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One night at Trieste in September 1943 a seriously wounded soldier isfound on the quay. The doctor, of a
newly arrived German hospital ship, Pietri Friari gives the unconscious soldier medical assistance. His new
patient has no documents or anything that can identifying him. When he regains consciousness he has lost
his memory and cannot even remember what language he speaks. From a few things found on the man the
doctor, who is originally from Finland, believes him to be a sailor and a fellow countryman, who somehow
or other has ended up in Trieste. The doctor dedicates himself to teaching the man Finnish, beginning the
reconstruction of the identity of Sampo Karjalainen, leading the missing man to return to Finland in search of
hisidentity and his past.

New Finnish Grammar won three literary prizesin Italy in 2001: Premio Grinzane Cavour, Premio Ostia
Mare and Premio Giuseppe Desi and has received critical acclaim across Europe.
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From Reader Review New Finnish Grammar for online ebook

Aditya Kelekar says

~~~ Since language is our mother, try and find yourself awoman ~~~
THISREVIEW CONTAINS SPOILERS, READ THE BOOK FIRST!

It was on the flight during my first visit to Finland that | had first brush with Finnish, thanks to the
announcementsin Finn Air. Now what was that? The words that had just been spoken.. some were so long
drawn out, some expressed in such a sing-song way, it was amusing to listen to them. Now, more than ayear
later, and having practiced some basic Finnish phrases, these lines in the novel 'New Finnish Grammar' strike
achord: "Foreigners listening to a Finn speaking have the sense that something is flying out of his mouth;
the words fan out and lightly close in again; they hover in the air and then dissolve. It is pointless to try and
capture them for their meaning isin their flight, it is this that you must catch using your eyes and ears. Hands
areno help. Thisis one of the loveliest things about the Finnish language.”

The story is about a person who haslost his memory at atime when the world isin the throes of WWII.
Doctor Friari, aneurologist of Finnish origin nurses the patient back to health. Seeing that the patient's tag
identifies him as Sampo Karjalainen, an obviously Finnish name, the doctor teaches him Finnish. However,
Sampo's past and his links with his family remain untraceable. Thinking that Sampo's best chance in finding
hisrootsliein staying in Helsinki, Dr Friari sends him to the city. At Helsinki, Dr Friari's note helps Sampo
find lodgings and food, but learning the Finnish language (for, as Dr Friari tells him, that knowing the
language is a prerequisite to his getting ahead in life) and uncovering his past remain a daunting task which
he must accomplish.

At Helsinki, Sampo meets Koskela, a priest, who undertakes to teach Sampo Finnish. Often during Sampo's
lessons with Koskela, there are excursions to the land of Kalevala, the Finnish national epic. One story is
about Kullervo, born to a mother who has been brutally held captive. Kullervo is bred on hatred, so that
when he becomes physically strong, he uproots al that crosses his path, but it bring him no happiness.
Indeed, his mother fears that his hatred will consume him and that is what happens. After wreaking havoc in
the camp of his mother's captors, Kullervo return only to bring misery to his own family.

| couldn't help comparing that with the story from the Hindu epic of Mahabharata... of Kansa, the son of a
god who is born with divine strength but who is brought up by a poor low-caste family. Early in his
childhood, Kansa faces discrimination because of his low-caste ancestry. Suffering humiliation at the hands
of high-caste princes embitters Kansa so much that when a prince openly admire him for histalents, he
pledges his support to that prince, though it later leads him down afalse path. But here the home background
isdifferent. Asachild, Kansais cared lovingly by hisfoster parents, so that he in turn becomes awellspring
of kindness. The stories of Kullervo and Kansa seemed to me to complement each other in a superb way.

Thereisno child in 'New Finnnish Grammar' but Marani skillfully weaves you in the web of the Kalevala so
that the lessons that Koskela has for Sampo are your own lessons too. Not for nothing does K oskela say that
"children who are cradled without gentleness, raised uncaringly, dragged up harshly, will not become
intelligent, will never have the gift of wisdom, will never become men, even should they grow up strong and
healthy and live for a hundred years."

Sampo's hunt for tracking his family give us a peek into Helsinki asit wasin the early 1940s -- war ravaged



and grieving. Doctor Friari's recollections of histimesin the city parallels Sampo'stale, and there we get a
glimpse of the destruction that Civil War brought to Finland.

The novel's trandation in English by Judith Landry seems to be beautifully done. (I say that even though |
have not read the original Italian work.)

