecangetalong with Puntila. He sings:
Yy -
‘Dear child, why sue me when you said
We always felt so close in bed ?’

Ah, how Puntila would love to be chopping down the birch
trees with you, and-digging the stones out of the fields and
driving the tractor. But will they let him? Right at the start
they stuck me in a stiff collar, and so far it’s worn down two
of my chins. 1t’s not done for daddy to plough; it’s not done
for daddy to goose the maids; it’s not done for daddy to have
his coffee with the men. But now ’m doing away with ‘not
done’, and I'm driving over to Kurgela to get my daughter
hitched to the Attaché, and after that I'll take my meals in
my shirtsleeves with nobody to watch over me, because old
Klinckmann will shut up, I'll fuck her and that’ll be an end
of it. And I’ll raise wages all round, for the world is a big
place and-I-shan’t-give up-my-forest-and-there’ll'be-enough
for you all and enough for the master of Puntila Hall too.

MATT, after laughing long and loud: Right you are, just you

calm down and we’ll wake his honour the judge. Careful
though, or he’ll get such a fright he’ll sentence us to a
hundred years.

m{ _
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PUNTILA: I want to be sure there’s no gulf between us any
longer. Tell me there’s no gulf.

MATTI: [ take that as an order, Mr Puntila: there’s no gulf.

PUNTILA: We have to talk about money, brother.

MATT1: Absolutely.

PUNTILA: But talking about money is sordid.

MATTI: Then we won’t talk about money.

PUNTILA: Wrong. For why shouldn’t we talk about money,
Iask you. Aren’t we free individuals?

MATTI: No.

PUNTILA: There you are. And as free individuals we’re free to
do what we want, and what we want at the moment is to be
sordid. Because what we got to do is drum up a dowry for

e Y only child; and that’s a problem to be looked at without

-/ flinching — cool, calm, and drunk. I see two choices: sell my

" forestor sell myself. Which would you say?

MATTI: I'd never dream of selling myself if I could sell a forest.

PUNTILA: What, sell that forest? You’re a profound
disappointment to me, brother. Don’t you know what a
forest is? Is a forest simply ten thousand cords of wood? Or
15 it a verdant delight for all mankind? And here you are,
proposing to sell a verdant delight for all mankind. Shame
onyou.

MATTI: Then do the other thing.

PUNTILA: Et tu, Brute? Do you really want me to sell myself?

MATTI: What kind of selling have you in mind ?

PUNTILA: Mrs Klinckmann.

MATIL Qut at Kurgela, where we're-going?-The- Attaché’s
aunty? "

PUNTIL-A:Shefancies me:

MATTI1: Sg you're thinking of selling your body to her? That's
hair-raising.

PUNTILA: Not.a bit. ABut what price freedom, brother?]I think
I"d better sacrifice myself all the same. After all, what do I
amount to?

MATTI: Too right.

Scene2 11

The Judge wakes up, gropes for a non-existent bell and rings
it

THE JUDGE: Silence in court!

PUNTILA: He’s asleep, so he thinks he must be in court.
Brother, you've just settled the problem which is the more
valuable, a forest like my forest ora human being like myself.
You’re a wonderful fellow. Here, take my wallet and pay for
the drinks, and put it in your pocket, I'd only lose it.
Indicating the Judge: Pick him up, get him out of here. I'm
always losing things. I wish I had nothing, that's what I'd
like best. Money stinks, remember. That’s my ideal, to have
nothing, just you and me hiking across Finland on foot or
maybe in a little two-seater, nobody would grudge us the
drop of petrol we’d need, and every so often when we felt
tired we’d turn into a pub like this one and have one for the
road, that’s something you could do biindfold, brother.
Theyleave, Matti carrying the Judge.

2

Eva

Entrance ball of the Kurgela manor house. Fva Puntila is
waiting for her father and eating chocolates. Eino Silakka, the
Attaché, appears at the head of the stairs. He is verysleepy.

EVA: NowonderMrs Klinckmann got fed up waiting.

THE ATTACHE: My aunt is. never fed up for long. I have
telephoned again for news of them. A car passed through
Kirchendorf withtworowdy meninit.

EVA: That'll be them. One good thing, I can always pick out
my father anywhere. Whenever there’s been someone
chasing a farmhand with a pitchfork or giving a cottager’s
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widow a Cadillacit’s got to be father.

THE ATTACHE: Enfin, he’s not at Puntila Hall. I just don’t
like scandal. I may not have much head for figures or how
many gallons.of milk-we export to Lithuania - I don’t drink
the stuff mysedf —but I am exceedingly sensitive to any breath
of scandal. When the First Secretary at the French embassy
in London leant across the table after his eighth cognac and
called the Duchess of Catrumple an old whore I instantly
foresaw a scandal. And I was proved right. I think that’s
them arriving now. I'm alittle tired, dear. Would you excuse
meif | wentup to my room? Exit rapidly.

Great commotion. Enter Puntila, fudge and Matti.

PUNTILA: Here we are. But don’t you bother about us, no
need to wake anyone, we’ll just have a quiet bottle together
and go to bed. Happy?

EVA: We expected you three days ago.

PUNTILA: Got held up, but we’ve brought everything with us.
Matti, unload the bag. | hope you kept it on your knee the
whole time so nothing got broken, or we’ll thirst to death
in this place. We-knew. you'd-be waiting;-so-we-didn’t
dawdle:

THE JUDGE: May | offer my congratulations, Eva?

EVA: Daddy, it’s too bad of you. Here I am, been sitting
around for a week now in a strange house with nothing but
an old book and the Attaché and his aunt, and I’m bored to
tears.

PUNTILA: We didn’t dawdle. I kept pressing on, saying we
mustn’t sit on our bottoms, the Attaché and I still have one
or two points to settle about the engagement, and I was glad
you were with the Attaché so you had company while we got
held up. Look out for that suitcase, Matti, we don’t want
accidents. With infinite care he helps Matti to set down the
case.

THE JUDGE: I hope the way you grumble about being left
alone with the Attaché doesn’t mean you've been quarrelling
with him.

Scene 2 13

EVA: Oh, I don’t know. He’s not the sort of person you can
quarrel with.

THE JUDGE: Puntila, your daughter doesn’t strike me as being
all that enthusiastic. Here she is, saying the Atraché’s not a
man you can quarrel with. I tried a divorce case once where
the wife complained that her husband never belted her when
she threw the lamp at him, She felt neglected.

PUNTILA: There—-we-are.—-Another successful -operation.
Anything Puntila puts his hand to is a success. Not happy,

~eh? If you ask me I'd say dump the Attaché. He’s notaman.

EVA, as Matti is standing there grinning: I merely said I wasn’t
certain if the Attaché was all that amusing on his own.

PUNTILA: Just what I was saying, Take Matti. Any woman,
find him amusing.

EVA: You’re impossible, Daddy. All I said was chat I wasn’t
certain. To Matti: Take that suitcase upstairs.

PUNTILA: Just a minute. Not till you've unpacked a bottle or
two. You and me have got to get together over a bottle and
discuss if the Attaché suits me. At least he’ll have had time
to propose to you by now,

EVA: No, he has not proposed, we didn’t talk about that kind
of thing. To Matti: That case stays shut.

PUNTILA: Good God, not proposed! After three days? What
on earth were the pair of you up to? That doesn't say much
for the fellow. I get engaged in three minutes flat. Wake him
up and I’ll fetch the cook and show him how to get engaged
in two shakes of a lamb’s tail, Fish out those bottles, the
Burgundy; no, let’s have the liqueur. .

EVA: No, no more drinking for you. To Matti: Take it to my
bedroom, second door on the right.

PUNTILA, in alarm, as Matti picks up the case: Really, Eva,
that’s not very nice of you. You-can’v deny your father his

‘right to-a thirst. I swear all I want to do is empry a bottle
peacefully with the cook essthesparlousmaid and Fredrik
here too, he’s still thirsty, have a heart.
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EVA: That’s why I stayed up: to stop you waking the domestic
staff.

PUNIldnlbet.old Klinckmannwould be happy. ta situp-with
meabit—cometothink of it, where is she?=Freddie’s tred
anyways-he-cango'to bed and Il talk things over with-old
Ma Klinckmann;“that’s'something 1 meant te-do anyway,
we’vealwaysfancied each.other.

EVA: I wish you'd try to pull yourself together, Mfs
Klinckmann’s angsy-enough-alréady at your getting here
three*d4¥s late; I don't suppose you'll see her tomorrow at
all:

PUNTILA: I'll give her 2 knock on her door and straighten
matters out. I know how to handle her; you don’t
understand that sort of thing yet, Eva.

EVA: What I do understand is that no woman is going to want
to.sit-with-yow tn-that-condition—To Matti: Youlse weseke
that case upstairs. Those three deys were theend.

PUNTILA: Eva, do be reasonable. If you don’t want me to go
up to her room, then get hold of that little buxom thing,
housekeeperienisshe? and I'll have a talk with her,

EVA: Don’t push things too far, Daddy, unless you want me
to carry the case upstairs myself and accidentally drop it.
Puntila stands there appalled. Matti carries the suitcase off.
Eva follows bim.

PUNTILA, guietly: So that’s how childrer treat their fathers.
Shaken, be turns to walk off. Come along, Freddie.

THE JUDGE: Whatare you up to, Jack?

PUNTILA: Prirclearing-out; I don’t like it here. Here-am-I,
hurrying all I'm worth and arriving late at night, and what
kind of a loving welcome do I get? Remember the Prodigal
Son, Freddie, but what if there’d been no fatted calf, just cold
“FEpY8TMes? I'm clearing out.

THE JUDGE: Where to?

PUNTILA: It beats me how you can ask that. Didn’t you see
my own daughter deny me a drink? Forcing me out into the
night to see who will let me have a bottle or two?

Scene 2 15

THE JUDGE: Be sensible, Puntila, you won’t get alcohol
anywhere at half past two in the morning. Serving orselling
liquor without a licence is not legal.

PUNTILA: So you're deserting me too? So I can’t get legal
liquor? I'll show you how I can get legal liquor, day or night.

EVA, reappearing at the top of the stairs: Take that coat off at
once, Daddy.

PUNTILA: Shut up, Eva, and honour thy father and thy mother
that thy days may be long upon the land. A nice house this,
I don’t think, where they hang up the visitor’s guts to dry
like underwear. And not getting a woman! I’ll show you if
I get a2 woman or not! You.tell.eld-Klinckmann+kcan-do
without-her. I-say she’s-the foolish virgin-whe’s got no-oit
in-her Jamp. And now I shall drive off so that the earth
resoundeth and all the curves straighten out in terror. Exit.

EVA, coming downstairs: Stop your master, do you hear?

MATTI, appearing behind her: Too late. He's too nippy for me.

THE JUDGE: I don’t think I shall wait up for him. I'm not as
young as I was, Eva. 1 don’t suppose he’ll come to any harm.
He has-the-devil’s own luck. Where’s my room? He goes
upstairs,

EVA: Third door at the top. To Matti: Now we’ll have to sit
up in case he starts drinking with the servants and-getting
familiar with them.

MATTI: That kind of intimacy’s always disagreeable. I once
worked in a paper mill where the porter gave notice because
the director asked him how his son was getting on.

EVA: They all take advantage of my father because of this
weakness of his. He’s too good.

MATTI: Yes, it's just as well for everyone that he goes on the
booze now and again. Then he turns into a good fellow and
sees pink rats and wants to stroke them what with being so
good,.

EVA: I won’t have you speaking about your master like that.
And I would prefer you not to take the sort of thing he says
about the Attaché literally. I would be sorry if you went
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around repeating what he said in jest.

MATTI: That the Attaché’s not a2 man? What makes a man is
a subject about which opinions differ. I used to work for a
brewer’s wife had a daughter wanted me to come to the bath
hut and bring her a dressing-gown because she was so
modest. ‘Bring my dressing-gown,’ she’d say as she stood
there stark bollock naked. “The men keep looking at me as
I’m getting into my bath.’

EVA:Idon’tunderstand whatyou are implying,

MATTI: I'm not implying anything. I’'m just chatting o help
pass the time and keep you amused. When I-talk-to the gentry
Limply nothing-and have absolutely no opinions, as those
are something they can’t abide in servants.

EVA, dfter a short pause: The Ataché is very well thought of
in the diplomatic service and set to have an outstanding
career; I'd like everyone to-be aware of that. He is oné of the
most promising of its younger members.

MATTI: I see.

EVA: What 1 was trying to say, when you were standing there
just now;was that I didn’t find him quite as amusing as my
father expected. Naturally what counts isn’t whether a man
is amusing or not.

MATTI: I knew a gentleman wasn't at all amusing, but it didn’t
stop him making a million in margarine and fats.

EVA: My engagement was arranged a long time ago. We knew
each other as children. It’s just that I'm a rather vivacious
sort of person and get easily bored.

MATTI: So you're not certain.

EVA: That’s not what I said. Look, I don’t see why you won’t
grasp what I am trying to say. Why don’t you go to bed?

MATTI: I'm keeping you company.

EVA: There’s no need for you to do that. Ijust wanted to point
out that the Attaché is an intelligent and kind-hearted person
who ought not to be judged by appearances or by what he
says or what he does. He is extremely attentive and
anticipates my every wish. He would never perform a vulgar

Scene 3 17

action or become familiar or try to parade his masculinity.
I have the highest regard for him. Are you feeling sleepy?

MATTI: Just go on talking. I'm only shutting my eyes so’s to
concentrate better,

3

Puntila proposes to the carly risers

Early momning in the village. Small wooden houses. One of
them is marked ‘Post Office’, another ‘Veterinary Surgeon’, a
third ‘Chemist’. In the middle of the square stands a telegraph
pole. Puntila, baving run his Studebaker into the pole, is cursing
i.

PUNTILA: What's happened to the Finnish highway system?
Get out of my way, you rat-shit pole, who are you to block
Puntila’s access? Own a forest, got any cows? There, what
did I tell you? Back! If I ring the police and have them arrest
you as a Red I suppose you’ll say sorry, but it wasn’t you.
He gets out. So you've backed down, and about time too.
He goes to one of the houses and raps on the window. Sly-
Grog Emma looks out.

PUNTILA: Good morrow, your ladyship. I trust your ladyship
slept well? I have a trivial request to put to your ladyship.
I am Puntila who farms the manor at Lammi, and I am
severely perturbed because I must somehow obtain legal
alcohol for my seventy fever-ridden cows. Where does the
veterinary surgeon of your village deign to reside? I shall feel
myself regretfully compelled to smash up your dirty little
hovel if you don’t show me the way to the vet’s.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Heavens, what a state you're in. There’s
our vet’s house, right there. But did I hear you say you want
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alcohol, sir? I have alcohol, good and strong, all my own
make.

PUNTILA: Get thee behind me, thou Jezebel! How dare you
offer me your illegal liquor? I drink legitimate only,
anything else would choke me. Sooner die than fail to respe
our law and order, I would. Because everything I do/f}
according to the law. If I want to clobber a man to death I
doit within the law or not ar all.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Then I hope your legal alcohol makes you
sick, sir. She dzsappears inside her house. Puntila goes over
to the vet's house and rings the bell. The vet looks out.

PUNTILA: Vet, vet, found youattast: 1 am Puntila who farms
the manor at Lammi, and I've got nincty cows and all ninety
have scarlet fever. So I need legal alcohol right away.

THE VET: I fancy you’ve come to the wrong address; you *d
better be on your way, my man. e :
PUNTILA: Vet, vet; don’t disappoint me. You’re no true vet
or you'd-know what they give Puntila-throughout-the
province every time his cows have the scarlet fever. Because
I'm not lying to you: i Fsaid they’d-got glanders that’d be
a lie, but when I tell you they’ve got scarlet fever that's a

delicate hint from one gentlemanto anether.

THEVET: WhathappensifI fail to take your hiqt?

PUNTILA: Then I might tell you that Puntila is the biggest
bruiser in the whole of Tavastland province. There’s even a
folk song about him. He’s"got three vets-on-his.conscience
already. You see what I mean; doctor?

THE VET, laughing:Yes, 1. set:ﬁfl-nght 1oy tcouldbe sure
«itwasscarletfever. . .

PUNTILA: Look, doctor, if they have red patches = and two
of them even have'black patches - isn’t that scarlet fever in
its most virulent form? And what about the headaches they
must have when they can’t get to sleep, and toss and turn all
night long thinking of their sins?

THE VET: Then clearly it is my duty to relieve them.

He throws the prescription down to him.
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PUNTILA: And you can send your account to Puntila Hall

av ammi

Puntila goes to the chemist’s and rings the bell hard. While

be is waiting there, Sly-Grog Emma comes out of her bouse.
SLY-GROG EMMA cleans bottles and sings:

In our village one fine morning
When the plums were ripe and blue
Came a gig as day was dawning
Bore a young man passing through.

She goes back into her bouse. The chemist’s assistant looks out
of the chemist’s shop window.

CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: You're busting our bell.

PUNTILA: Better bust the bell .than wait for ever.
Kaikittikittitickticktick! What I need is alcohol for ninety
cows, my fine plump friend.

CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: I think what you need is for me to call
apoliceman,

PUNTILA: .Come on, -my- litte sweetheart’ Policemen for
somebody-lilke Puntila Esquire from Lammi! What good
would asingle policeman be for him, you’d need atleast two.
And why policemen anyway, I love the police, they’ve got
bigger feet than anybody else and five toes on each foot
because they stand for order and order’s what I love. He
gives ber the prescription. Here; my-dove; there’s-law-and
orderforyou.

The chemist’s assistant goes to get the alcobol. While Puntila
iswaiting, Sly-Grog Emma again comes out of ber house.

SLY-GROG EMMA sings:

Asweloaded up our baskers
Down he lay beneath atree.
Fairhis head, and if you ask it’s
Notmuch thathe didn’t see.
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She goes inside her house again. The chemist’s assistant brings
the alcobol.

CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT, laughing: That’s a good-sized bottle.
I hope you've plenty of herrings for your cows for the
morning after. She bands him the bottle.

PUNTILA: Glug, glugglug, O music of Finland, loveliest music
in the world! My God, I almost forgot. Here am I with
alcohol but no girl. And you’ve no alcohol and no man.
Lovely pharmacist, I'd like to get engaged to you.

CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: Thanks for the honour, Mr Puntila
Esquire from Lammi, but I can only get engaged as laid
down by law with aring and a sip of wine.

PUNTILA: Right, so long as you get engaged to me. But get
engaged you must, it’s high time, for what sort of life do you
lead? Tell me what kind of person you are, that's somethmg
Ishould know if I'm going to be engaged to you.

CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: Me? Here’s the sort of life I lead. 1
did four years at college and now the chemist’s charging me
for lodging, and paying me less than he pays his cook. Half
my wages go to my mother in Tavasthus, she’s got a weak
heart, passed it on to me. One night in two f can’t sleep. The
chemist’s wife is jealous ‘cause the chemist keeps pestering
me. The doctor’s handwriting’s bad, once I got his
prescriptions muddled, then I'm always getting stains on my
dress from the drugs, and cleaning’s so expensive. I've not
found a boy friend, the police sergeant and the director of
the co-op and the bookseller are all married already. I think
Thave a very sad life.

PUNTILA: There you are. So — stick to Puntila. Here, have a
S1p.

CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: But what about the ring? A ring and
asip of wine, that's what’s laid down.

PUNTILA: Haven’t you got some curtain rings?

CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: Do you want one or several?

PUNTILA: Lots, not just one, my girl. Puntila has to have lots
of everything. One girl on her own would hardly make any
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impression on him. You get me?
While the chemist’s assistant is fetching a curtain rod, Sly-
Grog Emma again comes out of ber house.

SLY-GROG EMMA sings:

Once the plums were stoned and boiling
He joked condescendingwise

And thereafter, blandly smiling

Stuck his thumb in sundry pies.

The chemist’s assistant hands Puntila the rings off the curtain
rod.

PUNTILA, sliding a ring on her finger: Come up to Puntila Hall
on Sunday week. There’s to be a big engagement party. He
walks on. Lisu the milkmdid arvives with ber pail. Whoa, my
little pigeon, you're the girl I want. Where you off to at this
hour?

MILKMAID: Milk the cows.

PUNTILA: What, sitting there with nowt but a bucket between
your legs? What sort of life is that? Tell me what sort of life
you lead, I’m interested in you.

MILKMAID: Here’s the sort of life I lead. Half past three I have
to get up, muck out the cowshed and brush down the cows.
Then there’s the milking to do and after that I-wash out the
pails with soda and strong stuff that burns your hands. Then
more mucking out, and after that I have my coffee but it
stinks, it’s cheap. I eat my slice of bread and butter and have
a bit of shut-eye. In the afternoon 1 do myself some potatoes
and put gravy on them, meat’s a thing I never see, with luck
the housekeeper’ll give me an egg now and again or I might
pick one up. Thea another lot of mucking out, brushing
down, milking and washing out churns. Every day I have to
milk twenty-five gallons. Evenings ¥ have bread and milk,
they allow me three pints a day for free, but anything else
I'need to cook I have to buy from the farm. I get one Sunday
off in five, but sometimes I go dancing at night and if I make

L—_—*'
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a mistake I’ll have a baby. I've got two dresses and I've a
bicycle too.

PUNTILA: And I've got a farm and my own flour mill and my
own sawmill and no woman. Whar about it, my lirtle
pigeon? Here’s the ring and you take a sip from the bottle
and it’s all according to law. Come up to Puntila Hall on
Sunday week, is that a deal?

MILKMAID: Ir’s adeal.

Puntila goes on.

PUNTILA: On, on, let’s follow the village street. Fascinating
how many of them are already up. They’re irresistible at this
hour when they’ve just crept out from under the feathers,
when their eyes are still bright and sinful and the world’s still
young. He arrives at the telephone exchange. Sandra the
telephonist is standing there.

PUNTILA: Good morning, early bird. Aren’t.you. the well-
informed lady who gets all the news from.the telephone?
Good morning, my dear.

TELEPHONIST: Good morning, Mr Puntila. What are you
doing up so early?

PUNTILA; 'mlooking for abride.

TELEPHONIST;: Isn’t it you I was up half the night ringing
around for?

PUNTILA: Yes, there’s nothing you don’t kmow. And up half
the night all by yourself! I'd like to know what sort of life
you lead.

TELEPHONIST: Lcan tell you that. Here’s the sort of life I lead.
My pay s fifty marks, but then I haven’t been able to leave
the switchboard for thirty years. At the back of my house
P've got a little potato patch and that’s where I get my
potatoes from; then I have to pay for fish, and coffee keeps
getting dearer, There’s nothing goes on in the village or
outside it that I don’t know; you’d be amazed how much I
do. That’s why I never got married. I’'m secretary of the
working men’s club, my father was a cobbler. Putting
through phone calls, cooking potatoes and knowing
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everything, that’s my life.

PUNTILA: Then it’s high time you had a new one. And the
quicker the better. Send a wire to the area manager right
away to say you’re marrying Puntila from Lammi. Here’s a
ring for you and here’s the drink, it’s all legal, and you’re to
come up to Puntila Hall on Sunday week.

TELEPHONIST, laughing: Tll be there. I know you're
celebrating your daughter’s engagement.

PUNTILA, to Sly-Grog Emma: And you’ll have heard by now,
Missis, how I'm getting engaged all round, and I hope you’ll
be there too.

SLY-GROG EMMA and the CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT sing:

Ere the plums were on the table -
Up he jumped and off he ran. .
Ever since we’ve been unable
To forget that fair young man.

PUNTILA: And now I shall drive on round the duckpond and
through the fir trees and reach the Hiring Fair in good time.
Kiutikittikiritickticktick! O all you girls of the Tavast
country, you who’ve been getting up so early year after year
for nothing, till along comes Puntila and makes it all worth
while! Come all of you, come all you dawn stove-lighters
and smoke-makers, come barefoot, the fresh grass knows
your footsteps and Puntila can hear them!

4
The Hiring Fair
Hiring Fair on the village square at Lammi. Puntila and Matti

are looking for farmbands. Fairground music and noise of
voIces.
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PUNTILA: I didn’t like the way you let me drive off last night
on my own. But as for not sitting up for me, then making
me have to drag you out of bed to come here, I call that the
bloody limit. It’s no better-than-the disciples an-the Mount
of Olives; shut up, you've-shown me you need watching.
You took advantage of my having had a drop too much and
thought you could do as you liked.

MATTI: Yes, Mr Punula.

PUNTILA: I'm not prepared to argue with you, you've hurt me
too badly, what 'm telling you’s for your own good: be
unassuming, that’s the way to get on. Start-with
covetousness and you end in gaol. A servant whose eyés pop
out of his head with covetousness at the sight-6f the gentry
eating, for-instance, that’s something no employer is going

to stand-for. An unassuming fellow can keep his job, no
trouble at all. One knows he’s working his arse off, so one
winks an eye. But if he's always wanting time off and steaks
the size of shlthouse seats, then it turns your stomach and

you have to get rid of him. I suppose you'd sooner it was the
btherway round.

MATTI: Yes, Mr Puntila. $¢-said-in-the<“Helsinki-Sanomatr”

Sunday supplement that being unassuming is a_mark of
education. Anyone who keeps quiet and-controls his
passions can go a long-way. That fellow Kotilainen who
owns the three paper mills outside Viborg is said to be a very
unassuming man. Shall we start choosing before all the best
ones get snapped up?

PUNTILA: They have to be strong for me. Looking at a big
man. He's not bad, got the right kind of build, Don’t care
for his feet, though. Sooner stay sitting on your backside,
wouldn’t you? Addressing the shorter man: How are you at
cutting peat?

A FAT MAN: Look, I’m discussing terms with this man.

PUNTILA:Soam I I'dbeglad if you didn’tinterfere.

THE FAT MAN: Who's interfering?

PUNTILA: Don’t put impertinent questions to me, I won’t
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have it. To a labourer: At Puntila Hall I pay half a mark per
metre. You can report on Monday. What’s your name?

THE FAT MAN: It’s an outrage. Here am I, working out how
to house this man and his family, and you stick your oar in.
Some people should be barred from the fair.

PUNTILA: So you've got a family, have you? I can use them
all, the woman can work in the fields, is she strong? How
many children are there? What ages?

THE LABOURER: Three of them. Eight, eleven and twelve.
The eldest’sa girl.

PUNTILA: She’ll do for the kitchen. You’re made to order for
me. To Matti, so that the fat man can hear: What do you say
to some people’s manners nowadays?

