
OX ROAD 
Main story: Sabina's lost coin 
Sabina has lost her coin. She believes that it is her token of luck and that she cannot be in peace without 
it. But where could it be and who took it? Sabina is looking for a home, a peaceful place, somewhere 
silent. She does not want to avoid people, of course not, but we all need a place where our soul can rest. 
Even for a moment. You will never forget such a place, and it is where your mind can escape to rest, 
even if you were on the other side of the world.  
 
Sabina is in Turku, reading a dissertation from the Turku Academy dated in 1769. It says there that a coin 
has been discovered in Tammela. She has to travel the Tavastia Ox Road. 
 
A coin has also been discovered in Sweden, they say, which means that the royals could have brought it 
to the Häme Castle – she will have to go all the way there. Sabina keeps travelling from one time and 
place to another, searching; hearing and seeing stories of life and death. But does anyone know 
anything about her coin?  
 
Jokioinen museum railway: Ghost train 
On a summer night filled with light, as the mist rises between the snag trees on the Minkiö wetlands and 
covers the embankment of the Jokoinen museum railway, you may hear the ghostly whistle of a steam 
engine over the wetlands. As the mist is clearing, the shape of a passing steam engine can be seen.  
 
If you happen to be standing next to the narrow rails, the still night is filled by a steam engine’s puffing 
and the clacking of the rails. Many people tell stories of the ghost train, but few have seen it or heard its 
silent whistle that traverses the night.  
 
It has been said that the ghost train travelled for the first time after the train robbery that took place in 
1906 in Minkiö. Or maybe it was the horrible accident of December 1908, when a train fell off the tracks 
and nearly plunged down the 12-metre bridge into the Loimi river.  
 
Some say that a passenger coach has been seen behind the engine, with a woman wearing a dark dress 
and a brimmed hat standing on the platform in the back of the coach. Some claim that they have 
smelled the smoke, but most have only heard the low whistle of the steam engine. 
 

Ox Road of Tavastia: Maire at Letku 
Maire’s husband Martti was found dead, leaning on an arch made of granite. One day, the widow saw a 
reflection of Martti on the arch. The reflection told Maire to visit an old granite quarry. Maire asked for 
directions to go to the quarry from the shopkeeper of the Letku village shop, and he was puzzled. The 
quarry was once owned by twin brothers, one of whom had been killed there, and his body had been 
discovered, beheaded. 
 
Maire was not keen to explain her vision; instead, she left immediately after receiving instructions. 
There were rusty wire cables, pulleys and cogwheels at the quarry. The steep cliff was full of granite 
boulders and sharp pieces of rock. The place looked dangerous. 
 
There was a pond in the middle to which a wire cable from a cogwheel extended. Maire kept pulling the 
wire rope until the pond started to gradually glow in a green light. It looked like a man’s head was rising 
up in the middle. She heard someone say “thank you” and the vision disappeared. 



Maire turned to go away. She heard the voice of her husband, Martti. “I left without saying farewell, but 
I will love you forever. Everything is fine now. Farewell, my love.” Maire knew that there would be no 
more shadows on the arches.  
 

Forssa Museum: Charlotte and Suoma 
Charlotte Handl came from an atelier in Austria to work in Forssa in 1938. She was a skilled designer and 
very good with her hands. She created fashionable fabric patterns for factory production and decorative 
flowers to beautify the hats of the wives of the directors of the factory.  
 
Charlotte used to live in the centre of Forssa, at the end of Wahreninkatu Street, on the upper floor of 
the yellow wooden house that still stands there. She walked to work along the Loimi river to the 
weaving mill area, where the Forssa atelier was.  
 
Her assistant was a young local woman, Suoma Särmä, who, like Charlotte, was also a talented designer 
and very productive. Even though the women worked together, they sometimes quarrelled.  
 
The story goes that some of the models drawn by Suoma ended up in production under Charlotte’s 
name. This will surely cause a quarrel, but what could a mere assistant do about it? 
 

Spinning mill: Wahren’s visit  

Axel Wahren has returned to the spinning mill. He looks around and realises that the spinning mill, 
workshop, carpenter’s workshop, foundry, waste-cotton mill, power plant and the cotton warehouse 
are still there. But they are in completely different use than in his day. 
 
There are museums and restaurants. A nursery and library, a school and an adult education centre and 
so on. There are so many people teeming around that Wahren feels almost dizzy. 
 