Of the three persons (the other two friendsin Sampo's life are Doctor Friari and Koskela) with whom Sampo
spends time to devel op a friendship, the one with IIma (anurse in the hospital that Sampo lives) is the
shortest: only one evening's meeting to really speak of. And yet, it is this meeting that should lead to
something that keeps you going. Ilma has understood Sampo for what he is and wants to start ajourney
together. When Sampo says "let's sing al night" and IImajoins, a spark isignited. And when lImatakes him
to her tree of happy memories, you can't but get afeeling that the two are coursing down an evergreen road.

Itisin discussion with Ilmaagain (or rather in the course of Sampo's reading of her letters) that the
importance of a past comes up. Sampo had earlier declared it his purpose of hoping to recover some
fragments of his past; IIma says sheis content to live alife free of the "ballast of memory". Are these
divergent views then? | would think Sampo's obsession about trying to find his past goes beyond just
satisfying his curiosity of discovering it. The past isalso hislink to find out what were his talents and skills,
for without them how can he pride himself to be aman? It is then anod to his self-esteem that he goes about
his identity search till the point that he findsit afutile exercise.

And, again, it islImas letters that make your heart heavy. That a soul could place so much trust and
confidence in anew friend by just one evening's meeting speaks of Sampo's quiet charm and poise. Y ou wish
you could go back in time, and push Sampo to reply. Well, | don't know about you, but | would.

Antonomasia says

Feb 2014.

[4.5] A powerful little book (under 200 pages), intelligent, emotional and contemplative al at oncein avery
Continental way, that would have been best read in afew long sittings rather than in countless snippets
between watching Olympic events on TV or whilst half asleep.

I've had this for about three years, vacillating: although | very much wanted to read another book about
Finland, would an Italian author really give anywhere near so true a sense of the country as aloca would?

Like Lolita, New Finnish Grammar begins with a professional's "introduction" outlining the protagonist's
fate, so none of the following is as spoilery asit may sound. A man isfound unconscious and badly beaten in
Trieste in 1943, wearing a Finnish naval jacket name-tagged Sampo Karjaleinen. He is taken aboard a
German hospital ship, where heis found to have amnesia and to be speechless, and is attentively cared for by
adoctor, himself originally a Finn and who begins to (re)teach the man their presumed shared language
before sending him (back) to Finland. There he is taken under the wing of a military chaplain with shamanic
sympathies, who teaches him Finnish and folklore. The man's real name was Massimiliano Brodar; perhaps
thisis areference to Kafkas friend and literary executor Max Brod, except that the roleis reversed. Brod
didn't follow Kafka's instructions, and here - although the doctor has already, with the very best of intentions,
messed with Karjaleinen / Brodar's words and realises his terrible mistake - Brodar's papers are re-written as
the novel to make them coherent and expressive.



Y ou don't have to have read the Kalevala, have a certain amount of fascination with the linguistics of the
stranger European languages and with Finland to read this... but it helps. (And in order to understand the
opening scenes of rather agood film The Cuckoo set in Finland at the same time, 1'd already read about the
complicated Continuation War involving Finns, Russians and Germans.) In New Finnish Grammar thereis
quite a bit of conversation about the Finnish national epic, where the stories are well explained - an amnesiac
is being told about it after al - but, not knowing it was there, | was really happy to have timed reading New
Finnish Grammar lessthan ayear after the poem. The ideas about its characters here were mostly a close
match for those in the OUP introduction to the Kalevala and what 1'd got from reading it; sometimes they
were more beautifully expressed than in the trandated epic. When | was akid / teenager, | loved reading the
Encyclopaedia Britannica articles about the history of languages. (Furthering this interest never really got off
the ground because rather like visitors being the best incentive to expend limited energy and focus on
tidying, | need the motivation of foreign travel for serious language learning post-school, and my health has
been too poor... If amagic wand were waved and | was made perfectly healthy, travel, language learning,
sports, restaurants and music lessons would crowd my spare hours to make up for lost time.) | was aways
most fascinated to read about non-Romance, non-Teutonic languages, and the languages of Northern and
Eastern Europe, unusual ones like the Finno-Ugric family or obscure extinct oneslike Tocharian. This
blurred with an interest in the social and religious history of pre-Christian timesin those bits of Europe
which weren't in the well-known mythologies (Classical or Norse). And on reflection, I'm not sure |'ve seen
anyone actually put that semi-mystical sense of ancient-ness and such fine detail about language in one place
quite like this before - it felt perfectly natural to me as 1'd sort of always seen it that way. This book could
perhaps be less enjoyable if you don't joyfully geek out at the mention of types of noun case and verb forms
which don't exist in English, wondering how different the world might be understood through Finnish.