MATTI: P'm speechless.

THE LABOURER: What about ladging?

PUNTILA: You'll lodge like princes, I'll check your references
in the café, get lined up against the wall there. To Matti: I’'d
take that fellow over there if I went by his build, but his
trousers are too posh for me, he-e-n-et—gem-g-emnlmse}f-
Clothes are the thing to look out for: too jggd’ means he
thinks he’s too good to work, too torn-méans he’s got a bad
character. I only need.oneloo 6'see what he’s made of, his
age doesn’t'hatter, 1Me’ll carry as much or more
becatise he’s afraid of being turned off, what I go by is the
#han himseﬁ,«l’ don’t exactly want cnpples, but intelligence
is nO).sc’lo me, that lot spend all day totting up their hours

soffeork, I don’t like that, 1

with-mymep. Must look out for a milkmaid too, don’t let
me forget. You find me one or two more hands to choose
from, I gotaphone call to make. Exit to the café.

MATTI, addressing a red-headed labourer: We're looking for
a labourer up at Puntila Hall, for cutting peat. I’m just the
driver, though, ’tain’t up to me, the old man’s gone to
phone.

THE RED-HEADED MAN: What’s it like up at Puntila Hall?

MATTI: So-so. Five pints of milk. Milk’s good. You get
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potatoes too, I'm told. Room’s on the small side.

THE RED-HEADED MAN: How far’s school? I've got a little
girl.

MATTI: Hour and a quarter.

THE RED-HEADED MAN: That’s nothing in fine weather.

MATTI: In summer, youmean.

THE RED-HEADED MAN, after a pause: I'd like the job. I've
not found anything much, and fair’s nearly over,

MATTI: I'll have a word with him. 'l tell him you’re
unassuming, he’s hot on that, That’s him now.

PUNTILA, emerging from the café in a good mood: Found
anything? T got a piglet to take home, cost about twelve
marks, mind I don’t forget.

MATTI: This one might do. F remembered what you taught me-
and-asked the right questions. He’ll darn his trousers, only
he hasn’t been able to get thread.

PUNTILA: He’s good, full of fire. Come to the café, we’ll talk
itover.

MATTI: It mustn’t go wrong, Mr Puntila sir, because the fair
will be closing any minute, and he won’t find anything else,
PUNTILA: Why should anything go wrong between friends?
1rely.on yourjudgement, Matii, thats-all righs-Herowsay,
think.a.lot of you. Indicating a weedy-looking man: That
fellow wouldn’t be bad either. I like the look in his eye™F
nted.-men. for.cutting-peats-but.there’s.plenty-to.do-in the

fields1oorComeand-talkit over.-

MATTIL: Mr Puntila, I don’t want to speak out of turn, but that
man’s no use to you, he’ll never be able to stand it.

THE WEEDY MAN: Here, [ like that. What tells you I'll never
be able to stand it?

MATTI: An eleven-hour day in summer. It's just that I don’t
want to see you let down, Mr Puntila. ¥ou’ll only have to
throw him out whentecracks up or when-you see him
tOHTOTTOW:

PUNTILA: Let’s go to the café.

The first labourer, the red-headed one and the weedy man

—
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follow him and Matti to the café, where they all sit down on
the bench outside. ...,

PUNTILA: Heyl-Coffee! [Beforem:mq-there s-something
I've got to clear up with my friend here. Marti; you must
have noticed just now that I was on the verge of one of those
attacks of mine I told you about, and I wouldn’t have been
a bit surprised if you’d clouted me one for speaking to you
as I did. Can you forgive me, Matt? }-couldn’t-think-of.
gettingdown to business if I {elt we were on bad terms.

MATTL; Fhat’sallunderthe bridge. Justletithe. These people
want their contracts, if you could settle that first.

PUNTILA-writing something.on & slip.of paper. for the. first
labourer: Lsee, Matti,.you’re.rejecting me: You want10.get
your..own.back-by-being-cold -and-busmesstike. To the
labourer: I've written down what_we agreed, including your
woman. You'll get milk and flour, and beans in winter.

MATTI: Now give him his earnest-money, or the deal’s not
valid.

PUNTILA: Don’t you rush me. Let me drink my coffee in
peace. To the waitress: Same again, or why not bring us a big
pot and let us serve ourselves? What d’you think of that for
a fine strapping girl? I can’t stand these hiring fairs. If I want
to buy a horse or a cow I'll go to a fair without thinking twice
about it. But you’re human beings, and it’s not right for
human beings to be bargained over in a market. Am I right?

THE WEEDY MAN: Absolutely.

MATTI: Excuse me, Mr Puntila, but you’re not right. They
want work and you’ve got work, and that’s something that
has to be bargained over, and whether it’s done at a fair or
in church it’s still buying and selling. And I wish you’d get
on with it.

PUNTILA: You’re annoyed with me today. Thatisswhyuyou

won’t admit I'm right when I obviously am. Would you
inspect meto'see if my feet are crooked, the way you inspect
ahorse’steeth?

MATTI, laughs: No; I’d take you entrust. Referring to the red-
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beaded man: He’s got a missus, but his little girl’s suill at
school.

PUNTILA: Is she nice? Fhere’s the fat - man again. It’s fellows
like him behaving that way that makes bad blood among the
workers,.acting the boss.and all. I-bet he’s in-the National

Guard 2nd has his men out on Sundays training to beat the .

Russians. What do you people say?

THE RED-HEADED MAN: My wife could do washing. She gets
through more in five hours than most women in ten.

PUNTILA: Mat, I can see it isn't all forgiven and forgotten
between us. Tell-them-your story abour the ghosts, that’ll
give them something to laugh about.

MATTI: Later. Do get on and pay them their earnest-money.
[t’s getting late, $tell you. You’re holding everyoneup:

PUNTILA, drinking: I'm not going to. I won’t be jockeyed into
being so inhuman. { want to get on terms with my men first,
before we all commit ourselves. I must start by telling them
what kind of fellow T am so they can see if they’re going to
get on with me or not. That's the question: what kind of
fellow am I?

MATTI: Mr Puntila, none.of them’s interested in that; they’re
interested in their contract. I'm recommending that one
[pointing to the red-headed man] he may do all right for you,
at any rate you can find out. And yo’d do better to look for
a different job, I'd say. You’ll never earn your keep on the
Jand.

PUNTILA: Isn’t that Surkkala over there? What’s Surkkala
doing at a hiring fair?

MATTI: He's looking for a job. Don’t you remember you
promised the parson you ’d get rid of him because they say
he’saRed? ™77

PUNTILA: What, Surkkala? The one mte]llgent worker on the
whole estate? Give him ten marks at once, tell him to come
along and we'll take him back in the Studebaker, we can strap
his bicycle on the luggage carrier and no nonsense about
going anywhere else. Four children he’s got too, what must
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he think of me? Parson be buggered, I'll forbid him the house
for his inhumanity. Surkkala’s a first-class worker.

MATTI: There’s no hurry, he won't find jobs easy to get with
his reputation. I'd just like to settle this lot first. 1 don’t
believe you’re serious about it, you’re simply having a lark.

PUNTILA, with a pained smile: So that’s what you think of me,
Matti. You don’t understand me, do you, though I've given
you every chance to.

THE RED-HEADED MAN: Do you mind writing out my con-
tract now. Or’ll have to look for something else.

PUNTILA: You're frightening. thern away, Matt, Your high-
handed behaviour forces me to deny my real self. But
that’s not me,.let me show you: I don’t go buying people
up, I give them a home on the Puntila estate. Don'tI?

THE RED-HEADED MAN: Then I’'m off. I need a job. He goes.

PUNTILA: Stop! He’s gone. I could have used him. His
wousers wouldn’t matter: I lock deeper than that, 1 don’t
like fixing a deal after drinking just one glass, how can you
do business when you'd rather be singing because life’s so
beautiful? When T start thinking about that drive home - |
find the Hall looks its best in the-evenings, on account of the
birch ‘trees — we must have another drink. Here, buy
yourselves a round, have a good time with Puntila, I like to
see it and I don’t count the cost when it’s with people I like.
He quickly gives a mark to each of them. To the weedy man:
Don’t-be-put-off-by him; he’s-got something against me,
youw’ll be able-to stand it-all right. I’ll put'you in the mill, in
a cushy job.

MATTI: Why not make him outa contract?

PUNTILA: What for, now we know each other? I give you
people my word it’ll be all right. You understand what that
means, the word of a Tavastland farmer? Mount Hatelma
can crumble, it’s not very likely but it can, Tavasthus Castle
can collapse, why not, but the word of a Tavastland farmer
stands for ever, everyone knows that. You can come along,

THE WEEDY MAN: Thank you very much, Mr Puntila, I’ll
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certainly come,

MATTI: You'd do better to get the hell out of here. 'm not
blaming you, Mr Puntila, I'm only worried for the men’s
sake.

PUNTILA, warmly: That’s what I wanted to hear, Matti. I
knew you weren’t the sort to bear a grudge. And [ admire
your integrity, and how you always have my best interests
at heart. But it is Puntila’s privilege to have his own worst
interests at heart, that’s something you haven’t yet learnt. All
the same, Matt, you mustn’t stop saying what you think.

Promise me you won't. To the others: ArTammerforshelost

his job with a company director because when the man.drove
he so crashed the gears that Matt told him-he ought to have
been a publichangman.

MATTI: That was a stupid thing to do.

PUNTILA, seriously: It’s those stupid things that make me
respectyou,

MATT]I, getting up: Then let’s go. And what about Surkkala?’

PUNTILA: Matti, Matti, © thou of little faith!Didn’t I tell you
we’d take him back with us because he’s a first-rate worker
and a man who thinks for himself? And that reminds me;the
fat man justnow.who wanted to get.my.men away from me.
I’ve one or two things to say to him, he’s a typical capitalist.

5

Scandal at Puntila Hall

Yard at Puntila Hall, with a bath hut into which we can see.
Morning. Above the main entrance to the house Laina the cook
and Fina the parlourmaid are nailing a sign saying “Welcome to
the engagement party’. Through the gateway come Puntila and
Matti with a number of woodcutters including Red Surkkala.
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LAINA: Welcome back to Puntila Hall. Miss Eva’s here with
the Attaché and his honour the Judge, and they’re all having
breakfast.

PUNTILA: First thing I want to do is apologise to you and your
family, Surkkala. May I ask you to go and get your children,
all four of them, so I can express my personal regret for the
fear and insecurity they must have been through?

SURKKALA: No call for that, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA, seriously: Oh yes there is.

Surkkala goes.

PUNTILA: These gentlemen are staying. Get them all an
aquavit, Laina, I'm taking them on to work in the forest.

LAINA: I thought you were selling the forest.

PUNTILA: Me? I'm not selling any forest. My daughter’s got
her dowry between her legs, right?

MATTI: So maybe we could settle their contracts, Mr Puntila,
and then you’ll have it off your chest.

PUNTILA: I'm going into the sauna, Fina; bring aquavits for
the gentlemen and a coffee for me.

He goes into the sauna.

THE WEEDY MAN: Think he’ll take me on?

MATTI: Not when he’s sober and has alook at you.

THE WEEDY MAN: But when he’s drunk he won'’t settle any
contracts.

MATTI: I told you people it was a mistake coming up here till
you had your contracts in your hands.

Fina brings out aguavit, and each of the labourers takes a
glass.

THE LABOURER: What's he like otherwise?

MATTI: Too familiar. It won’t matter to you, you’ll be in the
forest, but I'm with him in the car, I can’t get away from him
and before I know where I am he’s turning all human on me.
I'll have to give notice.

Surkkala comes back with bis four children. The eldest girl
is holding the baby.

MATTI, quietly: For God’s sake clear off right away. Once he’s




32  Mr Puntila and his Man Matdi
had his bath and knocked back his coffee he’ll be stone cold

sober and better look out if he catches you around the yard.
Take my advice, you’ll keep out of his sight the next day or
two.

Surkkala nods and is about to hasten away with the children.

PUNTILA, who has undressed and listened but failed to bear the
end of this, peers out of the bath hut and observes Surkkala
and the children: I'll be with you in a moment. Matti, come
inside, I need you to pour the water over me. To the weedy
man: You can come in too, I want to get to know you better,
Matti and the weedy man follow Puntila into the bath but.
Matti sloshes water over Puntila. Surkkala quickly goes off
with the children. _

PUNTILA: Onebucket’s enough. Iloathe water.

MATTI: You'll have to bear with a few buckets more, then you
can have a coffee and be the perfect host.

PUNTILA: I can be the perfect hostasTam. You’re just wanging
to bully me.

THE WEEDY MAN: I say that’s enough too. Mr Puntila can’t
stand water, it’s obvious.

PUNTILA: There you are, Matti, there speaks somebody who
feels for me. I'd like you to tell him how I saw off the fat man
at the hiring fair.

Enter Fina.

PUNTILA: Here’s that golden creature with my coffee. Is it
strong? I’d like aliqueur with it.

MATTI: Then what’s the point of the coffee? No liqueur for
you.

PUNTILA: I know, you're cross with me for keeping these
people waiting, and quite right too, But tell them about the
fat man. Fina must hear this. Starts telling: One of those
nasty fat individuals with a blotchy face, a proper capitalist,
who was trying to sneak a worker away from me. I grabbed
hold of him, but when we reached my car he’d got his gig
parked alongside it. You go on, Matt, 1 must drink my
coffee.

Scene 5 13

MaTTIT He wasdivid when-he-saw Mr Puntila, and took his
whxp and lashed his pony till it reared.

PUNTILA:Ican’t abide cruelty to animals.

MATT[ Mr Puntila took the pony by the reins and calmed it
down and told the fat man what he thought of him, and I
thm}ght he was going to get a crack with the whip, only the
fat man didn’t dare since we outnumbered him. So he
muttered something about uneducated people, thinking we
wouldnit hear it perhaps, but Mr Puntila’s got a sharp ear
when he\dislikes someone and answered back at once: had
he been educated well enough to know that being too fat can
give youastroke?

PUNTILA: Tell him how he went red as a turkeycock and got
so angry he (;'ouidn’t make a witty comeback in front of them

MATTI: He went asred asa turkeycock and Mr Puntila told
him he shouldn’t tiget excited, it was bad for him on account
of his unhealthy corpulence. He ought never to go red in the
face, it was a sign the blood was going to his brain, and for
the sake of his loved ones he should avoid that.

PUNTILA: You're forgetting I addressed most of my remarks
to you, saying we shouldn’t be exciting him and ought to
treat him gently. That got :inder his skin, did you notice?

MATTI: We spoke about him as if he wasn’t there, everybody
laughed more and more andxhe kept getting redder and
redder. That was when he really started looking like a
turkeycock, before that he was n}ure a sort of faded brick,
He asked for it; what did he have | Q. lash his horse for? 1
remember a fellow once got so cross When a ticket fell out
of his hatband where he’d stuck it for safekeeping that he
trampled his hat flat underfoot in a chock:full third class
compartment. \

PUNTILA: You're losing the thread. I went on and told him
that any violent physical exercise like lashing ponies with a
whip could easily kill him. That in itself was good enough
reason why he shouldn’t maltreat his beast, not in, his

_condition.
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FINA: Nobody should.

PUNTILA: That earns you a liqueur, Fina. Go and help
yourself.

MATTI: She’s holding the coffee tray. I hope you're starting to
feel better now, Mr Punutila?

PUNTILA: I feel worse.

MATTI: I thought it was really fine of Mr Puntila to tell that
fellow where he got off. Because he could easily have said
“What business is it of mine? I'm not making enemies among
the neighbours.’

PUNTILA, who #s gradually sobering up: I'm not afraid of
enemies.

MATTI: That’s true. But there aren’t many people who can say
that. You can. And you can always send your mares
somewhere else.

PUNTILA: Why should we send the mares somewhere else?

MATTI: They were saying afterwards that that fat bloke is the
one who has bought Summala, which has the only stallion
within five hundred miles who’s any good for our mares.

FINA: Gosh, it was the new owner of Summala, And you only
found that out afterwards?

Puntila gets up and goes behind to pour a further bucket of
water over his head. _

MATTI: Not afterwards, actually, Mr Puntila already knew.
He yelled after the fat man that his stallion was too beaten
up for our mares. How did you putiit?

PUNTILA, curtly: Somehow.

MATTI: Not somehow. [t was witty.

FINA: But what a job it will be if we have to send the mares
all that distance to be served.

| PUNTILA, brooding: More coffee. He is given it.

“MATTI: Kindness to animals is supposed to be a great thing
with the Tavast people. That’s what so surprised me about
the fat man, Another thing T heard later was that he was Mrs
Klinckmann’s brother-in-law. I bet if Mr Puntila had known
that he’d have'givenhimea even worse going-over.
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Puntila gives him a look.

FINA: Coffeee strong enough, wasit?

PUNTILA: Don’t ask stupid questions. You can see I’ve drunk
it, can’t you? To Matti: You, don’t just sit on your bottom,
stop loafing, clean some boots, wash the car. Don’t
contradict, and if I catch you spreading malicious rumours
I'll put it down in your reference, so watch out.

Exitin his bathrobe, brooding.

ELNA:-What did you-want to let him make that scene with the
fat owner of Summala for?

MATTI: Am I his guardian angel? Look, if 1 see him doing a
dangerous and kindly action, stupidly because it’s against his
own interests, am I supposed to stop him? Anyhow I
couldn’t. When he’s pissed as that he’s got real fire in him.
He’d just despise me, and I don’t want him to despise me
whenhe’s-pissed. )

PUNTILA off, calls: Fina!

Fina follows with bis dothes.

PUNTILA, to Fina: Now this is what I’ve decided, and I want
you to listen so what I say doesn’t get twisted around later
as it usually does. Indicating one of the labourers: I'd have
taken that one, he isn’t our to curry favour, he wants to
work, but I've thought it over and I'm taking nobody at all.
I’'m going to sell the forest in any case, and you can blame
it on him there for deliberately leaving me in the dark about
something I needed to know, the bastard. And that reminds
me. Calls: Here, you! Matti emerges from the bath but. Yes,
you. Give me your jacket. You’re to hand over your jacket,
d’you hear? He is handed Matti’s jacket. Got you, boyo.
Shows bim the wallet. That's what I found in your pocket.
Had a feeling about you, spotted you for an old lag first go
off. Is that my wallet orisn'tit?

MATTI: Yes, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: Now you’re for it, ten years’ gaol, all I have to do
isring the police.

MATTI: Yes, MrPuntila.

‘lm
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PUNTILA: But that’s a favour I’'m not doing you. So you can
lead the life of Riley in a cell, lying around and eating the
taxpayer’s bread, what? That'd suit you down to the ground.
At harvest time too. So you'd get out of driving the tractor.
But I’'m putting it all down in your reference, you get me?

MATTI: Yes, Mr Puntila.

Puntila walks angrily towards the house. On the threshald
stands Eva, carrying ber straw hat. She has been listening.

THE WEEDY MAN: Should I come along then, Mr Puntila?

PUNTILA: You’re no use to me whatever, you’ll never stand
it.

THE WEEDY MAN: But the hiring fair’s over now.

PUNTILA: You should have thought of that sooner instead of
trying to take advantage of my friendly mood. I.remember
exactly who takes advantage of it. He goes brooding into the
house. )

THE LABOURER: That's them. Bring you here in their car, and
now we have to walk the six miles back on our flat feet. And
no job. That’s what comes of letting yourself get taken in by
their acting friendly.

THE WEEDY MAN: I'll report him.,

MATTI: Who to?

Embittered, the labourers leave the yard.

EVA: But why don’t you stick up for yourself? We all know
he hands his wallet to somebody else to pay for him when
he’s been drinking.

MATTI: If T stuck up for myself he wouldn’t understand. I've
noticed that the gentry don’t much like it when you stick up
for yourself.

EVA: Don't act so innocent and humble. I'm not in the mood
for jokes today.

MATTI: Yes, they’re hitching you to the Attaché.

EVA: Don't be crude. The Attachéisa very-sweet-persoti;only
not to get married to, Y

MATTI: That's normal-ensugh. No girl’s going to be able to

marry jami_l'ihﬁ's/‘w:ﬁ-peepleﬂr—auuthr;&&aehés,—she -has-to.
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settle for a particular one.

EVA: My father’s leaving it entirely up to me, you heard him
say 50, that’s why he said I could marry you if I liked. Only
he has promised my hand to the Attaché and doesn’t want
anyone to say he doesn’t keep his word. That’s the only
reason why I'm taking so long to make up my mind and
mightaccept him afterall.

MATTI: Got yourself in a nice jam, you have.

EVA: I am not in any jam, as you so vulgarly put it. In fact I
can’t think why I'm discussing such intimate matters with
you.

MATTI: It’s a very human habit, discussing. It’s one grear
advantage we have over the animals, If cows could discuss.
for instance, there’d soon be no more slaughterhouses.

EVA: What has that to do with my saying I don't think I shall
be happy with the Attaché? And that he must be the one to
back out, only how’s one to suggest it to him?

MATTI: That’s not the sort of thing you can do with a pinprick,
itneeds a sledgehammer.

EVA: Whatd’you mean?

MATTI: I mean thatit’s a job for me. I’m crude.

EVA: How might you picture helping me in such a delicate
situation?

MATTI: Well, suppose I'd felt encouraged by Mr Puntila’s kind
suggestion that you should take me, like he let slip when
plastered. And you felt the lure of my crude strength, just
think of Tarzan, and the Attaché caught us and said to
himself, she’s unworthy of me, messing around with the
chauffeur.

EVA:That'd be too much to ask of you.

MATTI: It'd be part of the job, like cleaning the car. It needn’t
take above a quarter of an hour. All we need do is show him
we are on terms of intimacy.

EVA: And how do you propose to show him that?

MATTI: I could call you by your Christian name in his
presence.
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EVA: Forinstance?

MATTI: Your blouse has a button undone, Eva.

EVA feels bebind her: No, it hasn’t; oh, I see, you’d started
acting. But he wouldn’t mind. He’s not all that easily
offended, he’s too much in debt for that.

MATTIL Or I could accidentally pull one of your stockings out
of my pocket when I blow my nose, and make sure that he
sees.

EVA: That's a bit better, but then he’ll only say you pinched
it in my absence because you have a secret crush on me.
Pause. You've not got a bad imagination for that sort of
thing, it seems.

MATTI: I do what I can, Miss Eva. I'm trying 1o picture every
conceivable situation and awkward occasion that might
involve us both, and hoping to come up with the right
answer. *

EVA: You can stop that.

MATTI: All night, I'll stop it.

Eva:Forinstance, what?

MATTI: If his debts are all that enormous then we’ll simply
have to come out of the bath hut together, nothing less will
do the trick, he’ll always manage to find some sort of
innocent explanation. For instance if I merely kiss you he’d
say | was forcing myself on you ’cause your beauty overcame
me. And soon.

EVA: I never can tell when you’re just laughing at me behind
my back. One can’t be sure with you.

MATTI: What do you want to be sure for? You're not making
an investment, are you? Being unsure is much more human,
as your daddy would say. Ilike women to be unsure.

EVA:Yes, | canimagine that,

MATT1: There youare, your imagination’s not so bad either.

EVA: I was only saying how difficult it is to tell what you’re
really up to.

MATTI: That’s something you can’t tell with a dentist either,
what he'll be up to once you’re sitting in his chair.

Scene 5 139

EVA: Look, when you talk that way I realise the bath hut
business wouldn’t work, because you’d be sure to take
advantage of the situation.

MATTI: At least something’s sure now. If you’re going. to
hesitate. much longer-1-shall-losealt desire to-compromise
you, Miss Eva,

EVA: Muchbetter-if-you do it with-no particular desire: Now
listen to me. I accept the bath hut idea, I trust you. They’ll
be through with breakfast any minute, after which they’re
bound to walk up and down the verandah to discuss the
engagement. We’d better go in there right away.

MATT!: You go ahead, I'll just fetch a pack of cards.

EVA: What d’you want cards for?

MATTI: How d’you think we’re going to pass the time?

He goes into the house; she sivwlywalks towards the bath
hut. Laina the cook arrives with a basket.

LAINA: Good morning, Miss Eva, I'm off to pick cucumbers.
Would you like to come too?

EVA:No, I'veaslight headache and I feel like a bath.

She goes in. Laina stands shaking her head, Puntila and the
Attaché come out of the house smoking cigars.

THE.ATTACHE:Puntila;old'man, T'think Pl drive Evadown
to Monte and see if I can borrow Baron-Vaurien’s Rolls. It
would be a good advertisement for Finland and her foreign
service. You've no idea how few presentable ladies we have
inourdiplomaticcorps:

PUNTILA to Laina: Where’s my daughter? She went out.

LAINA: She’s in the bath hut, Mr Puntila, she had such a
headache and felt she needed a bath, Exit.

PUNTILA: She often gets these moods. First time I ever heard
of anyone bathing with a headache.

THE ATTACHE: What an original idea; but you know, my dear
fellow, we don’t make nearly enough of the Finnish sauna,
That’s what I told the permanent secretary when there was
some question of our raising a loan. Finnish culture is being
putover all wrong. Why is there no sauna in Whitehall?
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PUNTILA: What I want to know from you is if your minister’s
really coming to Puntila Hall for the engagement party.

THE ATTACHE: He definitely accepted. He owes me that,
because I introduced him to the Lehtinens, the Commercial
Bank chappie, he’s interested in nickel.

PUNTILA:1wantaword with him.

THE ATTACHE: He’s got a soft spot for me, so they all say ac
the Ministry. He- told"me;~<We-could.post.you.anywhere,
you’'ll never do-anything-indiscreet,. politics don’t.interest

~yuu.’ He thinks I'm a good advertisement for the service,

PUNTILA: You're a bright fellow, Eino. It’ll be amazing if you
don’t do well in your career; but mind you take that
seriously about the minister coming. L insist on that, iv’ll give
me an idea what they think of you.

THE ATTACHE: Puntila, I'm sure as eggs is eggs. I'm always
lucky. In.our ministry it’s. become proveibial, If *[*}ose
something it comes back to me, dead sure. =
Matti arrives with a towel over bis shoulder and goes to the
bath hut.

PUNTILA, to Matti: What are you hanging around for, my
man? I'd be ashamed to loaf about like that. 1'd ask myself
what I was doing to earn my pay. You’ll get no reference
from me. You can rot like a putrid oyster nobody will eat.

MATTI: Yes, Mr Puntila, sir.