The roaring of the rapids can still be heard though, just like in the old days. The park is still as beautiful 
as it used to be and so are the houses once occupied by the factory owners. This is a great place for a 
stroll and to take a break from all the hustle and bustle.  
 
Wahren recalls the busy years at the factory: the cotton angels, all the factory works, the factory school 
and doctor’s office. That was the way of life back then. The stories of all the factory workers, even those 
who came much after his time, are contained in the red brick buildings.   
 
It is such a delight that the Spinning Mill area is still busy, and its buildings are filled with life. 
 
Tammela Church: Visit by the king 

King Gustav II Adolf and Queen Maria Eleonora are at the beautiful Church of Tammela, seated and 
looking dignified. Finnish cavalrymen – known as the hakkapelitas – are about to go to war, led by the 
King, so it is time to pray for each and every soldier.  
Fortunately, the service is in Finnish, so the common people can understand what is being said: long 
gone are the bishops of both Rome and Constantinople, and Luther’s doctrine is preached from the 
pulpit thoroughly and earnestly, just like in the 1600s. 
 
The Tammela stone church is fit for a king. Its ceiling is high, and the belfry rises even higher, so that you 
can hear the bells over the vastness of the Pyhäjärvi and Kaukjärvi lakes.   



The location of the church was selected by oxen: it was built in the spot where the oxen pulling the 
stones for the construction stopped. At the time of the king’s visit, the church was smaller, and it was 
extended in the next century to accommodate over a thousand people. The aisle is over 50 metres long, 
the second longest in the whole country. You really have to mean it to walk down this aisle to the altar.  
 
Kaukolanharju ridge: Touching beauty  
Albert Edelfelt unveils the painting on the easel. His friends and acquaintances have come to see a new 
painting, and now the crowd stirs in excitement. 
“Does a place like this really exist?” 
"Yes, it does,” Albert assures them: “the work is entitled Kaukola Ridge at Sunset and the location is in 
Tammela, a ridge between the Pyhäjärvi and Kuivajärvi lakes. The view there is amazing, a true Finnish 
landscape with forests, hills and lakes...” 
Albert describes the place so vividly that the listeners feel they are at the Kaukola Ridge looking at one 
of the most beautiful views that exists. 
“I am not the only artist who has found this view. Magnus von Wright, Robert Ekman and many more 
have found Tammela. I used to spend my summers at the Saari Mansion and all that beauty has made 
an indelible impression to me. Once you climb the Kaukola Ridge, life will not be the same. Such beauty 
touches your soul.” 

 
Torronsuo: on a day trip  
The Aaltonen family is on the duckboards on the edge of the Torronsuo bog. 
“Did you know that this is the deepest bog in Finland, and you will find lagg zones, kermis, kolks and 
flarks here,” the father explains.  
The kids, Liisa and Leevi are puzzled.  
"What are they? Animals? I hope they don’t bite!” 
The Aaltonen family is on day trip at the bog. It is a sunny day, and beautiful autumn colours are blazing. 
The mother finds the children’s question funny. 
"No, those are not animals. They are the various terrain types you can find on a raised bog like this. Over 
there is a kermi, the hummock that grows sprigs and trees. It is a drier area of land. The flarks are 
wetter, and the ponds are called kolks. Can you see?” 
"Funny words", Leevi says and Liisa immediately points out that these would make great questions for a 
quiz show. 
They meet another family on the duckboard trail, but there is enough room to pass each other. 
"There are many birds, insects and plants that live here only. The duckboard trails are used to protect 
them. In winter, wonderful skiing tracks run through the area. We could come here to do some cross-
country skiing, maybe on a moon-lit night.” 
"That would be fun,” Liisa and Leevi agree. 
 
Porras tannery: Widow was a part of the deal 
Master tanner Mård was feeling good at his new tannery in the village of Porras in 1879. 
 
Just a few years before, he had been toiling away in Turku as a journeyman with poor pay. Luckily, he 
had heard that Ida, the widow of master tanner Pakkanen, was looking for a new master for the shop. 
Even though the deal meant that he also had to marry the widow, he had taken his chances: more 
affluent life was waiting for him, he was skilled for the job, and the widow was only about ten years his 
senior. 
 



He did not have to regret his decision. There were more than 10 men employed at the tannery and it 
was very profitable, and he had become a distinguished member of the gentlefolk. 
 