- The sounds of our language were around us, in nature, in the woods, in the pull of the sea, in the call of the
wild, in the sound of the falling snow. All we did was to bend them to our needs.

- If we have two distinct words for east in Finnish, it is so as to avoid having to use the same word both for
dawn, and for the direction from which the Sav invasions come.

- The Finn does not like the idea of a subject carrying out an action; no one in thisworld carries out
anything; rather everything comes about of its own accord, because it must, and we are just one of the many
things that might have come about. In the Finnish sentence the words are grouped around the verb like
moons around a planet, and whichever one is nearest to the verb becomes the subject. In European
languages the sentenceis a straight line; in Finnish it is a circle, within which something happens.

All presented as the idiosyncratic musings of one man, and wouldn't necessarily stand up to scientific
dissection, but if you have sympathy with this sort of thing, it islovely.

What do Finnish people think of all this? That was what counted. Using alazy search for diego marani
suomi, | found afew articlesto stick in Google Trandate. (The most useful ones are here and here.) It sounds
as though Marani has got the essence of the place right, though small details about how people regard
historical figures (Mannerheim) could be questioned and there are some inaccuracies in actual Finnish
phrases. The second piece says that the characters' voices are not sufficiently differentiated - this was the
same in the English trandation and was most noticeable in a set of directly quoted letters in the penultimate
chapter. The doctor / "editor"'s own style could have made everything else sound similar - but not, plausibly,
those.

Perhaps obviously from the plot, New Finnish Grammar is also a meditation on memory (specifically factual
/ intellectual recall from before hisinjury - Karjaleinen does not suffer from two of the other most distressing
aspects of memory problems: his basic civilised social conduct is unaffected, and heis able to lay down new
memories without difficulty) - and on how essential nationality and language are to a person's sense of
identity. (Because | read the book in such afragmented way, and because memory is afrequent subject in
literary fiction - though rarely written about in such alovely way - | sometimes found it atad repetitivein the



middle.) These reflections were always beautifully expressed; earlier in the book | understood what was
meant whilst wanting to quibble, then later the characters arrived at similar conclusions.

New Finnish Grammar is a beautiful and romantic account of terrible things; whilst it's not fantasy you
couldn't quite call it redlistic. In the more specific sense of romantic love, the narrative's attitude seems very
Italian (or French), like nothing Nordic |'ve ever read.

Background knowledge did help, but given that | acquired most of that from reading easily accessible
general encyclopaedias (old ones or Wiki), and that the novel explains things quite well, it's not really that
obscure, or essential to enjoying the Marani's book.

In the past week or two |'ve been looking bookwise mostly at recent European fiction, and suddenly there are
guotes from Nick Lezard everywhere (on this book, plenty of those I've been browsing, and some others I've
had for awhile and haven't read). I've rarely read his column ... presumably thisis the sort of stuff he
speciaisesin.

Jessica says

| recently finished a Booker Award finalist, Showdrops by A. D. Miller. On the surface these two novels
would seem to have little in common (other than they both take place in snowy regions), but in fact they're
similar in that they both are most of all about place: Finland in this case; Moscow in Miller's novel. Place (as
well as the Finnish language in this novel) is the central character and any story lineis secondary to the
place(s) described. Miller's novel has more narrative pull than this one, but it's not necessarily the better
novel. Thisoneis more original. That said, | needed more story line, more narrative drive; | wanted to be
caught up in the novel more than | was.

Zozetta says

MAC VTPAC TIOU XVEL TN WV2UN KOI TN YA?000 TOU HET? aT? VA Bap? TPAUVHATION? KAT? TN

Ol 2PKEIN TOU OE?TEPOL TIYK 2OV TIPAEUOUL. VAC EVOXIK?C PIVAAVI?C VIATP?C TIOL TANPVEL
KP2UOTO TIOU dEV TOU AV2KOULV KOl Baoav?(eTal aTI? T VOOTOAY?0 Yid TOV T?T0 TOU, TOV OT7AVEL
otn PIvAavd?0 TIOTE?0VTAC TG EAVAL CUUTIITPI 2TNE TOU EEAIT?0C K201V EVOEPEEWV. NA(
AoLONPAV?C TI?OTOPAC KOI TAUT?2XPOVA VAC OTI? TOUC TEAELTA 20UC COLAVOLC TIOU TIPOCTIBE? va
TOU JIOZEl TN @VAAVALK? YA?2000 KOl U200 AT? AUT T KOUATO?pd €V?¢ Ado?. T?Ao¢, pid
VOOOK?Ud TIOU TEOTE?El TOG 0 VOPWIOC ETTBIVEL LAVO OV 2XEL TNV TOAUVTZAEIN ? TNV ETIAOY? TOU VO
Eexv?.