Puntilaturns back to the Attaché. Matti calmly walks into the
bath hut. At first Puntila thinks nothing of it, then it suddenly
strikes bim that Eva must be in there too, and he gazes after
Mazti in astonishment.

PUNTILA, to the Artaché: What kind of terms are you on with
Eva?

THE ATTACHE: Good terms. She is a little chilly to me, but
then that is her nature. It is not unlike our position with
regard to Russia. In diplomatic parlance we’d say relations
are correct. Come along, I think I'll pick Eva a bunch of
white roses, don't you know.

PUNTILA walks off with him, glancing at the bath but: A very
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sensible thing to do, I'd say.

MATTI, inside the hut: They saw me come in. All according to
plan.

EVA:I’'m amazed my father didn’t stop you. The cook told him
I'wasin here.

MATTI: He didn’t catch on till too late, he must have a terrible
hangover today. And it would have been bad timing, too
early, because it’s not enough te want to compromise
someone, something has got to have happened.

EVA: I don’t think they’re going to get dirty thoughts atall. In
the middle of the morning it means nothing.

MATTI: That’s what“you' think.-It’s-a sign-of exceptional
passion. Five hundred rummy? He deals. I had a boss once
in Viborg could eat any time day. or.night.-In the middle of
the afternoon;+just before teap he-made them roast him a
chicken: Eating was a passion with him. He was in the
government:

EvA:How can you compare the two things?

MATTI: Why not2.Like.with-love;.you get-people are deed-set
onit. You to play. D’you imagine the cows always wait till
night-time? It’s summer now, you feel in the mood. So in
you pop to the bath hut. Phew, iv’s hot. Takes off his jacket.
Why don’t you take something off? My secing won’t hurt.
Half a pfennig a point, I’d suggest.

EVA: I've an idea what you're saying is rather vulgar. Kindly
don’ttreat me as if I were a milkmaid.

MATTI: I've nothing against milkmaids.

EVA: You've no sense of respect.

MATTI: I'm always being told that. Briverswasesdnommsto-be
particularly awkward individuals withoutany €steem for the
upper crust. That’s because'we hear what the upper crust are
saying to-one another on the back seat. I’ve got a hundred
and forty, whatabout you?

EVA: When I was at my convent in Brussels I never heard
anything but decent talk.

MATTI: Pm not tatking about decentor indecent; I’m talking
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aboutstupid. Your deal, but cut first to be on the safe side.
Puntila and the Attaché return. The latter is carrying a bunch
of roses.

THE ATTACHE: She's so witty. I said to her “You know, you’d
be perfect if you weren’t so rich’; and she said after barely
a moment’s thought, ‘But I rather like being rich.’ Hahaha!
And d’you know, Puntila old man, that’s exactly the answer
I had from Mademoiselle Rothschild when Baroness Vaurien
introduced us. She’s very witty too.

MATTL: You must giggle as if I'm tickling you, or else they’ll
walk brazenly past. Eva giggles a bit over her cards. Try to
sound more as if it was fun.

THE ATTACHE, stopping: Wasn’t that Eva?

PUNTILA: Certainly not, it must be somebody else.

MATTI, loudly, over the cards: Ee, aren’t you ticklish!

THE ATTACHE: What’s that? i

MATTI, guietly: Putup a bit of a fight.

PUNTILA: That’s my chauffeur in the bath hut. Why don’tyou
take your bouquet into the house?

EVA, acting, loudly: No! Don’t!

MATTI: Oh yes, I will!

THE ATTACHE: You know, Puntila, that did sound awfully
like Eva,

PUNTILA: Do you mind not being offensive?

MATTI: Now for some endearments and abandon your vain
resistance!

EVA: No!No! No! Softly: WhatdoI say now?

MATTI: Tell me I mustn’t. Can’t you get into the spirit of it?
Bags of lust.

EVA:Sweetheart, you mustn’t.

PUNTILA thunders: Eva!

MATTI: Go on, go on, unbridled passion! He clears away the
cards while they continue to suggest the love scene. If he
comes in we’ll have to getdown toit, like it or not.

EVA: That’s out of the question.

MATTI, kicking over a bench: Then out you go, but like a
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drowned spaniel!

PUNTILA: Eva!

Matti carefully runs his hand through Eva’s bair to
disarrange it, while she undoes one of her top blouse buttons.
Then she steps out.

EVA:Did you call, Daddy? I was just going to change and have
aswim.

PUNTILA: What the devil are you up to, messing about in the
bath hut? D’you imagine we’re stone deaf?

THE ATTACHE: No need to fly off the handle, Puntila. Why
shouldn’t Eva use the bath hut?

Out comes Matti and stands behind Eva.

EVA, slightly cowed, without noticing Matti: What do you
imagine you heard, daddy? It was nothing,

PUNTILA: Is that what you call nothing, then? Perhaps you’ll
turn round and look. )

MATTI, pretending to be embarrassed: Mr Puntila, Miss Eva
and I were just having a game of five hundred rummy. Look
at the cards if you don’t believe me. You’re putting a wrong
interpretation on it.

PUNTILA: Shut up, you. You’re fired. To Eva: What's Eino
supposed to think?

THE ATTACHE: Y'know, old boy, if they were playing five
hundred rummy you must have got it wrong. Princess
Bibesco once got so excited over baccarat her pearl necklace
broke. I've brought you some-whiteroses, Eva. He gtves ber
the roses. Come.on, Puntila, whatabouca ganre of billiards?
He tugs him away by the sleeve.

PUNTILA growls: I'll be talking to you later, Eva. As for you,
trash, if I once hear you so much as say bo to my daughter
instead of snatching your filthy cap off your head and
standing to attention and feeling embarrassed because you
haven’t washed behind your ears — shut up, will you? - then
you can pack your stinking socks and go. You should look
up to your employer’s daughter as to a higher being that has
graciously condescended to come down amongst us. Leave
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me alone, Eino, d’you think I can tolerate this sort of thing?
To Matti: Repeat that: what should you do?

MATTI: Look up to her as to a higher being that has graciously
condescended to come down amongst us, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: You open your eyes wide in incredulous
amazementat such a rare sight, you trash.

MATTI: | open my eyes wide in incredulous amazement, Mr
Puntila.

PUNTILA: Blushing like a lobster because well before your
confirmation you were having impure thoughts about
women, at the sight of such 2 model of innocence, and
wishing the earth would come and swallow you up, get me?

MATTI: [getyou.

The Attaché drags Puntila off into the bouse.

EVA: Washout.

MATTI: His debts are even bigger than we thought.

6

A conversation about crayfish

Farm kitchen at Puntila Hall. Evening. Intermittent dance
music from outside. Mattiis reading the paper.

FINA, entering: Miss Eva’d like a word with you.

MATTL: Al right. THjust finish my coffee.

FINA: No need to impress me by drinking it in such a languid
way. I bet you're getting ideas on account of Miss Eva taking
a bit of notice of you now and then whenever there’s no
society for her on the estate and she needs to see someone,

MATTI: Evenings like this I quite enjoy getting ideas. Like

supposing you, Fina, felt like having a look at the river with
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me, then I won’t have heard Miss Eva wants me and I’ll come
with you.

FINA:Don’t really feel like it.

MATTI, picking up a paper: Thinking about the school-teacher?

FINA: There’s been nothing between me and the
schoolteacher. He was friendly and wanted to educate me by
lending me a book.

MATTI: Too bad he gets such rotten pay for his education. I
get 300 marks and a schoolteacher gets 200, but then I have
to be better at my job. You see, if a schoolteacher’s no good
then it only means the local people never learn to read the
newspapers. In the old days that would have been a
retrograde step, but.gubars the usewebuseading. the.papers
now, when the censorship leaves nothing in them? 1’d g& 'so
far as to say that if they did away with schoolt@achers
altogether then they wouldn't need..censorship either,
which’d save the state whatitpays the censors. But if I have
a breakdown.on"a class 3 road then the gentry are forced to
plodsthrough the mud and fall in the ditch *cause they’re all
Pissedo-

Matti beckons to Fina and she sits on his knee. Judge and
Lawyer appear with towels over their shoulders, returning
from their steam bath.

THE JUDGE: Haven’t you anything to drink, some of that
marvellous buttermilk you used to have here?

MATTI: Would you like the parlourmaid to bring it?

THE JUDGE: No, just show us where it’s kept.

Matti serves them with a ladle. Exit Fina.

THE LAWYER: That’s great stuff.

THE JUDGE: I always have that after my shower at Puntila’s.

THE LAW YER: These Finnish summer nights!

THE JUDGE: They make a lot of work for me. All those
paternity cases are a great tribute to the Finnish summer
night. The.courthouse brings-it-home to you-what-a-nice
place a-birch-wood-is; -as-for the river-they can’t go'near it
snthout going-weak.all-over. One woman up before me
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blamed the hay, said it smelt so strong. Picking berries is a
bad mistake and milking the cows brings its penalties. Each
bush by the roadside needs to be surrounded with barbed
wire. In the baths they separate the sexes, or else the
temptation would be too great, then afterwards they go
strolling across the meadows together. It’s just impossible to
stop them in summer. If they’re on bicycles they jump off
them, if there’s a hayloft they climb in it; in the kitchen it
happens because of the heat, and in the open because there’s
a cool wind. Half the time they’re making babies ’cause the
summer’s so short, and the other half ’cause the winter’s so
long.

THE LAWYER: What I like is the way the old people are
allowed to take part t0o. Pm-thinkingof the witnesses that
come along:. They see-it. They see the couple disappearing
into the coppice, they see the clogs on the bain floorand how
hot the girl looks when she gets back from picking bilberries,
which is something nobody gets all that hot over ’cause
nobody works all that hard at it. And they don’t just see,
they hear. Milk churns rattle, bedsteads creak. That way
they join in with their eyes and ears and get something out
of the summer.

THE JUDGE, since there is a ring on the bell, to Matti: Perhaps
you’d go and see what it is they want? @r-we-could always
tell.themn thar the eight-hour day is being taken seriously out
here,

Exit with the lawyer. Matti has sat down to read bis paper
once more.

EV A enters with an ultra-long cigarette holder and a seductive
walk picked up from the films: 1 rang for you. Is there
anything more you have to do here?

MATTI: No, I'm not on again till sixa.m.

EVA: I wondered if you’d like to row over to the island with
me and catch a few crayfish for my engagement party
tomorrow.

MATTI: Isn’titabout time for bed?
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EVA: I'm not a bit tired. I don’t seem to sleep very well in the
summer, I don’t know why. Could you go off to sleep if you
went to bed right now?

MATTI: Yes.

EVA: I envy you. Will you get out the nets, then? My father
has expressed a desire for crayfish. She turns on ber beel and
starts to leave, again showing off the walk picked up from the
cinema.

MATTI, changing bis mind: I think T'll come after all. I’ll row
you.

EVA: Aren't you too tired ?

MATTI: I've woken up and feel fine now. Only you'd better
get changed into something you can go wading in.

EVA: The nets are in the pantry. Exit.

Mattiputs on bis jacket. A

EVA, reappearing in very short shorts: But you haven’t got the
nets out.

MATTI: We'll catch them in our hands. I’s much nicer. Tl
show you how.

EVA:Butit's easier with nets.

MATTI: The other day Cook and I and the parlourmaid were
over on the island and we did it with our hands and it was
very nice, you ask them. I’m pretty nippy. How about you?
Lotsof folkware all-thumbs:-Of - course-the-crayfish-move
quick and it’s slippery on the rocks, but it’s quite light out,
justafew clouds, Thad alook.

EVA, hesitating: I'd sooner we used the nets. We'll catch more.

MATTI: Have we got to have such alot?

EVA; Father won’t eat anything unless there’s lots of it.

MATTI: Thar’sbad. I thought we could catch one or two, then
have a bit of a talk. It’s a nice night.

EVA: Don’t keep saying everything’s nice. You’d do better to
getoutthe nets.

MATTI: Why-d’you-haveto-be-so serious and bloodthirsty
about.the poor-old-crayfish? If we fill a couple of bags it
ought to do. [ know a place where there are lots of them; five
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minutes’ work and we’d have enough to convince anybody.

EVA: What do you mean by that? Are you in the Jeast interested
in catching crayfish?

MATTI after a pause: Perhaps it is a bit late. I got to be up at
six and take the Studebaker down to the station to collect the
Attaché, If we're mucking about on the island till three or
four there won’t be much time left for sleep. Of course I
could row you over if you’re dead set oniit.

Eva turns without a word and goes out. Matti takes off bis
jacket and sits down with his paper. Enter Laina from the
bath.

LAINA: Fina and the milkmaid are asking if you don’t feel like
coming down to the lake. They’re having some fun there.

MATTI: 'm tired. I was over at the hiring fair, then before that
I had to take the tractor out on the heath and both the tow-
ropes broke. )

LAINA: Same here. All this baking’s fair killed me. I've no use
for engagements. But I had to tear myself away to come to
bed, I really did, it’s so light still and a shame to waste time
sleeping. Looks out of the window as she leaves. 1 might just
go back for a bit, the groom’s got his harmonica out and I
like that. Exit dead tired but still dogged.

EVA enters: ] want you to take me to the station.

MATTI: It'll take me five minutes to bring the car round. I'll
wait at the front door.

EVA: Good. I notice you don’t ask me what ’'m going for.

MATTI: I'd say you were thinking of catching the 11.10 to
Helsinki.

EVA: Anyway that doesn’t surprise you, I see.

MATTI: What d’you mean, surprise? It changes nothing and
leads to very little when chauffeurs are surprised. It's seldom
noticed and has no significance.

EVA: I'm going to Brussels for a few weeks to stay with a
girlfriend, and I don’t want to bother my father about it.
You'll have to lend me 200 marks for my ticket. My father
will pay it back as soon as I write.
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MATTIunenthusiastic: I see.

EVA: I hope you aren’t anxious about the money. Even if my
father doesn’t care who 1 get engaged to he wouldn’t
particularly want to be indebted to you.

MATTI cautiously: Suppose I let you have it, ’'m not sure he
would feel all that indebted.

EVAafter apause: Please forgive me for having asked you.

MATTI: I’d have thought your father would care all right if you
go off in the middle of the night just before your engagement
party, when the dinner’s in the oven, so to speak. He may
have said unthinking-like that you could make do with me,
but you mustn’t hold that against him. Your father’s acting
all for your best, Miss Eva. He told me as much. When he’s
pissed — I mean when he’s had a glass or two more than he
should — then he’s not clear what your best is, he just goes
by instinct. But once he’s sobered up he’s a very intelligent
man again and buys you an Attaché who’s value for money,
and you become Ambassadress in Paris or Estonia or
somewhere and can do as you please if you feel like
something on a fine evening, and if you don’t you won’t have
t0.

EVA: S0 now you'resaying I ought to take Mr Silakka?

MATTI: Miss Eva, you’re not in a financial position to upset
your father.

Evar-F-see, you've changed—your-mind;" you're--just=a
weathercock. -

MATTI: That's right. Except that it’s not.fair to talk about
weathercocks; it’s thoughtless. They’re made of iron, solid
as can be, only they haven’t got the firm base would let them
take a proper stand. Me too, I haven’t got the base.

He rubsthumb and forefinger together.

EVA: That_means I'll have to be careful about taking your
advice; if I can’t have honest advice because your base is
lacking. Your beautiful speech about my father having my
best interests at heart boils down to the fact that you don’t
care to risk the money for my ticket.
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MATTI: Andmy jobtoo, it’snot abad one.

EVA: You're quite a materialist, aren’t you, Mr Altonen? Or
as they might say in your world, you know which side your
bread’s buttered. Anyway I've never heard anybody admit
so openly how much he minds about his money and his own
welfare in general. It's not only the rich who spend their time
thinking about money, I see.

MATTI: I'm sorry to have disappointed you. Can’t be helped;
though, since you asked me straight out. If you’'d just given
a hint or two and left it hanging in the air, between the lines,
so to speak, then.we wouldn’t have had to mention money
avall. Tt always strikes a discordant note.

EVAsitting down: ] am not marrying the Attaché,

MATTI: [ been thinking, and it puzzles me why you pick on
him not to get married to. The whole lot of them seem alike
to me, and I’ve had to handle plenty in my time. They been
to posh schools and they don’t throw their boots at you, not
even when they’re drunk, and they're not tght with their
money, specially when it isn’t theirs, and they appreciate
you just the same way they tell one bottle of wine from
another, because they been taught.

EVA:I'mnot having the Attaché. I think I'll have you.

MATTI: How come?

EV A: My father could give us a sawmill.

MATTI: Give you, you mean,

EVA: Us, if we get married.

MATTI: I once worked on an estate in Karelia where the boss
had been a farmhand. The lady of the house used to pack him
off fishing whenever parson called, Other times when there
was company he would sit in the corner by the stove playing
patience by himself; soon as he’d opened the bottles, that is.
The kids were quite big by then. They called him by his
Christian name: ‘Victor, fetch my gumboots, get a move on,
will you? I wouldn’t care for that sort of thing, Miss Eva.

EVA: No, you’d want to be the master. I can picture how you’d
treata woman.
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MATTI: Been thinking about it?

EVA: Of course not. I suppose you imagine P’ve.got nothing
to do-all day but think about you. I don’t know where you
get-such ideas from. Anyway I'm sick of hearing you talk
about nothing but yourself the whole time, and what you’d
care for and what you've heard, and don’t think I don’t see
through all your innocent stories and your impertinences.*I”™
just can’t stand. the sight of .you any longer, and I hate
egoists, I hate them! Exit. Matti once more sits down with bis

paper.

7

‘. -
The confederation of Mr Puntila’s fiancées

Yard at Puntila Hall. It is Sunday morning. On the verandah
Puntila is heard arguing with Eva as he shaves. Church bells
are heard in the distance.

PUNTILA: You'll marry the Attaché and that’s that. I'm not
giving you a penny otherwise. Pm—responsible foi your
future

EVA: The other day you were saying F-shouldn’t marsy.if he’s
-potamman-I should marry the man I love,

PUNTILA: Lsay alovef things when I’'ve had a glass too many.
And-I-doa’tlike your-quibbling-abeut-what-J-say: And let
me catch you with that driver just once more and I'll give you
something to remember. There-eould- easily have been
strangers-around when you came strolling.out of that bath
huttogether:-That would-have made a-fine scandal, He
suddenly looks into the distance and bellows: Wha are the
horses doing on the clover?

VOICE: Stableman’s orders, sir.
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PUNTILA: Get them out of there at once! To Eva: All I have-

t0 do is go-away-for the afternoon, and the whole estate’s in
a_mess. . And why are the horses-oa the clover;-may I ask?
Because the stableman’s having it off with the gardener’s girl.
And why has that fourteen-month heifer been mounted so
young that her growth is stunted ? Because the girl who looks
after the fodder is having it off with my trainee. Of course
that leaves her no time for seeing that the bull doesn’t mount
my heifers, she just lets him loose on whatever he wants.
Disgusting. And.if the gardener’s girl - remind me to'speak
to her — wasn’t always lying around. with the stableman 1
wouldn’t have a mere couple of hundredweight of tomatoes
for sale this year; how can she have a proper feeling for my
tomatoes, they’ve always been 2 small goldmine, I'm not
standing for all this stuff on my estate, it’s ruinous I'm telling
you, and that applies to you and the chauffeur 100, I'm not
having the estate ruined, that’s where I draw the line.

EVA:I'm not ruining the estate,

PUNTILA: I warn you. I won’t stand for scandal. I'fix up a six-
thousand mark wedding for you and do everythinghumanly
possible to have you marry into.the'best circles, it’s costing
me a forest, you realise'what a forest is? and then you start
cheapening*yourself with any Tom, Dick and Harry and
oyeiwathadriver.

Mattibas appeared in the yard below. He listens.

PUNTILA: I didn’t give you that posh education in Brussels so
you could chuck yourself at the chauffeur buc to teach you
to keep your distance from the servants, or-elsethey 'l 'get
above themselvés and beall overyou-Ten pacesdistance and

“po-familiarities, or chaos-sets-m, that’s my inflexible rule.
Exit into the bouse.
The four women from Kurgela appear at the gatewayinto the
yard. They consult, take off their headscarves, put on straw
wreaths and send a representative forward. Sandra the
telephonist enters the yard.
THE TELEPHONIST: Good morning. Can I see Mr Puntila?
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MATTI: I don’t think he’s seeing anyone today. He’s not at his
best.

THE TELEPHONIST: He'll see his fiancée, limagine,

MATTI: Are you and him engaged?

THE TELEPHONIST: In my eyes,

PUNTILA’S VOICE: And I won’t have you using words like
‘love’, ir’s nothing but another way of saying filth and that’s
something I'm not standing for at Puntila’s. The engagement
party’s all fixed, I've had a pig killed, that can’t be undone
now, he’s not going to trot quietly back to his trough again
just to oblige me and go on eating merely because you've
changed your mind, and anyway I've made my arrangements
and wish to be left in peace on my estate and I'm having your
room locked and you can do what you like about it.

Matti has picked up a long-bandled broom and started
sweeping the yard.

THE TELEPHONIST: I seem to know that gentleman'’s voice.

MATTI: Not surprising. It’s your fiancé’s,

THE TELEPHONIST: It is and it isn’t. In Kurgela it sounded
different.

MATTI: In Kurgela, was it? Was that when he went to get the
legat alcohol?

THE TELEPHONIST: Perhaps the reason I don’t recognise it
is that things were different then and there was a face went
with it, friendly-looking; he was sitting in a car and had the
rosy dawn on his face.

MATTI: I know that face and I know that rosy dawn. You’d
better go home,
Sly-Grog Emma enters the yard. She pretends not to know
the telephonist.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Mr Puntila here? I would like to see him
right away.

MATTI: I'm afraid he’s not here. But here’s his fiancée, would
she do instead?

THE TELEPHONIST, acting: Am I mistaken, or is that Emma
Takinainen who purveys sly grog?
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SLY-GROG EMMA: What did you say I purvey? Sly grog? Just
because I have to have a little alcohol when I massage the
policeman’s wife's leg? It’s my alcohol the stationmaster’s
wife chooses to make her famous cherry brandy with, thar’ll
show you how legal it is. And what's that about fiancées?
Switchboard Sandra from Kurgela claiming to be engaged to
my fiancé Mr Puntila, whose residence this is, if I am not
mistaken? That’s a bit much, you old ragbag!

THE TELEPHONIST, beaming: Look what I have here, you
priminive distiller. What's that on my middle finger?

SLY-GROG EMMA: A wart, But what's this on mine? It's me’s
engaged, not you. With alcohol and ring too.

MATTI: Are both you ladies from Kurgela? We seem to have
fhiancées there like other people have mice.

Into the yard come Lisu the milkmaid and Manda the
chemist’s assistant.

MILKMAIDand CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT simultaneously: Does
Mr Puntila live here? )

MATTI: Are you two from Kurgela? If so then he doesn’t live
here, I should know, I'm his driver. Mr Puntila is a different
gentleman with the same name as the one you are no doubt
engaged to.

MILKMAID: But I'm Lisu Jakkara, the gentleman really is
engaged to me, I can prove it. Indicating the telephonist: And
she can prove it too, she’s engaged to him as well.

SLY-GROG EMMA and THE TELEPHONIST simultaneously:
Yes, we can prove it, we’re all of us lawful.

All four laugh a lot.
MATTI: Well, I'm glad you can prove it. To behonest;if there

was only one lawful fiancée [ wouldn’t be alt that interested,
but I know the voice of the masses when I hear it. I propose
a confederation-of Mr Puntila’s fiancées. And that raises the

faseinating question: whatare youupto?”
THE TELEPHONIST: Shall we tell him? We’ve had a personal
invitation from Mr Puntila to come to the great engagement

party.
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MATTI: An invitation like that could easily be like the snows
of yesteryear. The nobs might well treat you like four wild
geese from the marshes who come flying up- after the
shooting party’s gone home.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Oh dear, that doesn’t sound like much of
awelcome.

MATTI: I'm not saying you’re unwelcome., Only that in a sense

you'reabit ahead of yourselves. Fll have to wait for the right

jmoment_to_bring you-on, so-that you’re- welcomed-and
frankly acknowledged for the fiancées youare.

THE CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: All we had in mind was a bit of
alaugh and some slap and tickle at the dance.

MATTI: If we pick a good moment it may be all right. Soon as
Ehmg_s get warmed up they’ll be game for something
imaginative. Then we could wheel on the four fiancées. The
parson will be amazed and the judge will be a changed man
and a happier one when he sees how amazed the parson is,
!)ut order must prevail or Mr Puntila won’t know where he
is when our confederation of fiancées comes marching into
the room with the Tavastland anthem playing and a petticoat
for our flag.

All laugh a lot again.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Do you think there’d be a drop of coffee
to spare and a bit of a dance after?

MATTI: That is a demand which the confederation might get
acknowledged as reasonable in view of the fact that hopes
were aroused and expenses incurred, because I take it you
came by train,

SLY-GROG EMMA: Second class!

Fina the parlourmaid carvies a big pot of butter into the house.

THE MILKMATD: Realbutter!

THE CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: Wewalked straight up from the

~station. I don’t know your nameé, but could you getus a glass
of milk perhaps?

MATTI: A glass of milk? Not before lunch, ir'll spoil your
appetite.
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THE MILKMAILD: You needn’t worry about that.

MATTI:Iv'd help your visitalong better if 1 got your betrothed-
a glass of something stronger than milk. ’

THE MILKMAID: His voice did sound abitdry.

MATT!: Switchboard Sandra, who knows everything and
shares out her knowledge, will understand why I don’t go
and get milk for you but try'to think out a way of getting
some aquavit to him.

THE MILKMAID: s it true that there are ninety cows at
Puntila’s? That's what [ heard.

THETELEPHONIST: Yes, but youdidn’t hear his voice, Lisu.

MATTI: I think you’d be wise to make do with the smell of food
to start with,

The stableman and the cook carry a slaughtered pig into the
house.

THE WOMEN appland by clapping: That ought to go round all
right! Bakeittillit crackles. Don’t forget the marjoram! )

SLY-GROG EMMA: D’you think I could unhook my skirt at
lunch if nobody’slooking? It’s abittight.  ~

THE CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: Mr Puntila would like to look.

THE TELEPHONIST: Notatlunch.

