SIBELIUS
Kullervo, Op. 7
Text from Kalevala; English translation by William Forsell Kirby

HI. Kullervo jabinen sisarensa L. Kullervo and his Sister
Kuoro: Chorus:

Kullervo, Kalervon poika, Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,
Sinisukka dijon lapsi, With the very bluest stockings,
Hivus keltainen korea, And with vellow hair the finest,
Kengin kauto kaunokainen And with shoes of finest leather,
Liksi viemdihdin vetoja, Went his way to pay the taxes,

Maajyvid maksamahban. And he went to pay the land-dues.



Vietyd vetoperinsd,
Maajyviset waksettuz
Rekebensi reutoaibse
Kobennaikse korjabansa:
Alkoi kulkea botibin,
Matkata owmille maille.

Ajoa jaryitelevi
Matkoansa wittelevi
Noilla Vainon kankabilla,
Avvmoin raatuilla aboilla.

Neiti vastaban tulevi,
Hivus kulta biihtelevi _
Noilla Viinon kankabilla,
Awiriotn raatuilla aboilla,

Kullervo, Kalervon poika;
Jo tuossa piittelevs,
Alkoi neitti baastatella,
Haastatella, boukutelln:

Kullerpo:
Nouse, neito korjabani,
Taaksi maata taljoilleni!

Stsar: |
Tauti taaksi talioillesi!

Kuoro:

Kaullervo, Kalervon poika,
Sinisukka dfjon lapsi,

1ski virkkua vitsalla,
Helabytti belmivyilis.
Virkku juoksi, matka joutns,
Tie vieri, reki vasasi.

Neiti vastaban tlevi,
Rautokenkd bagsloavi
Selvalli meren selilld,
Ulapalla aukealla.

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Hevoista piittelevi,
Suutansa sovittelevi,
Sanojansa sidtelevi:

Tule korjahan, borex,
Maar valio, matkoibinil

Sisar: o
Twoni sulle korjabasi,
Manalainess wmatkoihisil

When he now had paid the taxes,
And had also paid the land-dues,

1In his sledge he quickly bounded,
And upon the sledge he mounted,
And began to journey homeward,
And to travel to his country.

And he drove and rattled oowazd.
And he travelled on his journey,
Traversing the heath of Viing,
And his clearing made aforetime.

And by chance a maiden met him,
With her yellow hair all flowing,
There upon the heath of Viing,
On his clearing made aforetime.

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,
Checked his sledge upon the instant,
And began a conversation,

And began to talk and wheedle:

Kullervo: -
Come into my sledge, O maiden,
Rest upon the furs within it,

Sister:
In the sledge may Death now enter,
On thy furs be Sickness seated.

Chorus; ] _

Kullervo, Kaletvo’s offspring,

With the very bluest stockings, ¥
With his whip then struck his courser,
With his beaded whip he lashed hin,
Sprang the horse upon the journey,
Rocked the sledge, the road was traverse

And by chance a maiden mert him,
Walking on, with shoes of leather,
O%er the lakes extended surface,
And across the open water.

Kulleivo, Kalervo’s offspring,
Checked his horse upon the instant,
And his mouth at once he opened,
And began to speak as follows:
Come into my sledge, O fair one,
Pride of earth, and journey with me.

Sister:
In thy sledge may Tuoni seek thee,
Manalainen journey with thee, -



Kuoro: Chorus:

Kullervo, Kalervon poika, Kallervo, Kalervo’s offspring,

Sinisukka dijon lapsi, With the very bluest stockings,

Iski virkkua vitsalla, With his whip then struck his courser,
Helibytti belmivyolli. With his beaded whip he lashed him,
Virkku juoksi, matka joutui, Sprang the horse upon his journey,

Reki vieri, tie lybeni. Rocked the sledge, the way was shortened.

Neiti vastakan tulevi,
Tinarinta riioavi

Noilla Pobjan kankabilla,
Lapin laajoilla rajoilla.