A BIPA?0 KTANEN yia pva. Mou 1p7Bné&e To evAla@?pov TO TIPWIT 2TUTIO TOU BUATOC O PXIK? KOl
2101 EEKVNOO va d1aB?w TIC TP?TEC OEA?OEC AV KA OV 2EEPA T2TMOTA VIO TOV CUYYPA Q2. AV
UTT?pECQ VO TO AQ?0W AT? TA X?2P1A HOU AV KOl 2KAVO GLXV? OIOAEZUUATO VIO VO OKEQPT? Ta B7uata
TIOL TPAYMATE?ETAL. H pv?un, N YA?000 Kal 2Tl aUT? KOUBOA?, N TRTP?00, N TALT?2INTA EVC
OVOP?IoL KAl N IKAV?2TNT? TOU 2?1 PAAEIPN IKAV2TNTAG VO OXET?(ETAL YUE TOV K?0UO, E TO TPV
KOl va XT?2el VoV Kalvo?pylo aAnBiv? (;) eaut? ?tav aut? Ae2Pouy. MoAA? avarvtnta
EPWINUATIK? OAA? AUT? €V AI OKPIB?C TA OTOIXE?A TIOL POV AP?00LV O€ Va BIA70.



2a BIPA?0 TO 0TID?0 ENVAL €2KOAA TIPOGR?C1 U0 UIAC KO 0 AYOC UTIOPE? VA TEPIYPAPE? GOV AT
KOl N a@ANonN YPoUUIK?. Va BIBA?0 ?X1 T?00 LWNA?C AOYOTEXVIK?C 020G UE TNV KAQTOIK? Vol d,
2Uwe va BIBA?0 TIOL ?XEl VO 00U d?0€1 KOl TOU OTIO?0U 01 1376¢, LTIOWI ?(OuaI, Ba GTPIPOYUPVON
yi0 TOA? KOIP? OTO HUOA? HOU.

«...EpXU00TE OTO UG 0€ VAV KOl U0 T?T0 KAl LV0 0’ auTV av2KoUpE. O KOOUOTIOA?TNC TIOL
TNO? AT? TN MO TAVT?INTO OTNV 7AAN 2TW¢ 0 AKPOR?TNG ATT? OKOIV? GE OKOIV?, apy? ? yp?yopa Ba
K?VElL A?00¢ G€ K?To10 AT? TIC AQB?C TOU, KAl T?1E Ba Bpede? KATAY?G, KABNAWUVOC KI EKENVOCG

QTT TNV OV?UVNOT EV?C CKOVIGU0L OP?U0UL UE TP?A-T?00EPN OTITKIA. AK?UN KI EKEAVOC TIOV HId
(W?1oXLP?LETAL TIOG OEV 2XEL TITP?DA, 2TAV TANOL1?EL N 7p0 TOL BAV?TOL OKO?El TO EAQVIK?
KZAECHO TOU T?MOU 21ou {EKNoav ?Ad, ?1mou §7pel 2Tl TOV TEPIKAV0UV. EKE? KOl PO EKE? Ta
TTVTA HV0UV TTVTO OVAAAO?WTA, K20E HUPWOI ?, K?20E Xp7Ua, K?0E B2pu3og oTn yW?piun 620n Tou.
Kal pad? W aut? e€a@av?2etal K20 TtAVoC. MNat? 2tav n apx? Kol To T?A0¢ cuvavtioNtal, EVal
oav va [NV 2Xel CLUUPE? T2roTA. A0 21V Va VEIPO P?20a ' VA PAN0 VEIPO, KI 200¢ 0 VOPWTIG
va €Vl TAAOUVOC VA (€l 1700 0’ AUT?2.»

YT Zta plusyia pva, n K?rmota y?or Tou anKTnoa y?pw a1t? TV KOUATO?p0 auTo? ToU 1?00
AVWOTOL O PO Ad0?. OUOAOY? TIOG ET? TNV AV2AN WO aUTO? TOL BIBA?0L ?px100 va
KOTOAOBOVW K?MmoLa TRAYUOTA , 2rwg TLY. TN 0T?20N auT?¢ TNG X?2pag ato B’ Mayk?opio M7Agpo
KOl T?7p0 oTnv Eupwrm XK ? Vwaor, A0 TEPIoC?TEPO.