MATTI: You know what kind of lunch it’s to be? You’ll be
sitting cheek by jowl with the judge of the High Court at
Viborg, I'll tell him [be rams the broombandle into the
ground and addresses it] ‘My lord, here are four impecunious
ladies all worried that their case may be rejected. They have
walked great distances on dusty country roads in order to
join their betrothed. For early one morning ten c}ays ago a
fine stout gent in a Studebaker entered the village and
exchanged rings with them and engaged himself to them and
now he seems to be backing out of it. Do your duty,
pronounce your judgement, and watch your step. Because
if you fail to protect them a day may come when there’s no
High Court in Viborg any longer.’

THE TELEPHONIST: Bravo!

MATTI: Then the lawyer will drink your health too. What will
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you tell him, Emma Takinainen?

SLY-GROG EMMA: I'shall tell him I'm glad to have this contact
and would you be so good as to do my tax return for me and
keep the inspectors in line. Useyour gift of the gab.ta.reduce
my husband’s military service, our patch of land-+s 160 much 3
for me and the colonel’s gor-a'down on him. And see that
our storekeeper doesn’t cheat me when he puts my sugar and
paraffin on the slate: ' = A

MATTI: You made good use of that opening. But the tax thing
only applies if you don’t get Mr Puntila. Whoever gets him
can afford to pay tax. Fhen-youll-be drinking-with the
doctor; what'll you say to him?

THE TELEPHONIST: Doctor, I shall say-to him, I’ve those
pains in my back again, but don’t look so sad, grityour teeth,
I'll be paying your bill soon as Y've'married Mr Puntila. And
take your time over me, we’re only on the first course, the
water for the coffee’s not even on yet, and you’re responsible
for the people’s health,

The labourers roll two beer barrels into the house.

SLY-GROG EMMA: That's beer going in.

MATTI: And then you'll be sitting with the parson too. What'll
you say to him?

THE MILKMAID: I shall say from now on I’ll have time to go
to church Sundays any time I feel in the mood.

MATTI: That’s not enough for a lunch-time conversation. e
1 shall add this: “YourReverence;-the sighttoday.of Lisu.the
milkmaid eating off a china plate must give you the greatest
pleasure, for in God’s sight all are equal, so say the

Cscriptures, so why notinthatof MrPuneita? And as the new
lady of the manor she'll be sure that you get a little
something, the usual few bottles of wine for your birthday,
$0 you can go on saying fine things from your pulpit about
the heavenly pastures, now that she no longer has to go out
into the earthly.pasturesto milk the cowy==

In the course of Matti’s big speeches Puntila has come oxt on
to the veranda.
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books say it’s hard work but the work’s worth while; though
not of course who does the work or whose while it is worth.

Did I or didn’t I smell a calf roasting, and wasn’t there some
beer?

PUNTILA: Let me know when you get to the end of your
speech. Who are these people?

THE TELEPHONIST, laughing: Your fiancées, Mr Puntila,
d’you not know them? )

PUNTILA: I don'tknow any of you. She sings:

SLY-GROG EMMA: Of course you know us, look at our rings.

THE CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: Off the curtain-pole at the
chemist’s in Kurgela.

PUNTILA: What d’you want here? Kick up a stink?

MATTL: Mr Puntila, it'mayn’t be the ideal moment, in mid- ) _
morning so to speak, but we were just discussing how we An(.l i help me, girls, don’t leave me sitting in this historic
could contribute to the engagement celebrations at Puntila position.

Hall and we’ve founded a Confederation of Mr Puntila’s PUNTILA: Getoff my land.
b Gancécs. The four women throw their straw wreaths on the ground

PUNTILA: Why nota trade union while you’re about it? and leave the yard. Matti sweegs the straw into a pile.

| _Things like that shoot up like mushrooms when you're '
aroundtheplace-Iknow which paperyouread.

SLY-GROG EMMA: It's just for a bit of a laugh and maybe a cup
of coffee. ‘

PUNTILA: I know those laughs of yours. You’ve come round 8
to blackmail me into giving you something, you scroungers.

SLY-GROG EMMA: No, no, no.

PUNTILA: I’ll give you something to remember me by all right;
thought you’d have a high old time because 1 acted friendly
to you, didn’t you? You’d best clear out before I have the
lot of you thrown off the estate and telephone the police.
You’re the telephonist at Kurgela, aren’t you? I'll ring your
supervisor and see if that’s the sort of laughs they allow in

For the Tavastlander clasps his country to his heart
With its lakes and its trees and the clouds above its hills
From its cool green woods to its humming paper mills.

Tales from Finland

Countryroad. Evening. The four women are walking home.

SLY-GROG EMMA: How’s one to tell what sort of a mood
they’ll be in? When they’ve been on the booze they’re full

the public service, and as for the rest of you I’ll find out who
you are soon enough.

SLY-GROG EMMA: We get it. You know, Mr Puntila, it was
more for old times’ sake. I think I'll just sit down in your
yard so 1 can say ‘I was sitting at Puntila’s once, T was
invited’. She sits on the ground. There, now nobody can say
any different, this is me sitting. I needn’t say it was'on no
chair but the bare soil of Tavastland about which the scheol—

of jokes and pinching your you-know-what, and it’s all you
can do to stop them getting intimate and straight into the old
hay; then five minutes later something’s hit their liver and all
they want is call the police. I think 1 got a nail in my shoe.
THE TELEPHONIST: The sole’s half off.
THE MILKMAID: It wasn’t made for five hours’ walking on a
country road.

SLY-GROG EMMA: I’ve worn it out. Should have lasted
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another year. A stone’s what I need. They all sit down, and
she bangs the nail in ber shoe flat. As I was saying, you never
know where you are with that lot, sometimes they’re one
way, sometimes another till your head spins. The last police
sergeant’s wife used often to send for me to massage her poor
swollen feet in the middle of the night, and every time she
was different according to how she was getting on with her
husband. He was having it off with the maid. Time she gave
me a box of chocolates I knew he’d sent the girl packing, but
a moment later apparently he’d.started seeing her again,
‘cause however hard she tried racking her brains she just
couldn’t remember I'd given her twelve massages that
month, not six. All of asudden her memory had gone.

THE CHEMISTS ASSISTANT: Other times it works out all
right for them. Like Chicago Charlie who made a fortune
over there, then came back to his relatives twenty years later.
They were so poor they used to beg potato peelings from my
mother, and when he arrived they served him roast veal to
sweeten him up. As he scoffed it he told them he’d once lent
his granny fifty marks and it was disturbing to find them so
badly-off they couldn’t even settle their debts.

THE TELEPHONIST: They.know-what they’reuptoall right.
Must be some reason why they get so rich. There was this
landowner our way got one of the tenants to drive him across
the frozen lake in the winter of 1908. They knew there was
a break in the ice, but they didn’t know where, so the tenant
had to walk in front the whole seven miles or so. The boss
got frightened and promised him a horse if they got to the
other side. When they’d got half-way he spoke again and
said, “If you find the way all right and I don’t fall through
I'll see you get a calf.’ Then they saw the lights of some
village and he said, ‘Keep it up and you’ll have earned that
watch.” Fifty yards from the shore he was talking about 2
sack of potatoes, and when they got there he gave him one
mark and said, “Took your time, didn’t you?’ We're too
stupid for their jokes and tricks and we fall for them every
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time. Know why? *Cause they look just the same as our sort,
and that’s what fools us, If they looked like bears or
rattlesnakes people might be more on their guard.

THE CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: Never lark with them and never
accept anything from them.

SLY-GROG EMMA: Never accept anything from them: I like
that, when they’ve got everything and us nothing. Try not
accepting anything from the river when you’re thirsty.

THE CHEMIST'S ASSISTANT: I’ve got a thirst like a horse,
girls.

THE MILKMAID: Me too. At Kausala there was a girl went
with the son of the farm where she worked as a maid. There
was a baby, but when it all came to court in Helsinki he
denied everything so as not to pay maintenance, Her mother
had hired a barrister, and he produced the lettersgh€'fellow
wrote from the army. They spelled it all.outand could have
got him five years for perjury. But'when the judge read out
the first letter, took his‘time over it, he did, she stepped up
and asked for them back, so she got no maintenance. She was
crying buckets, they said, when she came out of court
carrying the letters, and her mother was livid and he laughed
himself sitly, That’s love for you.

THETELEPHONISTrIvwasastupid thing'to do.

SLY-GROG EMMA: But-that kind-of thing-can-be-clever, it all™
depends. There was a fellow up near Viborg wouldn:tdccept
anything from them. He was in the 1918 busiriéss with the
Reds, and at Tammerfors they put hir<ifi a camp for that,
such a young chap, he was so hungry he had to eat grass, not
a thing would they give him to €at. His mother went to visit
him and took some grub along. Fifty miles each way it was.
She lived in a cottage.and the landlord’s wife gave her a fish
to take and a pound of butter. She went on foot except when
a farmcart came along and gave her a lift. She told the farmer:
‘I'm off to visit my son Athi who’s been put in camp with
the Reds at Tammerfors, and the landlord’s wife has given
me-afish for him in the goodness of her heart and this pound
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of butter.’ When the farmer heard this he made her get down
because her son was a Red, but as she passed the women
doing their washing in the river she again said ‘I'm off to
Tammerfors to visit my son who's in the Reds’ camp’there,
and the landlord’s wife in the goodness of her hearthas given
me a fish to take him and this pound of butter.”’And when
she got to the camp at Tammerfors she repeated her story to
the commandant and he let her in though normally it was
forbidden. Qutside the camp the grass was still growing, but
behind the barbed wire there was no green grass left, not a
leaf on any of the trees, they’d eaten the lot. It’s God’s truth,
you know. She hadn’t seen Athi for two years, what with the
civil war and him being in that damp, and he was thin as a
rake. ‘Here you are, Athi, and look, here’s a fish and the
butter the landlord’s wife gave me for you.” Athi said hullo
Mum to her and asked after’her rheumatism and some of the
neighbours, but he wasn’t going to accept the fish and the
butter at any price, he'just got angry and said, ‘Did you
softsoap the landlord’s wife for that stuff? If so you can
bloody well carry i back. I'm not accepting nothing from
that lot.” She wasforced to pack her presents up again, even
though Athi was starving, and she said goodbye and went
back on footsas before except when a cart came along and
gave her a lift. This time she told the farmhand, ‘My boy
Athi’s in prison camp and he refused a fish and some butter
because’I'd softsoaped the landlord’s wife for them and he’s
not accepting nothing from that lot.” She said the same thing
to‘everybody she met, so it made an impression all along the
“wayyand that was fifty.sailes.
THE MILKM#1D:There zve fellows like that Athiof hers.
SLY-GROG EMMA: Not enough.
They get up and walk on in silence.
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9

Puntila betroths his daughter to 2 human being

Dining-room with little tables and a vast sideboard. Parson,
Judge and Lawyer are standing smoking and baving coffee. In
the corner sits Puntila, drinking in silence. Next door there is
dancing to the sound of a gramophone.

THE PARSON: True faith is seldom to be found. Instead we
find doubt and indifference, enough to make one despair of
our people. I keep trying to din it into them that not one
single blackberry would grow but for Him, but they treat the
fruits of nature as entirely natural and gobble them down as
if it was all meant. Part of their lack of faith comes from the
fact that they never go to church, so I am left preaching to
empty pews; as though they lacked transport . .. why,
every milkmaid’s got a bicycle; but it’s also because of their
inborn wickedness. What other explanation is there when I
attend a deathbed as I did last week and speak of all that
awaits a man in the other life, and he comes up with ‘Do you
think this drought’s going to spoil the potatoes?’? When you
hear something like that you have to ask yourself if the whole
thing isn’t just a waste of time,

THE JUDGE: 1 feel for you. It’s no picnic trying to bash a little
culture into these bumpkins.

THE LAWYER: We lawyers don’t have all that easy a time
either. What's always kept us in business has been the small
peasants, those rock-hard characters who’d sooner go on the
parish than forgo their rights. People still get something out
of a quarrel, but they’re hampered by their meanness. Much
as they enjoy insulting each other and stabbing one another
and pulling down each other’s fences, soon as they realise

h hl i
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that lawsuits cost money their ardour quickly cools and
they’ll abandon the most promising case for purely
mercenary reasons.

THE.JUDGE: We-live-ina commercial ‘age. Everything gets
flattened out and the good old institutions disappear. It’s
dreadfully hard not to lose confidence in our people but to
keep on trying to introduce it to a bit of culture:

THE LAWYER: It’s all very well for Puntila,His fields grow of
their own accord, butalawsuit’s a terribly sensitive plant and
by the time it's fully mature your hair will have gone grey.
How often do you feel it’s all over, it can’t last any longer,
there can be no further pleas;'it’s doomed to die young; then
something happens andsthere’s a miraculous recovery. It’s
when it’s in its infancy that a case demands the most careful
treatment, that’sswhen the mortality figures peak. Once it’s
been nursed #P to adolescence it knows its way around and
can manage on its own. A case that has lasted more than four
orfive years has every prospect of reaching a ripe old age.
Butthein-betweentitetivawdoghlife.

Enter the Attaché and the Parson’s Wife.

PARSON'S WIFE: Mr Puntila, you mustn’t neglect your guests;
the Minister’s dancing with Miss Eva at the moment, but he
has been asking for you.

Puntila doesn’t answer.

“rttE-ATTACHE: His Reverence’s wife made a deliciously witty
riposte to my Minister just now. He asked if she appreciated
jazz. [ was“positively on tenterhooks to know how she
would deal with that.one. She thought for a moment, then
she answered well anyway you.can’t dance to a church organ
so it’s all the same to her what instruments you use. The
Minister laughed himself silly at her joke: Eh, Puntila, what
d’you say to that? '

PUNTILA: Nothing, because-I.don’t-criticisesmy-guests. He
beckons to the Judge. Freddie, do you like that face?

THE JUDGE: Which one d'you mean?

PUNTILA: The Attaché’s. Let’s have a straight answer.
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THE JUDGE: Go easy, Puntila, that punch is pretty strong.

THE ATTACHE bumming the tune being played next door and
tapping the time with his feet: Gets into the old legs, eh what?

PUNTILA again beckons to the Judge, who does bis best not to
notice: Fredrik! Tell me the truth: how do you like it? It’s
costing me a forest.
The other gentlemen join in and hum ‘Je cherche aprés
Titine’.

THE ATTACHE unconscious of what is coming: 1 could never
remember poetry even at school, but rhythm is in my blood.

THE LAWYER since Puntila is violently beckoning: It's a bit
warm in here; what about shifting to the drawing-room?
Tries to draw the Attaché away.

THE-ATTACHE:Only the other dayI-menaged-to-remember
a-line; “Yes, we have no-bananas’!-$0.1 have hopes of.my

memary.

PUNTILA: Freddie! Take a good look at it and let’s have your
verdict. Freddie!

THE JUDGE: You know the one about the Jew who left his
coat hanging in the café. The pessimist said ‘He’s bound to
get it back.” Whereas the optimist said “Not a hope in hell
of his getting it back.’

The gentlemen laugh.

THE ATTACHE: And did he getit back?
The gentlemen langh.

THE JUDGE: I don’t think you’ve entirely seen the point.

PUNTILA: Freddie!

THE ATTACHE: You'll have to explain it to me. Surely you got
the answers the wrong way round. It’s the optimist who
ought to be saying ‘He’s bound to get it back.’

THE JUDGE: No, the pessimist. You see, the joke is that the
coatisan old one, and it’s better for him if he loses it.

THE ATTACHE: Oh I see, it’s an old coar? You forgot to
mention that. Hahaha! It's the most capital joke I ever heard.

PUNTILA gets up lowering: The hour has struck. A fellow like
this is more than flesh and blood can bear. Fredrik, you have
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been avoiding my solemn question about having a face like
that in the family, But I am old enough to make up my mind
for myself. A person without a sense of humourisn’t human.
With dignity: Leave my house - yes, it’s you I'm talking to
- stop looking round as if you thought it might be somebody
else.

THE JUDGE: Puntila, you are going too far.

THE ATTACHE: Gentlemen, I would ask you to forget this
incident. You cannot imagine how delicate is the position of
a member of the diplomatic corps. The slightest weakness,
morally speaking, can lead to the refusal of one’s agrément.
In Paris once, up in Montmartre, the mother-in-law of the
Rumanian First Secretary began hitting her lover with an
umbrella and there was an irrevocable scandal.

PUNTILA: A scavenger in tails. A scavenger that gobbles up
forests.

THE ATTACHE, carried away: You see the point: it’s not that
she has a lover, which is normal, nor that she beats him,
which is understandable, but that she does it with an
umbrella, which is vulgar. A question of nuance.

THE LAWYER: Puntila, he’s right, you know. His honour is
very vulnerable. He’s in the diplomatic service.

THE JUDGE: That punchis too strong for you, J ohannes.

PUNTILA: Fredrik, you don’t realise how serious the situation
is.

THE PARSON: Mr Puntila is a livtle over-emotional, Anna,
perhaps you should see what's going on in the drawing-
room.

PUNTILA: There’s no danger of my losing control of myself,
missis. The punch is its usual self and the only thing that’s
too much for me is this gentleman’s face which I find
repugnant for reasons which you can surely understand.

THE ATTACHE: My sense of humour was most flatteringly
alluded to by the Princess Bibesco when she remarked to
Lady Oxford that I laughed at jokes or bons mots before
they’re made;meaning that Pmvery quick=witted.
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PUNTILA: My god, Freddie, his sense of humour!

THE ATTACHE: So long as no names are mentioned it can all
be mended, it’s only when names and insults are mentioned
in the same breath that things are beyond mending,

PUNTILA, with heavy sarcasm: Freddie, what am I to do? I
can’t remember his name; now he’s telling me I'll never be
able to get rid of him. O thank God, it’s just occurred to me
that I read his name on an IOU I had to buy back and that
it’s Eino Silakka; now will he go, do you think?

THE ATTACHE: Gentlemen, a name has now been mentioned.
From now on every word will have to be most meticulously
weighed.

PUNTILA: What can you do? Swddenly shouting: Get out of
here at once and don’t you ever let me catch another glimpse
of you at Puntila Hall! I’m not hitching my daughter to a
scavenger in tails!

THE ATTACHE, tumning to face him: Puntila, you have begun
to be insulting. To throw me out of your house is to cross
that fine boundary beyond which scandal sets in.

PUNTILA+It's too much: My-patience is giving out. I was
going to let you know-ptivately that your face gets on my
nervesand you’d better go, but you force me to make myself

“*“clearandsay ‘You shit, get out?

THE ATTACHE: Puntila, I take that amiss. Good day,
gentlemen. Exit.

PUNTILA: Don’t loiter like that! Let me see you run, I’ll teach
you to give me pert answers!

He hurvies after bim. All but the judge and the parson’s wife
follow.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: There’ll be a scandal.

Enter Eva.

EVA: Whatwrong? What’s all that din out in the yard?

THE PARSON'S WIFE, hurrying to her: My poor child,
something unpleasant has occurred, you must arm yourself
with courage.

EVA: What's occurred?
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THE JUDGE, fetching a glass of sherry: Drink this, Eva. Your
father got outside a whole bowl of punch, then he suddenly
ook exception to Eino’s face and threw him out.

EVA: O dear, this sherry’s corked. What did he say to him?

THE PARSON'S WIFE: Don'tyou feel shaken, Eva?

EVA:Yes, of course.

The parson comes back.

PARSON: Terrible.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: What's terrible? Did - something
happen?

THE PARSON: A terrible scene in the yard. He threw stones
athim,

EVA:Did he hithim?

THE PARSON: I don’t know. Thedawyerquickly g6t between
them. And to think that the Minister’s in the drawing room
next door.

EVA: Then I'm pretty sure he’ll go, Uncle Fredrik. Thank
heaven we got the Minister along. it wouldn’t have been half
the scandal otherwise.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: Eva!

Enter Puntilaand Matti, followed by Laina and Fina.

PUNTILA: [ have just had a profound insight into the depravity
of this world. In I went with the best of intentions and told
them that there’d been a mistake, th? P’d all but betrothed
my only daughter to a scavenger but now I'm quickly
betrothing her to a human being. It has long been my
ambition to betroth my daughter to a first-rate human being,
Marti Altonen, a conscientious chauffeur and a friend of
mine. So you are to drink a toast to the happy couple. Wiz
kind of response do you think I got? The Minister, . whom
I'd taken for an educated man, looked at me like'Something
the cat had brought in and called for his.car. And the others
naturally followed him like sheep.-Sad. 1 felt like a Christian

martyr among the lions and-gave them a piece of my mind.
He cleared off quickly but I managed to catch him by his car,
I’m plesseio-say,.and. told him he’s a shiv 067 T take i
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was voicing the general opinion?

MATTI: Mr Puntila, suppose the two of us went into the
kitchen and discussed the whole thing over a bowl of punch?

PUNTILA: Why the kitchen? We've done nothing yet to
celebrate your engagement, ealy-the-other.one. A bit.ofa
mistake. Put the tables together, you people, make me a
festive board. We’re going to celebrate. Fina, you come and
sit by me. He sits down in the middle of the room while the
others bring the little tables together to make one long table
infront of him, Eva and Mattitogether fetch chairs.

EVA: Don’t-look. at-me-tike -my—father inspecting a smelly

- 3:‘_@’;@{5&}3&@: Not so long ago you were looking at me quite

- differently.

MATTI: Thatwas for show.

EVA: Last night when you wanted %o tike me catching crayfish
on theisland it wasn’t to catch crayfish,

MATTI: That was night-time, and it wasn’t to get married
either.

PUNTILA: Parson, you sit next the maid. Mrs Parson next the
cook. Fredrik, come and sit at a decent table for once. They
all sit down reluctantly. Silence ensues.

THE PARSON'S WIFE, to Laina: Have you started bottling
your this year’s mushrooms yet?

LAINA:Idon’tbottle them, Idry them.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: How do you do thar?

LAINA: I cut them in chunks, string them together with a
needle and thread and hang them in the sun.

PUNTILA: I want 1o say something about my daughter’s
fiancé. Matti, I've had my eye on you and I've got an idea
of your character. To say.nothing of the fact that-there’ve
been no more mechanical breakdowns since you came to
Puntila~Hal: I respect you as a human being. I've not
forgotten that episode this morning. I saw how you looked
as I stood on the balcony like Nero and drove away beloved
guests in my blindness and confusion; I told you about those
attacks of mine. All through tonight’s party, as you may

E & ]
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have noticed - or must-have -guessed i you weren’t there —
I sat quiet and withdrawn, picruring those four women
trudging back to Kurgela on foot after not getting a single
drop of punch, just harsh words. I wouldn’t be surprised if
their faith in Puntila were shaken. I ask you, Matti: can you
forget thar?

MATTI: Mr Puntila, you can treat it as forgotten. But please use
all your authority to tell your daughter that she cannot marry
achauffeur,

THE PARSON: Very true,

EVA: Daddy, Matti and I had a little argument while you were
outside. He doesn’t think you’ll give us a sawmill, and won't
believe I can stand living with him as a simple chauffeur’s
wife.

PUNTILA: What d’you say to that, Freddie?

JUDGE: Don’t ask me, Johannes, and stop looking at me like
the Stag at Bay. Ask Laina.

PUNTILA: Laina, I putit to you, do you think I'm a man who’d
economise on his daughter and think a sawmill and a flour
mill plus a forest too much for her?

LAINA, interrupted in the midst of a whispered conversation
with the parson’s wife about mushrooms, judging from the
gestures: Let me make you some coffee, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: Matti, can you fuck decently?

MATTI: I'm told so.

PUNTILA: That’s nothing. Can you do it indecently? That’s
what counts. ButI don’t expect an answer, | know you never
blow your own trumpet, you don’t like that. But have you
fucked Fina? So I can ask her? No? Extraordinary.

MATTI: Can we change the subject, Mr Puntila?

EVA, baving drunk a bit more, gets to her feet and makes a
speech: Dear Matti, I beseech you make me your wife so I
may have a husband like other girls do, and if you like we
can go straight off to catch crayfish without nets. I don’t
consider myself anything special despite what you think, and
Ican live with you even if we have to go short.
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PUNTILA: Bravo!

EVA: Butif you don’t want to go after crayfish because you feel
it’s too frivolous then I’ll pack a small case and drive off to
your mother’s with you, My father won’t object. . .

PUNTIL Az Quite the contrary, only too delighted.

MATTI likewise stands up and quickly knocks back two glasses:
Miss Eva, I'll join you in any piece of foolishness you like,
but take you to my mother’s, no thanks, the old woman
would have a stroke. Why, there’s hardly so much as a sofa
at her place. Your Reverence, describe Miss Eva a pauper
kitchen with sleeping facilities.

THE PARSON solemnly: Extremely poverty-stricken.

EVA: Why describe it? I shall see for myself.

MATTI: Try asking my old lady where the bathroom is.

EVA:Ishallusethe publicsauna. v -

MATTI: On Mr Puntila’s money? You've got your sights on
that sawmill-owner, but he isn’t materialising, ’cause Mr
Puntila is a sensible person or will be when he comes to first
thing in the morning.

PUNTILA: Say no more, say no more about that Puntila who
is our common enemy; that’s the Puntila who was drowned
in a bowl of punch this evening, the wicked fellow. Look at
me now, I’ve become human, all of you drink too, become
human, never say die!

MATTIL: I'm telling you I just can’t take you to my mother’s,
she’d hammer my ears with her slippers if I brought home
awife like that, if you really want to know.

EVA: Matti, you shouldn’t have said that.

PUNTILA: The girl’s right, you're going too far, Matti. Eva has
her faults and she may finish up a bit on the fat side like her
mother, but not before she’s thirty or thirty-five, ar the
moment f could show her anywhere.

MATTI: I'm not talking about fat, I'm saying she’s hopelessly
unpractical and no kind of wife for a chauffeur.

THE PARSON: L entirely agree.

MATTI: Don’t laugh, Miss Eva. You’d laugh on the other side

I EE—————
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of your face if my mother tested you out. You’d look pretty
silly then.

EVA: Matti, let’s try. You're the chauffeur and I'm your wife;
tell me what I'm supposed to do.

PUNTILA: That’s what I like to hear. Get the sandwiches, Fina,
we’ll have a snug meal while Matti tests Eva till she’s black
and blue all over.

MATTE: You stay there, Fina, we’ve no servants; when
unexpected guests turn up we’ve just got what’s generally in
the larder. Bring on the herring, Eva.

EVA, cheerfully: Iwon't be amoment. Exit.

PUNTILA calls after her: Don’t forget the butter. To Matti: 1
like the way you’re determined to stand on your own feet
and not accept anything from me. Not everyone would do
that,

THE PARSON'S WIiFE to Laina: But I don’t salt my field
mushrooms, I cook them in butter with some lemon,. the
little button ones I mean. I use blewits for botding too.,

LAINA: I don’t count blewits as really delicate mushrooms, but
they don’t taste too bad. The only delicate ones are field
mushrooms and cépes.