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Hevoistansa hillitsevi,
Suutansa sovittelevi,
Sanojansa sddtelevi:

Kullervo:

Kiiy, neito rekosebent,
Armas, alle vilttieni,
Syémibdn omeniani,
Puremaban piibkeniil

Sisar:

Sylen, kehjo, kelkkahasi,
Retkale, rekosebesi!
Vilu on olla viltin alla,
Kolkko korjassa eled.

Kuoro:

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Sinisukka dijon lapsi,
Koppoi neion korjahansa,
Reualti rekosehensa,
Asetteli taljoillensa,

Alle viltin vierietteli.

Sisar:

Pddstd pois minua tdstd,
Laske lasta vallallensa
Kunnotointa kuulemasta
Pakbolaista palvomasta,
Tahi potkin pohjan pubki,
Levittelen liistebeksi,
Korjasi pilastebiksi,
Réimiiksi re’en retukan!!

Kuoro:

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Sinisukka dijon lapsi,
Aunkaisi rabaisen arkun,
Kimahutti kirjakannen,
Naytteli bopei tansa,
Verkaliuskoja levitti,

And by chance a maiden met him,
Wearing a tin brooch, and singing,
Out upon the heaths of Pohja,

And the borders wide of Lapland.

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,
Checked his horse upon the instant,
And his mouth at once he opened,
And began to speak as follows:

Kullervo:

Come into my sledge, O maiden,
Underneath my rug, my dearest,
And you there shall eat my apples,
And shall crack my nuts in comfort.

Sister:

At your sledge 1 spit, O villain,
Even at your sledge, O scoundrel,
Underneath your rug is coldness,
And within your sledge is darkness.

Chorus:

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,

With the very bluest stockings,
Dragged into his sledge the maiden,
And into the sledge he pulled her,
And upon the furs he laid her,
Underneath the rug he pushed her.

Sister:

From the sledge at once release me,
Leave the child in perfect freedom,
That I hear of nothing evil,

Neither foul nor filthy language,

Or upon the ground I'll throw me,
And will break the sledge to splinters,
And will smash your sledge to atoms,
Break the wretched sledge to pieces!

Chorus:

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,
With the very bluest stockings.
Opened then his hide-bound coffer.
Clanging raised the pictured cover,
And he showed her all his silver,
Out he spread the choicest fabrics,



Kultasuita sukkasia,
Vbitdnsd bopeapditi.

Verat veivit neien mielen,
Halu muutti morsiamen,
Hopea hukuttelevi,

Kulia kuibauttelevi.

Stockings too, all gold-embroidered,
Girdles all adorned with silver.

Soon the fabrics turned her dizzy,
To a bride the money changed her,
And the silver it destroyed her,
And the shining gold deluded.

[At this point Sibelius chose not to set six further lines of the stanza, instead depicting

symphonically the actions of Kullervo and the maiden as they “b

ass the night in merry-

making.” In the morning, she asks Kullervo about himself.

Stsar:

Mist’oler sini sukuisin,
Kusta robkea, rotuising
Lienet suurtaki sukua,
Isoa isin aloa.

Kullervo:

En ole sukua suurta,
Enkd suurta enkd pients,
Olen kerran keskimmidista:
Kalervon katala poika,
Tubma poika tuiretuinen,
Lapsi kehjo keireryinen;
Vaar sano oma sukusi,
Oma rohkea rotutsi,

Jos olet sukua suurta,
Isoa isin aloa!

Sisar:

En ole sukua suurta,

Enkd sunrta enkd pienti,
Qlen kerran keskimmdisti:
Kalervon katala tytté,
Tybjd tytt6 tuiretuinen,
Lapsi kebjo keiretyinen.