Emma Glaisher says

Didn't actually finish it, so my partner briefed me on the denouement. Good ending to a desperately tedious
book. | wanted to like it. | love language, I'm interested in grammar, anyone with amnesiais potentially an
interesting story. But... Sorry. | kept losing the will to live.

Doug says

Morelikea2.5 ... the prose (even in trandation) is very good, but the plot (and plodding climax) never lives
up to the intriguing premise. Mainly | was bored and should have abandoned this early on, as| was sorely
tempted to do. Might have worked much better as a short story than a bloated 187 pages.

Skorofido Skorofido says

P2ua.
N?2w, A?61¢, A7%€L. A?0lEV, AZETE, A70UV0l.

OuolaoTIK? TPITXKALTO.
O TT?p, TOL TOTP?C, TW TITP?, TOV TT?PA, W TIZTEP. OI TOT?PEC, TWV TT?PWV, TOIC TIITP?01, TOUG
TOT?P0C, W TIT?PEC!

APXOIOEAANVIK? YO UUATIK?. KI av QUOKOAE?TNKO GTO MUUV?010 va TIPOCB?0w KOl TI2UTITN TIT?0N
OTO AEEIAAO OV, QOVT?00UL T?7p0 VO 2XEIC VA BIOXEIPIOTE?G QEKATINVTE T ?0EIC OTNV



KaBnuepIv?tnt? oov. H ?xpnatn Tnpoeop?a Tou BIBA?0V: N @VAAVIIK? YA?000 ?XEl SEKATTNVTE
T?0€1G. AUT?C KO LV0 0 AYOG APKE? YA VA YNV TEP?0W 07TE €W AT? TI?PTA PPOVTICTNP?0L
Q@VAQVOIKNV.

ZUVIOT? Puxpat 2o ad?A@al Asv TPZKEITOL VIO EYXEIP?DI0 YPAUUATIK?C ? CUVTAKTIKO?. Mp2KelTal
yia va BaB? avTITOAEUK? BIBA?0 TIOL TIPAYUOTE?ETAI GAOCOPK? KOl LTIIPEIOK? {NTAUATA 2TWC N
OTIPAELA UV UNG, TO TIPEABV KOl TO TPV, N VoL TNG TIOTP?D0C, TO CUAAOVIK? yAWeaBal, Ol
€BVIKO? L7001 KAl N TMVTOBLVOU?0 HIOC YA?000C.

H u?0e0n €val HEYOAEI?DNG OTNV ATA?INT? TNC. Ev u?20w AsuTt?pou Maykoopu?ov MoA?2uou, o
@VAQVALK?C KATaywy?¢ Meppav?e atp?¢ M2pt dp?apl, BP?0KETAI ApOV?TL W VAV ‘0oBev? —
eVTOOUA’ . Vav agBev? Bapl? TPAVUOTIOHUV0 GTO KEQ?AL TIOV 2TAV AVOKT? TI¢ a10B8?0¢€1¢ ToL, 2XI
OTIA?C 2XEl AUVNO?20, OAN? 2XEl EEX?20El OK2UO KAl TN UNTPIK? TOL YA?2000. M0 VA VouUd OTO
QUTI?X0V? TOUL, Z2UTI0 K?pY1aAQ VeV (PTOV OKOUANKOMUPUNYK 2TPUTI!) HOPTLP? K?TIL OTC? TNV
TOUT?INT? TOU. TO TIAIK? TPAUA TOU YIATPO? TIOU OK U0 OIOPPAYE?, TOV 0dNYE? OTO
CUUTI?PACWO TIWG O 00OEV?C TOL VAl DIVAAVOZC. IMat?; MNat? kat? 700¢ ?tol youoT?pel. Tov
OT?AVEL COPUTITO AOITTA 0T PIvAavd?d, ?X1 HE CUVTAY?C VIO Q?PUOKA OAA? UE CULBOUVA?G
YPOUMOTIK?G. MoTE?El TG €V EaVA?0el e TI200¢ TN UNTPIK? TOL @VAOVAIK? YA?000, 0 Z2UT0 B0