EVA, returning with a dish of herring: We’ve no butter in our
kitchen, right?

MATTI: Ah, there he is. I recognise him. He takes the dish. 1
met his brother only yesterday and another relative the day
before; in fact I've been meeting members of his family ever
since I first reached for a plate. How many times a week
would you like to eat herring?

EVA: Three times, Matti, if need be.

LAINA:It'll need be more than that, like it or not.

MATTI: You've a lot to learn still. When my mother was cook
on a farm she used to serve it five times a week, Laina serves
it eight times. He takes a herring and holds it up by the tail:
Welcome, herring, thou filler of the poor! Thou morning,
noon and night fodder, and salty gripe in the guts! Out of
the sea didst thou come, and into the earth shalt thou go. By
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thy power are forests cut down and fields sown, and by thy
power go those machines called farmhands which have not
as yet achieved perpetual motion. © herring, thou dog, but
for thee we might start asking the farmers for pig meat, and
what would come of Finland then?

He puts it back, cuts it up and gives everyone a smallpiece.

PUNTILA: It tastes to me like a delicacy because I eat it so
seldom. That sort of inequality shouldn’t be allowed. Left
to myself I'd put all the income from the estate in a single
fund, and if any of my staff wanted money they could help
themselves, because if it weren't for them there’d be nothing
there. Right?

MATTI: I wouldn’t recommend it. You’d be ruined in a week
and the bank would take over.

PUNTILA: That’s what you say,\but I say different. 'm
practically a communist, and if I were a farmhand I’d make
old Puntila’s life hell for him. Go on with your test, I find
itinteresting.

MATTI: If I start to think what 2 woman has to be able to do
before I can present her to my mother then I think of my
socks. He takes off a shoe and gives his sock to Eva. For
instance, how aboutdarning that?

THE JUDGE: Itis a lot to ask. I said nothing about the herring,
but even Juliet’s love for Romeo would hardly have
weathered such an imposition as darning his socks. Any love
that is capable of so much self-sacrifice could easily become
uncomfortable, for by definition it is too ardent and
therefore liable to make work for the courts.

MATTI: Among the lower orders socks are not mended for love
but for reasons of economy.

THE PARSON: [ doubt if the pious sisters who taught her in
Brussels had quite this sort of thing in mind.

Eva bas returned with needle and thread and starts sewing.

MATTI: If she missed out on her education she’ll have to make
up for it now. 7o Eva: I won’t hold your upbringing against
you so long as you show willing. ¥ou-were-unlucky in-your
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choice of parents and never learned anything that matters.
That herring just now showed what vast gaps there are in
your knowledge. 1 deliberately picked socks because I
wanted to see what sort of scuff you're made of,

FINA:Icould show Miss Eva how.

PUNTILA: Pull yourself together, Eva, you’ve a good brain,
you're not going to get this wrong.

Evareluctantly gives Matti the sock. He lifts it up and inspects
it with a sour smile, for it is hopelessly botched.

FINA: [ couldn’t have done it any better without a darning egg.

PUNTILA: Why didn’t you use one?

MATTI: Ignorance. To the judge, who is laughing: 1t's no
laughing matter, the sock’s ruined. To Eva: If you're dead
set on marrying a chauffeur it’s a tragedy because you’ll have
to cut your coat according to your cloth and you can’t
imagine how little of that there is. But I’ll give you one more
chance to do better.

EVA:Iadmit the sock wasn’t brilliant.

MATTI: 'm the driver on an estate, and you help out with the
washing and keeping the stoves going in winter. I get home
in the evening, how do you receive me?

EVA: Ill be better at that, Matti. Come home.

Matti walks away a few paces and pretends to come in
through a door.

EVA: Matti! She runs up to bim and kisses him.

MATTI: Mistake number one. Intimacies and lovey-dovey
when I come home tired.

He goes to an imaginary tap and washes. Then he puts out
bis band for a towel.

EVA bas started talking away: Poor Matti, you tired? I’ve spent
all day thinking how hard you work, I wish I could do it for
you. Fina hands her a towel, which she disconsolately passes
to Matti,

EVA:I’msorry. [ didn’t realise what you wanted.

Matti gives a disagreeable growl! and sits down at the table,
Then he thrusts bis boot at her. She tries to tug it off.
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PUNTILA has stood up and is following with interest: Pull!

THE PARSON: I would call that a remarkably sound lesson.
You see how unnatural it is.

MATTI: That's something I don’t always do, but today you see
I was driving the tractor and I’m half dead, and that has to
beallowed for. What did you do today?

EVA: Washing, Matti,

MATTI: How many big items did you have to wash?

EVA:Four. Four sheets.

MATTI: Youtell her, Fina.

FINA: You'll have done seventeen at least and two tubs of
coloureds.

MATTI: Did you get your water from the hose, or did you have
to pour it in by the bucket "cause the hose wasn’t working

likeitdoesn’cat Puntila’s? s -
PUNTILA: Give me stick, Matti, I'm no good.
EVA: By the bucket.

MATTI: Your nails [be takes her hand] have got broken
scrubbing the wash or doing the stove. Really you should
always put a bit of grease on them, that’s the way my
mother’s hands got [he demonstrates] swollen and red. I'd
say you're tired, but you’ll have to wash my livery, I'm
afraid. I have to have it clean for tomorrow.

EVA:Yes, Matti,

MATT!: That way it'll be properly dry first thing and you won’t
have to get up to iron it till five-thirty.

Matti gropes for something on the table beside bim.

EVA, alarmed: What's wrong?

MATTI: Paper.

Eva jumps up and pretends to hand Matti a paper. Instead
of taking it he goes on sourly groping around on the table.

FINA: On the table.

Eva finally puts it on the table, but she still has not pulled the
second boot off, and be bangs it impatiently. She sits down
on the floor once again to deal with it. Once she has got it off
he stands up, relieved, snorts and combs bis bair.
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EVA: I’ve been embroidering my apron, that’ll add a touch of
colour, don’t you think? You can add touches of colour all
over the place if only you know how. Do you like it, Matti?
Matti, disturbed in his reading, lowers the paper exhaustedly
and gives Eva a pained look. She is startled into silence.

FINA: No talking while he’s reading the paper.

MATTI, getting #p: You see?

PUNTILA: I'm disappointed in you, Eva.

MATTI, almost sympathetically: Failure all along the line.
Wanting to eat herring only three times a week, no egg for
darning the sock, then the lack of finer feelings when I arrive
home late, not shutting up for instance. And when they call
me up at night to fetch the old man from the station; how
about that?

EVA: Ha, just let me show you. She pretends to go to a window
and shouts very rapidly: What, in the middlé of the night?
When my husband’s just got home and needs his sleep? I
never heard anything like it. If he’s drunk let him sleep it off
in a ditch. Sooner than let my husband go out I’ll pinch his
trousers.

PUNTILA: That's good, you must allow her that.

EVA: Drumming folk up when they should be asleep. Asif they
didn’t get buggered about enough by day. Why, my husband
gets home and falls into bed half dead. I'm giving notice.
That better?

MATTI, laughing: Eva, that’s first rate. I'll get the sack of
course, but do that act in front of my mother and you’ll win
her heart. Playfully be slaps Eva on the bottom.

EVA, speechless, then furious: Stop that at once!

MATTI: What's the matter?

EVA:How dare you hitme there?

THE JUDGE has stood up, touches Eva on the shoulder: I'm
afraid you failed your test after all, Eva.

PUNTILA: What on earth’s wrong with you?

MATTI: Are you offended? I shouldn’t have slapped you, that
it? .
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EVA, able to laugh once more: Daddy, I doubtif it would work.

THE PARSON: That’s the way itis.

PUNTILA: What d’you mean, you doubt?

£VA: And I now see my education was all wrong. I think I’ll
gO upstairs.

PUNTILA:Ishall assert myself. Sit down atonce, Eva.

EVA: Daddy, I'd better go, I'm sorry, but your engagement
party’s off, good night. Exit.

PUNTILA:Eva!

Parson and judge likewise begin to leave. But the parson’s
wife is still talking to Laina about mushrooms.

THE PARSON'S WIFE, with enthusiasm: You've almost
converted me, but bottling them is what I'm used to, I know
where I am. ButIshall peel them beforehand.

LAINA: Youdon’t have to, you jugt need to clean off the dirt.

THE PARSON: Comealong, Anna, it’s getting late.

PUNTILA: Eva! Matti, I'm writing her off. I fix her up with a
husband, a marvellous human being, and make her so happy
she’ll get up every morning singing like a lark; and she’s too
grand for that, and has doubts. I disown her. Hurries to the
door. 'm cutting you out of my will! Pack up your rags and
get out of my house! Don’t-thiak-I-didn’t-see-you-were-all
set to take the Attaché just because I-told you-to; you
spineless dummy! You’re no longer any daughter of mine.

THE PARSON: Mr Puntila, you are not in command of
yourself.

PUNTILA: Let me alone, go and preach that stuff in your
church, there’s nobody to listen there anyway.

THE PARSON: Mr Puntila, I wish you good night.

PUNTILA: Yes;off yougo;-leaving behind you afather bowed

—down-with-sorrow: How the hell did I come to have a
daughter like that, fancy catching her sodomising with a
scavenging diplomat. Any milkmaid could tell her why the
Lord God made her a bottom in the sweat of his brow, That
she might lie with a man and slaver for him every time she
catches sight of one. To the judge: And you too, holding
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your tongue instead of helping to expel her evil spirit. You’d
better get out.

THE JUDGE: That’s enough, Puntila, just you leave me be. I'm
washing my hands in innocence. Exit smiling.

PUNTILA: You've been doing just that for the past thirty years,
by now you must have washed them away. Fredrik, you
used to have peasant’s hands-before you became a judge-and
took to-washing themrininnocence.

THE PARSON, trying to disengage his wife from ber con-
versation with Laina: Anna, it’s time we went.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: No, I never soak them in cold water
and, you know, 1 don’t cook the stalks. How long do you
give them?

LAINA: I bring them to the boil once, that’s all.

THE PARSON:I'm waiting, Anna.

THE PARSON'S WIFE: Coming. I let them cook tén minutes.
The parson goes out shrugging his shoulders.

PUNTILA, at the table once more: They’re-morhumman beings.
Ican’tlook on themras humran. e

MATTI: Come to think of it, they are;though. 1knew a doctor
once would see.-a-peasant beating his horse and say ‘He’s
treating it like a human being’. ‘Like an animal’ would have
gisien the wrong impression,

PUNTILA: Thatis a profound truth, I'd like to have had a drink
on that, Have another half glass. I really appreciated your
way of testing her, Matti.

MATTI: Sorry to have tickled up your daughter’s backside, Mr
Puntila, it wasn’t part of the test, more meant as a kind of
encouragement, but it only showed the gulf between us as
you’ll have seen.

PUNTILA: Matti, there’s nothing to be sorry about. I've no
daughter now.

MATTI: Don’t be so unforgiving. To Laina and the parson’s
wife: Well, anyway I hope you got the mushroom question
settled?

Sceneg 79

THE PARSON'S WIFE: Then you add your salt right at the
start?

LAINA: Rightat the start. Exeunt both.

PUNTILA: Listen, the hands are stil down at the dancing.
From the direction of the lake Red Surkkala is heard singing.

A countess there lived in the northern countree
Andlovely and fair she was.

‘Oh forester, see how my garter is loose

Itis loose, itis loose.

Bend down yourself and tie it for me,’

‘My lady, my lady, don’t look at me so.

I'work here because I must eat.

Your breasts they are white but the axe-edge is cold
Itis cold, it is cold.

Death is bitter, though loving is sweet.’

The forester fled that very same night,

He rode till he came to the sea.

‘Oh boatman, oh take me away in your boat
In your boat, in your boat.

Take me away far over the sea.’

A lady fox loved a rooster one day.

‘Oh handsome, I must be your bride!’

The evening was pleasant, but then came the dawn
Came the dawn, came the dawn.

All of his feathers were spread far and wide.

PUNTILA: That’s meant for me. Songs like that cut me o the
quick. Meanwhile Marss has put bis arm around Fina and gone
dancing off with ber.

| | |
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10

Nocturne
In the yard. Night. Puntila and Matti making water.

PUNTILA: I could never live in a town. Because I like going
straight out and pissing in the open, under the stars, it’s the
only way I get anything out of it. They say it’s primitive in
the country, but I call it primitive when you do it into one
of those porcelain affairs,

MATTI: I know. You want to keep the sporting element.

Pause, )

PUNTILA: I hate it when a fellow can’t get any fun out of life.
That’s what I look for in my men, a sense of fun. When I
see someone loafing around with a long face I want to get rid
of him,

MATTI: I see your point. I can’t think why all those people on
the estate look so wretched, all skin and bone and chalky
white faces and twenty years older than they should be, I bet
they're doing it to tease you, else they’d have the decency not
to show themselves around the yard when you got visitors.

PUNTILA: Asif anyone went hungry at Puntila’s,

MATTI: Even if they did. They ought to be used to hunger in
Finland by now. They won’t learn, they just aren’t prepared
to try. 1918 polished off 80,000 of them, and that made it
peaceful as paradise. Because there were so many less mouths
to feed.

PUNTIL A: That sort of thing shouldn’t be necessary.
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11

Puntila Esquire and his man Matti climb Mount Hatelma

Library at Puntila’s. Groaning and with his head wrapped in
a wet towel, Puntila is examining accounts. Laina the cook
stands beside him with a basin and a second towel.

PUNTILA: H-{-hear-of the-Attaché-having-any-more. of.those
half-hour phone calls to Helsinki I shall call the engagement
off. I don’t so much mind it costing me a forest,-but petty
thieving makes me throw up. And what are all those blots
over the figures in the egg book: am I to keep an eye on the
herstoo?

FINA, entering: His Reverence and the secretary of the milk
co-operative would like a word with you.

PUNTILA: I don’t want to see them. My head’s bursting, I
think I’m getting pneumonia. Show them in.

Enterthe parson and the lawyer. Fina makes a rapid exit.

THE PARSON: Good morning, Mr Puntila, I trust that you had
a restful night, I.chanced-to.rua-into-the secretary-and we
shought we might drop into seehow youwere.

THE LAWYER: A night of misunderstandings, so to speak.

PUNTILA: I spoke to Eino on the telephone, if that’s what you
mean; he has apologised and that’s that.

THE LAWYER: Puntila, my dear fellow, there is a further point
which you should perhaps consider. In-9o-far—as-the
misunderstandings that occurred at Puntila Hall concern
your family life and your relationship with members of the
government they are wholly your own affair. Unfortunately
thatisnotall.

PUNTILA: Don’t-beat-about-the.bush, Pekka.-Any-damage
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that'sbeen done; I'll pay.

THE PARSON: Unhappily there are some kinds-of damage
which cannot be repaired by money, my dear Mr Puntila; To
put it bluntly, we’ve come to you in the friendliest spirit to
discuss the Surkkala problem.

PUNTILA: Whatabout Surkkala?

THE PARSON: We understood you to say the other day that
you wanted to dismiss the man because, as you yourself put
it, he was an undesirable influence in the community.

PUNTILA: I said I was going to chuck him out.

THE PARSON: Yesterday was quarter-day, Mr Puntila, but
Surkkala cannot have been given notice or Tehiould trothave
seenhiseldest deughterin-ehusch.

PUNTILA: What, not given notice? Laina! Surkkala wasn't
given notice.

LAINA:No.: E

PUNTILA: Why not?

EVA: You met him at the hiring fair and brought him back in
the Studebaker and instead of giving him notice you gave him
aten-mark note.

PUNTILA: How dare he take ten marks from me when I’d told
him more than once he’d have to be out by next quarter-day?
Fina! Enter Fina. Get me Surkkala right away. Exit Fina. I've
got this terrible headache,

THE LAWYER: Coffee.

PUNTILA: That’s it, Pekka, I must have been drunk. I'm
always doing that sort of thing when I've had one too many.
Icould kick myself. That fellow ought to be in prison, taking
an unfair advantage.

THE PARSON: Mr Puntila, that-wihbe-tt;1.am suse. We all

_~-know-yeur.heart is in-the-right place. It could only have
happened when you were under the influence of drink.

PUNTILA: How appalling. Jn despasr: What am I to say to the
National Militia? My honour is at stake. Once this gets

around I'll be blacklisted. 'I}iey%step.hu;cing_mym&?‘ft‘r-

all Matti’s fault, my driver, he sat next to him, I can see the

Scene 11 83

whole thing. He knows I can’t bear Surkkala, and allowed
me to give him ten marks all the same.

THE PARSON: Mr Puntila, there’s no need for you to take this
affair too tragically. Such things happen, you know.

PUNTILA: Don’t tell me they happen. They'd better stop
happening, or Pget-mys : t
drinkall my milk myself; Pll be ruined. Pekka, don’tjustsit
there;--do—something;—you® I'll make a
donation to the National Militia. It’s the drink, that’s all.
Laina, it doesn’t agree with me.

THE LAWYER: You'll pay him off then. He must go, he’s
infecting the atmosphere,

THE PARSON: I think we should leave now, Mr Puntila. No
damage is beyond repair so long as one’s intentions are good.
Good intentions are everything, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA shakes his hand: Thank you very much.

THE PARSON: Nothing to thank us for, we’re merely doing
our duty, Let’s do it quickly,

THE LAWYER: And while you’re about it it might be a good
idea to find out about the past history of that chauffeur of
yours, who makes no very good impression on me either.
Exeunt parson and lawyer.

PUNTILA: Laina, from now on no drop of alcohol shall pass
my lips, no, not one. I thought about it this morning when
I'woke up. It’s a curse. I decided to go to the cowshed and
make a resolution. I am very fond of my cows. Whatever I
resolve in my cowshed stands. Grandly: Fetch the bottles
out of my stamp cupboard, all of them, and all the alcohol
left in the house, I shall destroy it here and now by smashing
every single bottle. Never mind how much they cost, Laina,

__thinkof theestate, .

LAINA: Right, Mr Puntila. But are you absolutely sure?

PUNTILA: That's disgraceful about Surkkala, my not evicting
him, it’s a frightful lesson to me. Tell Altonen too I want him
right away. That fellow’s my evil genius.

LAINA: Dear oh dear, they packed everything up once and
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now they unpacked it again.
Laina burries off. Enter Surkkala and bis children.

PUNTILA: I said nothing about bringing your brats, You’re the
one I haveto settle with.

SURKKALA: That’s what I thought, Mr Puntila, that’s why I
brought them along, they can listen, it won’t do them no
harm. . b
Pause. Enter Matti...~."

MATTI: Good moming, Mr Puntila, how’s the headache?

PUNTILA: Here the bastard comes. What’s-this-I-hear-about
you,-up-to-all-kinds of tricks behind my back? Didn’t I warn
you only yesterday I'd sling you out without a reference?

MATTI: Yes, MrPuntila,

PUNTILA: Shut up, I'm sick of your insolence and smart
answers, My friends have been telling me all about you.
How much did Surkkala pay you? *

: ¢ : i ; uhtila.
rFsying to deny that you and Surkkala are as thick
as thieves, are you? Red yourself, managed to stop

me-gettmg it of Rim justinsine, ditrieyeu?

MATTI: Excuse me, Mr Puntila, I was simply carrying out your
orders.

PUNTILA: You must have realised those orders were without
rhyme or reason.

MATTI: Excuse me, but orders aren’t as easily distinguished as
youmight like. If I stuck to obeying the ones that made sense
you’d sack me foridling.

PUNTILA: Don’t put words in my mouth, you crook, you
know perfectly well I won’t stand for elements like that on

my farm, agitatimg-till-my—men.refuse-to-go-out-on-the-

heathland without an egg for theif breakfast, you bolshevik.
In my case it’s coholic fuddle stops me giving him
notice b right date so that I have to pay three months’
510 be rid-othim; but with you it’s platited:

Laina and Fina keep bringing in bottles.
PUNTILA: This time it's serious, Laina. You-camrseeitisn’tjust
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a-promise-but-Frealty-am-destroying all-the-alcohol.-I-never

w i id;-so |
always-had-alechol-at -hand when the weakness came over
me.. Thar was the root-of-all evil--I once read that the first
step to temperance was not to buy alcohol. Too few people
are aware of that. Once it’s there, though, it must at least be
destroyed. To Matti: As for you, I've a purpose in letting
you watch, there’s nothing could give you such a fright.

MATTI: That's right, Mr Puntila, Shall I take the bottles out
into the yard and smash them for you?

PUNTILA: No, I'll do it myself, you swindler, just the job
that’d be for you, eh, destroying this lovely liquor [be bolds
up a bottle to inspect it] by drinking the lot.

LAINA: Don’t spend too long looking at that bottle, Mr
Puntila, chuck it out of the window. =

PUNTILA: Perfectly right. To Matti, coldly: You’ll never get
me to drink liquor again, you filthy fellow. All you care
about is to have folk wallowing round you like pigs. True
love of your work is something you just don’t know, you’d
never stir a finger if you didn’t have to keep yourself from
starving, you parasite. Making up to me, eh? Spending night
after night telling me dirty stories, then leading me to insult
my guests ‘cause all you care about is seeing everything
dragged into the mire you came from. You're a case for the
police, you told me yourself why you were always getting
dismissed, and didn’t I catch you agitating among those
females from Kurgela, a rabble rouser, that’s you. He starts
absent-mindedly pouring from the bottle into a glass which
bis servant Matti bas just thoughtfully brought him. Your
attitude to me is one of hatred, and you hope I'll fall for your
“That’s right, Mr Puntila’ every time.

LAINA: MrPuntila!

PUNTILA: Don’t bother me, there’s nothing for you to worry
about. I'm only checking up to see if the shop swindled me
and to commemorate my inflexible resolve. To Matti: But I
saw through you from the start and was only watching for
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“make my first sip a very-small ones-s0. I can spit-it-out if
anything’s wrong, if it weren't for being 56 tareful I'd drink
the-mostunspeakableverap.-For goodness” sake take a boitlz,

you to give yourself away, that’s why I got drunk with you
but you didn’t notice. He continues to drink. You thought

you could lure me into a life of excess and make whoopee ~ Matti, I propose to commemioraté thie resolutions Ive made;; ’/

with me just sitting alongside you and boozing, but that’s . Q because they are inflexible; which-is a calamity all the samé.~ -
7 GBI 4 T

where you made a mistake, my friends have put the finger | Here’s to you, Surkkala, =S -

on you.for me and very grateful to them I am, I drink this
glass to their healths. I'm appalled when Flook-back-artha
life we led, those three days in the Park Hotel, then the trip

. to find legalised aleohol-and thwse dames from Kurgela, what
a-tife-without—rhyme_or_reason, when I think of that
milkmaid at dawn trying to take advantage of the fact that
I"d had a couple and she’d got big knockers, Lisu I believe
she’s called. You were always along of course, you rogue,
all the same you must admit those were good times, but I'm
not giving you my daughter, you swine, but you aren’t a
shit, I'll say that for you. :

LAINA: MrPuntila, you’re drinking again!

PUNTILA: Me drinking? Is that what you call drinking? A
bottle or two? He reaches for the second bottle. Destroy-it

{he hands ber the empty one] smash it, I never want to-see
it again, you heard what-Isai : ike -
Qur.Lord looking at-Bes ’t abide people who-split
hairs. Indicating . Mattii-That- {€eps dragging me
dowrr, but you lot want me to rot away here till I'm so bored

I start bitingmy toenails. What sort of a life am I leading

here? Nothing but having to.nag people and tot up the cattle
feed fter (Eﬁo‘f‘.&,—;mrpygn’n s1y
Laina and Fina leave, shaking their heads. i

PUNTILA, gazing after them: I?e&t-y:-—No*'ipfagi-n'arﬁm. To
Surkkala’s children: Rob, steal, become Reds, but don’t
grow up to be pygmies, that’s Puntila’s advice to you. To
Surkkala: Sorry if I'm meddling in your children’s
education. To Matti: Open that bottle.

MATTI: T hope the punch is all right-and not-peppery like the
other day. Uskala needs careful handling, Mr Puntila:

PUNTILA: I kitow,-and careful is.my middle name; I always

MATTT: Does that mean they can stay, Mr Puntila?

aroundetaying is no use to Surkkala; Pumila-Hall-isteo

PUNTILA: Need we discuss thatnow, when there’s no one dst://( , /
[

small for him; he doesn’t like it here and who can blame him?

~~In his shoes I'd feel exactly the same. I'd look on Piiniila as.

nothing but a capitalist, and you know what I'd do to him? '
Shove him down a salt mine, that’s what I'dike to do, show

himwhat work reallyis, the old fraud. Am I right; Suskkala?
No need to be polite. -

SURKKALA'S ELDEST GIRL: But we want to stay, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: No, no, Surkkala’s going and wild horses couldn’t
stop him. He goes to his desk, unlocks it, takes money from
the cashbox and hands it to Surkkala. Less ten. To the
children: Always be glad you have a father like that, who'll
go to the limit for his convictions. You're his-eldest; Hella,
you must be a support to him.- And-now-it’s-time to-say
farewell.

He offers bis hand to Surkkala. Surkkala does not take it.
SURKKALA: Come along, Hella, we'll get packed. Now you
children have heard all there is to hear at Puntila’s, let’s go.

Exit with his children.

PUNTILA, painfully moved: My hand’s not good enough for
him. Didn’t you'sée me waiting for him tamake a gesture
as we said goodbye, for some kind of word on his side? It

Jngver-came. The farm means nothing to him. Rootless.
Doesn’t know the meaning of home. That’s why I let him
go, like he insisted. A painful episode. He drinks. You and
me, Matti, we're not that sort. You are a friend and support
on my arduous path. Just looking at you gives me a thirst.
HowmuchdoIpayyou?

*

4

|

sk
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MATTI: Three hundred a month, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: I'm putting you up to three hundred and fifty.
Because I'm particularly pleased with you. Dreamily: Matti,
one of these days I'd like to take you to climb Mount
Hatelma, where there’s that famous view, so I can show you
what a splendid country you live in, you'll kick yourself for
not realising it earlier. Shall we climb Mount Hatelma,
Matti? It’s not all that impossible, Id say. We could do it in
spirit. Given a chair or two we could.

MATTI: I'll do whatever you fancy, any day of the week.

PUNTILA: I wonder if you have the imagination?