Ennen lasna ollessani
Emon ebtoisen eloilla,
Liksin marjahan metsille,
Alle vaaran vaapukkaban.
Poimin maalta mansikoita,
Alta vaaran vaapukoita
Poimin paivin, von lepisin.

Poumin paivin, poimen toisen:

Paivallapi kolmannella
En tiennyt kotthin tieti:
Tiehyt metsihbin veteli,

Ura saateli salolle.

Stind istuin, jotta itkin,
Itkin piivin, jotta toisen;
Paivinipi kolmanteny
Nousin suurelle mielle,

Sister:

Tell me now of your relations,

What the brave race that you spring from,
From a mighty race it seems me,
Offspring of a mighty father.

Kullervo:

No, my race is not a great one,

not a great one, not a small one,

I am just of middle station,

Kalervo’s unhappy offspring,

Stupid boy, and very foolish,
Worthless child, and good for nothing.
Tell me now about your people,

And the brave race that you spring from,
Perhaps from a mighty race descended,
Offspring of a mighty father.

Sister:

No, my race is not a great one,

Not a great one, not a small ong,

I am just of middle station,

Kalervo’s unhappy daughter,

Stupid girl, and very foolish,
Worthless child, and good for nothing

When I was a little infant,

Living with my tender mother,

To the wood I went for berries,

Neath the mountain sought for raspberries,
On the plains I gathered strawberries,
Underneath the mountain, raspberries,
Plucked by day, at night I rested,
Plucked for one day and a second,
And upon the third day likewise,

Bur the pathway home I found not,

In the woods the pathways led nie,
And the footpaths to the forest.

There I stood, and burst out weeping,
Wept for one day, and a second,

And at length upon the third day,
Then I climbed a mighty mountain,



Korkealle kukkulalle.
Tuossa buusin, boilaelin.
Salot vastaban saneli,
Kankabat kajabtelivat:
“Eli buna, bullu tytté,
Eld mieletoin, melua!

Ei se kuulu kumminkana,
Ei kuulukotibin buuto!”

Péivin pidsti kolmen, neljin,
Viten, kunen viimeistiki
Kobenihin kuolemaban,
Heitihin katoamahan,

Enkd kuollut buitenkana,

En mii kalkinen kaon nut!

Qisin kuollut, kuria raukka,
Qisin katken nut, katala,
Asken tuossa toisna vuonna,
Kobta kolmanna kesini
Oisin heiniing helynnyt,
Kukostellut kukkapiding, _
Maassa matrjana hyvind,
Punaisena puclukkana,
Namit kwmmat buulematta,
Haikeat havaitse matta.

Kullervo:

Voi, poloinen, pdividni,
Voipa, kurja, kummiani,
Voi kun pi'tn sisarueni,
Turmelin emoni tuoman!
Voi isoni, voi emoni,

Voi on valtavanbempani!
Minnekd minua loitte
Kunne kannoitte katalan?
Parempi olisin ollut
Syntymdtti, kasvamatia,
Hlmahan sikedmérts,
Maalle tille tiytymatti.
Eiki surma suonin tebnyt,
Tauti oike'in osannut,
Kun ei tappanut minua,
Kaottanut kaksidisni.

V. Kullervon Euolema
Kuoro:

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Otti koiransa keralle,
Ldksi tieti telkkimdhin,
Korpehen kohoamaban,
Kévi matkoa vihbdisen,
Astui tietd pikkaraisen;
Tuli tuolle saarekselle,
Tuolle paikalle tapahitui,

To the peak of all the highest,

On the peak I called and shouted,
And the woods made answer to me,
While the heaths re-echoed likewise:
“Do not call, O girl so senseless,
Shout not, void of understanding,
There is no one who can hear you,
None at home to hear your shouting.”

Then upon the third and fourth days,
Lastly on the fifth and sixth days,

I to take my life attempted,

Tried to hurl me to destruction,

But by no means did [ perish,

Nor could I, the wretched, perish.