OVAKT?0€l TN X0 TOL PV 2Un. ATP?0UEVOC O?0KAAOC, VA AouBNPaV?C OTPATIWTIK?G 1EP?AC, O
Kook?Ad Kal o KP?v?2td 0T0 HEAQYXOALK? OKOT?d1, N PAHA, 1 EPWIEVLUAVN VOOOK U,

Agv €Vval at? Ta BIRA0 TOL daB?EIC Lovopo?@. O?TE €Al ATE? TA BIBA?0 TIOL AYWVI?2C VIO TO TI
B0 YVEl THPAK?TW. 700 — 200 0 IATP?¢ Pp?0pl aT? TIC TP?TEC GEAPOEC TOU BIBA?0L paC
TIPOETOI?LEN TIWG O 7PWAC UOC OV £?XE KOl T?200 KAA? T?A0C. MNV TEPIKAVETE VA 00C T KOl TO
T?\0¢ ToL. E?rmape Tog e2ual spoiler skorofido aAA? Kal Ta spoiler ?xouv ta ?pla Toug. Eval va
BIBA?0 O¢ TO TOUE NUEPOAOYIAK Y (01 ONUEI?0EIC TOL Z2UTO) TIOU Sl OK 2TTTETO OTT? K 2TIOI EC,
LETAYEV?0TEPEC OKAPEIC TOU 1ATPO? KO UE EURPAIUEC IO — VO ETIOTOA?C TNC VOOOK 2U0C. Va
BIBA?0 0TO OTIO?0 KLPLAPXE? LA BAPI? LEAAYXOAIK? ATU?20@A1PA TIOU 0l0OVECUL VO TEPTIIT?C OTIC
A?0TEG TOU OVOIEI2TIKOU EAC?VKI ? O LO?XAD TIOU UTIOUKVEL Ta poLBOVIA GOL aTI? TO
OKEVOPUAKIO TNG EKKANC0C.

O1 W?0€1¢ TOU CLYYPAE?A TTAVW OTNV ETICTUN TNG YA?000¢ EN AL ELEAVIOTATEC KOl TIPOCWTTK?C TIC
A?tpega. Eval n yA?2o00a Tiou TNPE?El TIC OKAPEIG HAC, ENVAL N YA?000 TIOU HOC Ol O OPPVEL,
€01 N YA?000 TIOU dNUIOLPYE? TNV TALT?INT? Ma¢; (MW To A?w TO ?TIU0 o?uepal)

V0 ATOOTOOUOT?KI OTT? TA TOAA? TEP? YA?000,. ..

<AVTpaa Ta A?a tou Porilaisten marssi oxed?V Xwp?¢ va To KATOAABAaVw, ooV va ?tav n
HUCTIK? GUVTAY? K?TI0I0U HAYIKO? @?ATPOL, KOI W' AUT? OV VNKOV 0K U0 THO YONTEUTIK?. ATT?
PAEC TICAZEEIC TIOL £7XO ATIOTUTI?0EL UE TO HOA?BL OTO TETP?DI0, AVAPWTI AUOUV TIOIEG 2TAV AUT?C
TIOU AY0 TIPIV £2XAV KVEl TOUC OTPATI?TEC VO KAAPOULV. TO 2T1 210V TOAEUIK G A EIC ?TOV
OAOQPVEPO. YTI?DXOV K?TI HEY?AECG, YEUPTEC ATIVWT? UV 7EVTA, HE T SIOAUTIK? Y10 KPVOG KOl TO h
oav TEAQUAVA TEPACUN XIOOT?. PANEC, TOA? CVTOWEC, OKPWINPIOCUNVEC ATT? ATIOOTPAPOVC,
KOUVO?700aV TA KOAOBWUAVA TOUG U?AN aTNV 23€10 YPOUU?. MEPIK? KEPAAQ 20 YPPUHATO
UTIDOZAVAV T?MOUG Ol 20NV HOXV TIOU &V TOUG 2ZEPA. Avaw?piaoa TN AN TIou LTIDSNAVEL TN
onNUa?a, Ki 2tav aA?0e1a T av?2uLe TAATAY?2(oVTaC OVUECT OTA XEPAN.»

... Kl €TE10? 10 Porilaisten marssi, KAAOIK? TOAEULK? @VAQVIIK? EURAT?PLO, OTA AUTI? TOU Z2UTIO
OKOVETAI WG EPWITIK? BaPPE?C K?AECUN, TO APaa, TO BP?Ka KAl 0a¢ 1o Xap?lw.



>T0 E?0V, Ol EKTEVE?C O€ K?TIOILO ONHE?0 AV @OP?G OTN @VAOVAIK? LUBOAOY?0 KOl OTO OIK? TOU(
«OUNPIK? 2T0C». EKE? e TOV BAVAOVEY Kl TOV B?rouvey Kal Ty Tpdva tng MN2xyioAa, 10

?X0 00 EVIEAPG, OAA? XOAPAL...