Mattiis silent.

PUNTILA bursts out: Make me a mountain, Matti! Spare no
effort, leave no stone unturned, take the biggest rocks or ir’ll
never be Mount Hatelma and we shan’t have any view.

MATT1: Everything shall be done as you wish, Mt Puntila. And

I realise an eight-hour day's out of the question if you want
amountain in the middle of the valley.
Matti kicks a valuable grandfather clock and a massive gun
locker to pieces, using the wreckage together with a number
of chairs to build Mount Hatelma in a fury on top of the big
billiard table.

PUNTILA: Take that chair there! You won’t get a proper
Mount Hatelma unless you follow my directions, because I
know what's necessary and what isn’t and I have the
responsibility. Yoy might easity make 2 mountain that
doesn’t pay, in othéy words provides no view for me and
gives me no pleasure,\pecause you see all you’re interested
in is having-enough wokk, it’s I who have to give it a useful
objective. And now I neéy a path up the mountain, and one
that allows me to drag sixteen stone up in comfort.
Without a path I'd say stuff %our mountain, so you see you
don’treally think. I know howo motivate people, I wonder

MATTI: There you are, mountain’s ready, you can climb up it

now. lesafmouitain complete with path,~not.one of these—~—

Scene 11 Bg

half-fint i created in such 4 hurry*cause he
only h;;%mg whole
horde of servantsfor-yeu-te-tackle-things with, M Putitila.

PUNTILA starts to climb up it: I shall break my neck.

MATTI, gripping him: That's something you can do on level
ground if I don’t prop you.

PUNTILA: It's why I'm taking you, Matti. Else you’d never see
the lovely country which bore you and without which you’d
be crap, so be grateful toiit,

MATTI: I’'m grateful to it unto death, but I'm not sure that’s
enough, because the ‘Helsinki Sanomat’ says you have to be
grateful beyond death too.

BUNTILA: First come fields and meadows, then the forest,
With its fir trees that can survive among rocks and live on
nothing, you’d be amazed howittle they need to get by.

MATTI: The ideal servants, so to speak.

PUNTILA: We're climbing, Matti; Excelsior! Leaving behind
us buildings and structures put up by human hands we enter
the pure realm of nature, which adopts a more austere
countenance. Shake off all your petty cares and abandon
yourself to the mighty sensation, Matti!

MATTI: 'mdoing the best I can, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: Oh thou blessed Tavastland! One more pull at the
bottle, that we may see the full extent of thy beauty!

MATTI: Half a mo while I dash back down the mountain and
fetch up the plonk.

He climbs down, then up again.

PUNTILA: I wonder if you can see the whole beauty of this
country. Are you a Tavastlander?

MATTI: Yes.

PUNTILA: Then let me ask you: where else is there a sky like
the sky above the Tavast country? They say there are places
where it is bluer, but the moving clouds are more delicate
here, the Finnish winds are kindlier, and [ wouldn’t want a
different blue even if I could have it. And when the wild~
swans take off with-that rushing sound from the marshy
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lakes, is.that nothing? Don’t"you listen to-what they-say
about other places, Matti, they’re having you on, just stick
to Tavastland, that’s my advice, P

MATTI: Yes, Mr Puntila.

PUNTILA: The lakes, for instance! Never mind _r.lﬁorests, 50
far as I am concerned, mine are over that way, I'm having
the one on the point cut down; just take the lakes, Matui, just
take one or two of them, forget the fish they’re so full of,
just take the way the lakes look ifi the morning and it's
enough to stop you ever wanting to leave or you’d waste
away in foreign parts and die of homesickness; and we’ve got
eight thousand of them in Finiland.

MATTI: Right, P'll just take the way they look.

PUNTILA: See that little tug with a bow like 2 bulldog, and the
tree trunks in the morning light? The way they swim along
in the tepid water,/beautifully bundled and stripped, a small
fortune. I can smiell fresh timber ten miles off, can you? And
talking of the smells we have in the Tavast country, that’s a
chapter on its own, the berries for instance. After it has
rained. And the birch trees, when you come out of the sauna
and get-whipped with a stout bush, and even in bed next
morning, how they smell! Where else do you find thar?
Where on earth is there such a view?

MATTL: Nowhere, Mr Puntla.

PUNTILA: Ilike it best when it goes all hazy, like those instants
in love when you close your eyes and there’s a haze round
everything. Though I don’t think you get that kind of love
outside Tavastland either,

MATTI: Where ] was born we used to have caves with rocks
outside them round as cannon balls polished all over.

PUNTILA: I bet you used to creep inside? Instead of minding
the cows? m)jl can sce some. They’re swimming across the

lake. UA

MATTI: I see them: Mustbe at least fifty head.
PUNTILA: At least sixty. There goes the train. If I listen
carefully I can hear the milk churns rattling.
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MATTI: If you listen really carefully.

PUNTILA: And I haven’t shown you Tavasthus yet, the old
place, we’ve got cities too, I can pick out the Park Hotel,
they keep a decent wine there, I can recommend it. We'll
pass over the castle, they’ve turned it into a women’s prison
for politicals, what business have they got meddling in
politics anyway, but the steam mills make a nice picture at
this range, they brighten up the landscape. And now what
do you see to the left?

MATTI: Well, whatdo I see?

PUNTILA: Eh, fields! You see fields as far as the eye can reach,
Puntila’s are among them, particularly the heath, the soil’s
so rich there I can milk the cows three times a day once I’ve
let them into the clover, and the wheat grows up to your chin
and twice a year at that. Join in gow!

And the waves on the beautiful Roina
Are kissing the milky-white sand.

Enter Finaand Laina.
FINA: Lawks!
LAINA: They’ve smashed up the whole library.
MATTI: We're just standing on top of Mount Hatelma enjoying
the panorama.
PUNTILA: Join in! Where’s your feeling for your country?
ALLexcept Matti:

And the waves on the beautiful Roina
Are kissing the milky-white sand.

PUNTILA: O Tavastland, blessed art thou! With thy sky, thy
lakes, thy people and thy forests! To Matti: Tell me that your
heart swells at the sight of itall.

MATTI: My heart swells at the sight of your. forests, Mr
Puntila.
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12

Matti turns his back on Puntila

The yard at Puntila’s. It is early morning. Matti comes out of
the bouse with a suitcase. Laina follows with a packed lunch.

LAINA: Here, take your lunch, Matti. I can’t think why you’re
going. Why not wait anyway till Mr Puntila’s up?

MATTI: I'd sooner not risk having him wake. He was that
pissed last night he was promising me in the early hours to
make over half his forest to me, and in front of witnesses too.
When he hears that he’ll send for the police.

LAINA: Butif youleave without a reference you’ll be ruined.

MATTI: What's the good of a reference if he’s either going to
write that I'm a Red or that I'm a human being? Neither will
get meajob.

LAINA: He won’t be able to manage without you now he’s so
used to you.

MATTI: He'll have to soldier on afone, I've had enough. I can’t
take his familiarities after that business with Surkkala.
Thanks for the lunch and goodbye, Laina.

LAINA, sniffing: Havea good trip. Goes in quickly.

MATTI, after walking a few paces:

The hour for taking leave has struck

So, Puntila, I wish you luck,

I've met them worse than you and twice as tough
You’re half-way human when you’ve drunk enough.
But matiness dissolves in boozer’s gloom

It’s back to normal and the old “Who whom?’
Andifit’s sad to find out in the end
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That oil and water cannot ever blend

Let’s waste no tears, there’s nothing we cando:
It’s time your servants turned their backs on you.
They’ll find they have a master really cares

Once they’re the masters of their own affairs.

He walks rapidly away.
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The Puntila Song

1

Old Puntila went on a three-day blind
In a Tavasthus hotel.

He left an enormous tip behind

But the waiter said “Go to hell?

Oh, waiter, how can you insult him so
When life’s so gay and sweet?

The waiter replied, ‘How am I to know?
I've been far too long on my feer.’

2

The landowner’s daughter, EvaP.

A novel once did read.

She marked the place whereit told her she
Belonged to a higher breed.

She turned to the chauffeur all the same
And gave his clothes a stare: .

‘Come sport with me, Mr What's-his-name
I'm told there's a man in there.’

3 ’

Old Puntila met an early bird

As he strolled in the morning dew:

*O milkmaid with the milk-white breasts

Where are you going to?

You’re going off to milk my cows

Before cockcrow, I see.

But the best thing for you now you’ve been roused
Is to come back to bed with me.”
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4

The bath hut on the Puntila farm

Is the place for a bit of fun

Where a servant may go to take a bath
While the mistress is having one.

Old Puniila said, ‘I'm giving my child
To be a diplomatist’s wife.

He won’t mind her being a bit defiled

IfIll sectle his debts for ife.’

5

Thelandowner’s daughter wandered in
To the kitchen at half-past nine:

‘O chauffeur, Ifind you so masculine
Come bring your fishing line.”

‘Yes, miss,’ the chauffeur replies 1o her, -
‘I can se¢ you are ripe for bed.

But can’tyou see that I prefer

To read my paper instead?’

6

The league of Puntila’s would-be brides
Arrived for the nuptial feast,

Old Puntila swore he would have their hides
And roared like a wounded beast.

But when did a sheep get a woollen shirt
Since shearing first began?

‘Pllsleep with you, yes, butyou’re only dirt
Inthe house of a gentleman.’

7

The women from Kurgela jeered, itis said

When they saw how they’d been foiled

But their shoes and stockings were torn to a shred
And their Sunday was totally spoiled,

And any woman who still believes

That a rich man will honour her claim

Willbe lucky to lose no more than her shoes

But she’s only herself to blame.
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8

Old Puntla thumped on the table, piled
With glorious wedding cake:

‘How could I cver betroth my child

To this slab of frozen hake?’

He wanted his servant to have her instead
But the servant first wanted to try her
And finally said, ‘I'm not having her.

She has none of what I require.’

Notes on the music

The Ballad of the Forester and the Countess was written to the tune
of an old Scottish ballad, the Plum Song to a folk tune.

The Puntila Song bas been composed by Paul Dessau. During scene
changes the actress playing Laina the cook comes before the curtain
with a gwitarist and an accordion player, and sings the verse
corresponding to the scene just performed. Meanwhile she does various
jobs in preparation for the great engagement party, such as sweeping
the floor, dusting, kneading dough, beating egg whites, greasing cake
tins, polishing glasses, grinding coffee and drying plates.

Editorial note

Breche’s song provides no verses for scenes 4, 10, 11 nor (more
understandably) 12. In case these scenes are played, the following
verses in similar style and metre might serve the same function.

3a

He drove to the fair to hire some men

And quell his raging thirst

But he thoughtita terrible insult when

A neighbour approached them first.

Old Puntila gave them his word and his hand
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Till his servant said, ‘All very fine

But they won’t come unless they kn
. cy know whereth
You must sign on the dotted line.’ ere they stand.,

9

The stars in the Finnish summer night
An:j a vision not to miss

And Puntila felt they were never so bri
Aswhen hewas hav)irng apiss, bright
‘I detest black looks,” he said to his mate.
‘They stab me like a knife,

‘Why can’t my men appreciate

‘The joys of an outdoor life?’

10
Old Puntila stood on a lofty pesk -
To view the country round
And said, “This landscape is unique
'&he e::;omy oo is sound.

¢ need to exploit our resources, my fri
And a thousand flowers will bloom.y friend
Buthis servant replied, "Won’t a lot depend
On who is exploiting whom?’




Texts by Brecht

A NOTE OF 1940

The reader and, more important, the actor may be inclined to skim
over passages such as the short dialogue between judge and lawyer
{about the Finnish summer) in the sixth scene, because they use a
homely way of speaking. However, the actor will not be performing
the passage effectively unless he treats it as a prose poem, since it is
one. Whether it is a good or a bad poem is not at this point relevant;
the reader or actor can make up his own mind about that, The relevant
thing is that it has to be treated as a poem, i.e., in a special manner,
‘presented on a silver platter.” Matti's hymn of praise to the herring
in scene g is an even better instance, perhaps. There is more than one
situation in Puntila which would undoubtedly seem crude in a
naturalistic play; for instance, any actor who plays the episode where
Matti and Eva stage a compromising incident (scene 4 ) as if it were
an episode from a farce will entirely fail to bring it off. This is exactly
the kind of scene that calls for real virtuosity, as again do the tests wo
which Matti subjects his betrothed in scene 8. To cite the casket scene
in The Merchant of Venice is not to propose any kind of qualitative
comparison; though the scene may fafl a long way short of
Shakespeare’s it can still only be made fully effective if one finds a way
of acting something like that demanded by a verse play. Admittedly
itis hard 1o speak of artistic simplicity rather than primitiveness when
aplay is written in prose and deals with ‘ordinary’ people. All the same
the expulsion of the four village women (in scene 7) is not a primitive
episode but a simple one, and as with the third scene (quest for legal
alcohol and fiancées) it has to be played poetically; in other words the
beauty of the episode {(once again, be it big or be it small) must come
across in the set, the movements, the verbal expression. The characters
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too have to be portrayed with a certain grandeur, and this again is
something that will be none too easy for the actor who has only learnt
to act naturalistically or fails to see that naturalistic acting is not
enough in this case, It will help him if he realizes that it is his job to
create a national character, and that this is going to call for all his
sensitivity, daring, and knowledge of humanity. One last point:
Puntila is far from being a play with 2 message. The Puntila part
therefore must not for an instant be in any way deprived of its natural
auractiveness, while particular artistry will be needed to make the
drunk scenes delicate and poetic, with the maximum of variety, and
the sober scenes as ungrotesque and unbrutal as possible. To putitin
practical terms: Puntila has if possible to be staged in a style combining
elements of the old commedia dell’ arte and of the realistic play of
mores.

[GW Schriften zum Theater, pg. 1167-8. This is the section
bearing specifically on Puntils from the general essay ‘Notes on
the Folk Play’ (or ‘People’s Play’), written in 1940, which will
be included in Brecht's theatrical writings (and can meanwhile
be found in Brecht on Theatre, pp. 153~7). It was originally
prefaced by the words “To take some instances from Puntila. .

i

NOTES ON THE ZURICH PREMIERE

1

Instead of the conventional curtain falling like a guillotine to chop the
play into separatc scenes, back to the lightly fluttering half-height
linen curtain with the scene titles projecred on it. During scene
changes this curtain was somewhat lit 50 as to make it come to life and
allow the audience to become more or less aware of the busy
preparations being made for them on the stage. In particular they saw
the upper parts of the big wall sections as they were shifted in, and
they saw the sun’s disc and the moon’s sickle being lowered on wires,
not yet illuminated and therefore visibly made of metal; they also saw
the various little clouds being changed around.
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2

These emblems for sun, moon, and clouds hung, like inn or shop
signs, before the high broad wall of birch bark that constituted the
background of the Puntila stage. According as to whether it was day,
half-light, or night the wall was lit strongly, feebly, or not at all; the
acting area being fully illuminated the while. In this way the
atmospheric element was established in the background,
independently of the rest of the performance.

3

No use was made of coloured light of any sort, Provided the lighting
equipment is up to it the light should be as uniform as for a variety
performance which includes the display of acrobatics. Sharply defined
spotlighting would blot out the faces. Areas of darkness, even if only
relative, detract from the words issuing from them. It is a good idea
to have photographs taken to find out what kind of ligheing is liable
to strain the audience.

4

Colour and contrast can be supplied by the stage designer without
having recourse to coloured light. The colour scheme for Puntils
comprised blue, grey, and white for the stage, and black, grey, and
white for the costumes. On top of this the latter were strictly realistic,
with particular respect for details (the village women’s handbags; the
farm workers working barefoot on Sunday in their best trousers,
shirts, and waistcoats, etc.).

5

All working processes must be shown in proper derail, (An actress
who happened to have a child’s figure turned Fina the maid into a
memorable character by showing her working late at the washing (6),
carrying burter (7) and falling asleep exhausted during Mr Puatila’s
engagement party (9).)
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6

The permanent framework consisted of the great birch bark wall at
the back already mentioned with thin structures of gold rods on either
side downstage. The sets were composed of separate elements, those
in the first scene for instance being (a) a wooden panelled wall with
table, chairs, tablecloth covered with bottles of red wine, and a dozen
empries grouped on the floor; and (b) a potted palm (the luxury
element). Elements like those of the sixth scene, with its courtyard
gateway and its main entrance to the house, could be definitively
placed during the rehearsals. A further luxury element was a trashy
plaster statuette in the second scene, whereas the slaughtered pig of
scene 5, suspended from a scaffolding made of carmine-coloured joists
and a brass rod, was no luxury element since it told of the preparations
for the engagement banquet and was to be carried across the courtyard
in the next scenc. Importance was attached to the beaury and ease of
the elements and the charm of their apmbination, At the same time
they had to be realistic. Though the car in scene 3 consisted only of
atruncated forepart it had been made from authentic components.

7

That the various stage elements, the costumes and the props should
all look worn not only contributes to realism but also relieves the stage
of that new, untested look.

8

Meaning, spatial dispositions, and colour must be such that every
glimpse of the stage captures an image worth seeing.

9

The German language has no term for that aspect of mime which is
known to the English stage as ‘business’, and we tend ro introduce it
half-hearredly, in an embarrassed way. Our word Kiste [literatly,
‘box’] which we use instead, shows the contemprt in which it is held.
All the same, Kisten [pieces of business] are essential components of
narrative theatre. (Puntilz walks dryshod across the aquavit (1);
Puntila hires a woodcutter because be iikes his eyes (4); the women of
Kurgela see butter, meat, and beer entering their fiancé’s house (7), and
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s0 on. )} Such things were of course played for all they were worth. This
was greatly helped by the ‘one thing after another’ principle, which
any dramaturgy founded on exposition, climax, and thickening of the
plotis always having to disregard.

10

The decisive point is the establishment of the class antagonism
berween Puntila and Matti. Matti must be so cast as to bring about
atrue balance, i.e., 50 as to give him intellectually the upper hand. The
actor playing Puntila must be careful not to let his vitality or charm
in the drunk scenes so win over the audience that they are no longer
free to look at him critically.

11

Among the play's nobler characters are the four women from Kurgcla.
It would be completely wrong to portray them as comic; rather they
are full of humour. They would anyway have to be attractive, if only
because their expulsion must be attriburable to no other cause then
their inferior status.

12

Possible cuts: Scene 4 (The Hiring Fair) is deleted. But parts of it are
used in the following scene (Scandal at Puntila Hall).
Then scenc 5 begins as follows:

The yard at Puntila Hall. A bath-hut, the interior of which is visible.
Forenoon. Over the door leading into the house Laina the cook and
Fina the maid are nailing a sign saying ‘Welcome to the Engagement
Partyl’

Puntila and Matti come in through the gate, followed by a few
workers,

LAINA: Welcome back. Miss Eva and His Excellency and His
Honourare here, and they’re all having breakfast.

PUNTILA: First thing [ want to know is what's the marter with
Surkkala. Why is he packing?

LAINA: You promised the parson you'd get rid of him because he’s
aRed.
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PUNTILA: What, Surkkala? The only intelligent tenant I've got?
Besides, he has four children. What must he think of me? Parson
be buggered, I'll forbid him the house for his inhumanity. Send
Surkkala here right away, I want to apologise to him and his
family. Send the children too, all four of them, so I can express
my personal regret for the fear and insecurity they must have
been through.

LAINA: No call for that, Mr Puntila.

PUNTIL A, seriously: Oh yes there is. Pointing to the workers: These
gentlemen are staying. Get them all an aquavit, Laina. I'm taking
them on to work in the forest.

LAINA:Ithought you were selling the forest.

PUNTILA: Me? I'm not selling any forest. My daughter’s got her
dowry between her legs, right? And I've brought these men home
because I can’t stand those hiring fairs. If I want to buy a horse
or a cow I'll go to a fair without thinking twice about it. But
you're human beings, and it’s not right for human beings to be
bargained over in a market. Am I right?

THE WEEDY MAN: Absolutely.

MATTI: Excuse me, Mr Puntila, but you’re not right. They want
work and you've got work, and whether it's done at a fair or in
church it’s still buying and selling.

PUNTILA: Brother, would you inspect me to see if my feet are
crooked, the way you inspecta horse’s teeth?

MATTI: No. I’d take you on trust.

PUNTIL A, indicating the weedy-looking man: That fellow wouldn't
bebad. I like the look in his eye.

MATTI: Mr Puntila, I don’t want 1o speak out of turn, but that
man’s no useto you, he'll never be able to stand it.

THE WEEDY MAN: Here, [ like that. What tells you I’ll never be
able to stand it?

MATTI: An eleven-and-a-half-hour day in summer. It's just that I
don’t want to see you ler down, Mr Puntila. You'll only have to
throw him out when he cracks up.

PUNTILA: I’m going into the sauna. Tell Fina to bring me some
coffee. While I'm undressing you go and fetch two or three more
so ] can take my pick.

He goes into the bath hut and undresses, Fina brings the workers
aquavit.
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know, the bastard. I'll show him. Exit into the house, brooding.
{Then unchanged from p. 36, line 13 on.)

[GW Schriften zum Theater, pp. 116973, and GW Stiicke, pp.
1713-17, which originally were consecutive. Written in 1948
and first published in Versuche 10, 1950. For the Zurich
premiére of June 5, 1948, the scene designer was Teo Otto.
Puniila was played by Leonard Steckel, Matt by Gustav
Knuth.]

NOTES ON THE BERLINER ENSEMBLE PRODUCTION
1. Prologues, inter-scene songs, and scene titles

Our new audience, being engaged in building a new life for itself,
insists on having its say and not just accepting what happens on the
stage ("That’s how things are and what’s to change them}); it doesn't
like having to guess the playwright’s viewpoint. Prologues, songs
during scene changes, and the occasional projection of scene titles on
the half-curtain all make for direct contact with the audience. The
actress playing the dairymaid, Regine Lurz, delivered a short verse
prologue with a bunch of everlastings in her hand. For the Zurich
production there were scene titles [examples as in our text are cited].
Prologues are to be found in the classic drama, scene titles however
only in the classic adventure story. They put the audience in a state
of mild suspense and lead it to look for something definite in the scene
that follows, In the Berliner Ensemble production the scene titles were
dropped in favour of the singing of the Puntila song. Annemarie Hase,
playing the cook, stepped before the curtain carrying whatever
household utensils she happened to be working with, thus making it
possible 1o follow the various stages of the great Puntila engagement
party. Her song was accompanied on the other side of the stage by
two musicians who had appeared before the curtain carrying a guitar
and a piano accordion. The song gave a running commentary on
events at Punala Hall as viewed from the kitchen, and by making them
celebrated as it were, turned Mr Puntila’s escapades into aspects of
local history.,
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2. Some principles of the production illustrated

This play’s satire is of a poetic kind. The director’s task therefore is
to translate its poetic features into memorable images.

At the beginning of the play, for instance, we encounter a Puntila
of almost mythological grandeur. He is the ttiumphant last survivor
of a veritable flood of spirituous liquors, in which all his drinking
companions have drowned. [. . .]

The director accordingly must conjure up Puntila’s moan of
isolation and his berating of the inadequate judge; Puntila’s encounter
with 2 human being (Puntila is on the dining table demonstrating how
one walks across a sea of aquavit when he catches sight of Matti. He
has to clamber down and stecr a wide course round the gratuitously
large table in order to greet Matti and bring him back to the table);
the revealing of his dreadful malady (Puntila formally crecps into the
protesting Matti); Matti’s ghost story (while he cats he recalls those
who are being starved on the big landedhestates); Puntila promoting
Mauii to be a friend and then consulting him about his own personal
affairs (to solve his shabby problems Puntila keeps Matti up when he
would much rather go home and go to bed); Matti leading a subdued
Puntila out of the hotel (again a wide tour of the table, Puntila having
confidingly and ceremoniously handed him the waller containing his
despised money).

3. Theway people work

Showing how work is actually done is something the bourgeois
theatre finds uninteresting; the usual solution is to botch up any old
thing. It is essential that Matti, the chauffeur, should work defily,
whether he is changing a tyre as he talks to the landowner’s daughter,
or sweeping out the yard, or massaging Puntila, or dragging out the
drunken judge. Likewise the kitchenmaid’s serving of coffee, soaking
of linen, and carrying of butter all have to be got right.

4. Puntila’s drunkenness

The actor playing Puntila will find that his chief problem is how to
portray the drunkenness which makes up go per cent of the part, It
would seem unacceptably repellent were he to contribute the
conventional drunk act, in other words to demonstrate a state of
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intoxication blurring over and devaluing every physical and mental
process. The drunkenness played by Steckel was the drunkenness
specific to Puntila, i.e. that through which the landowner achieves his
semblance of humanity. Far from exhibiting the usual impairments of
speech and physical movement, he displayed a rhythmical, almost
musical way of speaking and relaxed, almost ballet-like movements.
Admittedly a certain handicap was imposed on his inspiration by the
weight of his limbs, which was too grear for those superterresurial
motions which he had in mind. He ascended Mount Hatelma on
wings, albeit slightly defective ones. Each of the monster’s drunken
gests — of meekness, anger at injustice, generosity in giving and taking,
comradeship, and what not — was developed with gusto. Puntila
abandoned his possessions like a Buddha, disowned his daughter as
in the Bible, invited the Kurgela women to be his guests like some
Homeric monarch.

5. Steckel’s two Puntilas .

Before playing Puntila in Berlin Steckel had played him in Zurich.
There he played almost without makeup, and the impression gained
by most of the audience was of a likeable man subject to the occasional
nasty turn when in a state of sobriety, which state being tantamount
to 2 hangover the turns seemed excusable. In Berlin, in view of these
effects, he opted for a foully shaped bald head and made himself up
with debauched and debased features. Only now did his drunken
charm seem menacing and his sociable approaches like those of a
crocodile. Nearly all German performances of this play, whether
before or after the Berlin production, suffered from the same mistake
as was made in Zurich.