He had just completed a second tannery in the village of Porras. It was a great location, there was access 
to water from the Turpoonjoki river, and the busy Ox Road of Tavastia runs through it. Labour force, tan 
and hides were all readily available and a reliable man was leading the work. 
 
Mård took pride in the modern tannery in Porras. Several machines were powered by a modern 
portable engine, the sole leather rolling and polishing machines among them. 
 
Korteniemi sauna: After the work is done 
The rush season is over for forest warden Kalle Lönngren. Rye had been cut with scythes, left to dry in 
stooks and finally threshed with flails in the barn. His wife, son and farm hand Ville had helped him with 
all the work. Now, the smoke sauna was hot, and afterwards he would be greeted with bread freshly 
baked by his wife and coffee, a delicacy you only had on special moments like today.  
 
The sauna is dimly lit. The soft heat caresses his sore muscles and joints. Kalle closes his eyes and 
breathes in the warm air. His wife and son do not speak either, both of them aware that the sauna is a 
place of silence. It feels nice to sit here in the sauna, just let your mind wander and gently use the bath 
whisk. 
 
The hiss of the stove is so powerful that every once in a while, you have to go out for a minute to cool 
down. Finally, everyone is clean and feeling warm. Kalle throws water on the stove for the final time as 
he leaves. 
"Why did you do that?" the boy asks his father.  
"The sauna elf will take his sauna bath after us, remember? You have to put on heat for the sauna elf or 
he will be angry and next time the heat in the sauna will not be soft. Instead, it will be so fiery that your 
toes will curl,” his dad answers, smiling. 
 
Renko church: Church of St James the Great 
The pilgrim is wearing a faded robe, worn-out shoes and carrying only a tiny bag and his cane. He stands 
at the door of the church for a long time before entering the Church of St James the Great. He nods his 
head, makes the sign of the cross over his chest and seats himself quietly on the back pew. 
Only his lips move slightly as he utters the Prayer of St James:  
“O Sovereign Lord, who hast visited us in compassion and mercies, and hast freely given to us, Thy 
humble and sinful and unworthy servants, boldness to stand at Thy holy altar...” 
 
After saying the prayer, the pilgrim looks around and sees the beauty of the church, its ancient altar 
textiles and candlesticks, the pews worn out from use. The church has such a distinct shape, an octagon, 
and flooded with light coming in from the vast windows. He feels grateful.  
 
He meets another pilgrim outside the church. 
"Are you coming from afar? I am on a pilgrimage too,” the young man says. 
“Not from a faraway place, but a faraway time. Go in, you will find peace there,” the pilgrim replies, 
smiling. 
 
Renko Local Museum, Ox Road Museum: Daily life 



It is about ordinary life. The life of ordinary people and those who were a little holier or more important: 
people of the church and those engaged in the matters of the crown. A former grain warehouse, built in 
the 1800s, still stands there upright and mighty-looking.  
 
It is standing next to the grey stone church, not complaining about having to be the more modest one of 
the two. The church had an important task, but so did the grain warehouse from which those in need 
could borrow seed grains – one offered food for the soul, the other for the body. 
 
People still come to the church; and the grain warehouse is filled with exhibits telling the stories of the 
ordinary life of people. Visitors too, of course, marvelling at the life of the days past, such as yoked oxen 
and moonshine-making equipment. The treasures of the old church and life of the people who used to 
travel on the Ox Road, where those running the matters of the crown also travelled.  
 
The warehouse also features tools from those times, the most mundane items of all. Some find it so 
peculiar, the life of the past. The beautiful warehouse building sighs when welcoming yet another group 
in to marvel its exhibits.  
 

 

The main story continues… 

Sabina has arrived. She has met many people in many eras. Important people who have had real 

influence on the course of history. She did not even remember to inquire about her coin from all of 

them; she saw such amazing things and exciting places that she did not dare to bring up her own case. 

She could see back in time, and forward in time, and it would take a long time to digest all of this. She 

did miss the heat of the sauna and the solemnness and quietness in there, once she had overcome the 

emotion that her skin was burning.  

Sabina has found a home. She finally found it in the heart of another vagabond – they were both looking 

for a home and found a place together in a Finnish forest, near a field in a beautiful grove, on the shore 

of a blue lake. 

On her travels, Sabina learnt that a human being does not need that much to be happy. More love than 

wealth, more the safety of your own home than the luxury of castles. 

Sabina’s coin was never found. Perhaps it will be discovered by the next traveller. Perhaps you. 

 