MA ETITA?0V «OUV» I I0TOPIK? TAKPLGN GVAAVIIKO? AoLBNPOVIOUO? KOl EAANVIK?C 0pB0d0E 20 (. ..
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MTK says

A OTOXOOU?G V1A TO TG N YA?00d, N TITP?D0 KAl N TPOCWTIK? TAUT?INTA AEITOVPYONV 0OV
OUYKOIVWVONTA dOXE?0 aTNV YPLX? EV?C avOp?Iov.

rameau says

This reads more like aman's desperate attempt to make sense of alanguage, a culture, and a history behind
them that is wholly different from his own, than it reads like a novel about an amnesiac man searching for an
identity through a new language.

| appreciated the historical accuracy, but can only hope that the mispelled Finnish words are the trandator's
fault rather than the original author's. As| said in one of my status updates, it's good for linguistic laughs.

Neil says

“You use words nicely, too,” she said. * Now that you know it better, what isit that you most like about our
language?”

‘“What do | like about it most?’

‘Yes. Aword, aphrase...

‘“Well, | know this may strike you as strange, but what | like is the abessive!’ | answered hesitantly.

‘The abessive? But that's a case, a declension!” she shot back in amusement.

‘Yes, a declension for things we haven’t got: koskenkorvatta, toivatta, no koskenkorva, no hope, both are
declined in the abessive. It’ s beautiful, it's like poetry! And also very useful, because there are more things

we haven't got than that we have. All the best words in this world should be declined in the abessive!’

What a beautiful, sad book about loss, about the insanity of war, about the importance of love. And about the



importance of language.

A man isfound barely alive after aterrible act of violence. He beginsto re-build his life under the guidance
of adoctor who only has a name label found in his jacket to go on. The name is Finnish and so is the doctor,
so, because the man’ s trauma has stolen even his language, he begins to teach him Finnish to help him regain
his memory and identity. Language is amystery for along time, but our hero movesto Finland and grows in
his understanding. He befriends a priest who hel ps his understanding grow.

War happens. Love starts to happen. A sad story evolves.
It's not complicated. It's not fancy. But it is beautiful.

In European languages the sentence is a straight line; in Finnish it isa circle, within which something
happens.

Jim Elkins says

How to Write About Translation in a Monolingual Book

This book has areally tremendous idea: a man is badly injured; he can't remember who heis, and he has lost
his capacity for language. His doctor decides the man is Finnish, because he has a Finnish name embroidered
inside his shirt collar. The doctor is passionately Finnish himself, and some of the book is taken up the
doctor's lessons in Finnish language and culture. The patient imagines that the words he is learning have
resonance somewhere deep within hisinjured brain. Even though each word and idea is unfamiliar, the man
assumes that heis slowly reconnecting to his fundamental identity. It turns out, in the end, that the man was
Italian. He never learns that, but he does finally realize heis probably not Finnish. At that point, however, it's
too late: hisidentity isbroken in an unusual and interesting way -- he is entirely convinced that the sounds
and feelings of Finnish words are woven into his essential sense of himself, and at the same time aware that
those words really just float on the surface of whatever he was, or might till be. [ See the comments by Josg,
following this review, for more on the plot. | thank him for correcting several points | made.]

It'sagreat idea, with all sorts of implications for identity theory, language, and trandation theory, and it fits
with the ongoing fascination with stories of failed memory. It questions one of the common assumptions of
identity theory in relation to language -- that the words, phonemes, and grammatical forms we learned as
infants are deeply embedded in our nature, in our character. A seminar on structural linguistics could make
good use of this book, and so could a seminar on trandation theory.

The problem is that the author never quite figured out how someone with no language can contempl ate the
etymology of words or the poetry of myths when he can scarcely understand anything that is being said to
him. Throughout the entire book -- all the way up to ten pages from the end -- the narrator is saying things
like, "Once again, | did not understand it all, although | could not fail to see that it contained harsh words' --
this after an impassioned and extremely eloquent letter from awoman who had loved him. (p. 173) After a
lengthy and detailed exposition of the Finnish epic Karevala, the narrator says simply, "l had at last managed
to begin to make some sense” of the myths. (p. 126) The book is full of eloguent, articul ate, detailed
accounts of national character, history, literature, and language, which we read in full, but which the narrator
can't really understand. Somehow, he reconstructs these wonderful speeches by memorizing entire sentences,
and by pondering what had only seemed to him to be passionate random sounds.