6. Socially based humour

There is little that a play like Puntila can take from the rag-bag of
‘timeless humour.” True, even in ‘timeless humour’ there is a social
element — the clown sets out brimming with self-confidence and falls
flat on his face - but it has become overlaid to the point where the
clown’s fall appears like something purely biological, something that
is humorous to all people under all conditions. The actors who
perform Mr Puntila and his Man Matti must derive their humour from
the prevailing class situation, even if that means there are one or two
classes whose members will not laugh. When the happily
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reintoxicated landowner gets Matti to build him a2 Mount Hatelma
from the billiard-room furniture, Matti does so with anger, because
even in the depths of drunkenness Puntila did not omit o sack Red
Surkkala. Relentlessly he demolishes gun cabinet and grandfacher
clock; this is going to be an expensive mountain. At each crash Punrila
winces and his smile becomes forced.— In the village Puntila listens to
the life stories of the Kurgela girls, bur he does not listen properly
because he knows what is coming and takes a long pull of ‘legal
alcohol’ after every story. The humour is of a gloomy sort.— If the
landowner takes the women’s ‘Plum’ song as a personal tribute that
is traditional humour and unexceptionable. But there is added depth
if he appears somehow interested in folklore and adopts a
knowledgeable expression. It shows up the cleft which is the theme
of the play.— In scene 4 Puntila brings a group of agricultural workers
back from the hiring fair. It is the one day in the year when they are
able 1o find jobs, and Puntila hag nq use for them; he just wants
company. He at once raises one man’s hopes (‘I like the look in his
eye’). Then he breaks through the ring of workers surrounding him
and hastens into the sauna in order to sober up enough to get the
strength to throw the workers out. The cravenness of this flight into
sobriety is a stroke of humour that can scarcely be achieved except by
an actor with social understanding and socialist principles.

7. Thewomen of Kurgela

From the outset the portrayal of those women of Kurgela whom
Puntila invites to his estate when drunk and throws out when sober
presented great problems. These are the noblest characters in the play,
and in planning their costumes and makeup we hestitated a long time
between the beautiful and the characteristic before realising that these
are not really opposites. To give a fairy-tale quality to the story of the
four early risers we started by making stylised costumes with very
delicate colours, then thought them boring and plumped for
naturalism without regard for beauty. This led to oursize boots and
long noses. Then Caspar Neher intervened. Full of scepticism, he
came to the rehearsals and produced a batch of scene designs that are
among the most beautiful things which our generation has created for
the theatre, He solved the problem of how to reconcile the women’s
naive behaviour with their practical worldly wisdom by having them
play a light-hearted game with the landowner. With jokes and a bit
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of play-acting they confronted the landowner as a body, as the
legendary “Women of Kurgela’, biblical brides hoping for a dance and
a coffee from their bridegroom on high. Neher made them don straw
garlands, and he endowed the chauffeur Matti too with imagination,
devising the broom which he sticks in the ground and addresses as the
High Court at Viborg, and also uses to sweep up the garlands when
they have thrown them down in the yard following their unpleasant
reception. Now thar their behaviour had been got right there was
virtually no problem in making the costumes and makeup beautiful,
The cut of the costumes remained realistic, but their contours were
somewhat stressed and identical material was used for all of them. The
faces were given a ceruin uncouth, peasant quality — we began by
testing the effect of crumbled cement which we tried out on plaster
casts ~ while a golden complexion was created by covering them with
warm-toned pounded ochre. The big shoes, retained for one of the
women, in no way detracted from the beauty whith came above all
from the dignity of these working women. Starting as poor guests,
they became rich in kindliness, ready and willing to bestdw their
humour even on a landowner; from poetic figures they turned into
real people with a feeling for poetry. Composed by a great painter,
the groupings lent grace and power to their natural, realistic
demeanour.

8. Caspar Neher’s Puntila stage

The symbolist stage of Expressionists and Existentialists, which
expresses general ideas, is of no use to a realistic theatre, nor can we
go back to the naturalistic stage with its crude mixture of the relevant
and theirrelevant. A mere echo of the real world is not enough; it must
be not only recognisable but also understandable, This means that the
images have to be artistically valid and to display an individual
handwriting. Wit and imagination are specially desirable in the
designer of a comedy.

9. Themasks

Puntila, the Attaché, the parson, parson’s wife, lawyer, and judge all
wore more or less grotesque masks and moved in a foolish, regal
manner. Matti, the women of Kurgela, the hired hands, and the
agricultural workers wore no masks and moved normally. An
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exception was made for Eva, the landowner’s daughter; she had no
mask, Any suggestion that this amounts to symbolism would be
unfounded. No hidden significance is intended. The theatre is simply
adopting an artitude and heightening significant aspects of reality, to
wit, certain physiognomical malformations to be found in parasites,

10. Is a play like Mr Puntila and his Man Matti still relevant
to us now that the big estates have been got rid of?

There is an attractive kind of impatience which would have the theatre
only present things in their current real-life stare. Why waste time on
an estate owner? Haven't we got rid of such people? Why show a pro-
letarian like Matti? Don’t we have more active fighters? Likeable as
such impatience is, it should not be given way to. The fact that
alongside those works of art which we have to organise there are cer-
tain works of art that have come down to us is only a valid argument
if the usefulness of the latter can be proved, never mind how much
time is needed to organise the former. Why can Mr Puntila and bis
Man Matti still be regarded as a play with relevance? Because not only
the struggle but the history of that struggle is instructive. Because past
eras leave a deposit in people’s souls for a long time. Because the class
struggle demands that viciory in one area of conflict be exploited so
as to promote victory in another, and in both cases the situation prior
1o victory may be similar, Because, like all pioneers, people who have
been liberated from their oppressors may at first have a hard life, since
they have to replace the oppressors® system with 2 new one. These are
the sorts of arguments that can be adduced to show the relevance of
playslike Mr Puntila and his Man Matt.

[1. 4 and 10 from GW SzT 1173-s5, the rest from pp. 18-45 of
Theaterarbeit (1950), for which these notes were written, They
vefer to the Berliner Ensemble production of 1949, in which
Puntila was played initially by Steckel once more, and later by
the comedian Curt Bois. Paul Dessau’s setting of the songs was
written for this. The last note is an answer to some of Brecht's
East German critics. ]
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NOTES ON THE PUNTILA FILM

1. About the script for Puntila

Asit stands the script doesn't seem right to me. It is true that it follows
the general kine which Pozner and I agreed on, but in the course of
its realisation the story has lapsed into a genre which makes it not so
much comic as ridiculous. It has become a drawing-room comedy in
which the crude jokes of the play jar and seem merely crude. Nor is
it clear who is relling the entire story or from what point of view. The
film company, it would seem, and from the point of view of making
2 film. The Puntila tales have of course to be told from below, from
the position of the people. Then characters like Marti and Eva Puntila
can be seen in the right light. The present script turns Matti into 2
feeble, indefinite figure; it fails to bring out how despite and because
of their master/man relationship he is in continual opposition to his
cmployer in every line he says. What makes Eva Puntilalove’ him is
not his muscles — it would be all the same if he had none — but the fact
that he is a proper man, humorous, dominating and so forth. Nor of
course must he for one instant imagine that Eva is the right wife for
him or that Mr Puntila would really et him have her. His test is simply
a way of deflating Eva and Puntila’s romantic notion. It has 1o remain
a game if Matti is not to bemade into an idiot.

We have made a new outline, since I realise that the studio cannot
wait. As the poetic material is already at hand the preparation of anew
shooting script would be a remarkably quick business. Given the
script as it is 1 would find it quite impossible to turn the new dialogue
(which makes up at least half the total dialogue and is entirely
naturalistic) into Puntila-German, because the situations are
naturalistic and in my view false. Nor if this script were used could
1 under any circumstances allow the use of my name or the name
Pyntila. | am not by any means out to make difficulties, but neither
do 1 wish to damage my reputation as a writer. I am sure you will
understand this.

2. New story line for Puntila
1. Hotel Tavasthus

Surrounded by passed-out drunks and dead-tired waiters, 2 man is
traversing a vast table covered with plates of meat and bottles: itis Mr
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Puntila. He claims to be able to walk dry-shod across the sea of
aquavit represented to him by the table top. Another man addresses
him, and turns out to be his chauffeur whom he has left waiting
outside for rtwo days and a night. Feeling lonely and abandoned by
his too easily intoxicated friends — the judge, the teacher, and so on
- Puntila instantly becomes bosom pals with his chauffeur Matti and
discusses with him his most intimate concerns, i.¢. his daughter Eva’s
forthcoming engagement to an attaché. For this a dowry is required,
so he must sell a forest. To postpone the decision Puntila has got
drunk. They decide to have another look at the forest.

2. Forest

Puntila realises that the forest is too beautiful to sell. Sooner than
that he will marry Widow Klinckmann, who is rich and the owner of
the Kurgela estate, but whom he last saw fifty years ago. Off o
Kurgela, v

3. Kurgela

Rousing the sleepy domestics Puntila pushes his way through them
into Widow Klinckmann’s bedroom. One look is enough: the widow
istoo hideous to sell himself ro.

4. The Village of Kurgela Next Day

Fleeing from Widow Klinckmann and avid for beauty, Puntila
meets three young women, is upset by the sadness of their lives and
instantly becomes engaged to them. He tells them to come to Puntila
Hall on the following Sunday. The young women take this as a jest
on the part of a well-to-do drunk gentleman, and laughingly promise
they will come. The telephone operator, last of the three, advises him
10 drive to the hiring fair at Lammi, where he will meet another estate
owner called Bibelius who wants to buy his forest. He will recognise
him by his butterfly tie-pin. Since the forest has to be sold after all,
Puntila decides to drive to Lammi.

5. Hiring Fair

The alcoholic effects are wearing off. Puntila gives vent to some
intelligent and ill-natured remarks about servants. Drinks coffec laced
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with rum, and apologises to Marti. Discloses his malady and asks
Matti for moral support. Engages four cripples because he likes them
as people. Sees a fat man beating a horse and tells him where to get
off. On Matti and the workers expressing their enthusiastic approval
he learns that he has just beaten up the man who wants to buy his
forest. This sobers him up, and he gets gloomily into his car without
offering a lift to the labourers.

‘Home,” he says curtly. ‘I'm selling the forest o Widow
Klinckmann.’

6. Puntila Hall

Preparations for the engagement party are in full swing, Pigs arc
being slaughtered, windows cleaned, and Matti is helping the cook to
nail up a garlanded sign which says ‘“Welcome to the Engagement
Party.’ Miss Puntila would like to know what Matti thinks of her
engagement to the Attaché. She herself has no use for him. With
considerable ingenuity she induces Matti to help her stage a scandal
in order to frighten off the Attaché, who is now staying at Puntila
Hall. The scandal is staged (sauna) bur clearly the Atgaché must have
enormous debts: he overlooks it. Puntilais very angry, takes his wallet
from Matti, and threatens to tell the police. Eva blames Matri for not
sticking up for himself like a gentleman.

7. Swmmer Nights in Tavastland

The combination of the feigned love scene with Marti and the erotic
ambience of the summer night has put fresh thoughts into Eva’s head.
On the pretext of catching crayfish she takes Matti rowing to a
somewhat notorious island. Once there however the thought that she
is behaving like 2 milkmaid disconcerts her; she insists on carching
crayfish and is eventually rowed back by a frustrated Matui.

8. Puntila Hall

Puntila turns his three *fiancées’ off the estate, then tells Marri to
collect the entire stock of liquor so that it can be destroyed. Thousands
of bottles are collected in an operation involving the entire staff.
Puntila drinks extravagantly and sends Matti off to bring back his
‘fiancées’. Beaming, he announces that in his view they are much
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better suited than certain other people to the sort of engagement party
he has in mind.

9. CountryRoad

Matti drives off after the young women, but fails to persuade them
to return.

10. Inside Puntila Hall

All the guests have arrived, including the foreign minister. Eva has
locked herself in her room, so that the Attaché has to receive them on
his own. Enter like a whirlwind a totally drunk Puntila, who throws
the Attaché out. Thereafter he throws out the minister, parson, judge,
and so on, and sends for the domestics. Matti on his return is offered
Eva as his wife. Matti insists on testing Eva’s matrimonial capaciies.
She shows herself incompetent to d3 hef own housework. Eventually
when Maxti slaps her on the backside she takes it badly and runs off
in tears. Left alone, Puntila hears his hired hands singing the Ballad
of the Forester and the Countess. He resolves to show Martti what a

beautiful country they live in, and with this object they climb Mount
Hatelma.

11. Inthe Yard

Marti warns his back on Puntila.

[Brecht: Texte fiir Filme II, Frankfurt, Subrkamp, 1969, pp.
636—40. The Puntila film, under the same title as the play, was
made in Austria by Wien-Film with Alberto Cavalcanti as
director and Curt Bois in the title part (which he had also played
in the second Berliner Ensemble production), and was first
shown in Brussels on March 29, 1955. Vladimir Pozner was one
of the scriptwriters, A new musical score was written by Hanns
Eisler, and the text of the Puntila Song somewhat varied for the
purpose.]
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Hella Wuolijoki had given the Attaché an uncle to be the owner of
Kurgela and speak some of the lines now given to the lawyer. The
Kurgela location still survives in the play, even though without the
aunt or uncle most of its raison d’étre disappeared, its main bath-hut
episode being shifted to Puntila Hall and run together with the
sobering-up operation to form the present scene 5. Finally there was
a change of balance in the relationship between Eva and Matui (Kalle),
which Wuolijoki seems to have wanted still to treat as a conventional
love story destined for a happy ending (see the last scene of the 1946
Finnish version). Something of her interpretation can be detected even
in the first Brecht scripts (as in the detailed account of scene g below),
a greater element of ambiguity and coolness being introduced later.
Throughout, the unchanging pillars of the play were the first half of
scene 1, scene 3, the bath-hut episode in scene 5, Matti’s dialogue with
Eva in scene 6, scenes 7 and g, and the mountain-climbing episode in
scenc 11.

The detailed notes which follow are based on.comparison of
Brecht’s first script (1940), the fair copy (1940-41), the joint
Wuolijoki-Brecht version (published 1946), the Versuche text (1950),
and the final text as we have it. Changes made for the Zurich
production of 1948 are separately dealt with in Brecht’s own note on

PP 114-117.

2. SCENE-BY-SCENE ACCOUNT
Cast

The first script includes the housckeeper Hanna and a doctor, has a
peasant woman in lieu of Emma, and omits Surkkala and his children.
The chauffeur is still Kalle, but becomes Marti on the fair copy. In the
Wuolijoki-Brecht version of 1946 (which we will call the W-B
version) Puntila is Johannes Iso-Heikkili and his housekeeper is
called Alina. There is an ‘Agronomist Kurgela, a relative of Iso-
Heikkili’s, owner of the Kurgela estate’, while the attaché is ‘Ilmari
Silakkala, Kurgela’s nephew, a foreign ministry official’. A note to the
W-B version says: “This all took place when Tavastland was still a
cheerful place without a single war refugee.’

Editorial Note 135
Prologue

In the first scripe this is spoken by Kalle and omits eight lines in the
middle. The W-B version has it delivered before the curtain by the
whole cast and considerably alters the general sense. This is to the
effect that a bad time can be expected in Finland, but one has to be
able to laugh all the same. So the audience is invited to appreciate
human character and rake part in the wild excursions of master and
man: never mind if the humour is broad and the element of mockery
strang; the actors’ work is only play. ‘This drama was written in praise
of Tavastland and its people.’

In the 1950 text the opening coupler went ‘Ladies and gentlemen,
the times are bad / When worry’s sane and not to worry mad.’ The
present, slighty more optimistic version first appeared in 1952.

Scene 1

Brecht’s original idea, which he amended in the first script, was to set
the scene in a village tavern, with a landlord rather than a waiter. In
the W-B version Iso-Heikkili (whom we shall call Puntila for
simplicity’s sake) is discovered drinking with Mr Kurgela, at whose
house Eva has been awaiting them for the past three days. It is he
rather than the judge whom Puntila harangues and tells to “Wake up,
weakling’ (p. 5), continuing ‘I realise you're only drinking with me
because I've got 2 mortgage on your estate.’ The judge, by his own
account, is more abstemious because of his job. The passage about
walking on the aquavit is not in the first script or the W-B version;
the latter, incidentally, has them drinking cognac.

After Puntila has described his attacks, ending ‘Look at the lack of
consideration I've shown you’ (p. 8), Kalle asks what sort of state he
is in when signing his highly profitable timber contracts. A state of
senseless sobriety, answers Puntila:

When I'm 2 human being and having a drink then I only discuss
art. If a timber merchant came along asking “Can’t you bring the
price down?' I'd say ‘No, you rascal, today I'm only discussing
art. Today 1 like nice people, whoever they are.’

Matei’s long speech about seeing ghosts, which ensues, underwent
some reworking, while after ‘Mr Pappmann yelled and screamed at
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me' (p. ) it originally went on:

- saying he'd tell the police about me, and that I should go to the
Pferdeberg and have a good look at the piles of Reds who were
shot there because it was what they asked for.

PUNTILA: I've got nothing against socialists [originally: Marxists]
solong as they drive my tractor . . .

andsoonasonp. g.

In the fair copy the speech ends with a much longer excursion about
the Reds before going on to Puntila’s ‘So the only reason you lost your
job’ (p. 9) as at present. In the W-B version much of the speech is like
a paraphrase of the present text, relating not to Mr Pappmann’s estate
bur to ‘the agronomist's at Kortesoja’ where the trouble was not so
much the food as the clock-watching and general stinginess. Probably
the whole speech derived from one of Hella Wuolijoki’s storjes.

In Puntila’s speech the reference to Mrs Klmckmann (p. 9) is not
in the three early versions, which have him saying ‘and I've gotwoods’
rather than ‘I shan’t give up my forest.’ The first script made him
allude to the day when he ‘married a papermill and a sawmill’ in
explanation of his evident prosperity. All three early versions then cut
straight from Matti’s ‘no gulf’ (p. 10) to Puntila’s instruction ‘there,
take my walle’ (p. 11), the intervening dialogue about Mrs
Klinckmann and the sale of the forest only being introduced in the
1950 text. At the end of the scene the W-B version has the two men
wake the comatose Kurgela, who says he won’t drive home as he js
frightened of Hanna. Puntila responds ‘Down with all Hannas’ and
gets Kalle to echo this.

Scene 2

The title of this scene on the first script, followed by W-B, was
‘Puntila and his daughter Eva’, on the fair copy ‘Puntila is ill-treared’,
and in the 1950 text “Eva’ as now. Originally Eva was discovered
reading, not munching chocolates, and the Attaché entered lefr, not
from an upper level.

The opening allusions to Mrs Klinckmann were added to the first
script, which originally started with the Actaché’s ‘T have telephoned
again.” His next speech, after ‘it’s got to be father’ {p. 12) was
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ATTACHE:Regrettable, yes.

EVA: Aunt Hanna is in such a bad mood. Imagine Father leading
Uncle Kurgela astray.

ATTACHE: Aunt Hanna will forgive him. What disturbs me is the
scandal,

- suggesting that, despite her changed role, Hanna is still being seen
as part of the Attaché’s family. Then on as on p. 12, up to Puntila’s
entrance. In all except the final text the latter ‘bursts through the door
in his Studebaker [or Buick in the W-B version] with a great crash and
drives into the hall’; he also gets into the car again when preparing 1o
leave. The allusions to Mrs Klinckmann on pp. 14~15 were to Aunt
Hanna in the W-B version, where after ‘And not getting a woman!’
(p- 15) Puntila tells Eva ‘I'm going, and Kalle’s going to be your
fiancé? N

After Eva's ‘T won’t have you speaking about your master like that’
(p- 15) both the first script and W-B have Kalle saying that he is on
the contrary sticking up for Puntila against Eva. He then asks Eva if
she wants to get away, and is told he is being inquisitive. This leads
him to discuss inquisitiveness, saying ‘it was pure inquisitiveness that
led to the invention of electricity. The Russians were inquisitive too.’
Eva continues ‘And don’t take whart he said’ erc., as now, up to the
present end of the scene. The W-B version prolongs this by making
Evareply to Kalle’s last remark, “You forget you're a servant.’

K ALLE: After midnight I'm not a servant, 'm a man. (Eva runs off)
Don’tbe afraid.

ATTACHE (enrering): Whoare you, fellow?

KALLE: Mr Iso-Heikkili’s chauffeur, sir.

The Attaché takes a dislike to him and threatens to check up on his
past record. Kalle replies that he has been ralking to the ghosts of
departed ladies of Kurgela: ‘I'm a sort of substitute bridegroom. Good
night.’

Scene 3

The fair copy specifies at the outset that ‘a tune like “Valencia” is being
played”. In all three early versions Puntila starts by rousing a ‘fat
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woman at the window’, then the chemist's assistant, and has a bawling
match with both before being sent on to the vet and picking up
(virtually) the present text from p. 18. Emma appears after he hasbeen
given his prescription; in the first script and W-B she has no song; in
the fair copy it is tacked on at the end of the play. Otherwise the rest
of the scene follows very much as now, though each woman’s
description of her life is an evident addition to the original script.
These accounts could well originate in stories told by Hella
Wuolijoki, though in the W-B version there are some differences:
thus the milkmaid does get meat, while the telephonist has ‘enough
money for pork dripping, potatoes, and salt herring’ and gets a box
of chocolates from the doctor.

Scene g

In the three early scripts this follows the bath-hut scene, the present
scene 5. The first script and fair copy limit Puntila’s opening speech
to ‘I'm through with you’, followed by the last sentence (“You ook
advantage’ etc., p- 36). In the W-B version the setting is a ‘hiring fair
at Hollolan Lahei, a small park with a café, right. Left, a coffce stall
with table and benches. Men are standing in scartered groups, the
farmers are selecting labourers. Two stable girls giggling, left. Enter
a fat man, left.” When the laver comments that there is not much
doing, a labourer explains that people prefer to take forestry jobs,
since the wages are going up there. Then Puntila enters, and the sense
of what follows is much the same as in Brecht's script. In both,
however, the proposed conditions of work are less bad than in the
final version: the redhaired man is promised his meals and a potato
patch, while the (first) worker is told that he will get wood delivered.
In all three of these scripts Puntila’s first speech after sitting down to
coffee (p. 27) tells Kalle/Marti that he must control himself with
respect to Eva, and it is this that Marti answers by ‘Just let it be’, after
which the scene continues as now for about half a page. However,
Surkkala (p. 28.) is Salminen in the W-B version, and the reason why
the parson wanted him thrown out was not because he was a Red but
*because he has a wife he’s not married o, and appears suspect to the
National Militia in various other ways." All three versions of the scene
end with Puntila’s ‘make me respect you® (p. 30).
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Scene s

In all three early scripes this precedes the hiring fair scene. All are
headed ‘Puntila [or Isc-Heikkili] betroths his daughter to an
Attaché’, as in the plan. All omit the arrival of the labourers from the
hiring fair and place Punrila’s sobering-up process in the bath at the
beginning of scene 6. They set the present scene not on Puntila’s estate
but at Kurgela

with a bath-but that can be seen into. Kalle sits whistling beneath
some sunflowers as be cleans a carburettor. Beside bhim the

bousekeeper {or in W-B the maid Miina] with a basket. It is
mornmng.

HOUSEKEEPER: Kindly have look at the door. Last night when you
drove the Studebaker into the hall you ripped off the hinges.

kKaLLE: Can be managed; but don’t blame that door business on
me; it’s him that was drunk.

HOUSEKEEPER: But if he sees it today he'll be furious. He always
nspects the whole estate and checks every comer of our barns,
because he holds our mortgage.

KALLE: Yes, he’s fussy; he doesn’t like things to be in a mess.

HOUSEKEEPER (leaving): The mistress is staying in bed with a
headache because she’d just as soon not run into him. We're all
nervous so long as he’s here; he shouts so.

PUNTILAS VOICE: Tina! Tina![or in W-B, “Miina!’]

KALLE (to the housekeeper as she tries to go): I'd stay where you
are; he’s amazingly quick on his feer and if you try to get away
he'll spot you.

PUNTILA (entering) [accompanicd by Kurgela in W-B]: There you
are; I've been looking all over the house for you. I'm tired of
having showdowns with you people, you’re ruining yourselves
in any case; but when I see things like the way you preserve pork
it sends me up the wall. Come Christmas you chuck it away, and
the same goes for your forest and all the rest. You're a lazy crew,
and you figure I'll go on paying till kingdom come. Look at the
gardener going around with patched trousers; well, I wouldn’t
complain if ivwas his knees that were parched and not his bottom.
If it’s a gardener the knees of his trousers ought to be patched.
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And the egg ledger has too many inkblots over the figures. Why?
Because you can’t imagine why there are so few eggs. Of course
it has never dawned on you that the dairymaid might be swiping

the eggs; you need me to tell you. And don't just hang around
here all day!

(The bousekeeper leaves in a hurry)
PUNTILA (in the doorway): Got you, boyo.

— and 50 into the cpisode with the wallet (p. 35), Then after Matti's
third "Yes, Mr Puntila’ (p. 36) Puntila leaves and Eva appears (out of
the bath-hut in the firse script and carrying a towel) asking ‘But why
don’t you stick up for yourself?’ etc., thus cutting out the exchange
between Puntila and the two workers. The Eva-Matti dialogue and
the ensuing bath-hut charade then follow very much as in our text,
but with the Kurgela housekeeper of course instead of Laina. In the
W-B version Kalle has gathered from Eva’s father that the attaché is
to be got rid of, and so the six lines from Eva’s ‘that he must be the
one to back our’ 1o ‘I'm crude’ (p. 37) are missing, as is Matti’s ensuing
speech ‘Well, suppose’ with its allusion to Tarzan. Otherwise there

are only very slight differences between all three versions and the final
text.

Scene 6

The three early scripts have the title “What Kalle [Matti] is and is not
prepared to do.” As later, the scene is set in the Puntila kitchen, but
begins with the sobering-up episode that was later shifted to scene 5
(PP- 34~35). Thus the first script:

Farm Kitchen at Puntila Hall, Kalle is trying to sober Puntila up by
pouring cold water over his head. The weedy man is sitting in a
corner. It is late evening.

There is music. The scene starts with Matti’s *You'll have to bear with
a few buckets’ (p. 32); then after “that fat man at the hiring fair’ and
before Fina’s entry Puntila goes on:

. . . by the car, he was just going to collect the piglet and missed
it. That's enough buckets, I never have more than eleven. (Shosts)
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Fina! Coffee!
(Enter Fina)

PUNTILA: Here's that golden creature with my coffee.

FINA: Miss Hanna says wouldn’t you rather take your coffce in the
drawing-room; Kalle can have his here.

PUNTILA: I'm staying here. If Kalle isn’t good enough for her I'm
having my coffeein the kitchen. Where is it?

FINA goes and produces coffee from the stove: Here you are, Mr
Puntila.

PUNTILA: Isitgood and strong?. ..