Would that I, poor wretch, had perished,
Hapless one, had met destruction,

That the second year thereafter,

Or the third among the summers,

I bad shone forth as a grass-blade,

As a lovely flower existed,

On the ground a beauteous berry,

Even as a scarlet cranberry,

Then I had not heard these horrors,
Would not then have known these terrors.

Kallervo:

Woe my day, O me unhappy,

Woe to me and all my household,
For indeed my very sister,

I my mother’s child have outraged!
Woe my father, woe my mother,

Woe to you, my aged parents,

To what purpose have you reared me,
Reared me up to be so wretched!

Far more happy were my fortune,
Had I ne’er been born or nurtured,
Never in the air been strengthened,
Never in this world had entered,
Wrongly I by death was treated,

Nor disease has acted wisely,

That they did not fall upon me,

And when two nights old destroy me.

V. Kullervo’s Death

Chorus:

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,

At his side the black dog taking,
Tracked his path through trees to forest
Where the forest rose the thickest.

But a short way had he wandered,

But a little way walked onward,

When he reached the stretch of forest,
Recognized the spot before him,

]



Kuss'oli piian pillannunna,
Turmellut ermonsa tuoman.

Sim’itki thana nurmi,
Abo armahin valitti,
Nauoret beindt belliteli,
Kuikutti kukat kanervan
Tuota piian pillamusta,
Emon tuoman turmelusta.

Eiki moussut nuori beind,
Kasvanut kanervan kukka,
Ylennyt sialla silld,

Tuolla paikalla paballa,
Kuss’oli pitan pillannunna,
Emon tuoman turmellunna.

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Tempasi terdvin miekan,
Katselevi, kdintelevi,
Kyselevi, tietelevi,

Kysyi mielti miekaltansa,
Tokko tuon tekisi mieli
Syod syylisti liboa,
Viallista verta fuoa.

Miekka mietti mieben mielen,
Arvasi uron pakinan,

Vastasi sanalla tuolla:
“Miks’en siisi mielellini,
Soisi syylisti liboa,

Viallista verta joisi?

Syén liboa syyttominki,
Juon verta viattomanki.”

Kullervo, Kalervon poika,
Sinisukka dijén lapsi,
Péin on peltobon sysdsi,
Perin painoi kankahasen,
Kiiren kdinti rintabansa,
Itse iskibe kirelle.

Sithen surmansa sukesi,
KRuolemansa kobtaels.

Se oli surma nuoren miehen,
Kuolo Kullervo urohon,
Loppu ainaki urosta,
Kuolema kovaosaista.

Where he had seduced the maiden,
And his mother’s child dishonored.

There the tender grass was weeping,
And the lovely spot lamenting,

And the young grass was deploring,
And the flowers of heath were grieving,
For the ruin of the maiden,

For the mother’s child’s destruction.

Neither was the young grass sprouting
Nor the flowers of heath expanding,
Nor the spot had covered over,

Where the evil thing had happened,
Where he had seduced the maiden,
And bis mother’s child dishonored.

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,

Grasped the sharpened sword he carried,
Looked upon the sword and turned fit,
And he questioned it and asked it.

And he asked the sword’s opinion,

If it was disposed to slay him,

To devour his guilty body,

And his evil blood to swallow.

Understood the sword his meaning,
Understood the hero’s question,

And it answered him as follows:
“Wherefore at my heart’s desire,

Should I not thy flesh devour,

And drink up thy blood so evil,

1 who guiltless flesh haye eaten,

Drank the blood of these who sinned not?”

Kullervo, Kalervo’s offspring,

With the very bluest stockings,

On the ground the haft set firmly,

On the heath the hilt pressed tightly,
Turned the point against his bosom,
And upon the point he threw him,
Thus he found the death he sought for,
Cast himself into destruction.

Even so the young man perished,
Thus died Kullervo the hero,
Thus the hero’s life was ended,
Perished thus the hapless hero.
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