It's such a pity that such atrivial, logical problem of narrative prevents this book from working as it should.
It would have been easy, for example, to introduce another character who could hear and transcribe
everything in detail, and then have the patient recall what he could of each speech. Oh well. Marani isa
tranglator, and is full of wonderful ideas about language; | may read another of hisbooksin future.

Despoina Despoina says

B?20w 3 ?x1 yiat? dev eval va ToA? KAA? BIBA?0 0AA? yiaT? dev pE evBOLO?0OE.

H u?0ean eval TPORAYIUN-OTIC TP?TEC 50 OEADEC KAT?AABA TEP?IOL TI TPZKEITAL VO YVEL.

O1 TOA? KOA?C OTIYU?C TOL PBIBA?0L €A1 EKE? TIOL 7PEC 2PEC YVETAL VA BOUU?010 ALPIK? TN A
VW oTNV PIVAQVAIK? YA?000. ZTO TIOA? KOA? TOU B w €TT70N¢ ALT? TNV 0200 an ao@ué?ag,
nouvx?0¢, HOVOEl 7 KOl LEAOYXOA P0G TIOU KUPIOPXE? o PA0 TO BIPA0.

Me KO?paoav Ta KOPU?TIO TG LUBOAOY?0C-Oev 2PTaryav auT? dAA? 10 dIK? LoV YO?0TO TIOU
Bapt?tal toug p?26ouc.

Fevik?: 1d1a?tePo BIBA?0, TPWI?TUTO. OO VIVZTOV KAl KOA? TAIV?0-00V VO BA?TIW 20N EIKNVEC TNG
UTIPOCT? HOoV.

Agv Bd TO ¢70TNVA €2K0AQ.

* To BIBA?0 OV 2PeEPE TIOA? VTOVO OTO VOU TNV TAIV?0 H HLUOTIK? {w? Twv A2EEWV
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The _Sec...

Bettie? says

[Bettie's Books (hide spoiler)]

Lisa says

It's taken far too long for this seductive book to be translated into English, and I'm not surprised that it has
been shortlisted for the Independent Foreign Fiction Prize almost as soon asit hit the shelves in the English-
speaking world. (What other treasureslie in store for us, | wonder, now that at |ast readers can source the
kind of books they like from everywhere, not just limited to what local booksellers think they might like?
Publishers are starting to realise that there is a world-wide market for books in translation at last!)

Diego Marani is an Italian Eurocrat, apparently one with a sense of humour. To divert himself from his work
asalinguist for the EU in Brussels, he spoofs current affairs for a Swiss newspaper using his own invented
language called Europanto. He is the author of six novels, but according to Stu at Winston's Dad, New
Finnish Grammar is the only one to be translated into English. Let’s hope we see more of them soon.

New Finnish Grammar is the story of aman’s search for identity. Not the navel-gazing, coming-of-age or
getting-older kind of identity that in my opinion tends to preoccupy too many authors at the expense of more
significant issues, but an actual identity. He doesn’'t know who he is, and in the turmoil of war, neither does
anyone else.

It so happens that he is found on the quay in Trieste, with near-critical head injuries, in September 1943. The



date is significant because thisis when Mainland Italy was invaded by the Allies under Montgomery and the
Italians signed an Armistice. Although Italy was then no longer a belligerent in the war, the Germans il
occupied Trieste in the northeast near the border with Slovenia, and that is how a neurologist from Hamburg
happens to be working there. (The Germans a so continued to occupy other placesin Italy, as all those of us
who' ve read Captain Corelli’s Mandolin will remember).

To read the rest of my review, please visit http://anzlitlovers.com/2012/04/22/ne...

James Folan says

oh, look. here's aletter from that pretty nurse | met recently in wartime Helsinki after losing my memory:

'Do you remember my tree in Kaivopusto Park? There are many ways of seeing it: you can regard it asa
network of lymph vessels, of veins, of roots teeming with sap, linked up to aliving nucleus which, through
the breathing leaves, establishes and maintains a flow of matter between earth and sky, between inert matter
and air. But you can also reduce it to a pure number, make it into alaw of chemistry which governs the way
things decompose and are transformed. In both cases, different though they are, that tree will still be
something outside ourselves, something we are observing, something we know, perhaps, but with which we
do not have any relationship. Establishing a relationship, that's what we're talking about: agreeing to move
towards the other without taking possession of them, without making them conform to what we expect of
them. That's what 1'd like to do with you.'

er... no thanks, love.