‘Then, after Kalle/Matti’s ‘No liqueur,” Puntila says to hell with his
guests, Fina must hear the story of the fat man, which he then
recounts, starting from ‘One of those nasty fat individuals® (though
“a proper capitalist’ is not in the eatly scripts). The rest of the episode
is virtually as in our text except that after Puntila’s second coffee (p.
34) Matti’s speech about love of animals, with its reference to Mrs
Klinckmann, is replaced by the exchange berween him and the weedy
man which is now on pp. 31-32ff. immediately after Puntila has gone
into the bath-hut. Thereafter it is Kalle who asks Puntila if the coffee
was strong enough, and the remainder down to ‘despise me when he’s
pissed’ (p. 35) is as in our text,

The link berween the sobering-up episode and the present
beginning of the scene (p. 44) was simply a ring on the bell, leading
Fina to say ‘I forgot to say Miss Eva wants a word with you.’ Then
Hanna (or Alina) comes in - after the eighteen-line dialogue between
Matti and Fina, ending with her sitting on his lap, which is all cut in
W-B ~ and tells Fina to tidy the library and take the weedy man to
the room where he is to spend the night prior ro leaving; he must also
return his 100 marks earnest money (most such sums being divided
by ten in the course of revision). On his complaining that he has lost
two days® work Hanna blames Kalle. Then the judge and lawyer
{replaced by Agronomist Kurgela in W-B) come in, after which the
rest of the scene continues much as in our text. However, the first two
stage directions (pp. 46—47) describing Eva’s would-be seductive
walk were added later, while the third (on her re-entering on p. 47)
originally read ‘wearing sandals and pretty shorts.’
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Scene 7

With the exception of Emma’s last speech with its snatch of song (p.
59) and her action of sitting on the ground, this scene has remained
essentially as it was when Brecht first wrote it, as envisaged in the
preliminary plans. Among the small modifications incorporated in the
1950 version (and thereafter in our text) are the conception of the two-
level set, the Sunday atmosphere with its bells, Puntila’s phrase about
the wedding costing him a forest (p. 52), the women’s straw garlands
and Matti's haranguing of the broom. In all three early versions
Puntila’s remark about forming a trade union (p. 58) is answered by
Matti: ‘Excuse me, Mr Puntila, it’s not a trade union because there are
no dues. So nobody’s interests are represented. It was just for a bit
of a laugh and maybe for a cup of coffee.’ Finally in lieu of Emma’s
last speech the telephonist tells Punrila:

Butit’s only ajoke. You invited us yourself. .. )
EMMA: You have no right to say we wanted to blackmail you.
PUNTILA: Getoff my land!

End of scene.

Scene 8

This had no ttle before the 1950 version. In the first script it is
unnumbered but inserted separately from scene 7, which suggests that
it was added later; it is followed by a photograph of a peasant woman.
In the fair copy it is numbered 72, and in the W-B version ‘Scene 7,
conclusion, to be played on the forestage.” Emma’s first tale (starting
‘the last police sergeant’s wife’) is not in W-B; the telephonist’s tale
(‘They know what they’re up to) is delivered by the dairymaid; and
the latter’s (‘Me too’ p. 61) is spoken by the peasant woman in the first
script and by Emma in W-B. This is then followed by a comment from
the telephonist “What fools we women are,’ which in W-B ends the
scene. The first script adds Emma’s long story (pp. 61—62) but gives
itto the telephonist.

Scene g[8in the early scripts]

Again the title and general sense of the scene have remained unchanged
ever since Brecht’s first plans, though 2 long section was cut out of
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its middle (which somewhat alters the picture of Eva) while the ending
with Red Surkkala’s song was tacked on to the fair copy. Onginally
the opening conversation was among parson, judge, doctor and
lawyer (or agronomist in W-B); there was a slight redistribution and
cutting of lines once the doctor had been eliminated. At first too the
Artaché appeared accompanied not only by the parson’s wife but also
by Hanna/Alina, who delivered what are now the parson’s wife's
lines, sighed, and left.

‘The major change occurred after the parson’s wife’s reproachful cry
of 'Eval” (p. 68), before Puntila reappears. Here there enter, not
Puntila at first but

the cook and Fina the maid with a great basket full of bottles.
They clear the dining table and place them on it.
% -

EVA: What are you doing, Fina?

FINA: Master told us to reset the table.

PARSON'S WIFE: Are you saying that he came to the kitchen?

THECOOK: Yes, he was in a hurry, looking for the chauffeur.

EVA:Has the Attaché driven away?

FINA: [ think so,

EVA: Why can’t people say things for certain? 1 hate this awful
uncertainty all round me.

FINA langhing: My guessis that you're not sorry, Miss Eva.

(Enter Puntila and Kalle, followed by the doctor)

PUNTILA: Hear that, Eva? There was I, sitting over my punch,
thinking about nothing in particular, when suddenly I caught
myself looking at the fellow and wondering how the devil anyone
could have a face like that. I blinked and wondered if my eyesight
had gone wrong, so I had another glass and looked again, and
then of course I knew what I had to do. What are all you people
on your feet for?

P ARSON: Mr Puntila, I thought that since the party’s over we ought
to take our leave. Youmust betired, Anna.

PUNTILA: Rubbish. You’re not going to resent one of old Puntila’s
jokes, not like that pettifogging lawyer Kallios who keeps picking
holes in everything I do and just at the very instant when I've
realised my mistake and want to put it right; yes, the Attaché was
aflop but I did a good job once I'd caught on, you’ll bear me out
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there. Puntila may go off the rails, but not forlong before he sees
it and becomes quite human again. You found the wine? Take a
glass and let’s all sit down; I'll just tell the others there's been 2
mistake and the engagement party’s going on. If that Atraché -
scavenger, that’s what he is, and I'm amazed you didn’t realise
it right away, Eva, -- as | was saying, if he imagines he can screw
up my engagement after wecks of preparation then he can think
again. The fact is I decided a long time ago to marry my daughrer
to a good man, Matti Altonen, a fine chauffeur and a good friend
of mine. Fina, hurry up and tell whoever’s dancing in the park
that they're to come here as soon as the dance is over; therc’ve
been some interesting changes. I'll go and get the minister. (Goes
out)

KALLE: Your father’s going too far, even allowing for him being
drunk.

EvA:[illegible] .
K ALLE: 'mamazed you let him treat you like thatin public.
eva:like being an obedient daughter. -

K ALLE: He's going to be disappointed, though. Maybe he can give
your hand to anyone he chooses, but he can’t give mine, and that
includes giving it to you.

Eva answers ‘Don’t look at me” etc., as on p. 69, down to Matti’s ‘it
wasn’t to get married’, after which she continues:

I don’t believe you. That wasn’t how you held me at Kurgela.
You're like Hulda down in the village, who had five illegitimate
children with a fellow and then when they asked why she didn’t
marry him she said ‘I don’t like him.”

K ALLE: Stop laughing, and stop telling dirty stories. You're drunk.
I can’tafford to marry you.

EvA: With a sawmill you could.

KALLE: I already told you I'm not playing Victor to you. If he
wants to scatter sawmills around he can give them to you, not to
me. He’s human enough when he’s stewed but when he’s sober
he’s sharp. He’ll spend a million on an attaché for you but not
onachauffeur.

(Parson, judge, parson’s wife and doctor bave been standing as a
group in the background and putting their heads together. Now
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the parson goes up to Eva)

PARSON: Eva, my dear, I must speak to you like when I was
preparing you for confirmation. [An illegible line is added.] Mr
Altonen is welcome to stay, in view of his unfortunate
involvement. Eva my dear, it is your hard duty to tell your father
in no uncertain terms that he cannot dispose of you like a heifer
and that God has given you a will of your own.

£ v A: That would conflict with my obedience to parental authoricy,
your Reverence.

pARSON: It is 2 higher form of obedience, an obedience that goes
against accepted morality.

% ALLE: That’s just what I say.

pARsON: | am glad you have so much good sense. It makes the
situation considerably easier for you, my child.

£V A: What's so hard about ir? I shall say to my father in bell-like
tones: I propose to do as you command. 1.am going to marry
Kalle. Even if it means riskin} his saying in front of everybody
that he doesn't want me.

K ALLE: If you ask me, the problem’s a lot simpler than that, your
Reverence. I think he'll have forgotten all about it by the time he
comes back here. Pl be the sacrifice and go into the kitchen with
him, we'll have a bottle or two and I'll tell him how I've been
sacked from job after job, that’s something he likes hearing
about,

£vA: f youdo that I'll go into the kitchen too.

pARSON: | am sadly disappointed in you, Eva. (He goes back to the
others) I's unbelievable. She’s determined to marry the man.

pOCTOR: In that case it's time I went; I'd rather not be present;
I know Puntila. (Goes out)

paRsON: All I can say is that I'd leave too if 1 didn’t feel it my duty
to drain this cup to the dregs.

PARSON'S WIFE: Besides, Mr Puntila would be displeased. {The
dance music next door suddenly stops. A confused sound of voices
which likewise staps after a moment. The ensuing silence allows
one to hear the accordion playing for the dancers in the park)

K ALLE: You're taking advantage of the situation.

£vA: I want my husband tobe aman.

K ALLE: What you want is a lively evening, never mind whatanyone
else may think. You’re your father’s daughter all nighr.




146 Notes and Varnants

{Enter Puntila by himself, angry)
PUNTILA (taking a bottle from the table and drinking from it): 1
have just had a profound insight . . .

and 5o on as on p. 68. Then there is a cut straight from his ‘Fina, you
come and sit by me’ (p. 69) straight to All sit down reluctantly (thirteen
lines below).

Thereaiter there are only small differences in the scene at the table
with Matti testing Eva. One is that Puntila’s query ‘Marti, can you
fuck decently’ (p. 70) down o Matti’s *Can we change the subject?
is not in the first script or the W--B version but was an addirion to the
fair copy. Then when Matti slaps Eva’s behind both the first version
and the fair copy have her evading the slap; she simply says ‘How dare
you,’ etc. In the first version the scene ends with the exit of the cook
and the parson's wife (p. 79). In the fair copy, however, Matti's
immediately preceding speech continues after ‘urforgiving’:

It’s only that the kitchen staff will be here in a minute; the music
has stopped. You made Fina call them to hear about some new
development. What are you going to say when they get hére, led
by Miss Hanna with her sharp tongue?

PUNTILA: Il tell them that I've disowned my daughrer for being
a crime against Nature.

MATTI: You might do better to tell them that tomorrow.

Then he turns ‘to Laina and the parson’s wife’ as on p. 78 down to
their exir, after which one hears singing from the dance off:

The wolf asked the rooster a question:
‘Shouldn’t we get to know each other better
Know and understand each other better?’
The rooster thought that a good suggestion
Must have responded to the question

I"d say, seeing the field’s full of feachers.
Oh, Oh.

The match asked the can a question:
‘Shouldn’t we get to know each other better
Know and respect each other better?’
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The can thought that a good suggestion
Must have responded to the question
I'd say, seeing the sky's turning crimson.

The boss asked the maid a question:
Shouldn’t we get to know each other better
Know and respect each other better?

The maid thought thata good suggestion
Must have responded to the question

I'd say, seeing her staysare bulging.
Oh, oh.

PUNTILA: That's meant for me. Songs like that cut me to the quick.

The last stage direction first appears in the 1950 text. Red Surkkala’s
song was added at the end’of the fair copy, developing the theme of
the first stanza of the above, then in the 1g50 version supplanted it.

Scene 10

This is not in the W-B version but is included in the first script with
no scene number or title. In the fair copy it is numbered 8a.

Scene 11[gin the early scripts)

In the first script the title is ‘Puntila and Kalle climb Mount Hatelma’,
in the fair copy ‘Puntila sits in judgement and climbs Mount Hatelma’,
in the W-B version ‘Iso-Heikkili condemns Kalle.’ The setting in the
first script is the

Library at Puntila Hall. Hanna, the old housekeeper, is writing out
accounts, when Puntila sticks his bead in, with a towel round it. He
is about to draw back when he sees that Hanna has observed him,
and walks across the room to the door. On ber addressing him be
is painfully affected and stops.

HANNA: Mr Puntila, T have to talk to you. Now don’t pretend
you've got something important to do, and don’t look so pained.
For the past week I've said nothing because what with the
engagement and the house guests I've had my hands so full I
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didn’t know where I was, But now the time has come. Do you
realise what you've done?

PUNTILA; Hanna, I have a dreadful headache. I think if I had
another cup of coffee and a bit of a nap it might help; what do
youthink?

HANNA: I think you've needed something quite different and been
needing it 3 long time. Do you realise that his honour the judge
has left?

PUNTILA: What, Fredrik? That seems childish.

HANNA: Do you expect him to stay in a place the foreign minister’s
been thrown out of? Not to mention the Attaché, who moves in
the very best circles and will be telling everybody about you?
You'll be left sitting at Puntila Halllike a lone rhinoceros. Society
will shun you.

PUNTILA: I can’t understand that minister. He sees I'm a bit
boozed, and then goes and takes everything T say literally,

HANNA: You've always made a nuisance of yourself, but ever since
that chauffeur came o the estate it’s been too much. -Twenty
years I've been at the manor, but now you're going to have to
make up your mind: it’s the chauffeurorme.

PUNTILA: What are you talking abour? You can’t go. Who'd run
the business? I've got such a headache, I think I'm getting
pneumonia. Imagine attacking a man in such an inhuman way.

HANNA:T'll expect your answer. (Turns towards the door)

PUNTILA: You people grudge me even the smallest pleasure. Get
me some milk, my head’s bursting.

HANNA: There won’t be any milk for you. The cook’s passed out
too, she was drunk. Here come the parson and the doctor.

PUNTILA: I don't want to see them, my healthisn’tup toit. (Hanna
opens the door to the two gentlemen)

PARSON: Good morning, Mr Puntila, I trust that you had a restful
night, (Puntila mumbles something) 1 ran into the doctor on the
road; we thought we’d drop in and sec how you were.

PUNTILA (dubiously): | see.

pocToR: Rough night, what? I'd drink some milk if I were you,

PARSON: My wife asked to be remembered to you, She and Miss
Laina had a2 most interesting talk.

(Pause)

PARSON (gingerly): I'm very much surprised to hear Miss Hanna

Editorial Note 149

is thinking of leaving.

PUNTILA: Where did you hear that?

PARSON: Where? Oh, I really couldn’t say. You know how these
rumours get around.

PUNTILA: By telephone, I suppose. I'd like to know who phoned
you.

PARSON: I assure you, Mr Puntila, there was no question of
anybody phoning. What made me call was simply being upset
that someone so universally respected as Miss Hanna shouid be
forced to take such a step.

pocTOR: I told you it was a misunderstanding.

PUNTIL A: Id just like to know who has been telephoning people
from here behind my back. I know these coincidences.

pocTor: Don'tbe difficult, Puntila. Nothing's being done behind
your back. We're not having this conversation behind your back,
are we? b

pUNTILA: If I find you’ve been intriguing against me, Finstrand,
I'll put you on your back soon enocugh.

FARSON: Mr Puntila, this is getting us nowhere. I must ask you to
consider our words as words of friendship because we've heard
you were losing the valuable services of Miss Hanna, and it’s very
hard 1o imagine what the estate would do without her.

DOCTOR: If you want to throw us out like yesterday, go right
ahead. You can put up a barbed-wire fence around the estate and
drink yourself to death behind it.

PUNTIL A (with bostility): So somebody did phone.

poctoR: Oh Ged, yes. Do you think everyone in Lammi just
takes it for granted when you insult a cabinet minister under your
own roof and drive your daughter’s fiancé off the estate by
stoning him?

FUNTILA; What's that about stoning? I'd like to know who's
spreading that stoning story.

PARSON: Mr Puntila, let’s not waste time on details. I fear I have
come to the conclusion that much of what happened yesterday
is not ar all clear in your memory. For instance, I doubt whether
you are aware of the exact wording of the insults which you
hurled after our foreign minister, Mr Punrila.

BOCYOR: [t may interest you to know that you called him a shit.

PUNTILA: That’s an exaggeration.
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PARSON: Alas, no. Perhaps that will make you realise that when
you are in that deplorable condition you don’t always act as you
might think wise in retrospect. You risk incurring considerable
damage.

PUNTILA: Any damage [ incur is paid for by me, notyou.

DOCTOR: True. But there is some damage which you can’t pay for.

PARSON: Which money cannot repair.

pocTor: Though it's the first time I've scen you take things so
lightly when somebedy like Miss Hanna gives notice in the
middle of the harvest.

PARSON: We should overlook such material considerations,
doctor. I've known Mr Puntila to be just as understanding where
purely moral considerations were concerned. It might not be
unrewarding to take the matter of Surkkala as an example of the
dangers of over-indulgence in alcohol, and discuss it with Mr
Puntilain afriendly, dignified spirit.

PUNTIL A: What about Surkkala? q

All this long introduction, which was replaced by the present text in
the 1950 version, takes us only to p. 82, after which the scene
continues as now as far as Puntila’s shaking of the parson’s hand on
p. 83, apart of course from the giving of Laina's lines to Hanna.
Thereafter the parson, before leaving, begs Hanna not to abandon
her employer but to go on acting as his guardian angel; to which she
replies: ‘That depends on Mr Puntila.’ The doctor advises him to drink
Jess, and the two men go out. Puntila’s ensuing speech about giving
up drinking (‘Laina, from now on’ etc.) is addressed to Hanna, not
Laina, and is somewhat shorter than now. In the W-B version it
follows straight after Hanna’s statement that the cook was drunk (p.
148 above), the whole episode with the parson and the doctor/lawyer
being thus omitted. To recurn to the first script, Hanna then replies:

Liquor and low company are to blame. I'll send for that criminal
chauffeur, you can deal with him for a start. (Calls through the
doorway) Kalle! Come into the library at once!

PUNTILA: That Surkkala business is a lesson to me; imagine my not
evicting him. That's what happens once you let the demon rum
getatoe-hold.
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Surkkala’s appearance with his family is omitted, Kalle/Marti entering
at this point with his ‘Good morning, Mr Puntila,” etc. as on p. 84.
He then has to defend himself not ro Puntila (and against the
accusations of the latrer's friends) but to Hanna, to whom he says that
he was merely carrying out instructions and (as in the final text) could
not confine himself to the sensible ones (p. 84).

HANNA: There’s no need to top it all by being impertinent. They
told me how you chased after your master’s daughter at Kurgela
and pestered her in the bath-hut.

kALLE: Only for the sake of appearances.

HANNA: You do everything for the sake of appearances, You put
on a show of zeal and manage to get yourself ordered to force
your lustful attentions on your employer’s daughter and smoke
Puntila’s cigars. Who invited those Kurgela creatures over to
Puntila Hall? :

K ALLE: Mr Puntila, down in the village at half-past foura.m.

HANNA: Yes, but who worked them up and got them to come into
the house where the foreign minister was being entertained? You.

PUNTILA: I caught him trying to make them ask me for money for
breach of promise.

H ANNA: And then the hiring fair?

PUNTILA: He frightened off the redhaired man I was after and
landed me with that weedy fellow I had to send packing because
he scared the cows.

KALLE: Yes, Mr Puntila.

HANNA: As for the engagement party last night . . . You ought to
have the whole estate on your conscience, There’s Miss Eva
sitting upstairs with a headache and a broken heart for the rest
of her life, when she could have been happily married in three or
four months’ time.

katLe: All 1 ean say, Miss Hanna, is that if I hadn'c restrained
myself something much worse would have happened.

HANNA: You and she were sitting in the kitchen on Saturday night,
doyoudeny that?

KALLE: We had a perfectly harmless conversation which I am not
ROINE 10 describe to you in detail, Miss Hanna, you being a
spinster, and 1 don’t mean that as an insult but as my personal

conclusion based on certain pieces of evidence that are not
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relevant to the present discussion.

HANNA: So you're dropping your hypocritical mask, you
Bolshevik. It all comes of your boozing with creatures like this,
Mr Puntila, and not keeping your distance. I'm leaving.

Puntila then tells Matti/Kalle, in much the same words as now used
10 Laina on p. 83, to bring out all the bottles containing liquor so that
they may be smashed. He follows with a shorter version of his speech
on p. 85 down to “Too few people are aware of that’, after which Matu
reappears with the bottles, The dialogue is close to that of our text,
but with Hanna/Alina fulfilling Laina’s role of trying to stop Puntila
drinking, until he wrns on her (p. 86) after his ‘1 never want to see
it again, you heard.” Then instead of going on asin our text he says:

And don’t contradict me, woman; you're my evil genius. That
gaunt face of yours makes me sick. I can’t even geta drink of milk
when I’m sick, and in my own house too. Because there you are,
telephoning everyone behind my back and bringing in the parson
to treat me like a schoolboy; I won’t have it. Your pettiness has
been poisoning my life for the last thirty years. 1 can’t bear
pettiness, you rusty old adding machine.

Then come four lines as in our text from “You lot want me to rot away
here’ 1o ‘tot up the cattle feed', continuing:

1 look across the table, and what do I see but you, you sleazy
piece of black crape. I'm giving you notice, do you hear?

HANNA: That beats everything. The two of you getting drunk
before my very eyes!

PUNTILA: Getout.

HANNA: Are you trying 1o give me notice? Here’s the man you
promised you'd give notice to. You promised the parson himself.
You were going to report him to the authorities. (Puntila laughs,
picks ber up and carries her out, cursing him at the top of ber voice)
Wastrel! Drunkard! Tramp!

PUNTILA (returning): That got rid of her.

Maui/Kalle’s speech ‘I hope the punch is all right,’ etc. follows as on
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p. B6, together with Puntila’s next speech as far as ‘a calamity all the
same.” Then instead of the reference to Surkkala and the half-page of
dialogue with him and his family Puntila runs straight on:

I always said it takes a certain inner strength to keep on the right
path.

KALLE: You always get more out of it if you wander off, Mr
Puntila. Practically everything that's at all pleasant lies off the
right path, you’d almost think the right path had been thought
up on purpose to discourage people.

PUNTILA: I say the pleasant path is the right one. And in my
opinion you’re a good guide. Just looking at you makes me
thirsty.

KALLE: I'd like to say something about yesterday’s engagement
party, Mr Puntila. There were one or two misunderstandings due
to the impossibility of suppressing human nature, but if I may
say so inhuman nature can’t be suppressed either. You rather
underrated the gulf between me and Miss Eva until I tickled her
backside; 1 suppose it was because offhand you didn’t see why
I shouldn't go catching crayfish with Miss Eva just as well as the
next man, which is an offhand way of looking ar the sexes and
one that doesn’t get under the surface - as if only the intimate
things mattered and not upbringing. As far as T know, though,
nothing that happened at the party was so disastrous that you
can't put it right, though all that came of it really was that the
parson’s wife now knows how to preserve mushrooms.

pUNTILA: | can’t take it tragically. Looking at it from the broad
point of view, not from a peity one; devil rake the woman, she’s
got a petty outlook, she’s nothing. Eva will inherit the estate even
if she makes a bad marriage.

K ALLE: Fven if. Because so long as she’s got the estate, and the cows
yield milk and there’s someone to drive the milk churns 1o the
co-operative and they keep an eye on the grain and so on, nothing
else counts. Whether it’s a good or bad marriage isn't going to
prevent her from selling her trees. You can chop down a forest
even with a broken heart.

Then Punuila asks what his pay is, as on p. 89 (though the amount
varies from script 10 script) and goes on, as in our text, to propose
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climbing Mount Hatelma. After his "We could do it in spiri¢’ (p. 88)
Matti/Kalle interposes in the first script (notin W-B):

In spirit is always much the simplest way. I once got sore at an
Englishman for parking his car so stupidly that I had to shove it
out of the way with my drunken boss sitting in the Ford cursing
me. In spirit I declared war on England, I defeated them in spirit,
brought them to their knees, and laid down stiff peace terms; it
was all very simple, I remember.

Then Puntila finishes with ‘Given a chair or two we could’ etc. (p. 88)
and the dialogue continues virtually as we have it for some rwo pages,
omitting only the stage direction on p. 88 with its mention of the
billiard table. After Puntila’s ‘Are you a Tavastlander?” (p. 89),

however, Kalle gave details, e.g., from the first scripr:

Originally, ves. I was born the other side of those forests in a
cabin by the lake, and I grew up on bare stony ground.

PUNTILA: Hold on, let's take it all in proper ord‘er. First and
foremost, where elseis thereasky . ..

— and s0 on as in our text to the end of the scene. In the W-B version
there are some cuts, and Kalle adds after his present concluding line
‘Long live Tavastland and its Iso-Heikkili!" after which the two men
sing the lines about the Roina once again. (These come from the
nincteenth-century poet Topelius, and the Roina is a lake in central

Finland.)
Scene 12[10in the first script]

Laina’s second speech and both Mati’s first two were additions on the
fair copy. In the first script, after Laina’s ‘until Mr Puntila’s up® (p.
92) Kalle continues:

I'm glad T was able to straighten out that business with the
housekeeper. It got me a settlement of two months’ pay, and she
was 5o glad 1o be rid of me she gave me a decent reference.
cookK: I don'tgetit. When you're in so good with the master.
KALLE: That’s just the problem. I couldn’t have him writing a
reference for me; I'd never get another job so long as I lived.
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Then as in our text from Laina’s 'He won't be able to manage withour
you’ to her exit, after which Kalle flings a stone at one of the balcony
windows and Eva appears in night attire.

EVA: What's up? Why have you got your suitcase?
KALLE:I’'mleaving.

EV A (after a pause): Why do you want to leave?
KALLE: [can’tstay forever.

EVA: I'msorry you're going, Kalle.

KALLE: I'll send you a crayfish for your birthday.
EVA:I'd sooner you came back yourself.

KALLE: Right. Inayear from now.

EvA: ['ll wait that leng.

KALLE: By then I'll have my sawmill.

£va:Fine, )l have learned how to darn socks by then.
KALLE: Thenit will work, Bye, ¥ =

Eva: Bye. (Goes back into her room)

The epilogue follows with some very slight variations.

The W-B version tacks this scene on to the preceding one by having
Eva enter and call Puntila down from his mountain, after which he
goes off with Fina and Laina, leaving her and Kalle alone. She asks
‘Why have you got your suitcase?” as above, but the dialogue differs
from that in the first script by having her press him to make it less than
a year and suggesting that her father might give her a sawmill. Kalle
says he will send her books, and she agrees to read them; then she
comes close to him, forcing him to say ‘Go away and lead me not into
temptation.’ He pushes her off, and the epilogue follows,




